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            TO
      

            MARY CORNETT LOWES
      

            WHO
      

            LIKE THE WEDDING-GUEST
      

            COULD NOT CHOOSE
      

            BUT HEAR
      

         

      
   


   
      
         Faust. Wohin der Weg?

         Mephistopheles. Kein Weg! Ins Unbetretene.

      
   


   
      
         Eight chapters of this book and parts if six other chapters were read in 1926 as lectures on two Foundations — an endowed lectureship in the University College of Wales, and the Norman Wait Harris Foundation in Northwestern University — each of which stipulates the publication of its lectures as a book. The Harris Lectures of 1926 and the corresponding lectures at the University College of Wales consist, accordingly, of Chapters I (in part); II and III; VII and parts of IX, X, and XI; XIII and XIV; XV (in part) and XVI; XIX (in part), XX, and XXII. And I wish to acknowledge the generosity of the Trustees of both Foundations in their willingness to accept, as fulfilling their requirement, a book of which the lectures constitute but a part.

      
   


   
      
         
            PREFACE
      

         

         The
          story which this book essays to tell was not of the teller’s choosing. It simply came, with supreme indifference to other plans, and autocratically demanded right of way. A glittering eye and a skinny hand and a long gray beard could not have done more summary execution, nor, for that matter, could the Wedding-Guest himself (who also had other fish to fry) have been, at the outset, a more reluctant auditor. But the reluctance swiftly passed into absorbing interest, as the meaning of the chance glimpse which did the business was disclosed. For the agency which cast the spell was not, as it happened, a pair of marvellous fairy-tales at all, nor even the provocative and baffling personality of their creator. It was the imaginative energy itself, surprised (as it seemed to me) at work behind these fabrics of its weaving. If I was right, and if I could make clear to others what I thought I saw myself, I had no alternative. That the aperçu, such as it was, should come through ‘The Ancient Mariner,’ when I was intent at the moment upon Chaucer’s rich humanity, was, to be sure, more than a little disconcerting. It was so, however, that it chose to come, and Wyrd goeth as she will.

         Once started on, however, the story has been written in its present form (I fear I must confess) quite frankly for the writer’s own enjoyment — in part for the sheer pleasure of following into unfamiliar regions an almost untrodden path; not a little for that fearful joy one snatches from the effort to exhibit, with something that approaches clarity, the order which gives meaning to a chaos of details. It would have been easy in comparison to communicate, for the edification of a narrow circle only, a mass of observations to the pages of some learned journal, and let it go at that. But the subject in itself was far too interesting, and the light it seemed to throw upon a wider field far too significant, to warrant any but the broadest treatment I could give it. I am not sure, indeed, that one of the chief services which literary scholarship can render is not precisely the attempt, at least, to make its findings available (and interesting, if that may be) beyond the precincts of its own solemn troops and sweet societies. At all events, that is the adventurous enterprise of this volume. Its facts I think I can safely vouch for. As for the interpretation thereof, that is the core of the book. And nothing which I might say here has not already been said there.

         A good deal, perhaps most, of the material of the study is what, in academic circles, we somewhat humorously call ‘ new.’ Since the term may be applied with equal relevance to exhumed treasure redolent of the dust of centuries and to facts still sparkling with their pristine dew, the adjective, to the uninitiated, is apt to be ambiguous. In so far as most of the facts which I have here attempted to interpret have either not been previously observed in this connection, or, if observed, have not been put upon their inferences, the term, in its faintly Pickwickian sense, is not impertinent. But this ‘newness’ is a quality of little moment, except as it renders possible a fresh synthesis. That I believe it does, and so the use of hitherto unused evidence becomes a factor of some importance in the reckoning.

         There are, however, two matters about which I want to be quite clear. In the first place, this is not a study of Coleridge’s theory of the imagination. It is an attempt to get at the workings of the faculty itself. Coleridge wrote a great deal about the imagination, and (I am very sure) talked more. And in the course of his wanderings through what he once pleasantly called ‘the holy jungle of transcendental metaphysics’ he evolved the nebulous theory propounded in the twelfth and thirteenth chapters of the Biographia Literaria. With that I have just now nothing to do. It belongs to the history of critical opinion; our interest is in a study of the imaginative processes themselves. And I am deliberately excluding the one in favour of the other. For I cannot but think that Coleridge’s most precious contribution to our understanding of the imagination lies, not in his metaphysical lucubrations on it after it was lost, but in the implications of his practice while he yet possessed the power.

         In the second place, there are considerations, in themselves of obvious importance, which, with reference to my purpose, are beside the point. How far ‘The Rime of the Ancient Mariner,’ for example, is ‘romantic’; how far it has or has not the Aristotelian σπουδαιότης; where it stands in this or that hierarchy of eternal values — questions such as these are not, for the moment, my affair. I am attempting to do this only — to discover how, in two great poems, out of chaos the imagination frames a thing of beauty. The implications of the facts, I believe, have value far beyond these two poems. But I know, too, that the imagination operates in many ways, and before conclusions of universal application can be reached, other studies of other works must check and supplement the results of this.

         Even these results have been subject to remorseless limitations. ‘I have read almost everything,’ said Coleridge, not without warrant, a year before he wrote ‘The Ancient Mariner,’ and he who sets out to track him through his reading leaves unread at his peril anything readable whatsoever that was extant in Coleridge’s day. Nothing short of the omne scibile will do. That, in a world of exacting duties, is a bliss to die with, rather than a goal attained. And I am sadly certain that there is much which I have overlooked — a regret which has its compensation in the fact that there is left for others a chance at the joy of the chase which I have had. It is far too much to hope, moreover, that in weighing particulars like the sand for multitude, every appraisal of details has been correct. There will be without question specific inferences which may challenge doubt or dissent. But making all allowances for tracts still unexplored and human fallibility, the mass of cumulative evidence, I think, is overwhelming, and it is as a whole — a whole of which the parts are mutually corroborative — that I could wish this essay at interpretation to be judged. More than that no mortal can in reason ask..

         Since the date on the title-page is 1927, it is proper to state that the substance of the book, though not in its present form, was given as lectures at the Brooklyn Institute of Arts and Sciences in March and April, 1920. And much of it had already found place in courses at Harvard and Radcliffe as early as 1919. A number of chapters as they now stand have since been read at the Universities of California and Texas, in 1922 and 1924. The acknowledgement to the two Foundations which stipulate publication of their lectures has been made elsewhere. But I could not there acknowledge the charming courtesy which, both at Aberystwyth and Evanston, as at Austin and Berkeley, made my term as lecturer delightful.

         Welcome confirmation of a few details has come while the book has been in preparation, through independent observations which have at intervals been printed here and there. But all such matters will be found, where they belong, in the notes. Mr. Hugh I’Anson Fausset’s Samuel Taylor Coleridge was published after this volume was completed and in the printer’s hands. I have referred in the notes to two or three of Mr. Fausset’s statements. Beyond these brief references it has been impossible, under the circumstances, to go.

         There are those who find the notes in a book more interesting than the text. I often do myself. But for the sake of others otherwise inclined the notes in this book are, for the most part, securely kennelled in the rear. There they will molest no incurious reader who is circumspect enough to let them lie. Their objects, for those who care to turn to them, are two: to make possible the verification of all statements which rest in any way upon authority; and to sketch in, through details which would have violated the unity of n ordered treatment, the complex and often vividly human background of the poems. But the text may be read, by those who will, as if the notes did not exist.

         Debts such as mine are pleasant to acknowledge, even though they can never be repaid. Grateful homage first of all is due to the memory of the two great recent editors of Coleridge, James Dykes Campbell and Ernest Hartley Coleridge, whose unwearied investigation of everything which bears upon the text has laid the only foundation on which a study such as this may safely build. And since I have had to make constant use of early editions, my debt to the monumental bibliography of Thomas Wise — whose personal kindness I, with many others, know — is scarcely less. With these three must be named for special thanks Professor Alois Brandl of Berlin. For he it was who printed, just thirty years ago, the manuscript in which lie the clues to much that follows. His edition of the so-called ‘Gutch Memorandum Book’ is not always accurate (as I shall now and then in these pages find it necessary to point out), and his notes, which are often of the utmost value, leave many important entries unidentified. A new edition is needed, and I hope before too long to publish one — with full knowledge that I too shall leave many riddles still unsolved. But to Professor Brandl belongs the honour of first recognizing the potential value of a priceless document — a recognition, one must add, in which few scholars since have followed him.

         To colleagues and students and other friends I owe kindnesses far too many to enumerate. Most of them are, I hope, acknowledged in the notes. A few are too special to pass over here. Professor A. E. Longueil, Dr. George M. Vogt, Professors Stanley P. Chase, Paul F. Kaufman and Harold Golder, Bertram R. Davis, Esq., of Bristol, and Mr. Hale Moore have from time to time looked up for me various matters of detail at the British Museum, the Bristol Library, and elsewhere, and Mr. Kaufman sent me in manuscript, before it was printed, his record of the borrowings of Coleridge and Southey from the Bristol Library. Professor Garland Greever also sent me in manuscript the pages of his book, A Wiltshire Parson and his Friends, which deal with his discovery of Coleridge’s hitherto unrecognized reviews. Permission to print a letter from Joseph Conrad, which I had hoped to ask of Mr. Conrad himself, has been given me since his death by his literary executor, Mr. Richard Curle, and also by his publisher, Mr. F. N. Doubleday. To Dr. John L. Haney (over and above his bibliography) I am indebted for valuable help in tracing a number of volumes containing Coleridge’s annotations; nor may I omit the courtesy of many booksellers in London and New York who have given aid in the same quest. Mr. B. H. Blackwell and Mr. H. S. Rowles of Oxford have been especially kind. Particular acknowledgement is due to the Reverend Gerard H. B. Coleridge, great-grandson of the poet, for permission to print unpublished letters; and to Mrs. Lucy Gillman Watson, granddaughter of Dr. James Gillman, the late Miss Amy Lowell, H. T. Butler, Esq., Dr. James B. Clemens, W. van R. Whitall, Esq., Professor Chauncey Brewster Tinker, J. A. Spoor, Esq., Professor George McLean Harper (former custodian of the collection of the late Mrs. Henry A. St. John), and Professor Phillip Ogden (owner of the collection of the late Miss Frances Bennett) for generous permission to use important and unpublished notes in Coleridge’s hand in books which they owned or controlled.

         To Norton Perkins, Esq. (and I leave the words as they stood before his death), I owe pleasure as great as the debt which goes with it. For his gift to the Harvard College Library of his collection of Coleridge editions, manuscripts, and marginalia came at a strategic moment in these investigations, and his continued generosity contributed, like the support of a friend, to the later stages of this study, and has particularly enriched the notes. And the additions to the collection made in his memory by Mrs. Norton Perkins and by his classmate, the late C. C. Stillman, Esq., have enhanced my debt.

         At the British Museum I owe many courtesies to Mr. J. A. Herbert and the officials of the Manuscript Department. And without the wealth of documents and the large freedom of the Harvard College Library — with which must always be associated the cordial and unstinted coöperation of its officers (very specially Mr. Walter B. Briggs) and its attendants — there could really have been no book at all.

         The deepest debt of all, however, must remain, save for the dedication, unexpressed.

         J. L. L.
      

         Cambridge, Massachusetts
         

         10 January, 1927

      
   


   
      
         
            PREFACE TO REVISED EDITION
      

         

         The
          chief, indeed the sole function of this second Preface is the pleasant one of recording renewed indebtedness. The book grew out of a thousand questions, and in the happiest fashion for its writer it has provoked a response in kind. For from scores of readers has come a stream of suggestions, queries, and corrections, far too numerous for individual acknowledgment, except as that has been already made, or as quite special assistance calls for special note. The sheaf of Addenda and Corrigenda which follows the original Notes is largely made up of such contributions, and others would have been included had the exigencies of space allowed. Save for a few minor corrections, the body of the book remains unchanged.

         I owe to Bertram R. Davis, Esq., of Bristol, the solution of the riddle of the (mythical!) ‘Erastus Galer’s hat’; and it was only through Professor Alice D. Snyder’s earlier researches that it became possible at last, with the aid of Edgar H. Wells, Esq., to trace the whereabouts of the long-lost manuscript in Coleridge’s hand, which contains, among other things, ‘that drama in which Got-fader performs.’ And my particular thanks are due to Dr. Max Farrand, Director of Research of the Henry E. Huntington Library, and to Captain R. B. Haselden, Curator of Manuscripts, for permission to use the document, and for invaluable information about it. Commander (Retired) I. V. Gillis, U.S.N., of Peking, has put me again and again in his debt, through the light which his knowledge of the Orient has thrown on this and that detail. Owen D. Young, Esq., and Frank Brewer Bemis, Esq., have generously allowed me the use of letters and marginalia in their collections. Still other obligations, incurred with no less gratitude, are recorded in the Addenda. And my Research Assistant, Miss Keith Glenn, has rendered invaluable aid.

         J. L. L.
      

         19 March, 1930
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            The deep well knows it certainly.
      

            HuGo von Hoffmansthal
         

         

      
   


  
   
    
     
      
       CHAPTER
       I
     

     
      CHAOS
     

    

    
     
      The
      title of this volume is less cryptic than it seems. I propose to tell the story, so far as I have charted its course, of the genesis of two of the most remarkable poems in English, ‘The Rime of the Ancient Mariner,’ and ‘Kubia Khan.’ If that should appear a meagre theme on which to lavish all these pages, I can only crave of the judicial reader a suspended sentence. For a quest which began with a strange footprint caught sight of accidentally just off the beaten track became in the end an absorbing adventure along the ways which the imagination follows in dealing with its multifarious materials — an adventure like a passage through the mazes of a labyrinth, to come out at last upon a wide and open sky. Those ways are the theme of the book. ‘The Road to Xanadu’ is but a symbol of something which, when all is said, remains intangible.
    

    
     But the road, as we shall actually travel it, leads through half the lands and all the seven seas of the globe. For we shall meet on the way with as strange a concourse as ever haunted the slopes of Parnassus — with alligators and albatrosses and auroras and Antichthones; with biscuit-worms, bubbles of ice, bassoons, and breezes; with candles, and Cain, and the Corpo Santo; Dioclesian, king of Syria, and the dæmons of the elements; earthquakes, and the Euphrates; frost-needles, and fog-smoke, and phosphorescent light; gooseberries, and the Gordonia lasianthus; haloes and hurricanes; lightnings and Laplanders; meteors, and the Old Man of the Mountain, and stars behind the moon; nightmares, and the sources of the Nile; footless birds of Paradise, and the observatory at Pekin; swoons, and spectres, and slimy seas; wefts, and water-snakes, and the Wandering Jew. Beside that compendious cross-section of chaos, nightmares are methodical. Yet of such is the kingdom of poetry. And in that paradox lies the warrant of our pilgrimage.
    

    
     For out of the heart of the chaos sprang the poems. And our attempt to grasp the implications of that fact will bring us ultimately to the workings of the imaginative energy itself. No such outcome was foreseen or even suspected when, for the zest of the game, this tracking of a poet through heaven and earth was begun. It was only when facts pursued farther kept ramifying into other facts, and unforeseen links between them began by degrees to disclose themselves, that certain inferences became (as it seemed) inevitable, and certain tentative conclusions assumed gradually clearer form. Those conclusions are offered with reasonable confidence in their broad validity. But in any case this at least is true: they rest, every one of them, not upon preconceived notions, but on concrete facts. If the conclusions are faulty, the facts are there by which they may be tested, and (at need) amended. And therein lies, I think, such value as this study may possess.
    

    
     Our first business, then, will be with the incongruous, chaotic, and variegated jumble out of which emerged the two unique poems which I have named. The goal of our passage through chaos, however, lies, not in the phantasmagoria itself, but in the operations of that shaping spirit of imagination which, likewise moving through the welter, fashions its elements into lucid and ordered unity. That the moulding imagination in this instance happens to be Coleridge’s and not another’s, is the accident of a chance page of Purchas, which one day flew a signal and beckoned down a trail which turned out to lead through the uncharted regions tributary to ‘The Ancient Mariner’ and ‘Kubla Khan.’ Coleridge as Coleridge, be it said at once, is of secondary moment to our purpose; it is the significant process, not the man, which constitutes our theme. But the amazing 
     
      modus operandi
      of his genius, in the fresh light which I hope I have to offer, becomes the very abstract and brief chronicle of the procedure of the creative faculty itself. I am not so rash, I trust, as to essay to pluck out the heart of the mystery. But the game of coming to close quarters with the riddle is more than worth the candle.
    

    
     We shall be occupied first, accordingly, with the raw stuff of poetry. The finished product will concern us later. With that positive assurance to support us, we may strike at once into the thick of a farrago which will triumphantly justify, I think, the title of this chapter.
    

    
     I
    

    
     In the British Museum is a small manuscript volume of ninety leaves, which is, in my judgment, one of the most illuminating human documents even in that vast treasure-house.
     It is a note book kept by Samuel Taylor Coleridge, partly in pencil, partly in ink, and always with most admired disorder. There are just two dates from cover to cover, but internal evidence makes clear that it embraces a period of about three years, from the spring of 1795 to the spring or summer of 1798, the years which lead up to and include the magnificent flowering of Coleridge’s genius on which his renown as a poet rests. It was printed thirty years ago by Professor Brandl of Berlin, but it lies so effectively buried in a German philological periodical that the latest English edition of Coleridge refers to it as vaguely as if it had been published in the moon. Yet its value is incalculable, not only for the understanding of Coleridge, but also as a document in the psychology of genius, and as a key to the secrets of art in the making. And its service is inestimable to our present enterprise.
    

