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CHAPTER I

INTRODUCTION

In view of the important role which Nature plays 
in the works of William Wordsworth and Thomas Hardy, it 
is not surprising that this influence was predominant in 
their lives, and that the resulting impression greatly 
affected their works. It may be interesting to note that 
the poet William Wordsworth saw only Beauty in Nature, 
and, enjoyed nothing more than to "look through Nature up 
to Nature's God"; that Hardy's nature is contradictory,
since not only the Beauty but also the Cruelty of hers
impressed him deeply. The influence of both philoso
phies, which embraces direct communion with, as well as
love of, Nature was respectively tremendous on the writ-" ̂ **ings of both poets.

It is the object of this pa/per to make a study 
of the philosophy of Wordsworth and of Hardy, in the
light of their poems and in the six major novels of the- ♦
latter. It is intended to give as complete an account of 
their philosophies, as direct quotation, supplemented by

Note; All cita-tions from Wordsworth's poems will 
be taken from The Poetical Works of Wordsworth. Edited by Thomas Hutchinson.
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analysis, can convey; to prove, explain or amplify by 
means of all the obtainable evidence, in the shape of 
Wordsworth * s poems and correspondence and of Hardy’s 
poems and novels. But first it is necessary to review 
briefly the main events, movements and influences of 
the poets' lives.

Perhaps the best account we have of the early 
life of Wordsworth is found in his autobiographical poem, 
"The Prelude.”

Wordsworth's paternal ancestors were yeomen, or■* , $
landed gentry, who had settled in the south of Yorkshire
before the Norman Conquest. In the neighborhood of Pen-
istone, near Donca.ster; the Wordsworth family can be

1traced back as far as the reign of Edward III. The
poet's maternal ancestors, according to Christopher
Wordsworth, included an* eminent man, Richard Crackanthorpe,
"one of the ablest and most learned divines in the most

2erudite age of English theology, the reign of James I.
Of Wordsworth's own parents little is known. His 

father, a resident of Cockermouth, in Cumberland, was an 
attorney-at-law. He married Anne Cookson, the daughter 
of a Penrith mercer. Of this marriage five children were 1 2

1. J. C. Shairp, Studies in Poetry and Philosophy.

2. C. Wordsworth, Memoirs of William Wordsworth.
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born, the second of them being William Wordsworth, who 
came into this world on the seventh of April, 1770. The 
Derwent, "the fairest of all rivers," flows through 
Cockermouth and directly back of the home of the Words
worth family. To this river and to the terrace reaching 
down to it, is the poet "first carried in his imagination, 
as he seeks within the past, the germs of his love of 
nature." 1

The fairest of all rivers loved 
To blend his murmurs with my nurse’s song, 
And, from hiŝ  alder shades and rocky falls, 
And from his fords and shallows sent a voice That flowed along my dreams
0 Derwent! winding among grassy holms 
Where I was looking on, a babe in arms,
Make ceaseless music that composed my thoughts 
To more than infant softness, giving me 
Amid the fretful dwellings of mankind 
A foretaste, a dim earnest, of the calm 
That Nature breathes among the hills and groves. 3 

* >. *As soon as Wordsworth was able to go about alone he sought
the companionship of this favorite river:

Oh, many a time have I, a five year’s child,
In a small mill-race severed from his stream,
Made one long bathing of a summer’s day;
Basked in the sun, and plunged and basked again 
Alternate, all a summer’s day, or scoured 
The sandy fields, leading through flowery 'groves Of yellow ragwort; or when rock and hill,
The woods, and distant Skiadaw’s lofty height,
Were bronzed with deepest radiance, stood alone Beneath the sky, as if I had been born 1 2

1. Emile Legouis, Early Life of Wordsworth.23.
2. W. Wordsworth, "The Prelude," 636.
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On Indian plains, and from my mother's hut 
Had run abroad in wantonness, to sport 
A naked savage, in the thunder shower.1

Wordsworth's mother, a wise and pious woman, who
was the first to foresee his genius, died before the poet
was nine years of age. This remarkable son has sketched
a gracious portrait of the mother to whom he owed his
early education.

Fetching her goodness rather from times past,
Than shaping novelties for times to come,
Had no presumption, no such jealousy,
Nor did by habit of her thoughts mistrust 
-«Our nature, but had virtual faith that He 
Who fills the mother's breast with innocent milk,
Doth also for our nobler part provide,
Under His great correction and control,
As innocent instincts, and as innocent food;
Or draws for minds »that are left free to trust
In the simplicities of opening life
Sweet honey out of spurned or dreaded weeds.
This was her creed, and therefore she was pure 
From anxious fear of error or mishap,
And evil, overweeningly so called;
Was not puffed up by false unnatural hopes,Nor selfish with" unnecessary cares,
Nor with impatience from the sea.son asked 
More than its timely produce; ra/ther loved 
The hours for what they are, than from regard 
Glanced on their promises in restless pride.
Such was she— not from faculties more strong 
Than others have, but from the times, perhaps,
And spot in which she lived, and through a grace 
A heart that found benighnity and hope,
Being itself benign.2

Following her death, William and his brother 
Richard were sent, in 1778, to Hawkshead Grammar School, 3

1. Ibid., 636.
3. Ibid..669-670
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which was chiefly attended by farmers' sons who were
destined for the Church. In "The Prelude" Wordsworth
describes the time he spent here as the happiest and most
fruitful period of his life, not because of the instruction
he received but because of the free and natural life which
he lea. While at the school he lodged with Anne Tyson,
"so kind and motherly". During the time spent at Hawks-
head, Wordsworth was not only smitten to the core by a
love of Nature but he became passionately fond of reading.
When he returned to Cockermouth on his first vacation he
was"* delighted to find 3. grea/fc number of unread volumes.

And when thereafter to my father's house 
The holidays returned me, there to find 
That golden store of books which I had left,
What joy was mine.' How often in the course 
Of those glad respites, though a soft west wind 
Ruffled the waters to the angler's wish,
For a whole day together, have I lain
Down by thy side, 0 Derwent! murmuring stream,
On the hot sfjpnes, and in the glaring sun, I 
And there have I re&d, devouring as I read.

Quoting from Herbert Read's book on Wordsworth:
During the earlier part of his school-life it is not 
Wordsworth who seeks Nature; it is rather Nature, who, 
at certain hours in the midst of his snort, thrusts herself upon him. 2

Wordsworth himself wrote, "the earth and common fane of 
Nature spake to me Rememerable things." Nature was so

\

1. Ibid..673-673.
3. Herbert Rea,d, Wordsworth. 48.
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powerful an influence on Wordsworth as a child that she 
served as his guardian. In the First Book of his auto
biographical poem Wordsworth tells of taking a boat by- 
stealth and rowing out upon Esthwaite Lake. To guide his 
course he fixed his view on the highest point of a low, 
craggy ridge. But suddenly

...from behind that craggy steep, too, then
The Hotizon’s bound, a huge peak, black and huge, Upreared its head. I
Towards the close of his life at Hawkshead,

Wordsworth began to enter into direct communion with
< I.

Nature.
Hitherto Wordsworth has revealed himself to us, 
merely as absorbed in passive contemplation of 
Nature’s forms and’in silent attention to her 
voices. . . .  He has told us how he had been moulded and fashioning her in his turn.2

Following the death of his father, during the
Christmas holidays of 1-783, Wordsworth entered St. John’s
College, Cambridge. Although he found that Cambridge
offered neither the appearance nor the inspiration of his
native mountains, he detected, in the very bareness of his
new surroundings, a universal beauty, bestowed by Nature,. 4

on less pleasant spots, which often takes on the form of 
an extraordinary beauty of earth and sky. Here, he also 1 2

1. W. Wordsworth, op. cit. , 637.
2. Emile Legouis, Early Life of Wordsworth. 50.
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found the beauty of low-lying fields, of streams that 
run through marshes to the sea, of low, veiled skies. 
Here, too, was the ripe loveliness of an ancient seat 
of learning, and here above all were the richest tradi
tions and associations of English poetry. As at Hawks- 
head, he attributed life and feeling

To every natural form, rock, fruit, or flower,
Even the loose stones that cover the highway,
I gave a moral life; I saw them feel,
Or linked them to some feeling: the great mass 
Lay bedded in a quickening soul, and all 
That I beheld respired with inward meaning 
Add that whate'er of Terror or of Love 
^Or Beauty, Nature^ s daily face put on 
From transitory passion, unto this 
I wa.s as sensitive as waters are 
To the sky's influence in a kindred mood 
Of passion; was obedient b,s a lute 
That was its upon the touches of the wind.
Unknown, unthought of, yet I was most rich- 
I had a world about me— twas my own!
I made it, for it only lived to me,
And to the God who sees into the heart A

He returned to Hawkshead for the summer vacation♦
of 1788, and as he saw it again after a year's a„bsence it
appeared to him from the bare upland as

A universe of Nature's fairest forms 
Proudly revealed with instantaneous burst, 
Magnificent, and beautiful, and gay. 2

During these holidays he began to become conscious of 1 2

1. Wordsworth, W., _o£. cit. ̂ 637.
2. Ibid..631.
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of a new interest in the life of the peasants and to 
feel for the trees and streams, the hills and stars, 
a tender a.fxection simile,r to that inspired ty human 

beings."
In January of 1789 Wordsworth took his Bachelor 

of Arts degree from St. John's a<nd then went to London. 
The crisis of his life lay between this time and his 
settling down at Grasmere. Uncertain as to his future 
vocation, the question which he continually had to face 
was, What next? While still passing through this mental

■ 4 |trial he landed in France, in November of the same year. 
During these months he was preserved from the cynicism 
and contempt for human^nature which the deformities of 
crowded life often breed by the remembrance of those 
peoole among whom he had formerly lived, and who were 
surrounded by fields enlivened by mountain storms and 
sunshine.

Words\?orth spent his vacation of this year at 
Penrith, during which time he developed a brotherly af
fection for Dorothy, whose beautiful companionship was 
one of the prime sources of his inspiration. He devel-

jf

oped, at this time, a strong attachment for the lake 
district. Accompanied by Robert Jones, a fellow-student, 
Wordsworth enjoyed his vacation of 1790 by making a trip 1

1. J. 0. Shairp, op. cit., 46-47.
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through the Alps. Before the end of the vacation, the
effect of his travels awakened a new sentiment in him,
a love of France and an interest in the Revolution.

But Europe at that time was thrilled with joy,
France standing on the top of golden hours,
And human nature seeming horn again.1

Aside from scholastic training, Wordsworth in his 
youth also received an education directly from Nature, an 
education which he in turn gave to mankind through the 
medium of his poetry. Before proceeding further, an at
tempt will he made to give an outline of this education.

■< ♦
In the "Excursion" Wordsworth has given a sketch 

of his own early education, in the history of the Highland 
Child. Nature produced’ awe in the Child, a sense of sub
limity. As he grew, the fear which somewhat spoiled the 
awe, died away; and when it perished the whole vast world, 
seen at sunrise, appeared to him drenched in light, as 
with joy, and all its glory seemed to him, trained as he 
was to feel that Nature was alive, enveloped with an un
speakable love. His mind became one mighty sacrifice of
gratitude to and love for God. This reacted on the relig-

1

ion he had learned and added to it the element of feeling.
Throughout his boyhood, Nature’s real work began 

to tell, as for instance, when his conscience touched him 
Nature herself was felt as the avenger. These impressions

1. W. Wordsworth, op. cit.,631.
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of Nature stirred in him the sense of moral wrong and 
the sense of a vast and invisible life without himself. 
His mind began to fuse with the external world, and the 
external world enwrapped it. The “living soul“ of the 
universe, so to speak, was doing this work; and, itself 
linked to the majestic forms and scenes of Nature, acted 
through them upon his soul, and wrought in him ideals 
and the passions that build character. This silent ed
ucation went on till at last he felt the “Presence of
Nature in the sky and on the earth," and then he con-

4 »
eluded that the whole world was alive, and speaking to 
him as his companion, greater than himself, but yet at 
one with him.

At times, during this wild extravagance of boy
ish life with nature, there were moments,of quietness in 
which a calmer beauty entered into his soul. As he grew 
older, each day some new scenes of Nature appeared and 
grew dearer to him. The conception of Nature as an or
ganic Being, having a life beyond his and existing in a
direct relation to him, began to quicken his mind. He

/
now sought Nature directly for the pleasure she gave.
The multitude of minute impressions which she furnished 
awakened a multitude of thoughts in the poet, and pro
duced a sense of sublimity and of calm in his soul.

