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W. Wordsworth, from the ‘Preface’ to Lyrical Ballads (1800) 

The principal object, then, which I proposed to myself in these Poems was 
to [choose] incidents and situations from common life, and to relate or 
describe them […], as far as was possible, in a selection of language really 
used by men; and, at the same time, to throw over them a certain colouring 
of imagination, whereby ordinary things should be presented to the mind 
in an unusual way; […]. Low and rustic life was generally chosen, because 
in that condition, the essential passions of the heart find a better soil in 
which they can attain their maturity, are less under restraint, and speak a 
plainer and more emphatic language; because in that condition of life our 
elementary feelings co-exist in a state of greater simplicity, and, 
consequently, may be more accurately contemplated, and more forcibly 
communicated; […] and lastly, because in that condition the passions of 
men are incorporated with the beautiful and permanent forms of nature. 
The language, too, of these men is adopted (purified indeed from what 
appear to be its real  defects, from all lasting and rational causes of dislike 
or disgust) […] such a language, arising out of repeated experience and 
regular feelings, is a  more permanent, and a far more philosophical 
language, than that which is frequently substituted for it by Poets, who 
think that they are conferring honour upon  themselves and their art, in 
proportion as they separate themselves from the sympathies of men, and 
indulge in arbitrary and capricious habits of expression […].  Poetry is the 
spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings: it takes its origin from emotion 
recollected in tranquillity: the emotion is contemplated till by a species of 
reaction the tranquillity gradually disappears, and an emotion, kindred to 
that which was before the subject of contemplation, is gradually produced, 
and does itself actually exist in the mind. In this mood successful 
composition generally begins, and in a mood similar to this it is carried 
on;  

 

 

 

William Wordsworth, “I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud” (1807) 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 
 
Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
 
The waves beside them danced; but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company: 
I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought: 
 
For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 
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Samuel Taylor Coleridge, from The Rime of the Ancient Mariner (Part 
IV) 
 
[…] 
The moving Moon went up the sky, 
And no where did abide: 
Softly she was going up, 
And a star or two beside— 
 
Her beams bemocked the sultry main, 
Like April hoar-frost spread; 
But where the ship’s huge shadow lay, 
The charmèd water burnt alway 
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 fire. 
 
Percy Bysshe Shelley “A Song to the Men of England” (1819) 
 
Men of England, wherefore plough  
For the lords who lay ye low?  
Wherefore weave with toil and care  
The rich robes your tyrants wear?  
 

Wherefore feed and clothe and save  
From the cradle to the grave  
Those ungrateful drones who would  
Drain your sweat—nay, drink your blood?  
 
Wherefore, Bees of England, forge  
Many a weapon, chain, and scourge,  
That these stingless drones may spoil  
The forced produce of your toil?  
 
Have ye leisure, comfort, calm,  
Shelter, food, love’s gentle balm?  
Or what is it ye buy so dear  
With your pain and with your fear?  
 
The seed ye sow, another reaps;  
The wealth ye find, another keeps;  
The robes ye weave, another wears;  
The arms ye forge, another bears.  
 
Sow seed—but let no tyrant reap:  
Find wealth—let no imposter heap:  
Weave robes—let not the idle wear:  
Forge arms—in your defence to bear.  
 
Shrink to your cellars, holes, and cells—  
In hall ye deck another dwells.  
Why shake the chains ye wrought? Ye see  
The steel ye tempered glance on ye.  
 
With plough and spade and hoe and loom  
Trace your grave and build your tomb  
And weave your winding-sheet—till fair  
England be your Sepulchre
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