    
     It is, on the whole, the strangest medley that I know. Milton’s Commonplace Book is a severely ordered collectanea of extracts culled from his reading, docketed alphabetically, and methodical as a ledger. Shelley’s note books, written upside down, sidewise, and even right side up, with their scribbled marginal sketches of boats and trees and human faces — these battered and stained and happy-go-lucky little volumes are a priceless record of the birth-throes of poetry. But it is chiefly poetry, beating its wings against the bars of words, which they contain. There are few notes of Shelley’s reading. The Coleridge Note Book is like neither. It is a catch-all for suggestions jotted down chaotically from Coleridge’s absorbing adventures among books. It is a repository of waifs and strays of verse, some destined to find a lodgement later in the poems, others yet lying abandoned where they fell, like drifted leaves. It is a mirror of the fitful and kaleidoscopic moods and a record of the germinal ideas of one of the most supremely gifted and utterly incalculable spirits ever let loose upon the planet. And it is like nothing else in the world so much as a jungle, illuminated eerily with patches of phosphorescent light, and peopled with uncanny life and strange exotic flowers. But it is teeming and fecund soil, and out of it later rose, like exhalations, gleaming and aërial shapes.
    

    
     How those shining shapes arose from chaos it will be our ultimate task to see. But our way at the moment lies through a veritable tohu-bohu, which is ‘neither Sea, nor Shore, nor Air, nor Fire, But all these in their pregnant causes mix’d Confusedly.’ And as expositor and guide I am at once confronted by the horns of a dilemma. On the one hand is a natural leaning toward all achievable lucidity of outline and arrangement. The document, on the other hand, of which above all things I wish to give a true impression, is almost everything else under Heaven, but lucid it emphatically is not. It is singularly like a collection of the flashing, fleeting, random, and disjointed thoughts and fancies which dart, with the happy inconsequence of aquatic insects, across the surface of the stream of consciousness — all jotted down impartially by an interested, and sometimes amazed, Recording Angel. A shower of meteors is not more erratic, and you cannot impose upon a shower of meteors the luminous sequence of the wheeling constellations without its forthwith ceasing to be the thing it is. And it is precisely the incredible
     
      olla-podrida
      as it is which I am anxious, before going farther, to set forth: confusion at its worst confounded, as the elemental stuff of poetry — its ‘
     
      materies … et corpora prima’
     — waiting only for the informing spirit which broods over chaos to draw it (in Milton’s rendering of the magnificent Lucretian phrase) into ‘the precincts of light.’ In order, then, to exhibit at the outset the formlessness out of which eventually form was wrought, I must forego for the moment the aid of orderly arrangement, and can only ask those readers who may quite intelligibly object to being hurled unceasingly from alligators to maniacs and from birds of Paradise to rainbows in the spray to believe that the disorder of this opening chapter is itself an essential factor in an ordered plan.
    

    
     Without more ado, then, let us plunge into the wilderness which the strange document before us exhibits. And I shall first excerpt a dozen consecutive pages, and shall then, without regard to sequence, pick from the remainder such characteristic jottings as may serve our later ends.
    

    
     Let us begin with the most dramatic moment in the Note Book. Coleridge has been tinkering at some pretty verses, touched here and there with his own elfin magic, about ‘Moths in the Moonlight.’ Then, without break, he has set down, as if oblivious of the implications of the contrast, one of the most profound and haunting phrases ever penned —
    

    
     
      
       
        the prophetic soul
       

       
        Of the wide world dreaming on things to come —
       

      

     

    

    
     and has followed it with a second excerpt from the Sonnets, more poignantly personal than the first:
    

    
     
      
       
        Most true it is, that I have look’d on truth
       

       
        Askance and strangely.
       

      

     

    

    
     Next on the page appears a jotting later to find its way, transformed, into the magical opening of ‘Christabel’:
    

    
     
      
       
        Behind the thin
       

       
        Grey cloud that cover’d but not hid the sky
       

       
        The round full moon look’d small. —
       

      

     

    

    
     And then, on the heels of a bit of poetized observation of snow curling in the breeze, comes without warning ‘the alligators’ terrible roar,’ and the captivating entry thus proceeds:
    

    
     
      The alligators’ terrible roar, like heavy distant thunder, not only shaking the air and waters, but causing the earth to tremble — and when hundreds and thousands are roaring at the same time; you can scarcely be persuaded but that the whole globe is dangerously agitated —
     

     
      The eggs are layed in layers between a compost of earth, mud, grass, and herbage. —The female watches them — when born, she leads them about the shores, as a hen her chickens — and when she is basking on the warm banks, with her brood around, you may hear the young ones whining and barking, like young Puppies.
     

     
      20 feet long — lizard-shaped, plated — head vulnerable — tusked — eyes small and sunk —
     

     
      — Hartley fell down and hurt himself — I caught him up crying and screaming — and ran out of doors with him. — The Moon caught his eye — he ceased crying immediately — and his eyes and the tears in them, how they glittered in the Moonlight!
     

     
      — Some wilderness-plot, green and fountainous and unviolated by Man.
     

     
      An old Champion who is perhaps absolute sovereign of a little Lake or Lagoon (when 50 less than himself are obliged to content themselves with roaring and swelling in little coves round about) darts forth from the reedy coverts all at once on the surface of the water, in a right line; at first, seemingly as rapid as lightning, but gradually more slowly until he arrives at the center of the lake, when he stops; he now swells himself by drawing in wind and water thro’ his mouth, which causes a loud sonorous rattling in the throat for near a minute; but it is immediately forced out again thro’ his mouth and nostrils with a loud noise, brandishing his tail in the air, and the vapor ascending from his nostrils like smoke. At other times when swollen to an extent ready to burst, his head and tail lifted up, he twirls round on the surface of the water. He retires — and others, who dare, continue the exhibition — all to gain the attention of the favorite Female —
     

     
      The distant thunder sounds heavily — the crocodiles answer it like an echo —
     

    

    
     Now Coleridge got his alligators from one of the most delightful books which he or anybody ever read, William Bartram’s 
     
      Travels through North and South Carolina, Georgia, East and West Florida
      (the amplitude of the title is prophetic of the book’s own leisured pace),
     
      the Cherokee Country, the Extensive Territories of the Muscogulges, or Creek Confederacy, and the Country of the Chactaws
     . There is more of the title, but just now the crocodiles and not Bartram hold the stage. Coleridge wanted his alligators badly, but even his genius found them a trifle intractable as boon companions for moths in the moonlight, and in the strange and demon-haunted setting to which he finally transferred them they stubbornly declined to stay. Poor little hapless Hartley, sandwiched weeping between their layered egg-heaps and their thunder-echoing roars, he extricated later in the closing lines of ‘The Nightingale.’ And the green and fountainous wilderness-plot belongs in the complicated history of ‘Kubla Khan.’
    

    
     From the exciting domestic life of alligators Coleridge now passes to exotic plants:
    

    
     
      Describe —
     

     
      — the never-bloomless Furze —
     

     
      and then transi to the Gordonia Lasianthus. Its thick foliage of a dark green colour is flowered over with large milkwhite fragrant blossoms on long slender elastic peduncles at the extremities of the numerous branches — from the bosom of the leaves, and renewed every morning — and that in such incredible profusion that the Tree appears silvered over with them and the ground beneath covered with the fallen flowers. It at the same time continually pushes forth new twigs, with young buds on them; and in the winter and spring the third year’s leaves, now partly concealed by the new and perfect ones, are gradually changing colour from green to a golden yellow, from that to a scarlet; from scarlet to crimson; and lastly to a brownish purple, and then fall to the ground. So that the Gordonia Lasianthus may be said to change and renew its garments every morning thro’out the year. And moreover after the general flowering is past, there is a thin succession of scattering blossoms to be seen, on some parts of the tree, almost every day thro’out the remaining months until the floral season returns again. — It grows by ponds and the edges of rivers – – –
     

    

    
     The never-bloomless furze later found a modest place in ‘a green and silent spot, amid the hills’ where ‘Fears in Solitude’ was written. The Gordonia lasianthus wasted its sweetness on the desert air, so far as Coleridge is concerned, for he never used it — though Wordsworth, in a poem fairly steeped in Bartram, did. That, however, is another story, and sticking to Coleridge we pass, still under Bartram’s conduct, from alligators and never-fading trees to birds:
    

    
     
      Perhaps — the Snake bird with slender longest neck, long, strait and slender bill, glossy black, like fish-scales except on the breast which is cream-coloured — the tail is very long of a deep black 
      
       tipped
      
       with a silvery white; and when spread, represent an unfurled fan. They delight to sit in little peaceable communities on the dry limbs of trees, hanging over the still waters, with their wings and tails expanded — I suppose to cool themselves, when at the same time they behold their images below — when approached, they drop off as if dead — invisible for a minute or two — then at a vast distance their long slender head and neck only appear, much like a snake — no other part to be seen except sometimes the silvery tip of their Tail.
     

    

    
     Bartram hazards the guess that ‘if this bird had been an inhabitant of the Tiber in Ovid’s days, it would have furnished him with a subject, for some beautiful and entertaining metamorphoses.’ And with a dubious ‘perhaps,’ which is, I think, unique in the annals of his projects, Coleridge files the old traveller’s hint away for future reference.
    

    
     The next entry is somewhat startling, even for the Note Book:
    

    
     
      A dunghill at a distance sometimes smells like musk, and a dead dog like elder-flowers. —
     

    

    
     Whether that amazing dictum is to be regarded merely as a symptom of olfactory perversion, or as a truth hitherto hidden from the wise and prudent, I can only guess. All I know is that one half of the apothegm turns up again in
     
      Omniana
     , where the musk of the dunghill has played puss-in-the-corner with the dead dog’s elder flowers: ‘We here in England received a very high character of Lord during his stay abroad. “ Not unlikely, sir,” replied the traveller; “a dead dog at a distance is said to smell like musk.”’ Brandl, in his edition of the Note Book, still further enriches the potpourri by misreading ‘musk’ as ‘mush.’ The theme is tempting, but we may not linger. And so, passing over four brief memoranda on plagiarists, abrupt beginnings, an infant playing with its mother’s shadow, and a flat pink-coloured stone adorned with lichens, we return to the green savannahs of Florida:
    

    
     
      The Life of the Siminole playful from infancy to Death compared to the Snow, which in a calm day falling scarce seems to fall and plays and dances in and out, to the very moment that it reaches the ground —
     

    

    
     The ‘Siminole’ (misread by Brandl as ‘Simioli,’ a vocable which calls up distracting images of little apes), together with the wilderness-plot, the Gordonia lasianthus, and the snake-birds were all, like the alligators, drawn from Bartram. And I shall only add that in
     
      Omniana
      this last entry, slightly changed, has shifted its application from the Seminoles to Sophocles! The next four entries will round out the dozen pages I have chosen.
    

    
     
      
       
        The Sun-shine lies on the cottage-wall
       

       
        Ashining thro’ the snow —
       

      

      
       
        A maniac in the woods – –
       

       
        She
        
         crosses
         (heedlessly) the
        
         woodman’s
         path —
       

       
        Scourg’d by rebunding [
        
         sic
        ] boughs —/
       

      

      
       
        — The merry nightingale
       

       
        That crowds and hurries and precipitates
       

       
        With fast thick warble his delicious notes;
       

       
        As he were fearful, that an April night
       

       
        Would be too short for him to utter forth
       

       
        His love-chant, and disburthen his full soul
       

       
        Of all its music!—
       

      

     

    

    
     That last is a fragment of the poem which was the destined setting for Hartley’s tranquillizing visit to the glimpses of the moon. ‘Written in April, 1798,’ says the title as it stood in the 
     
      Lyrical Ballads
     ; and the reading of Bartram’s fascinating pages, interrupted only long enough to pick up Hartley, belongs, it is clear, to those same vernal hours. But for the moment alligators and Indians and maniacs in the woods have passed away, and it is the exceeding loveliness of spring in Somerset — the spring which this year had come slowly up that way — seen and poignantly felt on moonlit walks with Dorothy and William Wordsworth, which now filled Coleridge’s mind. ‘A rainy morning — very pleasant in the evening,’ wrote Dorothy in her
     
      Journal
      on May sixth. ‘Met Coleridge as we were walking out. Went with him to Stowey; heard the nightingale; saw a glow-worm.’ There is record in the
     
      Journal
     of similar evening strolls in April too, and in nothing that Coleridge ever wrote is the comradeship between the ‘ three persons, one soul’ so interpenetrated with the beauty in the midst of which they lived as in the poem which grew from the hurried scrawl about Hartley’s tumble and the magic of the moon, and from the rapturous lines which I have just quoted from the Note Book. And then Coleridge’s wayward fancy veered sharply back to an alien world:
    

    
     
      A country fellow in a village Inn, winter night—tells a long story — all attentive etc. except one fellow who is toying with the Maid —/ The Countryman introduces some circumstance absolutely incompatible with a prior one —/ The
      
       Amoroso
       detects it/ —/ etc. — The philosophy of this.— Yes! I do’nt tell it for a true story — you would not have found it out if you had [not. been?] smooring with
      
       Mall—
      
      
     

    

    
     And since ‘smoor’ is good Somerset dialect, it is a safe guess that the quaint psychological problem which Coleridge propounded for Heaven knows what excogitation later, had its birth in some alehouse tale, native, like the nightingale, to the environs of that ‘dear gutter of Stowey’ which he once so feelingly apostrophized.
    

    
     The next two pages of the book are blank.
    

    
     II
    

    
     Chaos precedes cosmos, and it is into chaos without form and void that we have plunged. But a spirit was moving upon the face of the waters. Latent in that circumscribed tract of the bewildering gallimaufry which we have just traversed lay germs that were to come to their development, by devious ways, in ‘Christabel,’ ‘The Wanderings of Cain,’ ‘The Nightingale,’ ‘Kubla Khan,’ ‘Lewti,’ ‘Fears in Solitude,’ ‘Love,’ Wordsworth’s ‘Ruth,’ and indirectly in ‘The Rime of the Ancient Mariner.’
    

    
     I am not sure, indeed, that the greatest value of the Note Book does not lie in this: that it gives us some inkling of the vast, diffused, and amorphous nebula out of which, like asteroids, the poems leaped. It makes possible, in other words, at least a divination of that thronging and shadowy mid-region of consciousness which is the womb of the creative energy. For it is the total content of a poet’s mind, which never gets itself completely expressed, and never can, that suffuses and colours everything which flashes or struggles into utterance. Every expression of an artist is merely a focal point of the surging chaos of the unexpressed. And it is that surging and potent chaos which a document like the Note Book re-creates.
    

    
     III
    

    
     It is worth while, then, to penetrate the jungle a little farther. This time, however, we shall turn the pages of the Note Book rapidly, and cull here and there. And in order to preserve unimpaired the distinctive flavour of the document itself, I shall, so far as possible, refrain from comment. But complete abstention, in the face of some of the entries, is a virtue too high for human frailty to attain to.
    

    
     The first seven memoranda in the list are also the first seven in the manuscript. And the mocking spirit which presides over the fall of the cards in the Note Book is from the outset dealing true to form. For the dance of the Epicurean atoms is no more capricious than the piquant juxtapositions of these seven notes.
    

    
     The Vernal Hours.
    

    
     Leg. Thomson
    

    
     Moon at present uninhabited owing to it’s little or no atmosphere but may in Time — An atheistic Romance might be formed — a Theistic one too. — Mem! —
    

    
     
      
       
        I mix in life and labor to seem free,
       

       
        With common persons pleas’d and common things —
       

       
        While every Thought and action tends to thee
       

       
        And every impulse from thy Influence springs.
       

      

     

    

    
     Sometimes to a gibbet, sometimes to a Throne — always to Hell.
    

    
      
    

    
     The flames of two Candles joined give a much stronger light than both of them separate — evid. by a person holding the two Candles near his Face, first separate, and then joined in one.
    

    
     Picture of Hymen —
    

    
     The lowest part of the flame [of a] Candle is always blue — w[hen] the flame is sufficiently el[ongated] so as to be just ready to [smoke] the Tip is always red. —
    

    
     
      Little Daisy — very late Spring. March — Quid si vivat? — Do all things in Faith. Never pluck a flower again! — Mem. —
     

    

    
     And so, with the queerest jumble ever conceived — a fleeting him of spring, freakish fantasy run wild, tender sentiment, sardonic humour, keen observations of ocular phenomena, and pious resolve— a record begins which seldom belies the manifest token of its opening. We are by no means done with some of these seven notes; but their purpose for the moment is fulfilled.
    

    
     
      
       
        Jonas — a monodrama —
       

       
        
         Vide
         Hunter’s Anatomy of a Whale —
       

      

     

    

    
     That speaks for itself, but its implications are too exquisite to let pass without a word. For Coleridge cannily proposed to make sure of the structural equipment of the whale before committing himself to a dramatization of Jonah’s great ad venture. And his reference is to a ponderous Memoir of seventy five pages in the
     
      Philosophical Transactions of the Royal Society.
     
     
     The monodrama (‘I detest monodramas,’ he wrote Southey in 1794) got no farther than its title.
    

    
     
      
       
        Upas Tree — a poem — or article.
       

       
        Mem.
       

      

      
       
        A Ruffian flesh’d in murthers
       

      

      
       
        Dioclesian King of Syria
       

       
        fifty Daughters in a ship unmann’d
       

       
        same as Danaides — land in England — commit
       

       
        with Devils.
       