At the age of seventeen, unsubdued by the tor
rent of natural glory and beauty poured into his heart,
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he retained a plastic power to form and shape the images 
he received. Though his mind was still subservient to 
Nature, it gave back to her a glory of its own,

An auxiliary light
Game from my mind, which on the setting sun 
Bestowed new splendour;1

He was conscious of the direct influence of Nature on 
him; of his own mind and the power it had to speak with 
and to answer Nature; and of both Nature and himself as 
living powers acting on each other. With these was united 
a vague sentiment of religion, which chiefly appeared in a 
simple, pure and manly morality of life.

He now passed out of Nature's special guidance and 
went to Cambridge as a student. Even here Nature contin
ued to exercise her power over him and molded his Univer
sity life. The poet's love of Nature passed into love of 
Man. Nor did thè'-journey on the Continent lessen the 
power of Nature in his life. In a letter to a friend he 
wrote:

Among the more awful scenes of the Alps, I had 
not a thought of Man, my whole soul was turned 
to Him Who produced the terrible majesty beforeme. 2 /

Man was only an “occasional delight, an accidental 
grace," among the passions and raptures in which Wordsworth

1. Ibid. 631.
3. William Knight, editor, Poetical Works of 

Wordsworth, IV, 65, Letter to Mrs. Hermans, Rydal Mount. Oct. 20, 1789.
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moved, emotions inspired by the beauty of the World;
but after he had spent some time in the City his love
for Man grew. Nature had led him to find the love of 1
his race.

Returning to England at the close of 1792, Words
worth spent some time in London, in great unsettlement and 
mental perplexity. He was horrified by the excesses of 
the Revolution; yet he clung to his republican faith and 
his hope for the revolutionary cause.

With France soon entering on a war of conquest,
■< Ihe was doomed to see his last hopes of liberty betrayed.

At this crisis Dorothy, convinced that his office on
earth was to be a poet,i led him away from the perplexing
theories and crowded cities and back to the Lake Country.

There, in native England, mingling freely with 
the country people and the poor, amid the freshness 
of Nature, his fevered spirit was cooled down, 
earth's "first diviner influence" returned, he saw 
already things again as he had seen them in boyhood. 2

It was not merely that Nature acted on his senses and so
restored his mind's health; his understanding saw in the
processes of the earth and the sky, which were carried
on by steadfast laws, a visible image of right reason.

1. S. A. Brooke, Theology in' the English Poets.
2. J. C. Shairp, op. cit. . 28.
3. C. H. Herford, Wordsworth. 108.
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Their removal to Alfoxden two years later marked 
the beginning of the Spring-time of Wordsworth's genius. 
Then in 1795 he settled with Dorothy at Racedown, Dorset- 
shire, and here it was that he met Coleridge.

The second epoch, or full summer, included his 
time at Allan Bank and his first years at Rydal Mount. 
These fifteen years were very productive. "It was in 
1818, when Nature seemed to take solemn farewell of the 
genius which She inspired, and which, had, in turn, been
her interpreter." During the previous fifteen golden

< I
years, however, Wordsworth was so in tune with Nature 
that she breathed through him, and the deep silence of 
the hills became a haunting music in his verse; the 
murmur of the mountain streams acted as a restful melody 
for his tired heart.

The last e p o c h of his writing reached from about 
1820, and included the composition of the ecclesiastical 
sonnets, "Yarrow Revisited," the Scottish poems of 1833, 
and lastly the memorials of his Italian tour in 1837.

The poet now seemed to recognise the decline of 
his poetic power, for he wrote in his Evening Ode: * 1

1. J. C. Shairp, op. cit. . 47'.1 '

3. H. W. Mabie, Backgrounds of Literature. 46.
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Full early lost, and fruitlessly deplored;
Which at this moment, on my waking sight,
Appears to shine, by miracle restored!
My Soul, though yet confined to earth,
Rejoices in a second birth;
Tis past, the visionary fades; ..
And night approaches with her shades.

In April 1850 Wordsworth died at Grasmere, where
he had lived for half a century. In splendid epitaph
Matthew Arnold wrote of him:

He spoke, and loosed our hearts in tears.
He laid us as we lay at birth,
On the cool flowery lap of earth;
Smiles broke from us and we had ease;
The hills were round us, and the breeze 
Went o'er the sunlit fields again;
Our foreheads felt the wind and rain 
Our youth return'd; for there was shed 
On spirits that had long been dead,
Spirits dried up and closely furl'd 
The freshness of the early world.

Such were the main events, movements and influences
in the life of Wordsworth, as they relate to this paper.
A similar sketch of the‘life of Thomas Hardy must be made.

The Hardys, an old county family, were formerly
<■ - t | r. : ■ . : ..of importance, but in the middle of the nineteenth century••• •’ ' ' j

they lost their entire fortune. Hardy has compared his
ancestors, in their decline from great estate, to the D'Ur-
'.... . . rt̂ , ..... * ___" * ;,t
bervilles. The novelist and poet was born June 2, 1840,
on the border of Bockhampton Heath, about three miles from
Dorchester. 1

1. W. Wordsworth, "Composed upon an Evening of 
Extraordinary Splendour and Beauty,1' 457.
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The scenery of this county, as well as the 
character and speech of its inhabitants, impressed them
selves deeply upon his mind, and so are graphically re
produced in his books. He calls the region by its 
ancient name of Wessex, the kingdom of the West Saxons.

The border of the Heath is traditionally the 
scene of Lear's madness. The time of Hardy's birth is 
as significant as its place. It stands mid—way between 
the old age and the new. As a lad he watched the change 
from an agricultural England to a commercialized, indus- 
trial nation. This produced in the novelist a strong
interest in the breaking down of one form of society

4 2before the advent of another.
At the age of eight Hardy started to school.

His first traveling experience occurred the next year 
when he accompanied his fcother to Hertfordshire. From 
her he received his earliest education, as had Wordsworth 
from his mother. Thomas Hardy may have inherited some of 
his love for the Wessex country-side from his father, who
was a mason by trade and of whom Florence Emily Hardy/writes: 1 2

1. Henry Van Dyke, 0ompanionable Books . 24.
2. M. P. Willcocks, Between the Old World and the Hew. 341-542.
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Instead of waylaying possible needers of brick and 
stone in the market-place or elsewhere, he liked 
going alone into the woods or on the heath. . . . 
or, in the hot weather, to lie on a bank of thyme 
or camomile, with the grasshoppers leaping over him. 1

Professor Samuel Chew of Bryn Mawr College, ex
plains the reason for Hardy's contradictory philosophy 
of Nature from his childhood wanderings about his lonely 
home on the Heath in this fashion:

The first impressions upon a mind unusually sensi
tive to surroundings were those of Nature and of the 
Past. Wandering over the heath before the cottage door, or through the woodland behind, beside the 
Proom and the Stour, within sound of the rushing 
weirs, among the apple-orchards and corn-fields, 
upon the lush, placid dairy-farms, in hamlets and 
larger villages, he observed riot only the silence 
and the calm, but also the rivalry and the struggle of animal and vegetable life. 2

At the age of twelve Hardy was sent to Eton 
Grammar school, and here he continued the study of the 
classics begun at Dorchester. In 1856 he entered an 
architect's office in Sherborne in order to become an 
apprentice. John Hicks, architect and church—restorer, 
wa,s his master.

During this same year Hardy received a very 
vivid impression of a hanging scene which he immortalized 1 2

1. F. E. Hardy, Early Life of Thomas Hardv. (1840-1892), 28. ------------ ------- *■’

2. S. 0. Chew, Thomas Hardy. Poet and Novelist. 2.
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in his closing chapter of Tess of the D'Urbervilles.
One summer morning at Bockhampton, just 

before breakfast, he remembered that a man was to 
be hanged at eight o'clock at Dorchester. He took 
up the big brass telescope that had been handed on 
in the family, and hastened to a hill on the heath 
towards the town. The sun behind his back shone 
straight on the white stone facade of the gaol, the 
gallows upon it, and the form of the murderer in 
white fustian, the executioner and officials, in 
dark clothing and the crowd below being invisible 
at this distance of nearly three miles. At the mo
ment of his placing the glass to his eye the white 
figure dropped downwards, and the faint note of 
the town-clock struck eight.1

The whole thing had been so sudden that the glass nearly
fell*from Hardy's hands. He seemed alone on the heath
with the hanged prisoner.

Hardy's education for the profession of architec-i
ture was more particularly of the ecclesiastical kind.
The many allusions to church-restoring and masonry made 
in Hardy's novels are the result of his study and train-* "S *
ing. His natural bent was toward literature rather than 
toward building. He had learned to read Latin and Greek 
while a pupil in the architect's office. He began writing 
poetry at the age of twenty and kept it up for nearly ten- 4
years. Then he abandoned it for prose, but returned to 
verse again when he was nearly sixty. His verse is full 
of meaning, but often crabbed. His prose, on the con
trary, is generally clear, even when1'it runs deepest.

1. Ibid. 57.
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Hardy served his apprenticeship to literature 

hy writing love-letters for the village girls. He was 
introduced into the world of classic form when his 
mother presented him with a copy of Dryden's Virgil.
The principle of form, of line and shape, and of design, 
was all around the boy Hardy, even in the very moulding 
of his homeland. In Wessex one can see the very bones 
of the earth's shape, both in the cutting of the bare 
hills and in the surface carving of the Heath, with its
pines and its curving paths of yellow threading the pur-

< *pie in all directions. This land of form acquires its 
shapeliness from its craven hills, its peaks and crags, 
and its winding rivers spread out in broad valleys. 1

In 1861 Hardy went to London for the purpose of 
pursuing the art and science of architecture on more ad
vanced lines. Howhver, finding this profession monoton
ous and mechanical, he reverted to his literary pursuits. 
By 1863 he had read a great deal and had a growing ten
dency towards poetry. Hardy's early poems show his pre
occupation with the mystery of the world. In the first 
novels he abandoned the employment of mystery and sus-

4

pense in favor of the equally effective method of tragic 
2anticipation. 1 2

18

1. M. P. Willcocks, oq. cit., 344.
2. F. E. Hardy, on. cit., 57-68.
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Hardy’s novels of importance were finished by 
1895. The appearance of the Wessex Poems, three years 
later, established his fame as a poet. Five volumes of 
poems followed in publication; the last, Moments of 
Vision, appearing in 1917. The novelist and poet died 
eleven years later, on January 11, at his home, Max 
Gate, in Dorchester.

During the time of his fatal illness he often 
recalled childhood happenings. He told of the time his 
father and he were in^the garden at Bockhampton, on a 
very cold day:

They noticed a field-fare, half-frozen, and the 
father took up a stone idly and threw it at the 
bird, possibly not meaning to hit it. The field
fare fell dead, and the child, Thomas, picked it 
up and it was as light as a feather, all skin and bone, practically starved. He said he had never 
forgotten how the body of the field-fare felt in 
his hand: what a keen pity he felt for this help
less creature of Mature.^

Later he recalled how, when crossing the ewe-leaze as 
a child, he went on hands and knees to see what the 
sheep would do. Presently he looked up and found them

4

gathered around in a close ring, gazing at him with as
tonished faces. 1

1. Ibid. 863.
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Of these two authors, Wordsworth and Hardy,
Lionel Johnson has written:

The likeness and dislikeness between Wordsworth and Hardy is worth a consideration, here, because the 
writer of established fame helps to explain certain qual
ities of the writer, whose very virtues, the ground of 
a future fame, are still in the making; Wordsworth, an 
idealist, and a mystic assignable to no school, presents 
the formation and the exercise of character by certain 
methods, which are, also, those of Mr. Hardy, a positiv
ist upon many sides, but somewhat isolated, and shorn 
to no binding tenets. That the laws which Nature has 
fixed for our lives are mighty and eternal Wordsworth 
comprehended as fully as Goethe, but not that they 
were pitiless as iron. Wordsworth had not rooted in 
him the sense of Fate— of the inexorable sequences of 
things, of the terrible chain that so often binds an 
awful, end to some slight and trivial beginning. What 
Mr. Hardy finds lacking in Wordsworth is plentiful in 
Mr. Hardy. But both writers, by loyalty to their 
rival apprehensions which have treasured with a 
passionate attachment, come to resemble each other in 
virtue of that common tenacity: now they cure, now 
complement each other; they stand in antagonism, like 
the first sentence of Rousseau; they stand side by side, as all men in earnest must, whatever be their illusions about truth.l

