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Finally, the “scientific system of
thought ” in Wordsworth gives us at
jast such poetry as this, which the
devout Wordsworthian accepts :

¢ ) for the coming of that glorious time

When, prizing knowledge as her noblest
wealth

And best protection, this Tmperial Realm,

While she exalts allegiance, shall admit

An obligation, on her part to teack

Them who are born to serve her and obey ;

Binding herself by statute to secure,

For all the children whom her soil main-
tains,

The rudiments of letters, and inform

The mind with moral and religious truth.”

Wordsworth calls Voltaire dull, and
surely the production of these un-
Voltairian lines must have been im-
posed on him as a judgment. One
can hear them being quoted at a
Social Science Congress; one can call
up the whele scene. A great room
in one of our dismal provincial towns ;
dusty air and jaded afternoon day-
light ; benches full of men with bald
heads, and women in spectacles ; an
orator lifting up his face from a manu-
script written within and without to
declaim these lines of Wordsworth ;
and in the soul of any poor child of
nature who may have wandered in
thither an unutterable sense of lamen-
tation and mourning and woe.

“But turn we,” as Wordsworth
says, “from these bold, bad men,”
the haunters of Social Science Con-
gresses. And let us be on our guard,
too, against the exhibitors and ex-
tollers of a “scientific system of
thought”in Wordsworth’s poetey. The
poetry will never be seen aright while
they thus exhibit it. The cause of
s greatness is simple, and may be
told quite simply. Wordsworth’s
poetry is great because of the extra-
ordinary power with which Words-
worth feels the joy offered to us in
nature, the joy offered to us in the sim-
ple elementary affections and duties;
and because of the extraordinary
power with which, in case after case,

he shews us this joy, and renders it so
as to make us share it.

The source of joy from which he
thus draws is the truest and most
unfailing source of joy accessible to
man. Itis also accessible universally.
Wordsworth brings us word, therefore,
according to his own strong and
characteristic line—he brings us word

#Of joy in wildest commonalty spread.”

Here is an immense advantage for a
poet. Wordsworth tells of what all
seek, and tells of it at its truest and
best source, and yet a source where
all may go and draw for it.
Nevertheless, we are not to sup-
pose that everything is precious which
Wordsworth, standing cven at this
perennial and beautiful source, may
give us. Wordsworthians are apt to
talk as if it must be. They will speak
with the same reverence of 7%e Sailor's
Mother, for example, as of Zucy Gray.
They do their master harm by such
lack of discrimination. Lwcy Gray
i1s a beautiful success; Zhe Satler's
Mother is a failure. To give aright
what he wishes to give, to interpret
and render successfully, is not always
within Wordsworth’s own commmand.
It is within no poet's command;
here is the part of the Muse, the in-
spiration, the God, the *‘‘not our-
selves.” In Wordsworth’s case, the
accident—for so it may always be
called—of inspiration is of peculiar
importance. No poet, perhaps, is so
evidently filled with a new and sacred
energy when the inspiration is upon
him; no poet, when it fails him, is soleft
“‘weakas isabreakingwave.” Iremem-
ber hearing him say that * Goethe's
poetry was not inevitable enough.”
The remark is striking and true; no
line in Goethe, as Goethe said him-
self, but its maker knew well how it
came there. Wordsworth is right,
Goethe's poetry is not inevitable ;
not inevitable enough. But Words-
worth’s poetry, when he is at his best,