      

     

    

    
     It is a little disconcerting to identify behind this none to edifying memorandum the grave features of John Milton, bi there is no mistaking them. Milton, however, like Spenser, washes his hands of the unseemly gossip of the chroniclers. ‘But too absurd and too unconscionably gross,’ he writes severely in the
     
      History of Britain
     , ‘is that fond invention that wafted hither the fifty daughters of a strange Dioclesian king of Syria … turned out to sea
     
      in a ship unmanned’
      — and so on through the rest of the episode, Danaus, devils, and all.
     Whether or not Coleridge saw in the uncanny legend fit stuff for his loom I do not know; but the fact remains that this belated echo of a notorious antediluvian scandal was apparently the only thing which he jotted down from his reading of the 
     
      History
     . The antechamber of consciousness was rapidly being peopled with strange shapes.
    

    
     Protoplast —
    

    
     
      
       
        Wandering Jew, a romance
       

      

     

    

    
     A Robber concealed over a room and hearing the noise of Mirth and dancing— his Reflections/—
    

    
     
      
       
        Strait Waistcoat Madhouse etc. — a stratagem —
       

      

     

    

    
     The key to this sinister seeming project is happily extant, with little doubt, in a
     
      chef d’œuvre
      of undergraduate humour, preserved, through an act of prescient piety, in the University Library at Cambridge. The record of the diverting episode, which takes us back to Coleridge’s college days, will be found in the Notes.
    

    
     
      
       
        Light cargoes waft of modulated Sound
       

       
        From viewless Hybla brought, when Melodies
       

       
        Like Birds of Paradise on wings, that aye
       

       
        Disport in wild variety of hues
       

       
        Murmur around the honey-dropping flowers.
       

      

      
       
        My Clock here (patting his guts) chime twelve —
       

      

      
       
        The Sister of Haroun — beloved by the Caliph — Giafar
       

       
        Her verses to Giafar — Giafar’s answer — good subjects.
       

      

     

    

    
     The memories which rose to the surface in this entry had lain deep. Three times Coleridge’s vivid recollection of the spell worked upon his early childhood by the
     
      Arabian Nights’ Entertainments
      found words — that ‘anxious and fearful eagerness’ (‘a strange mixture of obscure dread and intense desire,’ he calls it again), ‘with which I used to watch the window in which the books lay, and whenever the sun lay upon them, I would seize it, carry it by the wall, and bask and read.’ And with the ‘one volume of these tales’ he read, in the Vicarage at Ottery St. Mary, other ‘romances, and relations of giants and magicians and genii’ — ‘Tom Hickathrift,’ and ‘Jack the Giant-Killer,’ and
     
      Belisariusy
      and
     
      Robinson Crusoe
     , and
     
      The Seven Champions of Christendom
     , and that now long forgotten tale of a mysterious island,
     
      The Hermit
      of Philip Quarll.
     ‘My whole being was,’ he wrote of his boyhood again, ‘with eyes closed to every object of present sense, to crumple myself up in a sunny corner, and read, read, read.’ And the passionate intensity with which the boy read books remained a characteristic of the man, and is the key to much that lies before us.
    

    
     The next entry but one, however, brings us to a later love:
    

    
     
      Burnet’s theoria telluris translated into Blank Verse, the original at the bottom of the page.
     

    

    
     The prose of Burnet’s’ grand Miltonic romance,’ which Pepys once lent to Evelyn to reread, and which Coleridge himself names in the same breath with Plato, appears again, still challenging to versification, a little later in the Note Book:
    

    
     
      Burnet/de montibus in English Blank Verse.
     

    

    
     No one who knows Burnet’s blending of imaginative splendours with a daringly impossible cosmogony (and the
     
      Telluris Theoria Sacra
      is well worth knowing) will wonder that Coleridge was stirred. Even Lucretius might have been, I think, could Burnet’s grandiose cosmic drama have reached him beyond the 
     
      flammantia mœnia mundi
     . But Coleridge’s reach had a trick of exceeding his grasp, and his visions of the
     
      Theoria Sacra
      in epic verse smack, I fear, of those vanished pipe-dreams which in the early ‘nineties glorified the ‘Salutation and Cat.’ We are by no means done, however, with
     
      The Sacred Theory
     . Its ‘Tartarean fury and turbulence’ (as Coleridge once put it) will cross our path again.
    

    
     
      Dumb Waiter — Bed — Little Tommy — Cerberus — and D[u]pp[e] —
     

    

    
     This cryptic utterance, beside which the abracadabra is lucid as waters stilled at even, awaits its Œdipus. I think I know what ‘Cerberus’ stands for, and for whom ‘Little Tommy.’ The mysterious final word, which ends exasperatingly in a curlicue instead of in a letter, may be ‘Duppe,’ or ‘Dappe,’ or ‘Dupper,’ or ‘Dapper,’ but scarcely (as, scenting a bit of West Indian folk-lore, I once hopefully surmised) ‘Duppies.’ A ‘dumb Waiter’ then was a portable affair with revolving shelves, and might readily be associated with a bed. I strongly suspect that the entry stands in close relation to a letter of November, 1796, written under the influence of ‘twenty-five drops of laudanum every five hours,’ and one is at liberty under the circumstances to choose between a Freudian complex and a mute, inglorious ‘Kubla Khan.’
    

    
     
      By an accurate computation 90 millions of Mites’ Eggs make one Pigeon’s Egg! — Encyclo —
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      And the two mighty Bears walk round and round the Pole — in spite of Mr. Gunston — Watts.
     

    

    
     The point (for it has one) of this once tantalizing entry has been lost in the printed text through Brandl’s misreading of the last three words as ‘Mr. Grinston-Watt’ — ‘wohl ein unbedeutender Mensch aus Coleridge’s Bekanntschaft.’ There never was a Mr. Grinston-Watt. But what, one still inquires (the name once rightly read), had Mr.
     
      Gunston
      done — or tried to do— to stay the two Bears in their march? The answer is as simple as it is beguilingly complete. Thomas Gunston was a friend of Isaac Watts, and Isaac Watts had written a long Funeral Poem upon his death. And in it occurs this somewhat magniloquent assertion of an incontrovertible fact:
    

    
     
      
       
        Yet nature’s wheels will on without control,
       

       
        The sun will rise, and tuneful spheres will roll,
       

       
        And the two nightly bears walk round and watch the pole.
       

      

     

    

    
     Coleridge’s sense of humour had been tickled by the implications of the passage, and incidentally we gain another glimpse into his reading at this period.
    

    
     
      an horrible phiz that would castrate a cantharadized Satyr —
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      Some hundred years ago, when the Devil was a little boy and my grandmother had teeth in her head —
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      
       
        as difficult
       

       
        as to separate two dew-drops blended together on a
       

       
        bosom of a new-blown Rose.
       

      

      
       
        A belly of most majestic periphery!
       

      

     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      her eyes sparkled, as if they had been cut out of a diamond quarry in some Golconda of Faery land — and cast such meaning glances, as would have vitrified the Flint in a Murderer’s blunderbuss —
     

    

    
     
      
       
        Describe a Tartarean Forest all of Upas Trees —
       

      

     

    

    
     The Recording Angel would have smiled a little disdainfully at that, celestially aware, as Coleridge was not, that the tale of the Upas Tree of Java was a howling myth. It had turned up in England ten or a dozen years before this entry, for the hoax had found a place in the
     
      London Magazine
      as early as 1783. Coleridge, however, owed his acquaintance with the yarn to irreproachable scientific authority, for he undoubtedly got it from Erasmus Darwin, who, in ‘The Loves of the Plants,’ not only expatiates with gusto on the subject in his text and notes, but also clinches the matter by solemnly including among his Additional Notes two highly circumstantial accounts — one Dutch, one Swedish — of the ‘Hydra-Tree of death.’ Now it so happens that Coleridge quotes verbatim, in a curious and hitherto unidentified note of his own on ‘Light from Plants,’ practically the whole of Darwin’s long Additional Note which immediately precedes the sensational tidings of the tree. And Coleridge was certainly not the man to skip that toothsome morsel when the gods and Dr. Darwin threw it in his way. A single paragraph from Darwin is enough to give an inkling of what was stirring in his brain behind the entry in the Note Book:
    

    
     
      This, however, is certain, though it may appear incredible, that from fifteen to eighteen miles round this tree, not only no human creature can exist, but that, in that space of ground, no living animal of any kind has ever been discovered. I have also been assured by several persons of veracity, that there are no fish in the waters, nor has any rat, mouse, or any other vermin, been seen there; and when any birds fly so near this tree that the effluvia reaches them, they fall a sacrifice to the effects of the poison.
     

    

    
     For what Gothic tale of terror Coleridge’s baleful setting was designed it is, alas! impossible to say. But of one ironical pleasure we are not deprived. For the sinister conception of ‘A Tartarean Forest all of Upas Trees’ (which Poe, had he known it, might have envied) was born of a perusal of that amiable and innocuous performance ‘The Loves of the Plants’! The four things too wonderful for Agur the son of Jakeh should be supplemented by a fifth: the way of a genius with a book. As for the Upas trees, they were no fleeting impression only. For earlier in the Note Book, in the harmonious context of ‘A Ruffian fleshed in murthers,’ and the monstrous legend of Dioclesian’s fifty daughters, stands, as we have seen, this memorandum: ‘Upas Tree — a poem — or article. Mem.’
    

    
     
      
       
        Mars rising over a gibbet —
       

      

     

    

    
     
      Two Lover’s [
      
       sic
      ] privileged by a faery to know each other’s Lives and Health in Absence by olfaction of
     

    

    
     What object it was, the odour of which was to play the courier between the lovers, we shall probably never know. For in the place where the revealing word should be is a row of faint loops and spirals, as if Coleridge’s hand had been idly moving while he cudgelled his brain for an object to fit his fantastic theme.
     The one thing of importance which the entry does disclose is another nook of the bizarre and visionary regions through which his mind was roving.
    

    
     The next nine pages of the Note Book are packed with matter of uncommon interest. The first of them is headed
    

    
     
      My
      Works
    

    
     Here they are:
    

    
     
      Imitations of the Modern Latin Poets with an Essay Biog. and Crit. on the Rest. of Lit. — 2 Vol. Octavo.
     

     
      Answer to the System of Nature –
     

    

    
     Oct.
    

    
     
      The Origin of Evil, an Epic Poem.
     

     
      Essay on Bowles
     

     
      Strictures on Godwin, Paley etc. etc. —
     

     
      Pantisocracy, or a practical Essay on the abolition of Indiv[id]ual Property.
     

     
      Carthon an Opera
     

     
      Poems.
     

    

    
     Edition of Collins and Gray with a preliminary Dissertation
    

    
     
      
       
        
         	
          
           A Liturg
          

         
         	
          
           On the different Sects of Religion and Infidelity — philosophical analyisis [
           
            sic
           ] of their Effects on mind
          

         
        

        
         	
          
           A Tragedy
          

         
         	
          
           and manners —.
          

         
        

       
      

     

    

    
     What (it is worth while to ask) became of these portentous plans? The ‘Imitations’ lived for a year or so in that vast limbo of unrealized dreams which was Coleridge’s brain. They were in his mind even before the discharge of the quondam Silas Tomkyn Comberbacke from the dragoons, when, with only one shirt to his back that was not ‘worn to rags,’ and ‘so sick at stomach that it is with difficulty I can write,’ he asked his brother George to buy back for him the books he meant to translate, but which he had, unfortunately, been obliged to sell.
     That was in March, 1794, and in June of the same year the ‘intended translation’ was advertised in the
     
      Cambridge Intelligencer
     . The following October, torn between his love for Mary Evans and his pledge to Sarah Fricker, and between his growing doubts of pantisocracy and his loyalty to his associates, he writes Southey in a long and distracted letter: ‘When a man is unhappy he writes damned bad poetry, I find. My Imitations too depress my spirits — the task is arduous, and grows upon me. Instead of two octavo volumes, to do all I hoped to do two quartos would hardly be sufficient.’ In December he proposes to ‘accept of the reporter’s place to the “Telegraph,” live upon a guinea a week … finishing in the same time my “Imitations.”’ The next October, four days after his marriage, the Imitations,’ still unfinished, already divided his thoughts with Sara: ‘In the course of half a year I mean to return to Cambridge … and taking lodgings there for myself and wife, finish my great work of “Imitations,” in two volumes. My former works may, I hope, prove somewhat of genius and of erudition. This will be better; it will show great industry and manly consistency.’
     One is in a strait betwixt tears such as angels shed, and inextinguishable laughter. The painful truth is that ‘there is a good deal of
     
      omne meus oculus
     ’ (as Coleridge once elegantly phrased the proverbial ‘All my eye and Betty Martin’) in this high asseveration of the last quality on earth which he possessed. For the only list of Coleridge’s works in which the
     
      magnum opus
      will be found is that on the manuscript page before us.
    

    
     As for the Epic on the Origin of Evil: ‘I have a dim recollection,’ wrote Lamb to Coleridge in February, 1797, ‘that, when in town, you were talking of the Origin of Evil as a most prolific subject for a long poem. Why not adopt it, Coleridge? there would be room for imagination.’ But the Epic, like the ‘Imitations,’ never saw the light.
    

    
     The Opera faintly glimmers through a letter too. Ten days after the queasily written note about buying back the books he needed for the ‘Imitations,’ Coleridge blithely wrote his brother George again: ‘Clagget has set four songs of mine most divinely, for two violins and a pianoforte…. He wishes me to write a serious opera…. It is to be a joint work. I think of it.’ The Opera lived long enough to reach the Note Book, and then vanished into oblivion with the rest.
    

    
     What of ‘Pantisocracy’? ‘In the book of pantisocracy,’ writes Coleridge in October, 1794, ‘I hope to have comprised all that is good in Godwin.’ The book of pantisocracy, then, as Coleridge saw it, was written. In a later letter, however, that same autumn, he again writes Southey:’ But must our system be thus necessarily imperfect? I ask the question that I may know whether or not I should write the Book of Pantisocracy.’ The book of pantisocracy, accordingly, was
     
      not
      yet written. But to Coleridge the thing.thought was always as the thing which is; and that eager and vivid realization of thoughts as things, which incorrigibly kept seeing in ambitious projects accomplished actualities, gave to its world of dreams,
     
      when that became the theme of poetry
     , the clear and palpable verity of the world of corporeal fact. The quality of mind which dictated the proud caption 
     
      ‘My
      Works’ for a list of unwritten octavos was but the obverse of the very quality which, given its true direction, created ‘The Rime of the Ancient Mariner,’ and ‘Christabel,’ and ‘Kubla Khan.’
    

    
     The rest of ‘My Works’ need not detain us. ‘You spawn plans like a herring,’ Southey wrote Coleridge in 1802. The only phantom in the galaxy, besides the Poems, which materialized was ‘A Tragedy.’
    

    
     And now, as if Coleridge, like the Psalmist, were weary of exercising himself in things too high for him, the next entry comes down from the clouds with a leap:
    

    
     
      
       
        Six Gallons of Water —
       

       
        Twelve
       

       
        Eighteen pounds of Sugar.
       

       
        Half a pound of Ginger
       

       
        Eighteen Lemons
       

      

     

    

    
     
      Ginger to be sliced — Lemons to be peeled — The Sugar and Water to be boiled together, and the Scum — viz — the Monarchica[l] part must go to Pot — and out of the Pot —
      
       Then
       put in the Ginger with the Peels of the Lemons, and let the whole be boiled together gently for half an hour — When cold, put in the Lemon juice strained etc — then let the Sum total be put in the Barrel with three Spoonfuls of Yeast — let it work three Days (Sundays excepted — ) and then put in a Gallon of Barrel [
      
       sic
      ] — Close up the Barrel — Nota bene: you may do it legally the habeas corpus act being suspended,
      — let it remain a fortnight — then bottle it. — The Wine not to be used even in warm weather till three Weeks after Bottling—in Winter not till after a month. —
     

    

    
     It is to creatures not too bright and good for human nature’s daily food that the next entry also confines itself:
    

    
     
      Very fond of Vegetables, particularly Bacon and Peas. — Bacon and Broad Beans. —
     

    

    
     Brandl, mistaking a cancelled opening of the note for ‘P,’ surmises that the reference is to Thomas Poole. But Coleridge had his own autobiography in mind. ‘I am remarkably fond of beans and bacon,’ he wrote in the memoranda of his life; ‘and this fondness I attribute to my father having given me a penny for having eat a large quantity of beans on Saturday. For the other boys did not like them, and as it was an economic food, my father thought that my attachment and penchant for it ought to be encouraged.’ And since ‘manly consistency’ has been in question, it is pleasant to observe that in the matter of broad beans Coleridge obeyed the voice at eve obeyed at prime. ‘Shall I trouble you,’ he wrote the long-suffering Cottle in 1795 ‘(I being over the mouth and nose, in doing something of importance …) to send your servant into the market and buy a pound of bacon and two quarts of broad beans; and when he carries it down to College Street, to desire the maid to dress it for dinner, and tell her I shall be home by three o’clock?’
    