1 • Iftld., 263 .
♦



CHAPTER II
THE INTERPRETATION OF NATURE 

BY WORDSWORTH AND HARDY

It is true that poets as far back as Lucretius 
had conceived of Nature as a whole, and had felt and ex
pressed the inspiration which flowed from this great con
ception; but Wordsworth was the first poet in whose imag
ination this view of the world was completely mastered 
and assimilated, the first poet who adequately presented 
Nature, the first poet who succeeded in blending the life 
of Man and Nature with such spiritual insight that the 
deeper correspondences between the two were brought into 
clear view. He is constantly spoken of as pre-eminently 
the poet of Nature, because in no English verse does 
Nature fill so vast a place as in his poetry.* Tt *H. W. Nevinson, English journalist, has made a 
comparison of the subjects of this paper in the following 
manner:

To compare the man who has created such poignant 
scenes of pity and terror as the meeting of Troy 
and Bathsheba over Fanny's coffin, or the discovery 
of Tess at Stonehenge,-to compare such a writer with 
so undramatic a poet as Wordsworth may seem strange, 
but the comparison, is inevitable. The resemblance 
has much to do with the obvious love of both for the 
face of external Nature, and their intimate knowledge 
of all her aspects in beneficence or desolation. In 
spite of their country life and country themes, t 
neither of them has any connection with idyllic art. 
To them, Nature is not the home of prettiness and 
rustic peace, and their men and women have nothing
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whatever in common with nymphs and swains.
But love and mankind that lies close to the breast 
of earth, and is as truly sprung from her as the 
grass and trees. In speaking of mankind they never 
lose sight of this ancient world, so full of strange 
history, so full of unconscious influences and asso
ciations, which for generations have nurtured the 
children of men and form the setting of their lives. 
But Nature without man, to them is valueless and un
meaning and even among men of low estate— it is for 
the aristocracy of passion they are ever seeking—
"the aristocracy of passion" to use Pater's fine 
phrase, is the true patent of nobility.*

Wordsworth effectively enlarged the range of 
poetic force in the century after Dryden, which was a 
century in need of great modifications in literary form.
In singing of God, of Man, of Nature, and as the result of 
these three, of Human Life, Wordsworth reasoned that "an
active principle" subsisted

In all things, in all nature, in the stars 
Of azure heaven, the unenduring clouds,
In flower and tree, in every pebbly stone 
That paves the brooks, the stationary rocks.
The moving waters andt in the invisible air
.................. *. . . . from link to linkIt circulates, the soul of all the worlds.2 \

To this active principle Wordsworth gave personality.
It was one life, one Will, one character, one nerson;

3 0-
and this personality he called Nature.

Walter Pater gives Wordsworth's writings as 'the 1

1. H. W. Nevinson, Books and Personalities, 169.' i.
2. W. Wordsworth, "The Prelude," 632.
3. Stopford Brooke, Theology of English Poets. 95.
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central and elementary expression of the new poetry of
that period. It conveys an intimate consciousness of 
the expression of natural, things, weighing, listening, 
penetrating, where the earlier mind passed roughly hy.

As a prophet of Nature, Woodsworth believed that 
each thing had the gift of a soul from Nature and that
each thing also had its own distinct work to do._"stars
have tasks, the silent heavens goings on." Furthermore, 
the moving powers of Nature, the wind—

when it dances ovetf wood and hill, 
tossing trees and grass,
Bearing on its bosom the seed of earth, &

became the "over-soul" of the things it touched, and
added to them a new pleasure and a new life.

The sense of a life in natural objects was with
Wordsworth the assertion of an almost literal fact. To* *
him every natural object seemed to possess more or less a 
moral life, by means of which it was capable of a compan
ionship with Man. This companionship was full of expres
sion, of inexplicable affinities and closeness of inter
course. The poet believed that a particular snirit 'belong
ed, not to the moving leaves or water only, but to the 1

1. Walter Pater;.... Appreciations. 44. 
^2. W. Wordsworth, 0£. cit., 632.
^3. Stopford Brooke, op. cit.. 96.
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distant peak of the hills, which arose suddenly above
the horizon, and to the passing space of light across
the plain. This spirit belonged, also, to the flowers
and to the stones. In all these things there was a

1certain weird fellowship with the moods of men.
In his poetic interpretation Wordsworth has given 

Nature her own personal pleasure, emotions, thoughts, and 
plans. As the High Priest of the Poetry of Nature "he 
pours fresh illuminating light upon Nature herself, and at
the same time deepens and enlarges our comprehension of

-3  i
Man."

As Wordsworth regarded them, the characteristics 
of this life of Nature were: that it was a life of enjoy
ment, that it possessed quietude, and that it had oease- 
less intercommunion. Both organic and inorganic life, he 
believed, were joyful in continual, natural and unconscious 
praise of God. This pleasure of the whole of Nature was 
felt to be not only symbolic but actually the joy of God 
in His own life.

It was God who renewed each moment in the boundless 
delight of all things, His "ancient rapture" in i;he 
continuous act of creation; it was God Himself who 
rejoiced in the brook and the tree, in the daisy and 
the lark. . . .In our worst sadness we ought not to 
be too morose to be glad of the pleasure of all things- 1

1. Walter Pater, op. cit.. 45.
3. W. Knight, Wordsworthiana. Lecture of Hon. Roden Noel, 183.



in our worst grief the sense of God's enjoyment 
which we receive from the joy of Nature ought to 
come with healing to our hearts.!

This joy in Nature is untroubled joy. Wordsworth
interprets Nature as having a deep calm in her heart. The
mountains are restful, the stars shine quietly, the sun
"sinks down in tranquility," and the flowers are silent.
Wordsworth interpreted this quietude as the calm of God's
existence which speaks to us and redeems us.

The ceaseless intercommunion was founded on the
love yrhich flowed throqgh all things and linked the whole
world together. Each plant and hill, cloud and stream,
though having its own life and character, delighted in

isocial intercourse. For example, the lake rejoiced to
receive into her bosom the scenery which surrounded her:

Through all her depths St. Mary's Lake
Is visibly delj^ghted,t
For not a feature of‘the hills
Is in her mirror slighted.

The work of Wordsworth is not to teach lessons or
even to stimulate his readers to noble ends, but to convey

\

through his poetry, and through his evident pleasure in it,
the fact that impassioned contemplation is supremely impor-2 .
tant in the conduct of life.

25

1. Stopford Brooke, ojd. cit. . 106.
2. J. 0. Shairp, On Poetic Interpretation of Nature,

7S‘4
u
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As a result of this contemplation, the idea of 
life in Nature is conceived; and it fills the hearts of 
the readers. To the majority of readers it makes Nature 
a new thing. Wordsworth's interpretation makes the com
monest walk in the woods a delight, a teaching, a society; 
it fills the world with life and joy. When Nature is in 
one of her wild moods, her life is most intelligent and 
most eager, and she conveys to us a kindred ecstasy in
which we long to be borne away with the wind and the 

1
cloud.< I

It was through Nature that Wordsworth aoproached 
the spectacle of human existence. He regarded human life 
as an additional feature on an expressive landscape. Words
worth thought of Man as in the presence and under the in
fluence of natural objects. The poet is able to give 
power and expression by raising Nature to the level of hu
man thought. On the other hand, he gives Man a certain 
solemnity and coolness by subduing him to her level.

Wordsworth regarded his characters, as the leech-
gatherer or the highland girl, almost in the same sense as2
the aged thorn or the yellow daffodil. When the noet des- 
cribes the daisy, casting the beauty of its star-shaped 
shadow on the smooth stone, or the boundless depth of the 1

1. S. A. Brooke, on. cit., 110.
2. W. Pa,ter, op. cit. , 55.



abysses of the sky, of the clouds blazing like fire, from
the rays of light thrown on them by the sun, every touch
is true. It is not the copying of a literary phrase, but
the result of direct observation.

In interpreting the relation between the elemental
powers of creation and the moral life of Man, Wordsworth
learned that kindliness of heart abounded most where Nature
dictated the tasks of men. He learned also, as has been
pointed out in the preceding chapter, that Nature gives
Mankind an education, and that personally she was to be

1
the sburce of his poetic incentive.

It is an accepted fact that the creative mind uses 
the sense, sensation, and the language of the sense as 
portals of entrance into a world of spiritual reality. 
Wordsworth's unique and original contribution to the inter
pretation of Nature,, lay in his ability to teach that at*
the center of this world abide cower, energy, joy, love,2
wisdon, to bless man, if he chooses to be blessed.

Wordsworth held that Nature has the power to build 
up our moral being; that her impulses have a large influ
ence in shaping the acts of men. It wa„s his belief '8,lso 
that she bestows upon man a great gift of a sublime aspect. 1 2
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1. E. H. Sneath, Wordsworth, 153.
2. S. F. Gingerich, Essays in the Romantic Poets, 116.
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From a divine source, furthermore, she illuminates the 
whole moral world of man with a spiritual light, and lifts 
him, at intervals at least, to where he can "see into the 
life of things," where he feels a mighty presence that di&- 
turbs him "with joy of elevated thoughts," where he obtains 
"the Beatific vision," which he recognizes as a "great 
good." In the words of S. F. Gingerich:

Wordsworth’s Nature-poetry will ever be "fresh 
with points of morning dew" because he rendered into it something of the primal impulses of Nature herself. We 
cannot outgrow it. For, however far we may advance in 
knowledge and experience we must still recline on Earth’s 
bosom and be wrapped! round by the visible creation of 
earth, air, sky and stars. The Nature forces in Words- worth’s poetry are thus of great and lasting artistic worth.i

Hardy’s interpretation of Nature differs from 
Wordsworth’s, however, in that he sees in Nature cruelty 
and tragedy. In looking through "Nature up to Nature's God," 
he sees the Creator Remoter than the stars. This agnostic 
writes:

Has some Vast Imbecility
Mighty to build and blend, ;But impotent to tend
Framed us in jest and left us now in hazardy?
Or come we of an Automation
Unconscious of our pains?
Or are we live remains
Of Godhead dying downwards, brain and eye now gone?2 1

1. Ibid., 118.
^  2* 'Thomas Hardy, "Nature’s Questioning," 59. (Allcitations from Hardy's poems are taken from Collected Poems.
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While Wordsworth pours fresh illuminating light upon 
Nature, Hardy acts^as a personal illuminator of a fateful, 
oppressive Nature.

According to Hardy, unconscious Nature, working 
without design, produces Man with his conscious passions, 
hopes, and aspirations, and thereafter thwarts him contin
ually by adverse circumstance, until he finds a temporary 
peace in submission or an eternal refuge in the dust from

C>
which he sprang. Quoting from Lionel Johnson:

No Englishman since Wordsworth has heard the still 
sad music of humanity with so fine an ear as Thomas 
Hardy, and none has regarded the men and women of our 

with a.compassion so profound and yet so stern 
and tte S a L T  tearS ^  laUBhter between the grave

Hardy, like Wordsworth, knew the soil, the trees, 
the sky, the sunsets, the infinite variations of the land
scape under cloud apd sunshine. He knew horses, sheep, 
cows, dogs, cats and understands the interpretation of 
sounds. Hardy accomplished the same end as Wordsworth in 
"opening the eyes of the reader to the charm, the beauty,
the mysterv to be found in common life and in every day 
objects.** ,

1* E^^und Blunden, Nature in English Litera,ture. 75.
2. Henry Van Dyke, Companionable Books. 296.
3. Lionel Johnson, Art of Thomas Handy, 170.
4. Leon Vincent, Bibliotauh. 86.
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The Nature-worship of Hardy,controls and colors
all his writings. In his works Nature interprets the
hills, woodlands and valleys; and they in turn interpret
Nature "Wordsworth has no deeper passion for the silent
hills than Hardy for the woodlands, valleys and wide

1heaths of Wessex."
In Hardy*s presentation, Nature is displayed as an 

ironic expression. She constantly exhibits malignant moods 
and a supreme cosmic indifference to the fate of men and 
women. They, however, a^e not mere persons set against a 
background; they are Nature’s vital growths and manifesta
tions. Ha.rdy is supreme in the art of producing entire

iunity between the character and the scene in which he moves. 
Nature herself seems to breathe and speak through people
and setting, so much so that the reader is conscious of

* ̂ *Nature being the predominant partner and the creatures the
products of her will, as are the leaves uoon the trees and2
the grasses on the ea-rth.

Even the virtuous and sturdy persons Wordsworth celebrates might exist apart from 
the actual hillsides where he found them but 
Hatdy’s peasants are as much products of a 3
particular soil as the glades in which .they live. 1

1. W. J. Dawson, Makers of English Fiction, 288.
2. Richard Burton, Masters of the English Novel, 266
3. W. J. Dawson, op. cit. , 266.
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Hardy regards environment as atmosphere, influence 
and often fate itself. Scientific in his intellectual 
bend, though poetic in temperament, he presents the earth 
as laboring and suffering, and as scarred with experience 
as any human being.

In interpreting Nature he regards her as the Mis
tress of a Puppet Show, and though he believes that the 
puppets can have no control over their own destinies he 
has compassion for them. This grim, stoical philosophy 
of life is implicit alike in Hardy’s poetry and in his

4 |novels. As a result this author's works a,re joined to-
2gether by what might be called a religion of Nature.

Edwin Greenlaw, professor of English at the John 
Hopkins University, has written;

In Hardy's works, innocent people suffer, and perish through a fate that is closely connected 
with Nature. -NatureK Hardy thinks, is not bénéfi
cient, the source of truth, as with Wordsworth, but 
is impersonal, crushing the innocent as well as the guilty.3

However, Hardy is too fond of Nature ever to
generate into mere morbidity. John Macy writes that

perhaps, Hardy's proneness to dwell on the skeletonic 
grin of life is due to his exceeding sensitiveness to 
beauty. Like Poe and other poets, he cannot abide the 1

1. J. B. Dobree, The Lamp and the Lute. 33.
2. A. S. Adcock, Gods of Modern Grub Street, 6.
3. Edwin Greenlaw, Literature and Life. 544.
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ugliness that is in the world; and so he insists 
on the Oonqueror Worm, as a man cannot refrain 
from thrusting his tongue into the sore tooth.1

William Lyon Phelps, in remarking that it is
rather curious for "a man who finds Nature so absolutely
inexorable and indifferent to human suffering should love
her so well," gives as a reason the fact that every man
must love something greater than himself, and as Hardy
had no God, he drew closer to the world of trees, plains3
and rivers.

Although Hardy, as a realistic poet, has proved
4 $.himself a minute and skilled observer of Nature, he is 

aware in a larger sense of Nature as a force; he feels in
it a spirit that can sympathize, or mock, or remain the

3indifferent spectator of human fortunes. This Nature_
as a huge, devilish Cat— waits at every cross-road of 
action for those inSects known as Men, which are to be 
her victims. In many passages and verses, human hopes 
die when the atmosphere is saturated with the icy grip 
of winter’s death. In one instance, the life of a man, 
and his death, are bound up with the life and death of 
a tree. * 3

1. John Macy, The Critical Game, 243.
3. W. L. Phelps, Essays on Modern Novelists. 44.
3. Virginia Woolf, Second Common Reader. 367.
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No other writer, says Willcocks, “gives so 
strong a sense of the ebbing and flowing of man's 
pulses in time to the throbbing of great Nature's 
heart."

Hardy's intimacy with Nature is almost uncanny: 
she is not merely background but likewise an active agent. 
In his drama the chief actor is a vast, sentient, mysteri
ous Nature, upon whose bosom the petty human being is 
tossed like driftwood. In his conception of human life 
he regards the creature as in the hand of cold, passion- 
less and indiscriminating Fate, deprived of justice.

It is even impossible for Hardy, like 
Wordsworth, to conceive of the greatness of Him 
"whose dwelling is the light of setting suns"; 
for that greatness to him, is merely made fine by the dust of earth.1

For instance, when Hardy enters a woodland, in 
* * an effort to seek peace, he is thwarted in his attempt

for
. . . .having entered in
Great growths and small 
Show them to Men akin Combatants all.2

and "in Hardy's work the still, sad music of humanity is 
little better than that wailing at hell-gate, which so 
horrified the passers-by in the Pilgrim's Progress."^ 1

1. M. P. Willcocks, op. cit., 335.
2. T. Hardy, "In a Wood," 56.
3. M. P. Willcocks, o p . cit. , 349.
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To Hardy, as to Wordsworth, Nature is a potent 
personality; and in his realization and presentation of 
this conception abides the true secret of his art. Gar
diner, in writing of Nature in Hardy's poetry, says:

One feels here, as in Wordsworth's poetry—  
to which the poetic prose of Hardy is the complement—  that

. . . The mighty Being is awake,And doth with her eternal motion; make 
A sound like thunder, everlastingly.Out of that immensity and mystery of Nature, 

poor humanity emerges to play its part, and 
that a sad one. For even the "gleams of joy" 
are shadowed with the sense of doom that makes our 
triumphs trivial and happiness itself a lest.* I
I have said that Hardy's concept of Nature is 
complementary to Wordsworth's.' It is the shadow 
of the deep valley, cast by the mountain on 
whose sunward slopesjthe light still sleeps.
The spirit of the night broods over all-majestic, mysterious, ominous.!

Charles Williams has compared the works of Hardy 
to "the Angelus" of,Millet. Hardy, however, is the Millet 
without the ringing of the Angelus. In Millet's master
piece, Hope is not gone out of the world," but there is
little hope beneath the pall that hangs over the Wessex 

3stage."
Lionel Johnson, in describing Hardy as an inter

preter of Nature, gives the following passage: 1

1. A. Gardiner, Prophets. Priests, and Kings, 206.
2. Charles Williams, Poetry at Present. 208.
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With a few words, he makes us smell the damp woods, 
catch the change in the wind's voice, as it'travels 
through each kind of tree; know the foldings of the 
hills by heart, and by instinct, what lies behind 
them; recognize each tree, by the noise of its snap
ping twigs, or the rustle of its dead leaves under
foot; remember, how the ash and the beech, more than 
other trees, hold the early dripping fog. . . .  As 
the naturalist with a bone, so Mr. Hardy with a word 
can construct for us the whole manner of a man, the whole aspect of a place.1

Every book and essay on Hardy devotes much 
attention to his "treatment of Nature.*^ Three stages in 
this attitude may be roughly indicated: at first Mature
is regarded with something of the "pathetic fallacy,"

< I
as a conspirator against Man; later she is a fellow- 
sufferer with Man; and at length Nature gradually dis
appears from the field of Hardy's interest— in Jude the
Obscure, entirely so, though there is a recurrence of2her in many of the poems. 1

1. Lionel Johnson, op. cit. . 68.
2. S. C. Chew, Thomas Hardy. Poet and Novelist.

145.



CHAPTER III

THE INTERPRETATION OF NATURE

IN WORDSWORTH'S SONNETS AND IN HARDY'S WESSEX POEMS.

The pleasure derived from Wordsworth's poetry- 
does not come from the beauty of his language, nor from 
the vividness of his imagery; but it comes from the con
templation that lies behind the work itself. To under
stand and enjoy him one must be able to read between the
lines. He preaches sermons in the common forces of Nature 

■* $ ' ’ 
although the lessons he teaches are not actually spoken.
He gets his effect by faint, delica.te suggestion. Words
worth describes a tree, a: mossy stone, a rainbow, and
we are convinced of the necessity for noble contemolation.*
He has not forced his own philosonhy upon us. The great
est of the Lake poefs appeals always to one's intelligence 
and imagination.

In the sonnets Wordsworth gives expression to his 
thoughts and feelings in such a manner that the effect is 
magnificent. Each sonnet, according to the law of that 
kind of composition, is in itself a whole; but frequently

s

the ooet beautifully connects and blends these poems to
gether, making the effect even more overwhelming. In the 
words of George Saintsbury:
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One division of Wordsworth's work is so 
remarkable that it must have such soecial and seo- 
arate mention as it is here nossible to give it; 
and that is his exercises in the sonnet, 'where-’ 
in to some tastes he stands only below Shakes- 
oeare and on a level with Milton. The sonnet, 
after being long out of favor,. . .became a very 
favourite form with the new Romantics. But none 
of them wrote it with the steadv oersistence and 
none except Keats with the oocasio_neJL.,felicit.y_, 
of Wordsworth/ Its' thougTft'fuTness suited his'bent 
and its limits frustrated his orolixity, though, it 
must be owned, he somewhat evaded this benign in
fluence by writing in series. Such sonnets as the 
magnificent "Westminister Bridge" and "The World is too much with us,". . . .are not merely among 
the glories of Wordsworth, they are among the glor-
n ^  4  ------------ »---- , - y  •ies of English poetr«- 1

Wordsworth's tribute to the sonnet is a com-
bination of the Shakespearian and Miltonic form. Pro
fessor Shairo, in comparing the sonnets of Shakespeare 
and Mj.lton, wrote:

The Shakespeare sonnet is like a red-hot bar being 
moulded upon a fprge till— in the closing couplet—  
it receives a final clinching blow from the hammer, 
the Petrarchian sonnet, on the other hand, is like’ 
a wind gathering in volume and dying awav again 
immediately upon attaining its culminating force.1 2

Combining the two forms, Wordsworth wrote one hundred
and twenty-five of his sonnets in the midst of the mopt
glorious scenery in the world. As compositions, these
are oerfect.

1. Geo. E. Saintsbury, Later Nineteenth Centurv Literature. 55.
2. I. Untermeyer, Forms of Poetry. 84.
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Walter Bagehot gives the great divisions of noetry,
arising from the different modes, known as the pure, or
classical; the ornate or romantic; and the grotesque or
medieval. The definition of pure literature he makes as:

describing the type in its simplicity, with the 
exact amount of accessory circumstance, which is 
necessary to bring it before the mind in finished
perfection........ The English literature contains
one great, one nearly perfect model of the pure 
style in the literary expression of typical senti
ment. Wordsworth comes as near to choice'purity of 
style in sentiment as is possible.

A luminous example of this kind of style is the
Nature-poet's sonnet "L|nes Composed upon Westminister
Bridge". Here the compactness of the sonnet is exemplified.
This quality, together with the gravity of the sentiment

s'which hedges in the thoughts and restrains the fancy, ser
ves to maintain a singleness of impression.

In these famous lines, written 'on the roof of
* *a coach* as he drove over‘Westminister Bridge on the way 

to Dover, the poet invested London with a visionary glory 
like that of his own mountains in the district of the 
Lake Country.

Never did sun more beautifully steep
In his first splendour, valley, rock or hill; '

1.. Walter Bagehot, Nineteenth Century Prose. 294.
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Although not one expression of the sonnet can be spared,
still no single expression rivets the attention, if,
for instance, the phrase:

The City now doth, like a garment, wear 
The beauty of the morning;

and the description of the brilliant yellow of Autumn: 
October's workmanship to rival May 

should be taken from the sonnet, each line would still 
have independent value. However, these phrases are not 
noticed in the sonnet when it is read through, for though 
they are in their place >they a,re not seen.

There are only two ideas left in the reader's
mind upon finishing the reading; and these are its two
great subjects. First, there is the religious aspect of
a. beautiful but grave Nature, and secondly the religious
a-spect of a City about to awaken and be alive. The poet*
thought of the human London only in a single a,soect, and 
that was its teeming vitality now lulled in sleep.

And all that mighty heart is lying still .'
In this composition it is very evident that the 

sonneteer has added the charm of novelty to the things 
of every day. Through the medium of his sonnet, Words
worth has raised Nature to the level of humanity and has 
reduced man to the level of Nature. In these lines com
posed on Westminister Bridge he seems to have added zest 
and vitality to Nature; and, on the other hand, beauty
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and tranquillity to man. He has pictured a modest, hum
ble nature, not a brilliant, colorful flamboyance. Words
worth here speaks the language of humility and love, of 
adoration and faith. His philosophy is his own, the re
sult of meditation and a natural feeling for humanity; 
and it is the secret of his freshness and originality. The 
clima,x to this beautiful piece of work comes in the last 
line of the octave. With the keenest techniqiie, Words
worth has gradually ascended to the zenith of his produc-
tion and then gently glided to a soft closing.

< tIn those two exceptional lines,
The City now doth, like a garment wear 
The beauty of the morning; silent bare,s'

we find a beautiful metaphor, a splendid personifica.tion 
and a striking simile, together with an entrancing thought,
and a charming scene. The diction is simple but -powerful;* **the alliteration, very definite. Antithetical -phrases 
are well employed in this sonnet, and onomatopeia is used 
in describing that stupendous faculty of Nature, the Sun. 