    
     I am inclined to think that few documents in the world afford so veracious a register of those discrepancies between high and low which are the stuff of consciousness, as the microcosm of this Note Book. The vision of an Epic on the Origin of Evil rubbing elbows with the admission of a hankering for beans is irresistibly symbolic. ‘You would smile,’ wrote Coleridge to Thelwall, a little later, ‘to see my eye rolling up to the ceiling in a lyric fury, and on my knee a diaper pinned to warm.’
     ‘I should much wish, like the Indian Vishnu,’ he confided to Thelwall yet again, ‘to float about along an infinite ocean cradled in the flower of the Lotus, and wake once in a million years for a few minutes just to know that I was going to sleep a million years more.’ That was the insubstantial, faëry world where flitted the ghosts of Epics and Operas; in the corporeal world of Bacon and Broad Beans, it was no lotus flower which cradled him: ‘The second day after Wordsworth came to me, dear Sara accidentally emptied a skillet of boiling milk on my foot, which confined me during the whole time of C. Lamb’s stay.’ One lingers fascinated over the unutterable volumes in ‘dear Sara’ — and then remembers that the skillet of boiling milk gave being to a completed poem,’This Lime-Tree Bower my Prison,’ six lines of which stand, in rough draft, in ironical juxtaposition to ‘My Works,’ which lacked, alas! Sara’s casual aid to composition.
    

    
     And so, in view of life’s (and the Note Book’s) queer concatenations, the variegated weft of the next four entries needs no further comment.
    

    
     
      Receipt for brewing Wine —
     

     
      Get two strong faithful men by proper Instruments — Vide Thieves’ Calendar — break into a Wine merchant’s Cellar — carry off a hogshead of best Claret or other ad arbitrium — given me by Mrs. Danvers — expertæ crede
     

    

    
     Mem. To reduce to a regular form the Swedenborgian’s Reveries — /
    

    
     Mem. To remember to examine into the Laws upon Wrecks as at present existing
    

    
     Mem. I asserted that Cato was a drunkard — denied by S. — to examine it —.
    

    
     The next entry (after a pair of addresses) introduces us to a fresh batch of ‘Works’:
    

    
     
      Poem in one Books in the manner of Dante on the excursion of Thor.
     

    

    
     Joseph Cottle’s brother Amos (who now chiefly lives in Byron’s malicious line, ‘O Amos Cottle! Phœbus, what a name!’) printed in 1797 a translation of the ‘Edda of Saemund,’ which Coleridge read, and to which Southey prefixed a long poetical epistle, beginning: ‘Amos! I did not leave without regret The pleasant home of Burton.’ The translation is equally uninebriating. Amos’s masterpiece, however, may quite possibly have done for Coleridge what Mallet’s
     
      Northern Antiquities
     had earlier done for Gray — except, indeed, for one important difference, that Gray’s eggs hatched.
    

    
     And now, almost overlapping another modest proposal (this time to write ‘2 Satires in the manner of Donne’) follows this agitated memorandum:
    

    
     
      [image: ]
     

    

    

    
     There needs the ghost of Coleridge himself come from the grave to unriddle that! A glimmer of light is shed, to be sure, by a letter of October, 1796, in which Coleridge links the theme of poverty in early youth with this same twenty-first verse of the fourth chapter of
     
      Tobit.
     
      But ‘Ostral’ remains inscrutable. It is, I suspect, in one of the cryptograms which Coleridge invented for his own private use, but the cipher is employed too little in the Note Book to afford the key, nor does a set of Coleridge’s cryptographs which Mr. Gerard Coleridge was kind enough to send me seem to lend aid. ‘My Sara’
     stood in pretty constant need of consolation, but the possible skeleton that lurks in the mysterious symbols is effectually concealed. However, such emotional tension as may be divined beneath the incoherence of this enigmatic entry is reassuringly relaxed in the next:
    

    
     
      Take a pound of Beef, Mutton, or Pork; cut it into small pieces; a pint of Peas; four Turnips sliced —
     

    

    
     and so on through a full-page recipe for an Irish stew!
    

    
     At the head of the next page Coleridge takes a fresh start on his register of topics destined never to put on immortality in prose or rhyme, and sets down in succession twenty-eight.
     They are nothing if not catholic in their inclusiveness, ranging from ‘An Essay on Tobit’ and a ‘Life of David’ to a ‘Hymn to Dr. Darwin — in the manner of the Orphics,’ an ‘Ode to a Looking Glass,’ and an ‘Ode to a Moth — against accumulation.’ But four of the twenty-eight can scarcely be dismissed so cavalierly.
    

    
     The first is this:
    

    
     
      [image: ]
     

    

    
     There is already a madhouse and a maniac in the Note Book, and two more maniacs and an idiot are still to come. As for this particular lunatic, thereby hangs a vanished, tantalizing tale. For the cryptic addendum in Greek characters, after long puzzling, one day (thanks to the aid of Professor Manly’s eye) suddenly flashed into sense. Transliterated, it reads thus: ‘Erastou Galeros hat.’ Turn the two good Greek genitives into English, and plain as a pikestaff there stands: ‘Erastus Galēros hat.’ Who Erastus Galer was, and what the tale about his hat, I would gladly give my own to know. I do know that Galer is a not uncommon English surname (incidentally, it turns up in Somerset), and Erastus himself may survive in some dusty civic record of Bristol or Nether Stowey. But the riddle of his hat, I fear, is a question above antiquarism, not to be resolved by man, and he himself as shadowy as Henry Pimpernel, and Peter Turph, and old John Naps of Greece.
    

    
     The entry which comes next is also ‘wild,’ and mad enough to boot, as anyone will recognize who recalls the ravings of Edgar on the heath in
     
      Lear
     . It is:
    

    
     12. Ode on St. Withold.
    

    
     The letters once more piece out the Note Book. ‘Would not this,’ wrote Coleridge to Southey in December, 1794, ‘be a fine subject for a wild ode?
    

    
     
      
       
        St. Withold footed thrice the Oulds,
       

       
        He met the nightmare and her nine foals;
       

       
        He bade her alight and her troth plight,
       

       
        And, “Aroynt thee, Witch!” he said.
       

      

     

    

    
     I shall set about one [he continues], when I am in a humour to abandon myself to all the diableries that ever met the eye of a Fuseli! And now in the limbo of unborn poems, the demon Asmodeus from the Book of Tobit, and the nightmare and her apocryphal brood from
     
      Lear
     , and Erastus Galer who has something to do with a hat, all hover together, as in a Walpurgis Night’s Dream, over a single phantasmagoric page of the Note Book.
    

    
     The twenty-second topic, however, sets its sails for the unknown seas. It has to do with an event of surpassing contemporary interest, the thrilling story of the mutiny on H.M.S. 
     
      Bounty
     , off the Friendly Islands in 1789:
    

    
     
      
       22
      . Adventures of 
      
       Christian
      , the mutineer.– – –
     

    

    
     Fletcher Christian, the leader of the mutineers, after setting the commander, Lieutenant Bligh, and eighteen officers and men adrift in an open boat, sailed off the map in the
     
      Bounty.
     The rest, save for Lieutenant Bligh’s report, was silence. And Christian’s actual adventures remained utterly unknown, except for a rumour in 1809, until, twenty-five years after the mutiny, a colony of the descendants of the mutineers was discovered on an island in the remote South Seas. Then Byron, with his hawk’s eye for romance, seized on the tale, and wrote ‘The Island.’ But Coleridge, like his contemporaries, could only guess. And we, in turn, can only wonder what part his inspired surmises may later have played in the adventures of the ancient Mariner in these same seas. At all events, there was at least one sentence in Bligh’s matter-of-fact narrative which must have leaped from the page as Coleridge read — a sentence opposite which in the margin we can almost see him noting (as he noted once before): ‘The philosophy of this.’ ‘When they were forcing me out of the ship,’ wrote Bligh, ‘I asked him [Christian], if this treatment was a proper return for the many instances he had received of my friendship? he appeared disturbed at my question, and answered with much emotion, “That, — captain Bligh, — that is the thing; — I am in hell — I am in hell.”‘ The adventures of Christian the mutineer, as Coleridge conceived them, may well have been, like those of the guilt-haunted Mariner himself, the adventures of ‘a soul in agony.’
    

    
     The sixteenth topic —
    

    
     
      
       
        Hymns to the Sun, the Moon, and the Elements — six hymns —
       

      

     

    

    
     is so closely interwoven with the genesis of ‘The Ancient Mariner’ that I shall reserve it till we reach that chapter of our story.
    

    
     The remainder of the Note Book we may barely touch. The essential characteristics of the document are by now sufficiently clear, and it only remains to fix the impression through a few more entries, and pass on.
    

    
     
      An ideot whose whole amusement consisted in looking at, and talking to a clock — which he supposed to be alive —/the Clock was removed —/he supposed that it had walked off — and he went away to seek it — was absent nine days — at last, they found [him], almost famished in a field — He asked where it was buried — for he was sure it was dead —/he was brought home and the clock in its place — his joy — etc. He used to put part of every thing, he liked, into the clock case.
     

    

    
     Coleridge’s ‘Idiot Boy’ happily remained unwritten, but the escape seems to have been a narrow one. For, half a dozen years after the magic of ‘The Ancient Mariner’ might be supposed to have exorcised the spell of imbeciles forever, the idiot and his clock were still hanging fire. This time they appear in a note book of 1803: ‘The sopha of sods. Lack-wit and the clock — find him at last in the Yorkshire cave, where the waterfall is.’  In some now inexplicable fashion the outlandish theme had got itself tied up with the idiot son of Betty Foy, and with Dorothy Wordsworth’s haunts on Windy Brow, and with the portentous letter to Christopher North (eight printed pages long) which William and Dorothy spent three June days composing in 1802. Apart, however, from the curious human interest of its history, the entry discloses once more the strange fascination which abnormal psychology always exercised on Coleridge — a fascination without which, after all, ‘The Rime of the Ancient Mariner’ had never been.
    

    
     But all this tells by no means the whole story. Between the Wild Poem on a Maniac and the idiot and his clock, stand, among other entries, excerpts from the Greek text of the
     
      Phcedo
     and the
     
      Republic
     : a phrase which contains the core of the Platonic doctrine of pre-existence, and the beginning of the great Parable, of the Cave. And the passage from the
     
      Republic
      is slipped in between a reference to Aristotle’s
     
      Metaphysics
      and a direct quotation from it. And the citation from the
     
      Phœdo
      and the reference to the
     
      Metaphysics
      are separated by a sentence from Plotinus. The ancient landmarks still look out across the shifting tangle of strange ways. A dozen more specimens, and I have done.
    

    
     
      Hymns Moon
     

     
      In a cave in the mountains of Cashmere an Image of Ice, which makes its appearance thus — two days before the new
      
       moon
      there appears a bubble of Ice which increases in size every day till the 15th day, at which it is an ell or more in height: then as the moon decreases, the Image does also till it vanishes.
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      Air etc — Five Mathem. spend every night in the lofty tower — one directs his eye to the Zenith — 2nd to the E. 3rd. to the W. 4. S. 5th. N. They take notice of the Wind and rain and stars — Grand Observatory in Pekin. —
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      Vide Description of a Glory, by John Haygarth, Manchester Trans. Vol. 3. p. 463.
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      the beautiful colors of the hoarfrost on snow in sunshine — red, green, and blue — in various angles.
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      Mrs. Estlin’s Story of the Maniac who walked round and round.
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      Epistle to Mrs. Wolstoncraft urging her to Religion. Read her Travels.
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      Sun paints rainbows on the vast waves during snowstorms in the Cape.
     

    

    
     
      
       
        a dusky light — a purple
        
         flash
        
       

       
        crystalline splendor — light blue —
       

       
        
         Green
         lightnings —
       

      

     

    

    
     
      
       Ham
       — lustful rogue — Vide Bayle under the Article
      
       Ham
      .
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      Nimrod, the first king, taught Idolatry, and persecuted for Religion’s sake. He was the first who wore a crown (according to the Persian writers) having seen one in the Heavens — made war for conquest. —
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      Secret Journal of a self observer or Confessions and Letters from the German by J. C. Lavater.
     

    

    
      
    

    
     
      Avalonian Isle
     

    

    
     And finally, among the very last entries in the book is this:
    

    
     
      
       
        With skill that never Alchemist yet told
       

       
        Made drossy Lead as ductile as pure Gold.
       

      

     

    

    
     And it is drossy lead with a vengeance that lies in heaps along the path which we have travelled. The alchemist and his alchemy we have yet to reckon with.
    

    
     IV
    

    
     I have left two-thirds of the mass of entries in the Note Book completely untouched. But the whole could not make clearer one fact of profound significance for us. For there, in those bizarre pages, we catch glimpses of the strange and fantastic shapes which haunted the hinterland of Coleridge’s brain. Most of them never escaped from their confines into the light of day. Some did, trailing clouds of glory as they came. But those which did not, like the stars of the old astrology, rained none the less their secret influence on nearly everything that Coleridge wrote in his creative prime. ‘The Rime of the Ancient Mariner,’ ‘Christabel,’ ‘Kubla Khan,’’The Wanderings of Cain,’ are what they are because they are all subdued to the hues of that heaving and phosphorescent sea below the verge of consciousness from which they have emerged. No single fragment of concrete reality in the array before us is in itself of such far-reaching import as is the sense of that hovering cloud of shadowy presences. For what the teeming chaos of the Note Book gives us is the charged and electrical atmospheric background of a poet’s mind.
    

   
  

 
  
   
    
     
      
       CHAPTER
       II
     

     
      THE FALCON’S EYE
     

    

    
     
      But
      that is only half the story. For anything which has so far appeared, the concourse of atoms in the chaos we have just traversed might be wholly fortuitous. But with the salient features of the strange jumble now before us, we are in a position to observe another set of facts, which will at once clarify and define our larger problem. For the import of the Note Book reaches far beyond its contribution to our knowledge of the man who kept it. Obviously the mass of incongruous, and exotic, and even monstrous facts and fancies which interested Coleridge throw into sharp relief the idiosyncrasies of Coleridge himself. That needs no argument. But the paramount importance of the document lies in the fact that it points the way to conclusions of general validity — conclusions which, in turn, owe their illuminating quality to the vivid concreteness of the details on which they rest. I am not forgetting that we have to do with genius. But after making all allowance for those elements which are unique in Coleridge, as the incommunicable essence of every genius is unique, there remains a precious residuum which is peculiar to no individual, but which inheres in the nature of the imaginative faculty itself.
    

    
     I
    

    
     Now the bewildering inconsequence of the Note Book is not always what it seems. The figure of a charged and electrical atmosphere flashing into desultory brilliance holds good, but behind the seeming fitfulness of the flashes an intense and consecutive energy was at work. And half the meaning of the subliminal aspect of the phenomena we have just been scanning is dependent upon recognition of the conscious activities which we have now to see. Let us, accordingly, approach the Note Book, from another angle.
     
      How did Coleridge actually read books?
      Few more significant questions can be asked about any man, and about Coleridge probably none. The answer of the Note Book is the more conclusive in that it must be read between the lines. Three typical extracts will suffice.
    

    
     On the 45th leaf of the volume is the entry which we have already read, about the cave in the mountains of Cashmere in which was the image of ice. Upon this follows at once the memorandum:
    

    
     
      Read the whole 107th page of Maurice’s Indostan.
     

    

    
     Maurice’s 107th page starts out with the bubble of ice which had captured Coleridge’s fancy, and which was to reappear in the strangest dream, perhaps, that ever mortal dreamed. Why Coleridge meant to re-read the page
     
      in toto
      we can only guess.
     But the record of his intention is at least eloquent of the way in which impressions from his reading came to stamp themselves ineffaceably upon his memory. The next entry is as illuminating as to all appearance it is dull:
    

    
     
      Sun
     

     
      Hymns – – Remember to look at Quintius [
      
       sic
      ] Curtius — lib. 3.
     

     
      Cap. 3 and 4.
     

    

    
     What sent Coleridge to Quintus Curtius? Turn the preceding leaf of Maurice’s
     
      Hindostan
     , and the answer is revealed. For on the 105th page stands this footnote:
    

    
     
      See Quinti Curtii, lib. 3. cap. 3.
     

     
      Ibid. lib. 3. cap. 4.
     

    

    
     Coleridge, then, was verifying Maurice’s references. And the reason why he made the note is also clear enough. Quintus Curtius, in the passage referred to, gives a vivid description of an image of the
     
      sun
      in
     
      gold,
     
      which offered a striking counterpart to Maurice’s image of
     
      ice
      that waxed and waned with the 
     
      moon
     . And the two unwritten hymns to the sun and moon — which, with the Hymns to the Elements, were to have been (as we shall see) a
     
      magnum opus
      — were clearly to centre about the two contrasting images. Coleridge, that is to say, was reading with a falcon’s eye for details in which lurked the spark of poetry. It is no wonder that, seen with such intensity of vision, they stuck like limpets in his memory.
    

    
     The next entry is at first blush singularly unrewarding. It is a solitary name: ‘Major Rennell.’ But the brevity of the jotting is no index of its significance. Major James Rennell was one of the most distinguished geographers of his day. Why, however, should Coleridge set down his name in just this context? The answer is again not far to seek. Maurice has referred to Major Rennell in terms of the highest praise, as the author of a weighty memoir on the geography of Hindostan and as one of his own chief authorities. Coleridge, that is, was reading Maurice, but he was doing more:
     
      he was also going back at first hand to the sources of Maurice’s information
     . He made, accordingly, a memorandum of another book to read. And when he did read it, he came upon at least one particular which haunted his recollection, and entered into the complex out of which ‘Kubla Khan’ mysteriously appeared. One hundred and seventy pages farther on in Maurice, Coleridge, this time with his Hymn to the
     
      Air
      in his head and the Note Book still at his elbow, pounced, hawk-like again, upon the picturesque detail of the five vigilant mathematicians on the lofty tower of the Grand Observatory in Pekin, taking solemn notice of the wind, rain, and stars. And with that, apparently, he laid Maurice aside.
    