The poem is soothing, placid and yet, majestic.
Wordsworth has appealed to all the senses in turn. He/
first emphasizes the omnipresence of the fair things of 
Earth and Earth's generosity in giving them to that vast 
number of people who appreciate such colossal benefits 
in beholding wonderfully created things. Next, the idle 
city bathed in the splendor of morning is presented to
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the sight, which spectacle induces a calm feeling in the 
reader. In the closing invocation, the auditory sense is
urged to listen, in vain, for any sound coming from the

/sleeping homes.- The sonnet, as a whole, has the effect 
of a cool fountain in a shaded nook, after the confusion, 
noise and turmoil of a summer-day in the city; it is like 
the soft, sweet strains of music olayed on a harp. There 
is a fine mixture of thinking and feeling. Even here 
Wordsworth applies his theory that Nature is the supreme 
revelation of the Divine and the one great external force 
that can bring spiritual comfort and happiness to the hu
man race! The sonnet was written during a tranquil period 
of Wordsworth's life, a fact which perhaps to a certain 
extent accounts for the quiet tone. It was his second peri
od of productive energy. This poem is another example which*
supports the fact that Wordsworth was a poet of truth and did 
not attempt to "manufacture". It was an accomplishment 
of the main object of all of his poetry, the studious 
culture of his faculties as a poet by communion with Na
ture in her grandest aspects. ,

Wordsworth regarded the world about him conscioixs- 
ly and found it very definite; he did not .live unconscious 
of any division between himself and environment. He was 
unlike poets who under a southern sun are inclined to think 
of the world as a pleasant and friendly place and in the 
fierce and storm-ridden North treat Nature as a hostile
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1force to be fought and subdued, or feared and propitiated. 

Nature, to Wordsworth, was always a kind force, an agree
able influence; it does not hare the depressing effect on 
either the characters or the readers, as does the Nature 
of the poet and novelist Thomas Hardy.

his intimate communion with natural beauty, which he first
experienced in his visit to the valley of the Wye; and
he wrote with an intense emotional awareness. His sonnets
are works of art because they did not proceed from a con- 

< Ifused but from a peaceful mind. Wordsworth possessed
an extraordinary power of feeling tbe joy offered to us
in Nature. Herbert Read writes that by the term Nature

Wordsworth meant a norm, a worldly Paradise, to which 
man must return in order to regain his lost happiness. 
The intellect is seen as a negative force, as an artifi
cial restraint imposed, upon a natural state.

there is also evident the poet's highest theme of poetry; 
that is, "the exquisite functioning of this inter-locked
universe of mind and Nature". In the poetry of the son
nets, the process actually receives its final consummation. 
These poems give a true image of man and Nature, and ex
hibit a modest simplicity of thought as well as a beauty

Wordsworth was still strong in the realization of

In his sonnet composed on Westminister Bridge,

2

ies, 1201.
1. Barret and Clark, editors, Great Short Biogra.ph-

2. Herbert Read, Wordsworth. 172.
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and picturesqueness of fancy and language.

The sonnet which Wordsworth comoosed on "the 
world" is perhaps his best known. "The world is too much 
with us" shows the poet's intimacy with Nature and gives 
something of his own greatness. He has given a social 
criticism in which he enters a, protest against our pre
occupation with social and business cares. In the lines,

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:
Little we see in Nature that is ours. . .

he cries out against our indifference to the resources 
which Mature offers to the human spirit. From these 
passages, the value which Wordsworth places on Nature
as a refuge for his own soul is also exemplified. Ra,th~s
er than be a man utterly insensible to Nature, the poet 
prefers to be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn . . .* *' ♦The lesson which is nobly taught by this sonnet 
is that in a "wise passiveness" we must receive Nature's 
sweet influences. She will not yield her secrets to us 
when we are being whirled along on the surface of life's 
streams, absorbed and excited by artificial things, or 
magnetized by any secondary interest.

Wordsworth's sonnets are not ornate, nor kindling, 
but open and running. They are not fiery, nor passionate, 
but their gentle truths and faithful beauties steal una
wares into the heart as incentives and treasures. In the
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lines "It is a Beauteous Evening, Calm and Free," the 
principle of the Deity living in children and its regenera
tive influence is emphasized. That the child may show 
moodiness but yet possess a deeper self, be untainted 
with original sin but blessed with heavenly attributes, 
is exemplified.

A close resemblance of God, or a close touch of
Him in this world, can be readily seen or felt in the
face and hea.rt of a Child,

Thou liest in Abraham's bosom all the year;
And worshipp'st at the Temple's inner shrine,
God being with thee when we know it not.

This sonnet illustrates the drift of Wordsworth's mind 
from the mystic in Nature to the mystic in Man. Here 
he has placed emphasis on the Deity in Nature, as related 
to the Deity in Man. The earth is a sacred dwelling and 
all visible objects^ including Man, are charged with rev
elations of sniritual truth.

In the lines:
Listen I the mighty Being is awake,
And doth with his eternal motions make 
A sound like^thunder-everlastingly,

the poet insists that the 'mighty being' of Nature eVer
jf'awake' manifests itself incessantly and simultaneously 

in a hundred ways all over the world. He shows that 
its unity abolishes its diversity. There is reciprocity 
among all objects, the highest life of each being innately
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related to the life of every other. A never-ceasing 
communion is carried on, as the common element, Nature, 
ebbs and flows throughout them.

0. H. Herford, professor of English Literature 
in the University of Manchester, tells us that Words
worth composed lines on Evening at Calais, when he walked 
on the beach with his daughter Caroline. It was not to 
Dorothy that it was said:

If you appear untouched by solemn thought,
Thy Nature is not, therefore, less divine;

1
as many have thought. In Caroline he found intimations 
of immortality. To Wordsworth she was one of the chil
dren playing on the shore of the mighty waters, to whom 
we may, if we humble ourselves, return,

Tho inland far we be !
Wordsworth believes that Nature refuses to sneak♦

to those who prize
The transcendent universe
No more than as a mirror that reflects
To proud self-love, her own intelligence.

But to those who eVter her kingdom with that listening
love of a child she gives her teaching. The two essential
Qualities for receiving Nature’s teaching'are purity
of heart and unworldiness of character, and in Wordsworth’s2
thought they mingle into one. 1

1. C. H. Herford, on. cit., 208
2. S. A. Brooke, on. cit. . 102
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In the closing lines of the Sonnet written "At
Sea off the Isle of Man,"

0 Fancy, what an age was that for song 1 
That age, when not by laws inanimate,
As men believed, the waters were impelled,
The air controlled, the stars their courses held;But element and orb on acts did wait
Of Powers endued with visible form, instinct
With will, and to their work by passion linked. . .

Wordsworth has shown how keenly he felt the necessity
of conceiving Nature and of all her forms, as living.
That it is necessary to agree with this conception is ap-
oarent, if any intense poetry of Nature is to be created.

4. t
Wordsworth in this sonnet again emphasized that he resent
ed the mechanical theory of the Universe.

In the prophetic ‘passion of the sonnet to Milton, 
beginning

Milton! thou should'st be living at this hour
England hath nefd of thee,*

there is a fusion of several distinct strains of Words
worth's poetic thinking. In the first place, he exempli
fied his faith in Nature's working with Man, wedded to 
him in this God-like Universe,

there's not a brea/thing of the common wind that ,
will forget thee. . .

Here he has furthermore portrayed his passion for liberty, 
together with reverential awe for man's unconquerable mind.

As before mentioned, Milton furnished Wordsworth 
with the initial stimulus for sonnet writing. In con
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sequence the latter’s sonnets are, with hut few exception^ 
Miltonic and massive in eloquence, at the same time 
evincing a strain of tenderness. The Wordsworthian 
sonnets are not derivative, however, and allow of no 
more than a proximate resemblance. A conflict of emotions 
which tend to give drama and pathos, is evident in Words
worth’s sonnets but lacking in those of Milton.

After reading Wordsvrorth’s sonnet one is emphatic
ally impressed with the idea that the soil of the poet's 
mind is English. I.

Mr. Wordsworth, judged by the genuine spirit 
of his sonnets is entitled to be classed with 
the very highest names among his predecessors, 
as a pure and reverent worshipper of the true 
majesty of the English Muse
As in his Miscellaneous Poems (lately published by 
Longman, in four octave volumes) there is in his 
Sonnets— no_dim or glaring views— nothing totter
ing and unstable— tout truth in her simplicity, 
and her magnificence, lessons for the lowly and 
lofty— steps leading up from earth's lovliest haunts, 
to the gorgeous clouds and the "blue depths serene" 
of Heaven. I

1 #

The treatment of Nature by Wordsworth in his
sonnets having been outlined, Hardy's realistic conception

✓of Nature, which is the first and greatest feature of
4 1

1. J. Morley, "Wordsworthrs Sonnets" Blackwood’s 
Magazine. XII, (August, 1822), 86.
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his art , will be emphasized. Quoting from Lionel John
son:

The writer of this century, whom Mr. Hardy 
brings most often before my mind, is Wordsworth; 
that austere poet. Mr. Hardy’s ’message', his 
burden, is indeed not that of Wordsworth; it is not solemn exultation of mind, exaltation of soul, 
that fills us, when we read the Wessex poems; yet 
there is an ardent austerity about them, a grave 
joyousness now and then, which recalls the temper 
and mood of Wordsworth. The works of each bring 
before our minds the presence of a mind burning with passion, but strong to restrain it: a mind 
touched to its deaths by the appeals of nature and of mankind, but disdainful of all light answers.
A mind enamored of meditation, but impatient of mere dreams. 1

Although the ooetry of Thomas Hardy cannot be
classed with that of William Wordsworth in the amount 
of poetic power, massive eloquence, or originality, his 
poems evince a beauty of pathos which should not go un
recognized. His verses, though lacking spontaneity, glide 
along in an unbroken melody.

It is not likely that Hardy's poems will ever be
come widely popular. | But those who take to Hardy at all 
seem to make him their intimate friend. His excellence 
lies in the fact that he writes his lines calmly, por- 
traying in them a quality of sincerity. Very appropriate I.

I. Lionel Johnson, o p . cit. . 180.



49.

writes Edmund Blunden:
Hardy's great excellence is that, with 

full reverence for the modesty of Nature, he re
cords some intuitions that have a Quiet certainty 
about them and a primitive quality not allowed much room in the high and spacious intellectual architecture of Wordsworth. 1

Hardy fulfills one great function of the literary 
artist, which is to mediate between Nature and the read— 
ing public. He has been termed an eye-specialist by sev
eral present-day critics, in that through his efforts
people who have been blind to natural phenomena are nut2in condition to see.

■i f

It is in his nature poems that we find a departure 
from his determined philosonhy; and here it is too that

i
ne inuroduces a note of hone a.mong the crashing chords of
his pessimism. In some she is cruel; in others she is
kindly, whereas society is harsh. According to Mr. John-
son, this poet-novelist harSors the belief that Nature
alone has essential laws, while society has but expedient 3
laws.

That Hardy was Nature-minded is evident from 
his Doem "Afterwards", in which he expresses the hone that 1

1 • Edmund Blunden, _on. cit., 46 .
3. Leon, Vincent, cho. cit. . 86.
3. Lionel Johnson, _on. cit., 253.
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he might be remembered as one who noticed the beauty and 
lovliness of Nature, as one who knew the birds and plants 
intimately, as one who was humane, and as one who was ever 
observant and in awe of the mysteries of the star-lit heav
ens .

When the Present has latched its postern behind
my tremulous stay,

And the May month flans its glad green leaves like
wings,

Delicate, filmed as new-spun siId, will the neigh
bors say,

"He was a man who used to notice such things"?
If it be in the dusk when, like an eyelid's sound- 

4 <J.ess blink,
The dewfall-hawk comes crossing the shades to alight 
Upon the wind-warned upland thorn, a gazer may think,
"To him this must have been a familiar sight."
If I pass during some nocturnal blackness, mothy

and warm,When the hedgehog travels furtively over the lawn,
One may say, "He strove that such innocent creatures

should come to no harm,But he could do little for them; and now he is gone".* ̂ *
If, when hearing that I have been stilled at last,

they sta.nd at the door,Watching the full-starred heavens that winter sees,
Will this thought rise on those who will meet my fa.ce

no more,
"He was one who had an eye for such mysteries"?
And will any say when my bell of quittance- is heard

in the gloom,
And a crossing breeze cuts a. pause in its outrolling's, 
Till they rise a.gain, as they were a new bell's boom,
"He hears it not now, but used to notice such things I"

In that beautiful nature-poem, "The Darkling Thrush,"
the poet strikes a brief optimistic note. We hear the 1

1. Thomas Hardy, "Afterwards^" 521



full-hearted evening song of a bird rising out of the 
gaunt, wintry country-side, which is symbolic of his 
all-enveloping, ever-present pessimism, In the following 
lines of the poem the poet has employed phenomena of 
Nature to reduce to insignificance the turmoil of 
humanity.

So little cause for carrollings 
Of such ecstatic sound Was written on terrestrial things 
Afar or nigh around,That I could think there trembled through 
His happy good-night air 
Some -blessed Hone whereof he knew 
And I was unaware.-*•

Here the leaden sky, the wintry blasts and the cold, stark 
country-side are brightened by the song-note of a tiny 
creature of Nature; and at the sarnie time they seem to 
possess the desire of disowning the functions which they 
are compelled to perform.

Hardy has managed to crea.te several poems in 
which he portrays the value of human kindliness as con
trasted with the cruelty of Na/fcure. In the mo-t 
beautiful of all his lyrics, "To Meet or Otherwise." 
this is decidedly apparent.

4

Whether to sally and see thee, girl of my dreams,
Or whether to stay

And see thee not * How vast the difference seems 
Of Yea from Nay .s

Just now. Yet this same sun will slant-its beams 
On our two mounds, and then wha,t will the difference 

weighJ

1. Ibid., "The Darkling Thrush," 137.
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Yet I will see thee, maiden dear, a.nd make 
The most I can

Of what remains to us amid this brake 
dimmer ia,n

Through which we grooe, and from whose thorns we ache, 
While still we scan

Round our frail faltering orogress for some path Or plan.
By briefest meeting something sure is won;

It will have been:
Nor God nor Demon can undo the done,

Unsight the seen,Make muted music be as unbegun,
Though things terrene

Groan in their bondage till oblivion supervene.
So, to the one long-sheening symphony 

From times remote
Till now, of human tenderness, shall we 

Supply one note,
Small and untraced, yet that will ever be

Somewhere afloatj 1
Amid the sohere, as part of sick Life’s antidote.

Such lines as the above, in which there is such an inten
sity of feeling and such realistic language and details, 
have exalted Hardy to a place higher than that of the 
mere emotionally romantic ooet. They have shown that 
he knew the Oomic Muse and skillfully restored her to 
her rusticity.

The little poem "In a Wood" contains the very /
crux of Hardy’s tentative metaphysics. This poem tells 
of the same natural evidences as does "The woodlanders."

1. Ibid., "To Meet or Otherwise", 293
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Gnarled trunks, bare ground and twisted branches of 
stunted trees, symbolize strangled hopes and thwarted 
desires. However, it may here be mentioned that in 
the orose medium Hardy has secured much more concen
trated power.

In the woodland poem as usual the poet has 
imputed no kindliness to the scheme of things. In the 
following lines he presents the conclusion forced by such 
evidences:

Since then, no grace I find 
Ta.ughf me of trees,
Turn I back to my kind 
Worthy of these
There at least smiles abound,
There discourse trills around,
There, now and then, are found 
Life Loyalties.

Hardy rarely compares Nature to Mankind. But 
" * he does so in the sonnet on the Matterhorn, in which

he dwells on the infinity of Nature. In the following
lines he oortrays the defiance with which Nature, in
the shape of the granite stones, has withstood the onset
of centuries, while tremendously important events of /
"noor humanity" have had their day and cease to exist.

Thirty-two years since, up against the sun,
Seven shapes, thin atomies to lower sight*
Labouringly leapt and gained thy gabled height,
And four lives paid for what the seven had won.

1. Ibid.."In a Wood", 56.
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They were the first by whom the deed was done,
And when I look at thee, my mind takes flight 
To that day’s tragic feat of manly might,
As though, till then, of history thou hadst none.
Yet ages are men topped thee, late and soon 
Thou didst behold the planets lift and lower;
Saw’st maybe, Joshua’s pausing sun and moon,
And the betokening sky when Caesar’s power 
Approached its bloody end; yea, even that Noon 
When darkness filled the earth till the ninth hour.

Hardy’s poetry throughout exhibits splendid
character portrayal, philosophical expressions, and
a love of Nature, of flowers, and fields and soil.
However, the poet was conscious of Nature’s shortcomings;

< * ■>.
and he gives expression to this consciousness in the
poem "The Bullfinches." The poet does not permit the
reader to forget that though Nature has queenly ways,
she is neglectful of her children.

When I flew to Blackmoor Vale,Whence the green-,gowned faeries hail,
Roosting near the* I could hear them 
Speak of queenly Nature's ways,
Means, and moods,— well known to fays.
All we creatures, nigh and far 
(Said they there), the Mother's are;
Yet she never shows endeavour 
To protect from warrings wild 
Bird or beast she calls her child.
Busy in her handsome house 
JTnown as Space, she falls a-drowse;
Yet, in seeming, works on dreaming,
While beneath her groping hands^
Fiends make havoc in her bands. ;

1. Ibid. "The Bullfinches," 111.
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Wordsworth exhibits the dying things of Nature, 
as beautiful; but Hardy emphasizes the reality of such 
scenes, and fails to point out their loveliness. For 
example, in the poem "Where They Lived" he gives an 
almost depressing portrayal of Autumn and its dying fol
iage:

Dishevelled leaves creep down 
Upon that bank to-day,
Some green, some yellow, and some pale brown;
The wet bents bob and sway;
The once worm slippery turf is sodden 
Where we laughingly sat or lay.
The iummerhouse is gon&,
Leaving a weedy space;
The bushes that veiled it once have grown 
Through whose lank limbs I see too clearly 
The nakedness of the place.
And where were hills of blue,
Blind rifts of vapour blow,
And the names of former dwellers few,
If any, people know,
And instead of a vpice that called, "Come iri, Dears", 
Time calls, "Pass below I"1

Rarely do we find the poet turning to Nature 
and her beauties for solace. But in the poem "On a 
Fine Morning," Hardy seems to draw near to the philosophy 
of Wordsworth.

1. Ibid., "Where They Lived", 434.
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Whence comes Solace?— Not from seeing 
What is doing, stiffening, being,
Not from noting Life’s conditions,
Nor from heeding Time’s monitions;

But in cleaving to the Dream,
And in gazing at the gleam 
Whereby gray things golden seem.

Thus do I this heyday, holding 
Shadows but as lights unfolding,
As no specious show this moment 
With its iris-hued embowment;

But as nothing other thanPart of a benignant plan; 1
Proof that earth was made for man.
Hardy’s poems have perhaps, been unduly neglect- 
* ied. On the whole, the general preference for his novels 

is justified. Nevertheless his verse has many laudable 
qualities which should not be overlooked . According 
to Charles Williams,

No single poet's verse, except Shakespeare's 
is more touched with the common knowledge of humanity 
than Hardy's; nofife has wandered more intimately among 
the sad chances and changes of life than his, or more 
widely among all sorts and conditions of men; nor does 
any, from beginning to end, bear so clearly, for better 
and worse, the mark of one sharping mind. All of it 
arises from a contemplation at once broad a,nd narrow, 
prejudiced and yet in no definite qla.ce unfairly 
prejudging, and all of it-which has gained him from 
reviewers phrases on the dark gravity of- his ideas- 
instinct with an intense desire for beauty and joy 
among men.  ̂1 2

1. Ibid. "On a Fine Morning," 118.
2. Charles Williams, Poetry at Present. 1.



CHAPTER IV

THE STYLE OF WORDSYiORTH AND HARDY

In comparing Wordsworth and Hardy as 
interpreters of Nature, Lionel Johnson has criticised 
their style in the following laudatory manner:

The style of both Wordsworth and Hardy 
is massive in its simplicity, and moves to a 
solemn music; with sudden elevations of tone, 
which stir in us an indescribable pleasure; 
each style displays a rare mingling of richness 
and severity; that beauty of restrained art, 
which enchants us beyond all the charms of an 
art ever prodigal and gorgeous.!

4 %Wordsworth’s language constantly endeavors to exem
plify in verse his chief point of theory; that is, 
the use of the simplest and most familiar language.
In the matter of style, William Knight divides the 
style of Wordsworth into the style of youth, which 
might be described as an elastic style of fresh energy, 
born of the poet’s long devotion to Nature's own rhytb; 
and the style of age, born of his benignity, of his 
deep-set, calm sympathy with human feeling, which is
less personal and less indelibly branded with Words-2
worth's hand.

The poet's styles are similar, in that they 1

1. Lionel Johnson, The Art of Thomas Hardy. 81.
2. W. Knight, Wordsworthiana. 126-128.
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both evince a limpid coolness of effect; the earlier is
comparable to bubbling water, the later to morning dew.
While taking us out of the fret of,life, they restore
truth to feelings overcast by a blurred vision of the 

1
Universe.

Objective fact plays an important role in the
earlier, while in the later it is much less prominent.
Richness and mellowness of effect is lacking in the
former, because of the presence of a great amount of
buoyancy, pure elasticity^ ruggedness and passionlessness.
Emotion is only suggested, while in the later style, it
is unrestrainedly and tendqrly expressed; and moralities
take the place of realities.

Occasional bleakness, a scorn of sweetness and
an excess of simplicity also predominate. A depth of*
feeling is present, which in rare instances, emits a 
happy effect. On the whole this style tends to leave 
us oppressed with a sense of unexpected blankness.

Models of the two styles which will be compared 
in this chapter are: "Daffodils," "Yarrow TJnvisited" '

Mand "The Leech-gatherer," of the early style; and 
"Primrose of the Rock," Yarrow Unvisisted" and "Laodamia"

1. Ibid., 129.

S' if
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of the later style.
It was at Grasmere, between the years of 1800 and

1802, that Wordsworth's joyous apnrehension of Nature
began to gather about the flowers and birds, and these
quickened impressions began to take shape in his poetry.
Perhaps, the most famous of the early noems is the 

1"Daffodils." The great beauty of this composition lies 
in its wonderful buoyancy. It is with reticent passion 
that the poet expresses a fit comparison to "that crowd 
and host-.of golden daffodils," the continuousness of 
"the stars that shine and sparkle in the milky way".
He does not attempt to explain the feeling of delight,i
which the daffodils raise In his own heart, but rather 
exults in the spectacle itself, and reproduces it. He
compares the host to the stars, portraying the exultation* ̂ **which the wind effects, blowing with a sort of physical
rapture, in the lines:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. ,

Then he considers the rivalry suggested between the
flowers and the waves:

The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee.

In the concluding lines we find a marked-characteristic 1

1. C. H. Herford, Wordsworth, 131.



60

of the early style— exquisite simplicity. The poet 
tells us that they

flash upon the inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude,
His heart, with pleasure fills 
And dances with the daffodils.

"Daffodils" is almost oerfect in its kind. Great 
beauty lies in another characteristic of Wordsworth's 
early style; that is, its purely objective way of con
veying that buoyancy and extraordinary vividness with 
which "the lonely rapture, of lonely minds" is stamped 
upon the whole poem. Besides offering characteristics
of Wordsworth's early style, this poem is an admirable

vspecimen of realism. It refers to the district of 
Ullswater in the Paterdale valley. "The ooem is faith
ful to the place in its minutest detail, and the whole

1scene is perfectly transfigured." By the eager and 
springy movements of the lines, intensity of feeling is 
indicated without being expressed.

"Yarrow Unvisited" offers another example of the 
early style. The playful touches of dialect serve to /
clarify Wordsworth's meaning of employing "language 
actually spoken by men.". This poem is as swift, bare 
and rapid as the stream itself: 1

1. W. Knight, The Lake Country. 133.
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A river bare
That glides the dark hills under.

Wordsworth, in enhancing an idealistic vision, depreciates
the reality very much. He has represented Yarrow as a
fit home for the country peoole who go to market at
Selkirk, and for the wild ducks and ground game which
fly above the river and burrow beside it.

Let Yarrow folk fra.e Selkirk town,
Who have been buying, selling,Go back to Yarrow, 'tie their own;
Each maiden to her dwelling J On yarrow's banks let,herons feed,
Hares couch, and rabbits burrow I 
But we will downward with the Tweed,
Nor turn aside to Yarrow.

These lines exhibit a perfectly bare presentation 
of a perfectly simple scene, but they are made charming 
by an imagination which was strong enough to transfigure 
them. But the whole".beauty* of the uoem lies in its bare
ness. Just as common facts of life remain common, unless 
enhanced by suggestions which lurk everywhere in them, 
so this poem would remain dull if it were not beautified 
by suggestions, such as:

the Bw?n on still St. Mary's Lake floats double,Swan and shadow, without tempting them aside to see
it.

Honorable Noel, at the fifth meeting of the Wordsworthian

1. W. Wordsworth, "Yarrow Unvisited” 292.
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Society, in the Library in Lambeth Palace, on May 10, 188A ,
explained that the poet inserted these stanzas to suggest
how greatly the power of vividly imagining even such a
sight as this exceeds in significance the cower which eyes
possess of discerning loveliness even where they have
taken in forme and colors which ought to suggest it. He
added that the majority refuse to draw all they might
draw of actual delight from such lines as:

Be Yarrow stream unseen, unknown !
It giust, or we shall ^ue it:
We have a, vision of our own;
Ah, wfhv should we undo it?