    
     II
    

    
     It is difficult to emphasize too strongly the importance of the inferences we have just drawn. If we can run down the references and quotations in the Note Book, we can thereby identify books which Coleridge certainly read. And in those books are matters which never got into the Note Book at all, but which none the less stuck in Coleridge’s memory and germinated there. And to track a poet like Coleridge through his reading is to lay bare still further what touched the springs of his imagination. For the unique value of the Note Book lies in the insight which it affords us into the polarizing quality of a poet’s reading — a reading in which the mind moved, like the passing of a magnet, over pages to all seeming as bare of poetic implications as a parallelogram, and drew and held fixed whatever was susceptible of imaginative transmutation. And two more brief entries will throw into still clearer light one element of our problem which it is essential that we should understand.
    

    
     The second entry in the Note Book is a curious yet enlightening case in point. It is this: ‘Moon at present uninhabited owing to its little or no atmosphere but may in Time — An atheistic Romance might be formed — a Theistic one too. — Mem.!’ What fantastic rivalry with Cyrano de Bergerac Coleridge had in contemplation I do not know. But I do know what it was that he beheld when his heart leaped up at the conception of an atheistical romance staged in the moon. He was reading his way (as I, reading after him, know to my sorrow) through that portentous sediment of scientific notes precipitated from the metallic couplets of Erasmus Darwin’s
     
      Botanic Garden
     ,  when, after some sixty pages of the conglomerate, he came on this:
    

    
     
      
       Hence it is not probable that the moon is at present inhabited
      , but … a sufficient quantity of air
      
       may in process of time
       be generated to produce an atmosphere … and thence become fit for the production of vegetables and animals.
     

     
      
       That the moon possesses little or no atmosphere
       is deduced from the undiminished lustre of the stars, at the instant when they emerge from behind her disk.
     

    

    
     The mass of equally encyclopædic information (for I have humanely omitted the bulk of the note) with which in the preceding pages Darwin, like a competent mechanic, had been shoring up his poem seems to have left Coleridge unmoved. All at once, for some inscrutable reason, this particular item gave a fillip to his imagination. And questionable as the resulting inspiration was, it serves to demonstrate how at any moment a page which Coleridge was reading might become electrical, and set free the currents of creative energy.
    

    
     III
    

    
     I am not sure, however, that the first entry in the Note Book is not even more illuminating for our purpose than the second. It is the most unpromising looking scrap imaginable: ‘The Vernal Hours. Leg. Thomson.’ Since the second entry was inspired by the
     
      Botanic Garden
     , it seemed worth while to act on the surmise that the first had been noted from the same sitting. A glance back over the earlier pages of the
     
      Garden
      confirmed the guess. In the first canto of ‘The Economy of Vegetation’ occur the following lines, the capitals, after Darwin’s wont, falling with the fine impartiality of the rain:
    

    
     
      
       
        Unite, 
        
         illustrious Nymphs
        ! your radiant powers,
       

       
        Call from their long repose the 
        
         Vernal Hours
        .
       

       
        Wake with soft touch, with rosy hands unbind
       

       
        The struggling pinions of the 
        
         western Wind
        .
       

      

     

    

    
     On the last line Darwin has Notes and Additional Notes which foot up sixteen closely printed quarto pages. I suppose Coleridge read them; if he did, they left him mute. But the lines on the Vernal Hours naturally enough suggested Thomson’s ‘Spring,’ and Coleridge made memorandum to read (or re-read) the
     
      Seasons.
     
      In Thomson’s ‘Winter,’ as he read, he found a long account of Lapland, a country which held for him a singular fascination. And in a footnote to Thomson’s reference to the Lapland lake Niemi were and are two most alluring extracts from ‘M. de Maupertuis, in his book on the Figure of the Earth.’ Now Maupertuis’s book on the Figure of the Earth is an account — equipped, as it should be, with a formidable apparatus of mathematical tables and calculations — of a scientific expedition sent to Finland by the king of France to measure an arc of the meridian which cuts the polar circle. It is not precisely the sort of book one expects to find feeding the springs of Helicon. But Coleridge, upon reading Thomson’s footnotes (which happened to deal not with angles and parallels but with roses and fairies), proceeded to hunt up Maupertuis. Of that fact there can be no doubt, for Maupertuis forthwith blossomed into poetry — once in the sonnet to Godwin; again and again, interwoven with lore extracted from Leemius’s treatise
     
      De Lapponibus
     , in ‘The Destiny of Nations’; and later, in ‘The Ancient Mariner.’ Darwin, that is to say, sent Coleridge to Thomson; Thomson sent him to Maupertuis; and once more an incorrigible habit of verifying footnotes led the imagination upon fresh adventures.
    

    
     Now thanks to a somewhat searching interrogation of half a dozen entries in the Note Book, we have assured ourselves on two points of extreme significance. In the first place, Coleridge (at least during the years of the Note Book) read with an eye which habitually pierced to the secret spring of poetry beneath the crust of fact. And this means that items or details the most unlikely might, through some poetic potentiality discovered or divined, find lodgement in his memory. In the second place, Coleridge not only read books with minute attention,
     
      but he also habitually passed from any given book he read to the books to which that book referred
     . And that, in turn, makes it possible to follow him into the most remote and unsuspected fields. And his gleanings from those fields, transformed but recognizable, will meet us again and again as we proceed. For to follow Coleridge through his reading is to retrace the obliterated vestiges of creation.
    

   
  

 
  
   
    
     
      
       CHAPTER
       III
     

     
      THE DEEP WELL
     

    

    
     
      The
      statement which I have just ventured is not one to be lightly made. Let us, then, summon the Note Book again to the witness-stand in its corroboration. This time, however, we shall be led far beyond the pages of the book itself into untrodden ways.
    

    
     I
    

    
     Coleridge, as we know, was a profound admirer of Joseph Priestley, ‘Patriot, and Saint, and Sage,’ and I cherished a stubborn suspicion (why, need not now concern us) that he had read Priestley’s
     
      Opticks
     , or, to be more exact, his
     
      History and Present State of Discoveries relating to Vision, Light, and Colours
     .
     But I wanted to prove it, for the reason that in Priestley’s curious chapter on ‘Light from Putrescent Substances’ occurred a tantalizing account of the phosphorescent sea, and of fishes which, ‘in swimming, left so luminous a track behind them, that both their size and species might be distinguished by it.’ That was so like the water-snakes in ‘The Ancient Mariner,’ which ‘moved in tracks of shining white,’ that it seemed a reasonable guess that Coleridge, who had not yet been at sea, might have got his suggestion there. But had he read Priestley’s
     
      Opticks
     ? The book is a ponderous quarto of eight hundred and twelve pages. With the Note Book pretty definitely in my head, I began on the
     
      Opticks
     , and plodded doggedly through eight hundred and six obsolete pages of the heroic dimensions of those unhurried days, still nursing the unconquerable hope that a jewel might at any moment turn up in the dust-heap. But the eight hundred and six pages were as bare of a clue as the palm of my hand. The eight hundred and seventh completed the text. I turned the page before it with a sigh of relief; that job, at least, was done! And there, on the very last page of the text, before my weary but not yet quite disillusioned eyes, stood this:
    

    
     
      Dr. Franklin shewed me that the flames of two candles joined give a much stronger light than both of them separate; as is made very evident by a person holding the two candles near his face, first separate, and then joined in one.
     

    

    
     I was not at all sure that the statement was correct. I do not know now, for I have never put it to the test. But what I did know was this — that on the very first page of the Note Book were rather illegibly scribbled these words:
    

    
     
      The flames of two Candles joined give a much stronger light than both of them separate — evid. by a person holding the two Candles near his Face, first separate, and then joined in one.
     

    

    
     And immediately below, in a line to itself, and evidently written ar a different time, were the words: ‘Picture of Hymen.’
    

    
     Coleridge, then, had read the
     
      Opticks
      — at least the 807th page! He had also (probably because he was thinking at the moment of Mary Evans whom he wanted to marry, or Sarah Fricker whom he married) seen in Franklin’s two candles which gave more light together than when separate what certainly, on the occasion of a pair of candles, never entered the heart of Benjamin Franklin to conceive — to wit, the emblem of a happy marriage. But the touch of sentiment is incidental. As if to make double sure the assurance of Coleridge’s knowledge of the
     
      Opticks
     , another observation of Franklin’s from the same 807th page of Priestley appears on the next page of the Note Book:
     ‘The lowest part of the flame of a candle is always blue; and when the flame is sufficiently elongated, so as to be just ready to smoke, the tip is always red.’
    

    
     Coleridge, then, had read in the
     
      Opticks
     , as the Note Book proves. But can we be sure that he had read the particular page about the phosphorescent fishes? It is notorious, as Petrarch wrote Boccaccio in a famous letter, that the beginning and end of a book are often read, and the remainder skipped. May Coleridge, perhaps, not being spurred on by an obstinate quest like mine, have turned idly to see how the
     
      Opticks
      ended, and left its ample bulk unread? That, to be sure, would be unlike Coleridge; nor does the treatise exactly leave us on tenterhooks to know how it turns out. But with the Note Book we have more than likelihood to lead us.
    

    
     To the passage in the
     
      Opticks
      about the shining fishes Priestley, as it happens, has appended a footnote. It is a reference to the
     
      Philosophical Transactions of the Royal Society (Abridged),
     Vol. V, p. 213. Now Coleridge was not only an omnivorous reader; he was also an extremely thoroughgoing one. And he had, as we have seen, the habit of verifying references. If the luminous fishes did impress him, there is at least the possibility that he had looked up Priestley’s reference to find out more. Let us turn, then, to Volume Five of the
     
      Abridgement
     , on the chance that Coleridge did so too. The account of the fishes in the
     
      Transactions
     , to which Priestley had referred, turns out to be taken from certain observations of Father Bourzes on ‘Luminous Appearances in the Wakes of Ships in the Sea,’ extracted from that vast repository of universal information, the 
     
      Letters of the Missionary Jesuits.
     
      The pertinent sentences are these:
    

    
     
      Not only the Wake of a Ship produces this Light, but Fishes also in swimming leave behind’em
      
       a luminous Track
      ; which is so bright that one may distinguish the Largeness of the Fis’i, and know of what Species it is.
      
       I have sometimes seen a great many Fishes playing in the Sea, which have made a kind of artificial Fire in the Water, that was very pleasant to look on.
      
      
     

    

    
     That is what Coleridge read,
     
      if
      he looked up Priestley’s reference. And when one recalls his vivid phrase: ‘They coiled and swam; and every track Was a flash of golden fire,’ the question becomes an interesting one.
    

    
     But did he look up Priestley’s reference? The Note Book once more affords the clue. As the
     
      Transactions
      lie open at the passage about the shining fishes, the following sentences stand on the opposite page of Father Bourzes’s letter:
    

    
     
      I shall add one Observation more concerning
      
       Marine Rain-bows,
      which I observed after a great Tempest
      
       off of the Cape
       of Good Hope. The Sea was then very much tossed, and the Wind carrying off the Tops of the
      
       Waves
       made a kind of Rain, in which the Rays of the
      
       Sun painted the Colours of a Rain-bow.
      
      
     

    

    
     On leaf 76 of the Note Book stands this:
    

    
     
      
       Sun paints rainbows
       on the vast 
      
       waves
       during snow-storms 
      
       in the Cape
      .
     

    

    
     How the snow-storms got into the picture we shall later see; but meantime the source of the jotting is unmistakable.
    

    
     Coleridge, then,
     
      had
      verified Priestley’s reference, had read Father Bourzes’s letter, with its fuller description of the phosphorescent sea, and had actually made note of a detail on the next page which, for some reason, had struck him. And Father Bourzes’s vivid account of the shining fishes with their luminous tracks was there in his memory, with a host of impressions which it carried in its train, when he came to write ‘The Ancient Mariner.’
    

    
     But that is not all. When Coleridge once started on a book, he was apt to devour it whole. We know now, by the aid of the Note Book, that he got hold of the Fifth Volume of the
     
      Philosophical Transactions
     . It is a safe guess that he would not let it out of his hands till he had looked it through. Let us see what else would meet his eye. Some fifty-odd pages earlier than Father Bourzes’s story, at the very top of the page, where it leaps to catch the attention of the most careless reader, is this: ‘He says, there is a Tradition among them, that in November 1668,
     
      a Star appear’d below the Body of the Moon within the Horns of it’
     
      Now turn to ‘The Rime of the Ancient Mariner’:
    

    
     
      
       
        Till clomb above the eastern bar
       

       
        
         The hornèd Moon, with one bright star
        
       

       
        
         Within the nether tip.
        
        
       

      

     

    

    
     There, in the
     
      Philosophical Transactions of the Royal Society
     , is obviously what Coleridge remembered when he wrote the famous lines which have caused the spilling of so much good ink.
    

    
     But the interest of the passage does not stop with that. The page at the top of which the star within the horns of the moon appears is headed: ‘Remarkables in New-England.’ Turn back two pages, and the author is divulged. It is Cotton Mather, in a communication to Mr. Waller of the Royal Society, ‘dated at
     
      Boston
     , Nov. 24, 1712.’ The ‘star within the nether tip’ harks back to Beacon Hill! And we have reached it by way of experiments in light which Benjamin Franklin performed in London; luminous fishes observed on a voyage to the Indies: and rainbows at sea off the Cape of Good Hope. And that is but the prologue to the play.
    

    
     II
    

    
     The curious fragments, then, about the flame of two candles and a bow in the sprindrift have pointed the way to unexpected treasure-trove. The Note Book has already served us well. But before we go farther, now that the facts which have just been rehearsed are fresh in mind, I mean to turn them to immediate account. For the entries now before us, together with their implications, epitomize the processes which underlie the poem as a whole. Let us pause at this point, accordingly, and put our present findings on their inferences. The hornèd moon and its one bright star must be reserved to occupy us later. But the water-snakes have light to throw at once upon the path ahead of us. Here, then, in their immediate context, are the stanzas which describe them, as they played by the ship in the rays of the moon:
    

    
     
      
       
        Her beams bemocked the sultry main,
       

       
        Like April hoar-frost spread;
       

       
        But where the ship’s huge shadow lay,
       

       
        The charmèd water burnt always
       

       
        A still and awful red.
       

      

      
       
        Beyond the shadow of the ship,
       

       
        I watched the water-snakes:
       

       
        They moved in tracks of shining white,
       

       
        And when they reared, the elfish light
       

       
        Fell off in hoary flakes.
       

      

      
       
        Within the shadow of the ship
       

       
        I watched their rich attire:
       

       
        Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
       

       
        They coiled and swam; and every track
       

       
        Was a flash of golden lire.
       

      

     

    

    
     Two preliminary considerations will lend us aid and comfort on the adventurous enterprise into which we are about to plunge. The first is in one of Coleridge’s letters. ‘My memory,’ he wrote to his brother George in 1794, apropos of a chance acquaintance whom he met ‘smoking in… a chimney corner of a pot-house,’ and who ‘kept [him] awake till three in the morning with his ontological disquisitions’ — ‘my memory, 
     
      tenacious and systematizing
     , would enable [me] to write an octavo from his conversation.’ There is abundant evidence that Coleridge was not drawing the long bow in this off-hand appraisal of his capabilities, and the phrase ‘tenacious and systematizing’ is as accurate as it is exact. The testimony, too, of one of his fellow Cantabrigians is much to the point. Apropos of Coleridge’s rooms at Jesus, C. V. Le Grice long after wrote:
    

    
     
      What evenings have I spent in those rooms! What little suppers, or
      
       sizings
      , as they were called, have I enjoyed; when Æschylus, and Plato, and Thucydides were pushed aside … to discuss the pamphlets of the day. Ever and anon, a pamphlet issued from the pen of Burke. There was no need of having the book before us. Coleridge had read it in the morning, and in the evening he would repeat whole pages verbatim. Frend’s trial was then in progress. Pamphlets swarmed from the press. Coleridge had read them all; and in the evening, with our negus, we had them
      
       viva voce
      gloriously.
     

    

    
     We have to do, in a word, with one of the most extraordinary memories of which there is record, stored with the spoils of an omnivorous reading, and endowed into the bargain with an almost uncanny power of association. And that it will be well to keep in mind.
    

    
     The second
     
      vade mecum
      has to do with a familiar trick of memory and association. Even you and I, at vivid moments, know the sudden leap of widely sundered recollections, through some flash of association, into a new and sometimes startling unity. And that, assuredly in no less degree, is also the experience of poets. Here, to be concrete, is a case in point. Chaucer (than whose mental processes there are none more normal) is imitating, in the ‘Parlement of Fowles,’ a stanza of Boccaccio which contains a list of famous lovers of antiquity. They are Semiramis, Pyramus and Thisbe, Hercules, and Biblis. And Semiramis is referred to, not by name, but by a phrase:’ the spouse of Ninus’ (‘sposa di Nin’). But Dante, in the great fifth canto of the
     
      Inferno
     , has a list of lovers too, which likewise begins with Semiramis, and runs through Dido, Cleopatra, Achilles, and Paris, to Tristan. And Dante also refers to Semiram is by a phrase: she is one of whom we read that she succeeded Ninus, and was his spouse (‘che succedette a Nino, e fu sua sposa’). In Boccaccio’s list, then, which Chaucer was translating, occurs the phrase ‘
     
      sposa di Nin.’
      In Dante’s list appear almost identically the same words:
     
      ‘Nino, e fu sua sposa.’
      Now Chaucer knew his Dante thoroughly. What happened? Boccaccio’s phrase, as he read it, called up Dante’s, and Dante’s phrase, once recollected,
     
      carried along with it its accompanying list
     . And as a result Chaucer’s bead-roll of ladies dead and lovely knights included not only every lover in Boccaccio’s list, but every one of Dante’s lovers too! Through a flash of association by way of a common phrase, two objects have telescoped into a third. And at moments of high imaginative tension associations, not merely in pairs but in battalions, are apt in similar fashion to stream together and coalesce.
    