The style of the poem corresponds to the thought.
sIt gives forth a certain ascetic radiance, and shows that 

its creator was one strong enough to exult in holding over 
a promised imaginative joy. The poet seems to have ta.ken

* y ,

a manly jubilation in being* sufficiently rich to sacrifice
an excected delight. The result is that the style of the
poem is made sinewy, rapid, carefully youthful, jealous of
redundancy and lastly, firm and elastic. As Professor
Sneath has pointed out, the deeoer emotional Nature does/
not predominate. He ha.s described the poem as a "breathing
of simcle Nature; the ooet's mind plays at ease, and he ha.s

1
time for observation.1?

1. E. H. Sneath, Wordsworth, 167.
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The "Leech-gatherer," the third model of the 
early style, was a resultant accomplishment of the com
bined action which the poet believed necessary for the 
truest vision and the highest poetry. It is best ex- 
oressed in these lines from "The Prelude,"

An ennobling interchange 
Of action from without and from within 
The excellence pure function and best power 
Both of the object seen and the eye that sees.

In this poem he has let his own spirit pass forth into
the scene before him and become identified with it.

* - |Wordsworth has not given a mere outwa.rd description,
but he seems to have caught the inner spirit of the place
and of the hour, bringing its out and interpreting it.
He has penetrated deeply into the secret of Nature and
given articulate voice to her silence. The reader is
made to feel a quick and tru$ rendition of an invisible

1
but unfelt presence.

There rests an ethereal gleam in this ooem, 
descriptive of Nature, as in all of those poems written 
following the poet's recovery from despondency (1796-1808). 
The lonely moor and the poor contented old man coalesce' 
into one moving image. As a result of the meditative 1

1. J. C. Shairp, On Poetic Interpretation, 260-3.
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imagination which the ooet possesses he has been able to 
transfigure the old man of this poem into an heavenly 
minister sent to console the poet, upon whom weighed 
the weary burden and mystery of this unintelligible 
world.

Wordsworth’s meditative rapture passes 
into a kind of mystic disembodiment before the 
face of Nature. He is caught un into third heaven, 
and our noor earth-language falters.-*-

In this poem, as in "La.oda.mia,” a model of his
later style, the poet treats of his favorite theme, that
is, "the strength of the human heart to contain itself
against adverse circumstances and spurious claim that
mere emotion can command us to be often led astray.'!
Here and there, a stateliness of the late style is
evident in the "Leech-gatherer":

*I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous Boy,
The sleepless Soul that perished in his oride;
Of Him who walked in glory end in joy 
Following his plough, along the mountain-side;
By our own soirits are we deified:
We Poets in our youth begin in gladness;
But thereof come in the end despondency and 

madness.
This passage illustrates the poet's emphatic visual

jf

imagination, and the delight which he took in the power 1

1. W. Knight, on. cit.. 196.
3. W. Wordsworth, "The Leech-gatherer," 195.
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of the eye; it exhibits strength and reserve. In 
descriptions such as those of the "Leech-gatherer" 
occasional stiffness of feeling and a less rapid, buoyant 
movement than present in the first poems, is begun to 
be felt.

Himself he propped, limbs, body, and pale face,
Upon a long grey staff of shaven wood:
And, still as I drew near with gentle pace,
Upon the margin of the moorish flood 
Motionless as a cloud the old Man stood,
That heareth not the loud winds when they call;
And moveth all together, if it move it 3,11.

The sam§ is apparent in t^e description of the old man's
words, resulting in reverie:

The old Man still stood talking by my side;
But now his voice to me was like a stream 
Scarce heard; nor word from word could I divide;
And the whole body of the Man did seem 
Like one whom I had met with in a dream;
Or like a man from some far region sent,
To give me human strength, by apt admonishment» ̂

The poetls mode of expression in these lines is bold,
but in the words of Matthew Arnold "it is bold as the
bare mountain-tops are bold, with a boldness xYhich is

3
full of grandeur." 1

1. Ibid., 196.
2. Ibid., 197.
3. Matthew Arnold, Essays in Criticism, 361.
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Wordsworth does not consider it disrespectful,
or degrading, to the Muse to sing of this poor old Man’s
pursuing a very humble calling. The latter proved to be
an object-lesson to the poet. From the Leech-gatherer’s
manner of living and choice of occupation he learned
imoortant lessons which he regarded as something worthy1
of consideration and embodied in noble verse.

In this masterpiece Wordsworth began to look
at both Man and Nature with a 'human-heartedness' which
was new-‘and unlike the former lonely, self-centered
rapture. In the "Prelude” he writes that "he felt it2
like the dawn of another sense."i

He looked with another eye upon the simple 
dale-folk he encountered, among them the leech-gather
er-- where natural pity mingles with and humanizes
the mystic a,we, for Wordsworth, consecrated whatever 
had the air of being one with Nature. There was no 
conscious effort In all»this.0

The "Leech-gatherer" is a simple poem of sustained 
power. Throughout the stately sta.nza there is a criss
crossing of prosaic, imaginative, frugal and mystic 
strains. The poet meeting the poor man in a "morning 1 2 3

1. E. H. Sneath, on. cit. , 18'-186.
2. W. Wordsworth, "The Prelude," 661.
3. 0. H. Herford, op. cit., 133.
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giving promise of a glorious day," and inquiring his 
occupation, listened to the latter's depressing account 
of his failure in trade. Very soon Wordsworth is evoked 
by the mere presence of this lonely man in this lonely 
moor and creates a passage in which he makes his 
human figure significantly beautiful, by touching him 
with the loneliness and mystery of Nature.

Several critics consider the following lines as
the best and the most moving of any Nature noetry:

While he was talking thus, the lonely place,
The old Man's shape, and speech-all troubled me;
In my mind's eye I seemed to see him pace 
About the weary moors continually,
Wandering about alone and silently.
While I these thoughts within myself pursued,
He, having made pause, the same discourse renewed.1

Thomas De Quincey wrote that Wordsworth's power
of imagination was at its highest in describing and

3
interpreting this character. The ooet, in comparing 
him to a huge stone, a seabeast resting on the sand, 
a motionless cloud, has portrayed the old man as seeming 
to be

an elemental energy of the solitary moor, a 
power rising out of the earth as a monitor startling 
the noet from his wayward thought; like a still' 
small voice of the desert charging the atmosphere 
with spiritual significance.* ® 1 2 3

1. W. Wordsworth, "The Leech-gatherer," 197.
2. Thomas De Quincey, Collected Writings, 287.
3. Gingerich, S. F., Essays in Romantic Poets, 184.
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The old man seemed to possess the secret of happi
ness under the most adverse circumstances, which completely 
sustained him. He was able to glimpse into the places where 
God was revealed.

In 1831 Wordsworth wrote the "Primrose of the Rock," 
which serves as a model of his late style. In this poem 
reality counts for less and the style is more ideal than 
the style of the poems just considered. Symbol is every
thing throughout the poem, and as such becomes a marked 
characteristic of all the later poems.

'*■ Elasticity and exultant buoyancy give wa.y to gran
deur and a more stately movement. There is a noble and a 
gentle strength in the fi^st verse:

A Rock there is whose homely front 
The passing traveller slights;
Yet there the plow-worms hang their lamps,
Like stars, at various heights;
And one coy Primrose to that Rock 
The vernal breeze invi'tes.l

Expression of these lines is more perfect than, for instancy 
the closing lines of "Yarrow Unvisited." Reflective grati
tude is expressed in that poem as a result of the observance

♦of the moral overthrow which the primrose of the rock has/
outlived. However, the magic charm and ethereal beauty of

3
the songs of the poet's youth are lacking. 1 2

1. W. Wordsworth, "The Primrose of the Rock," 224.
2. Arnold, Matthew, Ibid., 361.
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In this poem Wordsworth emphasizes the universal 

law of Nature; that is, the interaction, interdependence 
and spiritual relations of Man and Nature and Deity that 
hind the small to the great in the widest sweep of the Uni
verse. Wordsworth believes that the Deity transcends the 
law.

The flowers, still faithful to the stems,
Their fellowship renew;
The stems are faithful to the root,
That worketh out of view;
And to the rock the root adheres 
In every fibre true.
Close clings to earth the living rock,
Thdugh threatening si ill to fall;- 
The earth is constant to her sphere;
And God upholds them all.1

According to C. H. Herford, professor of English at Man
chester, this poem is more in keeping with the whole of 
Nature, more true to human life in all its aspects, than
poetry which dwells,merely on the bright and cheerful side♦
of things. In these lines Nature exhibits vernal fresh
ness, and its "high midsummer pomps" as well as its autum-

pnal decay and bleakness of winter.
The poet here well illustrates the later phase of 

his feeling about natural objects. The poem refers to a 
rock which stands on the-right hand, a little way up the 
middle road leading from Rydal to Grasmere.'"' 1 2 3

1. W. Wordsworth, on. cit. 234.
2. Herford, C. H., on. cit., 190.
3. H. W. Mabie, Backgrounds of English Literature.

42.
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These lines give emphatic expression to that creed 

of Wordsworth’s, so antithetical to that of Thomas Hardy.
The poet points out that suffering and death are forever 
going on throughout animated creation. He shows that He 
Who made and upholds the Universe does not keep coldly a- 
loof, gazing from a distance on the sufferings of His crea
tures, but has Himself entered into the conflict, has Him
self become a great Sufferer, a,nd is working out for His 
creatures some better issue through a redemptive sorrow
which is Divine. Wordsworth’s faith, like Hardy’s faith,

■ i. Idoes not attempt to exolain the ills of life; but it dif
fers from the latter in giving these ills of life another 
meaning a.nd helps men to bear them. His view of suffering 
finds full expression in the “Primrose of the Rock."

The rhythm of "Yarrow Revisited" is the same as that 
of "Yarrow Unvisited?-," but, the former has a different move
ment; it is sweeter and slower. The versification of "Yar
row Revisited," with its sedate pauses, renders reflection 
more hesitating and vacillating. Some of its more numer
ous syllables are over-emphasized. The poem evinces feeling 
and the expression is richer, freer and more mellow. ' The 
poet seems to linger over sweet colors, and in his re
flections he seems desirous of finding some compensation 
for the buoyancy of youth.
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Once more, by Newark's Castle-gate Long left without a warder,
I stood, looked, listened, and vrith Thee,
Great Minstrel of the Border!
Grave thoughts ruled wide on that sweet day,Their dignity installing
In gentle bosoms, while sere leaves
Were on the bough, or falling;
But breezes played, and sunshine gleamed- 
The forest to embolden;
Reddened the fiery hues, and shot 
Transparence through the golden.
For busy thoughts the Stream flowed on 
In foamy agitation;
And slept in many a crystal pool 
For quiet contemulation;
No public and no private care 
The freeborn mind enthralling,
Wehnade a day of hap&y hours,
Our happy days recalling.
Brisk Youth appeared, the Morn of Youth,
With freaks of graceful folly,- 
Life's temperate Noon, her sober Eve,
Her Night not melancholy;
Past, present, future, all appeared In harmony united,
Like guests that meet, and some from far,
By cordial love„̂ nvited.*
And if, as Yarrow, through the woods,
And down the meadow ranging,
Did meet us with unaltered face,
Though we were changed and changing;
If, then, some natural shadows spread 
Our inward prospect over,
The soul's deep valley was not slow 
Its brightness to recover.1

- / 
The composition of "Yarrow Revisited" was occa

sioned by a visit of the noet with Sir Walter Scott to 1

1. W. Wordsworth, "Yarrow Revisited," 385.
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Newark Castle on the Yarrow.-*- In fact the poet, in a 
letter written to Professor Hamilton, at Rydal Mount on 
October, 27, 1831, writes that "the poem was a memorial 
to that excursion." It is written in the same measure as 
the first Yarrow.

A great change of style is evident in "Laodamia" 
and a great relaxation of the high tension of earlier power 
is apparent. However, as an accompaniment there is a grace 
and sweetness not noticeable in the earlier poems. An air 
of classic majesty and a richness of color permea.te the

•* ipoem. Such passages as
"Supreme of Heroes— bravest, noblest, best!
Thy matchless courage I bewail no more,
Which then, when tens 5of thousands were deprest 
By doubt, propelled thee to the fatal shore;
Thou found*st— and I forgive thee— here thou art;
A nobler counsellor than my poor heart.
Be taught, 0 faithful Consort, to control 
Rebellious passion: for the Gods approve 
The depth, and not the*tumult, of the soul;
A fervent, not ungovernable, love.Thy transports moderate; and meekly mourn 
When I depart, for brief is my sojourn— 1,2

show a marked contrast to the majority of earlier passages,
as, for instance the sketch of the "Leech-gatherer," in
which there is an irregularity of feeling and an artificial
grace.