    
     And now we may come at last to the scattered elements of poetry towards which we have been heading. Can we recover impressions which we know must have lain in Coleridge’s mind — images of which we can say with assurance that at some time or other they had flashed before his inner eye? And if we can, are there among them impressions which, like Chaucer’s, are fitted with links which might catch them together, and render some sort of coalescence possible? Coleridge speaks, in
     
      The Friend
     , of what he calls ‘the
     
      hooks-and-eyes
      of the memory.’
     And the enterprise now before us is to follow (for the moment holding conclusions in abeyance) a singular series of impressions, its members equipped with open and palpable hooks and eyes, from books which we know Coleridge to have read. And since, if I am right, they will lead us to the very alembic of the creative energy, I shall ask indulgence, in this next section, for what may seem to be a somewhat pedantic insistence on details. We shall come to broad inferences soon enough.
    

    
     III
    

    
     Our initial certainty (and on this point the evidence of the Note Book is irrefragable) is this: Coleridge read both Priestley’s chapter in the
     
      Opticks
      on ‘Light from Putrescent Substances,’ and Father Bourzes’s letter in the
     
      Philosophical Transactions
     on ‘Luminous Appearances in the Wakes of Ships.’ Moreover, his reading of the letter was due to his interest in those portions of it which he had already seen in Priestley — an interest which was keen enough to send him directly to Priestley’s source of information. He came to the letter, then, not casually, but with an alert and receptive mind. And he read, for the second time, the statements which had stirred his curiosity. This time, however, they were detailed in a remarkably interesting record (touched with an engaging personal charm) of first-hand observations in distant seas. And here are a few of the sentences which Coleridge read — repeated, in part, for us as for him:
    

    
     
      In my Voyage to the Indies … when the Ship ran apace, we often observed a great Light in the Wake of the Ship….The Wake seemed then like a River of Milk…. Particularly, on the 12th of June, the Wake of the Vessel was full of large Vortices of Light…. When our Ship sailed slowly, the Vortices appeared and disappeared again immediately
      
       like Flashes of Lightning.
      Not only the Wake of a Ship produces this Light, but Fishes also in swimming leave behind ’em
      
       a luminous Track
      …. I have sometimes seen a great many Fishes
      
       playing in the Sea
      , which have made
      
       a kind of artificial Fire in the Water
      , that was very pleasant to look on.
     

    

    
     Then follows, on the next page, the account of the marine rainbow, which Coleridge set down in his Note Book.
    

    
     Now even a passing glance at the stanzas, though it catch no more than ‘flash,’ ‘track,’ ‘fire,’ and the play of shining creatures, suggests that Coleridge turned his pursuit of Priestley’s reference to good account. But it also needs but a glance to show that the playing fishes thus lighted on have somehow struck up relations with something else. For the creatures of the great calm in the poem are no longer fishes; they are snakes. They are not merely luminous; they have vivid hues. Remember, too, that the ship is under the Line and becalmed; and that, a few stanzas before, the Mariner has spoken of ‘the
     
      rotting
      sea,’ where ‘slimy things did crawl with legs Upon the
     
      slimy
      sea.’ Now let us follow Coleridge a little further in his reading.
    

    
     Few books were more widely and eagerly read at the close of the eighteenth century than the accounts of Captain James Cook’s voyages to the Pacific Ocean. Coleridge, with his passion for narratives of exploration, could not have overlooked them, and a remark which he made to John Sterling affords clear evidence that he did not. Here, then, is part of the 257th page of the second volume of the narrative of Cook’s last voyage. The ‘Resolution’ is off Sir Francis Drake’s ‘New Albion,’ out a little distance from what is now the coast of Oregon:
    

    
     
      
       During a calm
      , on the morning of the 2d, some parts of the sea seemed
      
       covered with a kind of slime
      ; and some small sea animals were
      
       swimming about
      . The most conspicuous of which, were of the gelatinous … kind, almost globular; and another sort smaller,
      
       that had a white, or shining appearance
      , and were very numerous. Some of these last were taken up, and put into a glass cup, with some salt water…. When they began to swim about, which they did, with equal ease, upon their back, sides, or belly, they emitted the brightest colours of the most precious gems…. Sometimes they … assum[ed] various tints of
      
       blue
      … which were frequently mixed with a ruby, or opaline
      
       redness
      ; and glowed with a strength sufficient to illuminate the vessel and water…. But, with candle light, the colour was, chiefly, a beautiful, pale 
      
       green
      , tinged with
      
       a burnished gloss
      ; and, in the dark, it had a faint appearance
      
       of glowing fire
      . They proved to be… probably, an animal which has a share in producing some sorts of
      
       that lucid appearance
      ,
      
       often observed near ships at sea, in the night.
      
      
     

    

    
     There, then, is another account of luminous creatures swimming about, like Father Bourzes’s fishes, beside a ship, and like them producing the effect of fire in the waters of a slimy sea. It needs no elaborate reasoning to show that the two accounts are peculiarly adapted to recall each other. But this time there is a significant increment. Captain Cook’s animalculæ are described as ‘
     
      shining
     ’ white, and blue, and ‘
     
      glossy
     ’ green. And those are precisely the colours which in the poem are associated with the water-snakes. Cook’s
     
      Voyage
     , then, along with the 
     
      Transactions
     , must be taken account of in the reckoning.
    

    
     But neither Father Bourzes’s fishes nor Cook’s protozoa are ‘velvet black’ or, for that matter, black at all. Where did the rich array of the water-snakes acquire its shadowed livery? Probably none of the books which Coleridge was reading during the gestation of ‘The Ancient Mariner’ left more lively images in his memory than Bartram’s
     
      Travels
     . The fascinating fifth chapter of Part Two in particular had awakened him to ail manner of poetic possibilities, and prompted copious transcriptions in the Note Book. And these transcripts form, as it happens, a significant cluster. The alligators (punctuated by Hartley’s moonlit tears) were set down from pages 127-30 of the
     
      Travels
     ; the ‘little peaceable community’ of snake-birds, from pages 132-33; the antiphonal roarings of the crocodiles and the thunder, from page 140; the wilderness plot, green, fountainous, and unviolated, from page 157; and the Gordonia lasianthus, from pages 161-62. Coleridge’s memory, it is clear, had been greedily absorbing impressions from these thirty-odd pages, as Gideon’s fleece drank up the dew. Now on pages 153-54 of the
     
      Travels
     , at the very heart of the cluster, flanked on both sides by passages which Coleridge actually transcribed, appears a long and vivid description of ‘the yellow bream or sun fish.’ ‘What a most beautiful creature is this fish before me!’ exclaims Bartram, ‘gliding to and fro, and figuring in the still clear waters, with his orient attendants and associates.’ ‘The whole fish,’ he goes on, ‘is of a pale gold (or
     
      burnished
     brass) colour … the scales are … powdered with
     
      red
     , russet, silver,
     
      blue
      and
     
      green
      specks,’ while at the gills is ‘a little spatula … encircled with silver, and
     
      velvet black
     .’
    

    
     Once more, then, Coleridge read of creatures (this time, as in the
     
      Philosophical Transactions
     , fishes) endowed with the red, blue, and green of the animalculæ, and also with an appearance of ‘burnished brass’ which was the counterpart of the protozoa’s ‘burnished gloss.’ The associative links between Cook and Bartram are patent at a glance, and Coleridge’s faculty of association was preternaturally acute. If Cook’s protozoa and Bartram’s sun fish did not recall each other and amalgamate, it was not because they lacked facilities for combination. But again there was an increment. For the bream rejoiced in the velvet black which completes the water-snakes’ rich attire. If, then, Coleridge’s reminiscences did coalesce (and by this time we may fairly adopt that assumption as our working hypothesis) the water-snakes have so far levied tribute on a voyage to the Indies; on the waters of what Purchas terms ‘the backside of America’; and on a camp (as Bartram describes it) ‘at a charming Orange grove bluff, on the East side of [a] little lake .. in the wilderness of Florida.’ And the Azores and Lapland and the South Pacific are immediately in the offing.
    

    
     But before going farther, I want to be very explicit or a point of some importance. This study (to state it categorically once for all) is concerned with what in professional lingo we call ‘sources’ only in so far as they give us the crude substance which has undergone imaginative transformation. In everything that I shall say, accordingly, the emphasis lies on the raw materials solely in their relation to the new whole which has been wrought from them. For that ultimate unity is not, like Melchisedek, King of Salem, without descent. And the recognition of its possibly dubious lineage simply heightens the glory of its latter state. In movement direction is everything, and the amazing fact is not that there was once a time (as Meredith has it) ‘when mind was mud,’ but rather that mud in due course mounts to mind, and alligators and idiots and slimy seas become the stuff that dreams are made on. That, I suspect, is one of the most momentous functions of the imagination — its sublimation of brute fact. Yet without a knowledge of the crass materials, the profoundly significant process is unintelligible. And if at the moment we are assiduously accumulating raw materials, it is in order to a clearer understanding of the ways in which, through the operations of the shaping spirit, they are transmuted into elements of beauty.
    

    
     With that clear as our guiding principle, we may return to our waiting water-snakes. For at once the question arises, why are the creatures snakes at all, instead of the fishes or animalculæ which were their prototypes? The answer to that will be found with the rest, I suspect, in that storehouse of multifarious impressions acquired through a cormorant’s avidity for reading, the ‘tenacious and systematizing’ memory of Coleridge himself. At all events, one of Coleridge’s ‘midnight darlings,’ as Elia would say, was the 1617 folio of
     
      Purchus his Pilgrimage
     , which will swing within our orbit more than once. In a chapter with the beguiling title: ‘Of the Caniball-Ilands; the Whale, Thresher, Sword-fish, Sharke, and other Fishes and Observations of those Seas,’ Purchas quotes from the 
     
      Observations of Sir Richard Hawkins, Knight, in his Voyage into the South Sea
     . And this is what he says:
    

    
     
      … an instance whereof he [Hawkins] sheweth in the Queenes Nauie, in the yeere of our Lord 1590, at the Asores many moneths becalmed, the Sea thereby being replenished with seuerall sorts of gellies and formes of Serpents, Adders, and
      
       Snakes, Greene,
      Yellow,
      
       Blacke, White
      , and some partie-coloured,
      
       whereof many had life
      , being a yard and a halfe, or two yards long.
      
       And they could hardly draw a Bucket of Water, cleare of some corruption withall.
      
      
     

    

    
     Once again, accordingly, Coleridge read of a ship becalmed in a rotting sea, with creatures that were green, and black, and white about it. Such details might well become hoops of steel to grapple Sir Richard Hawkins, if occasion should arise, to Father Bourzes, and Captain Cook, and William Bartram. But this time too there is an increment. The ‘living things’ observed from the Queen’s Navy just two years after the Armada were neither fish nor animalcules, but
     
      snakes
     . And incidentally, in view of the ‘silly buckets’ on the Mariner’s rotting deck, the reference to buckets in a context electrical with associations is not without a passing interest.
    

    
     But the exact term ‘
     
      water
     -snakes’ does not occur in Purchas’s account of Hawkins’s observations. It does, however, in the narrative of another great mariner whom Coleridge read with admiration, the
     
      New Voyage round the World
      of Captain William Dampier. It was from Dampier that he drew the unlucky suggestion about the turtle-shell boat which replaced the no less unhappy household tub in Wordsworth’s ‘Blind Highland Boy’; it was Dampier whom he would have the naval and military writers of his own day read and imitate — ‘old Dampier, a rough sailor, but a man of exquisite mind’; and he refers to his book by volume and page. Even more to the point is a scrap of MS. in Coleridge’s hand, now in the British Museum, in which are jotted down, from ‘Dampier’s Voyages and Adventures,’ a curious collection of observations upon snakes. And water-snakes, explicitly so called, play freely (and even ‘rear’) through Dampier’s narrative: ‘In the Sea we saw … Abundance of Water Snakes of several Sorts and Sizes’; ‘This Day we saw two Water Snakes’; ‘The Snake swam away … very fast, keeping his Head above Water.’
     There is, moreover, another absorbing book which I cannot say with certainty that Coleridge read:
     
      The History of the Bucaniers of America
     . It would at least be very strange indeed, had it escaped him. However that may be, it is worthy of note that in Basil Ringrose’s famous narration, in the
     
      History
     , of ‘The dangerous Voyage, and bold Attempts of Capt. Bartholomew Sharp, and others, in the South Sea,’ the water-snakes, like Coleridge’s, are many-coloured: ‘As we sailed we saw Multitudes of Grampusses every Day; as also Water-Snakes of divers Colours’; ‘We saw likewise multitudes of Fish … Also Water-Snakes of divers Colours.’
    

    
     Here, then, is a series of passages which might have been devised by an ingenious psychologist expressly to illustrate the association of ideas — that, and the resultant interlocking of originally quite distinct impressions into one. Far, however, from being a
     
      tour de force
      of expert fabrication, it contains on the contrary, I think, the key to the genesis not only of the two remarkable stanzas before us, but also of the poem as a whole. And it may be that its reach is wider still. But that is to run ahead of the story, and meantime our miscellany of marine fauna is even yet not quite complete.
    

    
     For there was another curious volume over which Coleridge diligently pored. It did not get into the Note Book, but it furnished ‘The Destiny of Nations’ with a formidable
     
      chevaux de frise
      of notes. Leemius
     
      De Lapponibus
      — Norwegian and Latin in parallel columns — was precisely the sort of book in which Coleridge revelled, and both footnotes and text of ‘The Destiny of Nations’ demonstrate the thoroughgoing application with which its contents were absorbed. Now Leemius has two passages, flanked on both sides, like Bartram’s sunfish, by pages to which Coleridge specifically refers, which bear upon our stanzas. The first is a description of the dolphin, which, ‘
     
      playing in the sea (in mari ludens)
     , moves curvingly in manifold circles and
     
      coils
      (in varios se vertat
     
      gyros et spiras)
     , part of it being hidden by the waves, part of it
     
      rearing (exserta)
      above the surface of the water.’ A few pages later the
     
      serpens marinus
     (sea-serpent or water-snake, as one prefers) also rears from the deep: ‘In the dog-days, when the sea lies unruffled by the winds, the sea-serpent is wont to emerge,
     
      arched into all sorts of coils (n varias spiras sinuatus)
     , of which some project from the water, while the rest are hidden under it.’
    

    
     Now if ever two phrases (to revert to Coleridge’s figure) were fitted to slide one into the other, as hook slips into eye, and grip together their respective contexts in the memory, they were Father Bourzes’s phrase about his fishes ‘
     
      playing in the sea
     ,’ and Leemius’s identical
     ‘
     
      in mari ludens.
     ’ Even Boccaccio’s ‘sposa di Nin,’ which hooked into Dante’s ‘Nino, e fu sua sposa’ in Chaucer’s memory, and drew along with it Dante’s context too, was not so apt a link. And in the context which Leemius’s phrase would carry with it into Coleridge’s storehouse was the increment of the
     
      coiling
      movement through the sea. And so, in a word (to paraphrase Saint Peter), to the luminousness of Father Bourzes’s fishes have been added, on our hypothesis, the colours of Cook’s animalcules and Bartram’s bream; and to the shape which they had in Hawkins the name which they bore in Dampier; and to all these, the coiling and rearing which were the special trick of the dolphins and the
     
      serpens marinus
      in the edifying treatise
     
      De Lapponibus
     . And our already alarmingly crescent aquarium must admit, I fear, one pair of inmates more.
    

    
     Coleridge, who was deeply versed in eighteenth-century poetry, must have known Falconer’s ‘Shipwreck.’
     
      47
      And two of the glaringly purple patches of ‘The Shipwreck’ are its accounts of certain dolphins and porpoises which disport themselves in a wild riot of eighteenth-century poetic diction, one hundred and forty lines apart:
    

    
     
      
       
        But now, beneath the lofty vessel’s stern,
       

       
        A shoal of sportive dolphins they discern,
       

       
        Beaming from
        
         burnish’d
         scales refulgent rays,
       

       
        Till all the
        
         glowing
         ocean seems to blaze:
       

       
        
         In curling wreaths
         they wanton on the tide,
       

       
        Now bound aloft, now downward swiftly glide;
       

       
        Awhile beneath the waves their
        
         tracks
         remain,
       

       
        And burn in silver streams along the liquid plain …
       

      

      
       
        Now to the north, from Afric’s burning shore,
       

       
        A troop of porpoises their course explore;
       

       
        In curling wreaths they gambol on the tide;
       

       
        Now bound aloft, now down the billows glide:
       

       
        Their tracks awhile the
        
         hoary
         waves retain,
       

       
        That
        
         burn
         in sparkling trails along the main.
       

      

     

    

    
     What place, if any, do Falconer’s dolphins and porpoises hold among the spoils of the multitudinous seas which Coleridge’s net has dragged?
    

    
     The links, at least, are once more plainly there. Falconer and Father Bourzes agree in their reference to the playing fishes’ phosphorescent wake as ‘tracks’; Falconer and Leemius have in common the theme of playing dolphins; Falconer and Captain Cook both mention ‘burnished’ objects in a ‘glowing’ sea. Moreover, Falconer’s ‘curling wreaths’ is good eighteenth-century jargon for ‘gyros et spiras’ in Leemius. The hooks and eyes between Falconer on the one hand, and Father Bourzes and Captain Cook and Leemius on the other, are clear and definite. Cross reminiscences of some sort, once given Coleridge’s memory and his known acquaintance with the books, are at least a safe hypothesis, and once again, over and above the common elements, there is in ‘The Shipwreck’ an increment of large significance.
    

    
     For beneath the preposterous verbal toggery of the lines is a crude and mechanical symmetry, which, through its very obtrusiveness, links the two pictures powerfully together:
    

    
     
      
       
        In curling wreaths they wanton on the tide,
       

       
        Now bound aloft, now downward swiftly glide;
       

       
        Awhile beneath the waves their tracks remain,
       

       
        And burn in silver streams along the liquid plain …
       

      

      
       
        In curling wreaths they gambol on the tide,
       

       
        Now bound aloft, now down the billows glide:
       

       
        Their tracks awhile the hoary waves retain,
       

       
        That burn in sparkling trails along the main.
       

      

     

    

    
     There, without much question, Coleridge found one of the hints on which he wrought the exquisitely balanced structure of the pair of stanzas which are now our theme — that lovely mould into which he poured his wealth of metamorphosed images:
    

    
     
      
       
        
         Beyond the shadow of the ship,
        
       

       
        
         I watched
         the water-snakes:
       

       
        They moved in tracks of shining white,
       

       
        And when they reared, the elfish light
       

       
        Fell off in hoary flakes.
       

      

      
       
        Within the shadow of the ship
       

       
        I watched their rich attire:
       

       
        Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
       

       
        They coiled and swam; and every track
       

       
        Was a flash of golden fire.
       

      

     

    

    
     But more than a recollection of ‘The Shipwreck’ entered into that poised symmetry. For in the strange genesis of the huge shadow of the ship a subtler alchemy than Falconer’s was at work. But that is a story to be later told.
    

    
     Those, then, at last, are the raw materials. The result is all of them and none of them — it is a new creation. The fishes which Father Bourzes saw in tropical seas and Bartram in a little lake in Florida, and the luminous blue and green protozoa which Captain Cook observed in the Pacific, and the many–hued, ribbon-like creatures that Sir Richard Hawkins marvelled at off the Azores, and Dampier’s water-snakes in the South Seas, and Leemius’s coiling, rearing marine serpents of the North, and Falconer’s gambolling porpoises and dolphins — all of them or some of them — have leaped together like scattered dust at the trumpet of the resurrection, and been fused by a flash of imaginative vision into the elfin creatures of a hoary deep that never was and that will always be. The shaping spirit of imagination must have materials on which to work, and a memory steeped in travel-lore was this time the reservoir on which it drew.
    

    
     IV
    

    
     But something had obviously been happening beneath the surface of the reservoir. And so — waiving for the moment, but only for the moment, the exquisite and finished art which gives to the picture as a whole its balanced unity, and holding rigidly to the conception of the creatures which move playing through it — I am going to pursue a little farther what Conan Doyle would call ‘The Adventure of the Water-Snakes.’ In what fashion did their heterogeneous elements merge into organic unity? How, in a word, did the creatures get, through recollections of scattered bits from possibly seven books, into that immortal sea in which their shining simulacra coiled and swam? Did Coleridge have the seven books before him, or even definitely in his mind, when the stanzas were composed? Did he ‘get up’ his facts, and then deftly or laboriously dovetail them together? Or were there subtler processes involved?
    

    
     The simple and obvious answer seems, at first blush, to be this: Coleridge, with that ‘tenacious and systematizing memory’ of his, consciously recalled, through their strong associative links, the various details which he had read, and no less consciously combined them. Some one of them, that is — the luminous fishes, the multicoloured animalcules, the dolphins (who can say which?) — touched off the train of associations, and simultaneously or in succession the crowd of images rose as separate and distinct impressions consciously before him, this to be stripped of its colour, that of its shape, the other of its phosphorescent light, for incorporation in the new conception of the water-snakes. Now without much question we may at once assume, I think, that conscious recollection and recombination played their part in the complex operations which brought the diverse elements together. But the assumption that conscious reconstruction was
     
      all
      that was involved leaves us with a deeper mystery than ever on our hands. The explanation is more baffling than the fact explained. The discrepancy between the most consummate craftsmanship in joinery and the magical blending of sheer light and colour into moving forms remains, on the hypothesis of conscious combinings alone, inexplicable. For the creatures of the calm are not fishes + snakes + animalculae, as the chimæra was lion + dragon + goat. No mere combination of entities themselves unchanged explains the facts. Whatever else
     
      x
      may be, the thing it is
     
      not
      is
     
      a + b + c
     . On the contrary, the unity that has somehow come about is as integral as the union of the seven colours which blend in a beam of white light. You may break up the beam into its spectrum, as we have resolved our shapes of light into their elements. The result in either case is the same: the enhancement of the miracle of their unity. I do not believe that any conscious piecing together, however dexterous, of remembered fragments could conceivably have
     
      alone
      wrought the radiant forms which the Mariner saw. The question still persists: How were the latent images raised up? And with what body did they come? That is the question which I mean to try to answer.
    

    
     It is a venturesome quest on which we are embarking, as I know full well, for we shall have to sound our dim and perilous way through chartless tracts. And if I seem to trench with some temerity on ground which is not my own, I can only plead, in extenuation of a rashness regarding which I cherish no illusions, that my facts leave me no alternative. There they are, and they cry out for a synthesis. And no synthesis based on mere mnemonic joiners-work will, in my judgment, serve. The strange blendings and fusings which have taken place all point towards one conclusion, and that conclusion involves operations which are still obscure. I am not a trained psychologist, and I am fully aware that in using, as I shall sometimes have to use it, the term ‘unconscious,’ I am playing with fire. But I cannot ignore the testimony of Coleridge himself and (as we shall see) of Dryden and Goethe and Henry James and Henri Poincaré — all practised and acute observers of their mental processes. The term, then, as I shall employ it, assumes the existence of what Coleridge called ‘the twilight realms of consciousness’; it assumes that ‘in that shadowy half-being’ (as he once put it), ‘that state of nascent existence in the twilight of imagination and just on the vestibule of consciousness,’ ideas and images exist;  it. assumes (and again I am quoting Coleridge) a ‘confluence of our recollections,’ through which ‘we establish a centre, as it were, a sort of nucleus in [this] reservoir of the soul.’ All that, I take it, however phrased, is reasonably sure ground.. For the rest, I am simply putting tentatively on their inferences observed phenomena. My essay, then, at the interpretation of a group of facts which have never before been reckoned with must be regarded for the moment frankly as a working hypothesis, in support of which, I hope, evidence will accumulate as we go on. We are confronted, in fine, by a problem in which two fields meet. Regarding the facts themselves I can speak with some assurance; their interpretation involves, in part, the provisional conclusions of a layman. But that once freely granted, I must nevertheless insist that only on some such grounds as I shall indicate are the facts as they stand susceptible of any but the most crassly mechanical explanation.
    

    
     Above all (to get the lumber of provisos out of the way at once), it may not be forgotten that we are disengaging the strands of an extremely complex web. It is, however, one of the limitations of our finite minds that we are compelled to consider in succession things which in reality are simultaneous. That renders inevitable at any given stage of a discussion the projection into sharp relief of a single aspect of the subject, to the seeming exclusion of others no less significant. It is not a gratuitous precaution, therefore, to repeat that in the paragraphs which follow the whole story is not being told at once.
    

    
     ‘This,’ as the Friar remarked with justice to the Wife of Bath, ‘is a long preamble of a tale.’ And so, without more ado, I shall proceed to state what seems to me to be the probable 
     
      modus operandi
      through which a clutter of remembered details got themselves metamorphosed into the sheerest poetry.
    

    
     It is in a notable discussion of nightmares that Coleridge makes an observation which concerns us nearly. He is explaining how a limb deadened by some interruption in the circulation ‘transmits double touch as single touch, to which,’ he goes on, ‘
     
      the imagination … the true inward creatrix, instantly out of the chaos of elements or shattered fragments of memory, puts together some form to fit it.
     ’ That comment bares, as it happens, the secret springs of ‘Kubla Khan.’ Waiving for the moment its dream psychology, it is no less relevant to those workings of the imagination which underlie ‘The Ancient Mariner.’ And it might have been written as a pregnant comment on the genesis of the stanzas now before us. The Note Book gave us the clue to the facts; the observation which I have just quoted offers the key, I think, to their interpretation. ‘The chaos of elements or shattered fragments of memory’ is sufficiently exhibited in the farrago of marine phenomena dispersed through the seven books. How, under the impulse of the inward creatrix, the imagination, have they taken form? Let us set out, at least, from what is measurably familiar ground.
    

    
     Most of us have had the experience of looking up what we recalled as a vivid, even radiant passage which we have sometime read, and of finding instead a commonplace, colourless thing. What has happened? Something, I think, which bears in an odd fashion on the processes which, through a permissible analogy, we call creative. One of the most significant phrases which I know is that in which Henry James rather casually tells how he took the original suggestion for the plot of
     
      The American
     , and, as he says, ‘dropped it for the time into the deep well of unconscious cerebration.’ Now that procedure, I take it, is what has done the business in the matter of the dull original of our glorified recollection. Into that same deep well has dropped, without an inkling of its disappearance, the thing which we once read, and it has undergone strange transformation there. It has merged insensibly, in hues and outline, with others of the myriad denizens of that mysterious deep, and what we think we have remembered we have actually, in large degree, unconsciously created. Let me make clearer what I mean.
    

    
     Few of us nowadays, I fear, smile over the lively pages of the 
     
      Autocrat of the Breakfast Table
     . Once everybody did, and here is one of the Autocrat’s remarks: ‘Put an idea into your intelligence and leave it there an hour, a day, a year, without ever having occasion to refer to it. When, at last, you return to it, you do not find it as it was when acquired. It has domiciliated itself, so to speak, — become at home, — entered into relations with your other thoughts, and integrated itself with the whole fabric of the mind.’ I have quoted that not particularly memorable dictum for an ulterior end, for it so happens that this very passage offers a curious and suggestive case in point. It is now, as I write, just thirty years, to judge from the date on the flyleaf of my copy of the
     
      Autocrat
     , since I first read the remark in question, and I have not, I am sure, come back to it since. It flashed on my memory, none the less, as I was trying to put this difficult business into words. But it came back to me in so striking a configuration that when I looked it up I could barely believe my eyes. For what I thought I had remembered was no matter-of-fact statement such as stood unmistakably on the printed page in the words I have just quoted. What I recalled (or thought I had recalled) had been cast in a vividly figurative form — the figure of something germinating and expanding, dimly and occultly, with white and spreading tentacles, like the plant life which sprouts beneath a stone, or burgeons in the obscure depths of a pool. And that was not on the page before my eyes at all; it was, so to speak, a creature of the well. But it was a creature, as I soon discovered on reading farther, which had had associations in the well. For in another passage, elsewhere in the book, in an entirely different context, the Autocrat 
     
      had
      used the figure of the uncanny life which breeds beneath a stone, and far below the surface of my consciousness the two had undergone amalgamation. And the result was neither the Autocrat’s nor mine. It was, despite its utter triviality, a veritable birth of the subliminal deep.
    

    
     Now that, to compare small things with great, is a process which, it would seem, goes on with peculiar intensity in a poet’s mind, and which in Coleridge’s case apparently went on incessantly. One after another vivid bits from what
     
      he
      read dropped into that deep well. And there, below the level of conscious mental processes, they set up their obscure and powerful reactions. Up above, on the stream of consciousness (which is all that we commonly take into account) they had floated separate and remote; here in the well they lived a strangely intimate and simultaneous life. I am speaking in parables, I know, for there seems to be no other way; but the thing itself, however phrased, is, I believe, in its essentials, true. Facts which sank at intervals out of conscious recollection drew together beneath the surface through almost chemical affinities of common elements, as my trivial fragments from
     
      The Autocrat
      swam together and coalesced. And there in Coleridge’s unconscious mind, while his consciousness was busy with the toothache, or Hartley’s infant ills, or pleasant strollings with the Wordsworths between Nether Stowey and Alfoxden, or what is dreamt in this or that philosophy — there in the dark moved the phantasms of the fishes and animalcules and serpentine forms of his vicarious voyagings, thrusting out tentacles of association, and interweaving beyond disengagement. Father Bourzes’s playing fishes ‘made a kind of artificial Fire in the Water’; Captain Cook’s protozoa ‘in the dark … had a faint appearance of glowing fire.’ And about the common element of fire the other traits of fish and animalcules alike converged, and blended into a
     
      tertium quid
      endowed with the qualities of both. But just as inevitably another something gravitated into the curious complex of associations which was dimly assuming form. Light that simulated fire had drawn the phosphorescent fishes and the shining animalcules together. But the animalcules, as Captain Cook (and Coleridge through his eyes) had seen them in the Pacific calm, were white, and blue, and green with a burnished gloss in a slimy sea. And now, denizened through a page of Purchas in the same glimmering tract, were Hawkins’s snake-like creatures of the calm, with their rich attire of green, yellow, black, and white, in the waters of a rotting sea. Colour and calm and a corrupted sea were affinities far too potent to resist, and the fragment from Purchas melted into those from Father Bourzes and Captain Cook, and (through the blue, and green, and velvet black) from William Bartram too. Leemius had links with Father Bourzes, as we have seen, and Falconer with both. And as a result of the confluence (I dare not say of all, but certainly of some) the shining, playing, many-hued Something which was vaguely taking shape received a definite snake-like form and coiling movement, and through the further and inevitable link with Dampier’s water-snakes acquired a name. The creatures of the great deep had become the new creation of a yet deeper deep. And when the flash of inspiration at last came — that leap of association which, like the angel in the Gospel, stirred to momentary potency the waters of the pool — it was neither fish, nor animalcules, nor snake-like things, nor veritable water-snakes, but these radiant creatures of the subliminal abyss that sported on the face of a sea lit by a moon which had risen from the same abyss.
    

    
     
      
       
        They moved in tracks of shining white,
       

       
        And when they reared, the elfish light
       

       
        Fell
        off in hoary flakes….
       

      

      
       
        Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
       

       
        They coil’d and swam; and every track
       

       
        Was a flash of golden fire.
       

      

     

    

    
     No mortal eye had ever seen them actually coil and swim — certainly neither Father Bourzes, nor Cook, nor Hawkins, nor Bartram, nor Dampier — in the waters of any earthly sea. They were the birth of that creative deep, which is peculiar to the poet only in degree.
    

    
     Now I suspect that precisely in that difference in degree lies one of the specific differentiæ of genius. The ‘deep well of unconscious cerebration’ underlies your consciousness and mine, but in the case of genius its waters are possessed of a peculiar potency. Images and impressions converge and blend even in the sleepy drench of our forgetful pools. But the inscrutable energy of genius which we call creative owes its secret virtue at least in part to the enhanced and almost incredible facility with which in the wonder-working depths of the unconscious the fragments which sink incessantly below the surface fuse and assimilate and coalesce. The depths are peopled to start out with (and this is fundamental) by conscious intellectual activity, keyed, it may be, as in Coleridge’s intense and exigent reading, to the highest pitch. Moreover (and this crucially important consideration will occupy us in due time), it is again conscious energy, now of another and loftier type, which later drags the deeps for their submerged treasure, and moulds the bewildering chaos into unity. But interposed between consciousness and consciousness is the well. And therein resides the peculiar significance of such a phantasmagoria as lies before us in the Note Book, the seemingly meaningless jumble of which we have tried to grasp.
    

    
     For the more multifarious, even the more incongruous and chaotic the welter, the freer play it offers to those darting and prehensile filaments of association which reach out in all directions through the mass. The more kaleidoscopic the chaos of shattered fragments of memory, the more innumerable the reflections and refractions between the shifting elements. And in Coleridge’s case there was assuredly God’s plenty! Nightingales, and snake-birds, and footless birds of Paradise; the fauna of polar and of tropic seas, and of strange inland pools and subterranean streams; the dæmons of the elements, stars and their angel guardians; maniacs and murderers and mutineers; shipwrecks and gibbets; dew-drops and dunghills and diamonds and lichened stones; haloes over frosty meadows, and rainbows in the spray, and the ice-blink, and the luminous wake of ships; Jonah, and Tobit, and Nimrod, and Ham, and the uncanny legends of the antediluvian world — all these and a thousand others, one after one, sank below the level of Coleridge’s conscious mental processes, and disappeared. But in that nebulous tract into which they slipped they caught from each other hues unborrowed from the sun, and like the two serpent-forms which Dante saw in the
     
      Inferno
      their very shapes transfused. How indeed could it possibly be otherwise? Propinquity does business merrily in the unconscious world, as well as up in the realms of light, and in both strange couples mate. Dew-drops blended together on the bosom of a new-blown rose, and Mars rising over a gibbet; diamond quarries in some Golconda of faëryland, and Tartarean forests of Upas trees — such conceptions could not coexist in a region charged with secret currents, and remain unmodified. ‘That synthetic and magical power… the imagination’ (it is Coleridge’s own words that I am using) must perforce ‘blend and (as it were)
     
      fuse
      them, each into each.’ Mars willy-nilly must shed a baleful light upon the dew-drop, and the diamonds of faëryland blink dull in the shade of Upas trees. Or else the Tartarean forests must glimmer with faint rays from faëry Golcondas, and Mars be reflected, mild and luminous, in a drop of dew. Or else both processes at once and all together must go on, until, as in ‘The Ancient Mariner,’ and ‘Christabel,’ and ‘Kubla Khan,’ beauty insensibly takes on something elfin and uncanny, and the fantastic and the sinister an unearthly radiance. The elfish light — to return once more to our water-snakes — the elfish light which as they reared fell off in hoary flakes was borrowed from neither Father Bourzes, nor Captain Cook, nor Falconer, nor any single record of actuality on land or sea. In a sense which the disclosures of the Note Book help to make intelligible, it was caught from that ‘swimming phantom light,’ born of the commingled phantasms of strange moons, and phosphorescent seas, and the ghostly shine of polar skies, which was the very atmosphere of those secret tracts in which Coleridge’s creative energy wrought. And in that phantom light ‘The Ancient Mariner,’ and ‘Christabel,’ and ‘Kubla Khan’ are steeped.
    

    
     If all that should wear, as it may, the aspect of a fabric woven of cobwebs from a Romantic poet’s brain, let me summon two witnesses whose intellectual stability and poise admits no such impeachment. The first is a man who was, by common consent, the most eminent scientist of his generation, Henri Poincaré. In that remarkable chapter on ‘Mathematical Discovery’ (‘L’ invention mathématique’) in
     
      Science et Méthode
     
      Poincaré is dealing, on the basis of personal experience, with the part which the subliminal ego (the ‘moi inconscient’) plays in mathematical discovery, and with the relation of that unconscious element to conscious intellectual activities before and after. That, it is clear, is precisely the problem,
     
      mutatis mutandis
     , which has just confronted us. It so happens that I first read Poincaré’s chapter fifteen months after the preceding paragraphs were written as they stand, and the mutual corroboration of his analysis and mine has the added weight which attaches to independent observations. The illuminating records of Poincaré’s actual experience — his attempt to show ‘what happens in the very soul of a mathematician’ — must be passed over here.
     
      Science and Method
      is happily not an inaccessible book. There is space for a cento of excerpts only, disclosing the bare drift of a lucid and cogently reasoned argument — an argument which for us has double force for the very reason that the ‘combinations’ of which it treats belong not to poetry but to mathematics. Poincaré is discussing ‘these appearances of sudden illumination, [which are] obvious indications of a long course of previous unconscious work.’ And he proceeds:
    

    
     
      This unconscious work… is not possible, or in any case not fruitful, unless it is first preceded and then followed by a period of conscious work.…
     

     
      It is certain that the combinations which present themselves to the mind in a kind of sudden illumination after a somewhat prolonged period of unconscious work are generally useful and fruitful combinations, which appear to be the result of a preliminary sifting…. This, too, is most mysterious. How can we explain the fact that, of the thousand products of our unconscious activity, some are invited to cross the threshold, while others remain outside? Is it mere chance that gives them this privilege? Evidently not….
     

     
      Perhaps we must look for the explanation in that period of preliminary conscious work which always precedes all fruitful unconscious work. If I may be permitted a crude comparison, let us represent the future elements of our combinations as
      
       something resembling Epicurus’s hooked atoms (atomes crochus)
      , When the mind is in complete repose these atoms are immovable; they are, so to speak, attached to the wall. This complete repose may continue indefinitely without the atoms meeting, and, consequently, without the possibility of the formation of any combination.
     

     
      On the other hand, during a period of apparent repose, but of unconscious work, some of them are detached from the wall and set in motion.
      
       They plough through space in all directions, like a swarm of gnats, for instance, or, if we prefer a more learned comparison, like the gaseous molecules in the kinetic theory of gases. Their mutual collisions may then produce new combinations
      ….
     

     
      Ail that we can hope from these inspirations, which are the fruits of unconscious work, is to obtain points of departure for [our] calculations. As for the calculations themselves,
      
       they must be made in the second period of conscious work which follows the inspiration…. They demand discipline, attention, will, and consequently consciousness
      . In the subliminal ego, on the contrary, there reigns what I would call liberty, if one could give this name to the mere absence of discipline and to disorder born of chance. 
      
       Only, this very disorder permits of unexpected couplings.
      
      
     

    

    
     There once more, between consciousness and consciousness, is the Well. And there in the Well goes on the same incessant activity of combination and amalgamation which, on other evidence, we have postulated for the poet’s mind. The bearing of Poincaré’s observations and conclusions on our essay at the solution of a kindred problem needs no comment.
    

    
     The other witness I shall summon is one of the sanest intellects that ever exercised itself in verse. And the testimony which I shall quote, itself a superbly imaginative conception, is, like the mathematician’s, a document of first-hand experience. ‘This worthless Present,’ wrote John Dryden of
     
      The Rival Ladies
      to the Earl of Orrery, ‘was design’d you, long before it was a Play;
     
      when it only was a confus’d Mass of Thoughts, tumbling over one another in the Dark
     : When the Fancy was yet in its first Work,
     
      moving the Sleeping Images of things towards the Light
     , there to be distinguish’d, and then either chosen or rejected by the Judgment.’ That is an incomparable picture in little of the creative process, and John Dryden was no sentimentalist.
    

    
     Our concern so far, accordingly, has been with that process at its inception — with poems long before they were poems at all; with the confused and chaotic welter of their elements tumbling over one another in the dark, before the imagination entered on its initial task of moving the sleeping images towards the light, or achieved its final triumph in their lucid ordering. Coleridge has a formulation of the process too. The imagination ‘dissolves, diffuses, dissipates, in order to re-create’ — as we have watched the tangible realities of known and charted seas waver, and disintegrate, and dissolve, like the evolutions of the mist, to reassemble into the luminous apparitions of insubstantial deeps. But there was moving among the reassembling images a conscious power whose operations we have yet to see.
    

   
  

 
  
   
    
     
      
       CHAPTER
      IV
     

     
      THE SHAPING SPIRIT
     

    

    
     
      On
     a moonlit sea, spread white and glistening like frost, lies printed the huge shadow of a ship. The picture is as sharply etched as its beauty is strangely and powerfully suggestive:
    

    
     
      
       
        Her beams bemocked the sultry main,
       

       
        Like April hoar-frost spread;
       

       
        
         But where the ship’s huge shadow lay,
        
       

       
        The charmèd water burnt always
       

       
        A still and awful red. 
       

      

     

    

    
     Within the black shadow, and without it in the white expanse, move the creatures of the great calm. And their hueless coruscation in the moonlight is set off against their rich and particoloured radiance in the shadow through the exquisite structural balance of two stanzas which answer to each other, phrase upon phrase, like an antiphon:
    

    
     
      
       
        
         Beyond the shadow of the ship,
        
       

       
        I watched the water-snakes:
       

       
        They moved in tracks of shining white,
       

       
        And when they reared, the elfish light
       

       
        Fell off in hoary flakes.
       

      

      
       
        
         Within the shadow of the ship
        
       

       
        I watched their rich attire:
       

       
        Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,
       

       
        They coiled and swam; and every track
       

       
        Was a flash of golden fire. 
       

      

     

    

    
     The magical symmetry of the pair of stanzas unfolds from the initial concept of the ship’s huge shadow with the inevitableness of a leaf expanding from a bud. Somehow, upon the chaos of images which thronged up from their sleep, a luminous unity has been imposed. And a new element enters into our synthesis.
    

    
     For the subliminal world in which we have been moving is not, in the highest sense, architectonic at all. In it impressions disintegrate, and move together, and coalesce, as we have seen, in endless flux.
    

    
     
      
       
        That which is firme doth flit and fall away,
       

       
        And that is flitting doth abide and stay. 
       

      

     

    

    
     But that is only half the story. For precisely that flux, in its dissipations and dissolvings, constitutes the stuff upon which the imagination exerts its integrating power. And to that supreme creative exercise the unconscious processes, creative in their own way though they be, are, once for all, subordinate.
    

    
     But even that is not quite the whole story. The subliminal blendings hold a subordinate place, it is true, but they stand none the less in vital and indivisible union with the more exalted power. The web of creation, like the skein of life, is of a mingled yarn, conscious and unconscious inextricably, intertwined. We are bound to 
     
      distinguish
     (if we are ever to understand) between the constituents of any state or process worthy to be called a whole. We 
     
      divide
     at the cost of our saving hold on integrality. The caution is Coleridge’s, not mine; and imaginative creation, if we have learned anything at all from the strange phantasmagoria which we are studying, is one process, and not two — an infinitely complex process, in which conscious and unconscious jointly operate. There is beyond gainsaying the deep Well, with its chaos of fortuitously blending images; but there is likewise the Vision which sees shining in and through the chaos the potential lines of Form, and with the Vision the controlling Will, which gives to that potential beauty actuality. And the triad of stanzas now before us, in which the shaping spirit has imposed upon the swirling dance of reminiscences a limpid clarity of form, is an epitome of all which this implies. For in that strange confluence of plastic visual impressions already lay, with little doubt, the germs of the design.
    

    
     I
    

    
     That the crude yet telling parallelism of Falconer’s stilted lines about his porpoises and dolphins lent to the balanced loveliness of Coleridge’s stanzas at least some fleeting hint of form, I think there is a good reason to suppose. But to grant that leaves a far more interesting question quite unanswered. How did it come about, in the stanza of the moon-mocked sea, that the charmèd water burnt ‘where 
     
      the ship’s huge shadow
      lay’ — that monstrous cantle of night flung down upon the April hoarfrost of the sea in such fashion that shining white, and still and awful red, and golden fire all fall into place, as in some magical canvas, about its blackness? Whence came, in a word, the three-fold, spell-like iteration of ‘the shadow of the ship’? That it came through a visual image in Coleridge’s mind we may be reasonably sure. And that brings us face to face with a paradox.
    

    
     For two things must never be lost sight of as we proceed. It was six months after ‘The Ancient Mariner’ was finished that Coleridge for the first time went down to the sea in a ship, and then only to sail from Yarmouth to Cuxhaven. He is describing things which he could have known from books or tales of the sea alone. 
     
      He had seen none of them
     . That is the first fact to hold steadily in mind. The second is 
     
      he had seen them all
     . And in that paradox lies the clue to more than one of our
    

    
     For when Coleridge’s imagination was working at high tension, actual pictures seem to have passed before it with the preternatural vividness of those after-images which the eighteenth century loved to call ‘ocular spectra’ — not spectra as we to-day understand the term, but impressions retained on the retina of the eye with an independent luminousness and precision after the passing of some flash of vision, as a window which has leaped at night into dazzling configuration in a blaze of lightning hangs printed for an instant in sharp definition upon the dark. In the act of metrical composition (so Coleridge wrote Sir Humphry Davy) ‘voluntary ideas were every minute passing, 
     
      more or less transformed into vivid spectra.
     ’ 
     ‘While I wrote that last sentence,’ he declares in a letter to Southey,’ I had a vivid recollection, 
     
      indeed an ocular spectrum
     , of our room in College Street, a curious instance of association.’ ‘I bent down to pick something from the ground,’ he wrote Godwin in 1801, ‘[and] … as I bent my head there came a 
     
      distinct, vivid spectrum
      upon my eyes; it was one little picture — a rock, with birches and ferns on it, a cottage backed by it, and a small stream. Were I a painter I would give an outward existence to this, but it will always live in my memory.’  Ben Jonson, in those racy conversations with Drummond of Hawthornden, told his host that ‘he heth consumed a whole night in lying looking to his great toe, about which he hath seen Tartars and Turks, Romans and Carthaginians feight in his imagination.’  We of the workaday brains are apt to forget that there is for the poet (to use a modern painter’s phrase)’ a tense state of concentration, when the brain becomes luminous.’  And in that intense luminousness of Coleridge’s brain scraps of remembered fact or lines on the printed page flashed, as he says,’ into vivid spectra/ and words sprang into pictures as he read or wrote. Now let us return to our stanzas. What apposite images, once seen to live always in his memory, can we trace?
    

    
     The answer to that question is best come at by going round Robin Hood’s barn and asking another. What pictures do we know to have been, through his reading, in Coleridge’s mind, and to have been there in conjunction with the sleeping linages which underlie these very stanzas? Let us go back once more to the Note Book. Coleridge’s jotting from Father Bourzes’s letter in the 
     
      Philosophical Transactions
     reads as follows:
    

    
     
      Sun paints rainbows on the 
      
       vast
      waves 
      
       during snow storms
      in the Cape. 
     

    

    
     And I shall set down once more for comparison Father Bourzes’s text, italicizing for a reason which will soon appear:
    

    
     
      I shall add one Observation more concerning 
      
       Marine Rainbows
      , which I observed after a great Tempest off of the Cape of Good Hope. The Sea was then very much tossed, 
      
       the J Find carrying off the Tops of the Waves made a kind of Rain
      , in 
      
       the Rays of the Sun
       painted the Colours of a Rain-bow…. In the Marine Iris we could distinguish only 
      
       two Colours, viz. a dark Yellow on that side next the Sun
      , 
      
       a pale
      Green on the opposite side. 
     

    

    
     Now there is still another question which I asked in the last chapter and for the moment left unanswered, but which it is essential that we answer now. Where did Coleridge get the 
     
      snow
      storms in the Note Book? There is not a trace of snow in Father Bourzes’s letter to account for it. Let us, however, look for a moment at another sea-bow.
    

    
     It is in a delightful book which Coleridge, as we shall see, quite certainly knew, Frederick Martens’s 
     
      Voyage into Spitsbergen and Greenland
     
    

    
     
      I must not forget, that we see in these falling Needles 
      
       a Bow like a Rain-bow of two colours
      , white 
      
       a pale yellow, like the Sun,
      reflected by the dark Shadows of the Clouds.
     

     
      After this I proceed to the Description of an other Bow, which I call a 
      
       Sea-bow
      . This is seen when the Sun shines clear and bright, not 
      
       the great Waves, but in the Atmosphere of the Sea-water, which the Wind blows up, and which looks like a Fog.
      
      
      
     

    

    
     One might search long and patiently, and search in vain, for two passages more opulently furnished forth with ‘hooks and eyes of the memory’ than the accounts of those two sea-bows, Frederick Martens’s and Father Bourzes’s. The striking similarity of the descriptions of the spindrift; the identical detail of the ‘two colours’; the recurrence of ‘pale’ and of ‘yellow,’ in each case in association with the sun — the correspondences are little less than startling. Our adventurings among the ‘hooked atoms’ of the water-snakes have given us some inkling of the bent towards conjunction latent in passages of high visualizing power which are equipped with just such links. Did these two visual images actually blend in Coleridge’s memory, as Boccaccio’s stanza and Dante’s line blended in Chaucer’s list? And now we come back to the riddle of the interpolated snow.
    

    
     For the lines in Martens about the ‘falling Needles,’ out of which the description of the sea-bow springs, are actually a charmingly characteristic picture of the needles of the 
     
      snow
     
    

    
     
      Concerning the Meteors generated in the Air, I observed that the 
      
       Rime
      fell down in the shape of 
      
       small Needles of Snow
      into the Sea, and covered it as if it was sprinkled all over with Dust: 
      
       these small Needles
       increased more and more, and lay as they fell cross one over the other, and looked very like a Cobweb … [so] that the Sea seemed covered by them, as with a Skin, or a tender Ice…. This hapneth in clear Sun-shine and intense cold weather, and it falleth down as the Dew doth with us at Night invisibly, in dull weather … but you see it plainly, if you look when the Sun shines towards a shady place; for then it sparkles as bright as Diamonds; shews like the Atoms in Sun-shine…. Sometimes we see in our Country, something a little like 
      
       these small Needles, which is what we call Rime
      , and falleth from the Trees in Atoms like 
      
       This is small Snow…. These Needles
      are not the Exhalation of Vapour that uses in cold Weather, 
      
       to stick to the Hair of Men
      and Beasts. I must not forget, that we see in these falling Needles a Bow, etc. 
     

    

    
     There is, moreover, evidence that Coleridge had had quite recently these very needles of the frost (which is also snow) in mind. For in the fourth act of 
     
      Osorio
     , finished just the month before ‘The Ancient Mariner’ was begun, occur these two striking
    

    
     
      
       
        Or if it drizzled needle-points of frost
       

       
        Upon a feverish head made suddenly bald. 
       

      

     

    

    
     That is pretty clearly Frederick Martens’s picture, fleetingly recalled as Coleridge wrote.
    

    
     Martens’s bow in the falling needles, then, is a bow in ‘Needles of 
     
      Snow’
     (‘This is small 
     
      Snow,’
     he goes on a moment later), and the waves from which the wind blows up the spindrift are 
     
      ‘great
      Waves.’ And with only a page between there follows a graphic account, enhanced by a full page of pictured crystals, of the treasures of the snow — flakes ‘like unto small Roses, Needles and small Corns,’ or again, ‘like Stars, with many points like the Leaves of Feme,’ or yet again, ‘all sorts of Snow, both starry and of other shapes.’ Moreover, a few pages earlier are ‘Waves 
     
      … as bigg as Mountains
     ,’ 
     and from them ‘ 
     
      in a hard storm
     the froth of the Sea drives like dust, and iooketh as when the wind driveth the 
     
      Snow
      along upon the Ice.’ Snow and waves like mountains are the setting of Martens’s bow. And the evidence makes clear beyond reasonable doubt what happened. When Coleridge scrawled (I suspect from memory) his jotting in the Note Book, there coalesced with the picture called up by Father Bourzes the powerfully linked imagery from Frederick Martens already in his mind, and the ‘ 
     
      vast
     waves during 
     
      snow
     storms’ slipped into the one reminiscence from the other. The brief entry in the Note Book is an epitome of Coleridge’s imaginative processes, and it embodies once more that inveterately amalgamating bent of his mind which
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
     
      
      
      
      
      
      
     

    

    
     
     
    

    
     
     
     
     
     
     
    

    
     
      
       
        
        
       

       
       

       
       

      

      
       
        
        
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

      
       
        
        
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
    

    
     
     
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy The Road to Xanadu.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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