Matthew Arnold declared "it is style and the * 2

lv Christopher Wordsworth, Memoirs. 64.
2. W. Wordsworth, 0£. cit. 386
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elevation given by style, which chiefly makes the
1

effectiveness of Laodamia." The workmanship of this 
poem is of almost crystal beauty, without the blots 
which the earlier poems exhibit, and it is far more com
plete. Wordsworth, with language of exquisite delicacy 
and grace has subordinated what is sensual to what is 
spiritual. The language of the poem is well fitted to 
the solemnity and sanctity of the subject. In the words 
of Professor Herford:

This example derived from the ante-homeric age, and versified in language which, by its sweetness 
add beauty, appears to express the symphony which 
prevails in Nature and society, when ail the 
organic elements are in melodious harmony with each 
other.2

Although "Laodamia" forfeits the favor of heaven 
by passionately abusing it, the trees on the tomb of
Protesilaus pay a natural homage by withering at the

* *sight of Troy:
Yet tears to human suffering are due;
And mortal hopes defeated and o'erthrown 
Are mourned by man, and not by man alone,
As fondly he believes.— Upon the side 
Of Hellespont (such faith wa.s entertained)
A knot of spiry trees for ages grew
From out the tomb of him for whom she died;
And ever, when such stature they had gained * 
That Ilium1s walls were subject to their view, 1 2

1. Matthew Arnold, Essays in Criticism, 359.
2. C. H. Herford, op. cit., 129.
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The trees’ tall summits withered at the sight;
A constant interchange of growth and blight!l

These poems of Wordsworth's late style are 
poems of a fairly high order. They are wanting to a 
certain degree, however, in the mystical insight which 
dominates much of the Nature-poetry belonging to the 
years that witnessed Wordsworth at his best as a poet. 
Although these poems indicate that Wordsworth is still 
a lover of Nature, they so indicate that his spiritual 
intuition for seeing deep into the inner life of mater
ial Re'ality and apprehending Nature's meaning for Man, 
is not as keen as was evident in the early poems. He 
gazes merely upon the external form of things and the 
vision revealing the Soul of things has vanished. In 
his later poetry, too, an almost unconscious change in
his attitude toward ..Nature as a refuge for the Soul is♦
perceptible. He seems to have gradually become dependent
on Christian Faith, rather than on his Nature-faith, for

3
power to comfort and sustain the human soul.

The exquisite propriety and delicacy of 
Wordsworth's style, his easy and perfect mastery 
over the element of language showed tha/fc he must' 
have possessed a natural gift of rich and exuberant 
expression. It is equally evident that, at a very 
early period, he must have submitted his na/bural 
exuberance to a careful and classic training, and 
also that he must have bestowed his best pains in 1 2

1. W. Wordsworth, "Laodamia," 209.
2. S. H. Sneath, o p . cit. , 296-297.
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finishing according to his own ideas of correctness, 
all his compositions individually. Hence we find a 
greater smoothness and beauty, and more of strict 
logical coherence in Wordsworth's style than is usual 
even among careful poets, as well as a more close fit
ting of the language to the measure of the thought, 
and a comparative freedom from forced rhymes and 
jarring evasions of natural forms of words.1

There is not the difference in Hardy's earlier 
and later works evident in those of Wordsworth. That his 
earliest poems are anticipations of the later in style and 
thought does not mean that Hardy had stood still, but 
rather that the development had been from the particular 
to the universal. His pPetry shows abundantly the ability 
to sense "the abiding in the transient," the universal 
importance of matters that on the face of them are of mere
individual significance. He has made these matters applica-2
ble to personal experiences of all men.

According to^Lascelles Abercrombie, author of*
several volumes concerning Hardy and his art:

There has been no falling-off in power in the successive volumes of meditative, narrative and lyri
cal verse. In Moments of Vision are to be found 
some of the ripest, most appealing and most charactet- 
istic pieces. The gnomic utterance, the compressed 
expression of a definite thought, the clumsiness that 
comes from conscientious grappling with subjects , 
rebellious to form, the intensity of feeling, the 
wistful melancholy alternating with harsh irony, the 
sympathy beneath and cynicism, the quiet melody 1 2

1. David Masson, Wordsworth. Shelley. Keats. 59.

219.
2. S. C. Chew, Thomas Hardy, Poet and Novelist,
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underlying the ruggednees-these are qualities of the 
earliest poems, that are present still in the latest.1

Hardy’s style is a deliberate and a grave style.
It is not suople, agile or brilliant, but it evinces a 
sustained equability, like that of the Roman writers.
Hardy deals with realities in measured expressions, which 
work together towards an organic whole. Slowly his thoughts 
fall into phrases and paragraphs of a Latin massiveness. In 
writing of the ultimate simplicity of things, of their vital
ity and their reality, the author communicates each in the 
right tune and key with Economy of space and correctness 
of expression. His periods possesstogether with a sense 
of delighted mastery, "a sense of royal command over a
rich language, and an exercise of unwearied powers through—S
out great reaches of thought and feeling."

He,rdy is not a stylist in the sense of the word as*
it is applied to Ruskin or Pa.ter. Since he is more inter
ested in what he has to say than the way in which he says 
it, he fails to display that sheer delight in the use of 
language for its own sake. Frequently he sacrifices ele
gance and grace to precision. As an exceptionally ke$n 
observer, he excels in the use of the simile, which he 
employs aptly and exquisitely. By the use of this figure 1 2

1. Lascelles Abercrombie, Thomas Hardy: A 
Critical Study, 193.

2. Lionel Johnson, Art of Thomas Hardy, 73.
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of speech he emphasizes the intimate interrelation
of human beings and affairs with the natural world

#

around them throughout his novels and poetry.
The reader is greatly impressed with the power 

produced by the author by his use of the simile for in
stance when he compares Eustacia Vye's sun-lit mouth to 
a red tulip, or when he writes of the tenderness with 
which the boy held her hand, "like that of a child hold
ing a captured sparrow."

The passages which are plodding, conscientious
* I

and sometimes dull are a result, according to Professor 
Chew, of the author’s being bored with his subject. It 
is then that Hardy, always rigid and didactic, creates 
over-technical descriptions and uninspired, philosophiz
ing passages. In the other passages he rises to a great

» *
narrative style and insight*, strength and exactitude of1
such scenes is tremendous.

Hardy's novels, as well as his poems, portray
unity of effect. His fine economy in the use of words
is apparent also in his swift, brilliant epigrams. This
characteristic helps a great deal toward the general

2
effect of seriousness and deliberation. 1 2

1. S. C. Chew, op, cit. , 139.
2. Lionel Johnson, op. cit.. 45
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In doing away with non-essentials, Hardy has 
"mastered the opposing principles of the exactitude de
manded of the naturalist and the power of suggestion ex-

1
pected of the romancer." His dialogue is strongest in 
his rustic scenes, in which his native dialect is predom
inant. Even in these scenes, however, his style remains 
one of grammatical nicety, nervous and sound.

If Hardy lacks the finest kind of literary discrim
ination, he is nevertheless, the master of a singular
ly compact and nervous style; a trifle too labored, it 
may be, not gracious nor eloquent, but grave, mascu
line, and usually impressive in its sincerity.2 

- *
It might be thought that at times Mr. Hardy's 

method of writing has certain qualities of Egdon: the 
rigid, sombre, air of its boil and its combination of 
vastness and compression, are matched by the author's 
close, reticent, and weighty style. Perhaps the reason 
for this austere habit of writing is that Hardy regards 
human life too sacred to be treated lightly.

Hardy has not the delicate and discriminating ear 
of Wordsworth. He would never have described the latter's 
poetry as breezy, or have used such a phrase as "mounting 
a humid steed." Some of his writings are rather labored 
and his language seems to lack natural eloquence. In his 1

1. S. C. Chew, on. cit., 138.
2. J. W. Dawson, Makers of English Fiction, 239.
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references to art he sometimes becomes pedantic; and 
upon points of construction, Mr. Johnson brings this com
plaint:

I have one charge, and only one, to bring against the 
style of Mr. Hardy; he is an inveterate patron of the 
split infinitive: an usage, which deserves the sever
est censures of purist and precision.1

The critics seem to have found it a difficult mat
ter to analyze Hardy’s style. While some claim that his 
works are lacking in precision, others, such as Adcock,
write that his deliberate precision of style is his dis-2
tinctive touch. That it is eminently lucid is the opin
ion of W. J. Dawson, "though Hardy’s style has little

3splendor its Lucretian luqidity is very impressive."
Leon Vincent insists that "his wise, orofound, pithy say-

4
ings are clear, precise and abundant."

Virginia Woolf does not regard Hardy as a master 
of melodious prose. She feels that he gropes his way "by 
dint of sagacity and uncompromising sincerity to the phrase 
he wants." Failing to find it, he employs any clumsy or 
homely phrase, which is often of bookish elaboration; 1 2 3 4

1. Lionel Johnson, on. cit.. 79.
2. A. S. Adcock, Gods of Modern Grub Street. 3.
3. W. J. Dawson, op. cit, . 239.
4. Leon Vincent, Bibliotaph, 107.
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One might as well attempt to rationalise Hardy's 
style, as to rationalise the charm of a muddy 
country road, or of a plain field of roots in 
winter. And then, like Dorsetshire itself, out 
of these very elements of stiffness and angularity 
his prose will put on greatness; and roll with a 
Latin sonority; will shape itself in a massive and 
monumental symmetry like that of his own "bare downs.1

A contemporary critic, J. C. Powys, has made an 
elaborate comment on Hardy's style in his Visions and 
Revisions;

Mr. Hardy's style, at its best, has an imaginative 
suggestiveness which approaches, though it may not 
quite reach, the indescribable touch of Shakespearian 
tragedies. There is also a quality in it pecuiar to 
himself— threatening and silencing; a thunderous sup
pression, a formidable reserve, an iron tenacity, 
sometimes again, one is reminded of ancient Roman 
poets, and not unfrequently, too, of the rhythmmic 
incantations of Sir Thomas Browne, that majestic 
and perverted Latinist1.

The iron plough of his implacable style drives piti
lessly through the soft flesh of the earth until it 
reaches the architectural sub-strueture. Whoever 
tries to visualize any*scene out of the Wessex Novels 
will be forced to see the figure of the persons con
cerned 'silhouetted' against a formidable skyline.
One sees them, these poor impassioned ones, moving in 
tragic procession along the edge of the world, and, 
when the procession is over, darkness re-establishes 
itself. The quality that makes Mr. Hardy's manner 
such a refuge from the levities and gravities of the 
"reforming writers" is a quality that springs from 
the soil. The soil has a gift of "proportion"like 
nothing else. Things fall into dull perspective on 
Egdon Heath, and among the water-meadows of Black- 
moor life is felt as the tribes have felt it since 
the beginning.2 1 2

1. Virginia Woolf, Second Common Reader. 279.
2. J. C. Powys, Visions and Revisions, 220.
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The diction of Hardy*s poetry seldom rises
1

to match its conception. Although he writes direct
ly, forcibly and with a sense of the values of words, 
yet occasionally he employs an unfamiliar scientific 
term, like static, themothete, zenithal, pink nebu
losity; and when he does so the flow of his narrative 

2is broken. This is evident also in phrases from his 
novels, as for instance in The Return of the Native, 
when he describes a lovely woman amid the barren
scenery of Egdon Heath:* I

Viewed sideways, the closing-line of her lips 
formed, with almost geometric precision, the 
curve so well known in the arts of design as 
the cimarecta. or ogee.

Hardy sometimes compels a noun to make itself
into a verb; often he will make six words do the work
of one and one do the work of six.*

Words are glad to serve Hardy, they delight to be 
employed even against their nature, and they will 
make for him the loveliest little songs directly 
after he has been compelling them to some intellec
tual hod-carrying.4 1 2 3 4

1. A. Z. Couch, Studies in Literature. 205.
2. Henry Van Dyke, Man Behind the Book. 288.
3. Thomas Hardy, Return of the Native. Chapter I.
4. Charles Williams, Poetry at Present. 1.
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An example of this severity can be found in the poem 
beginning, "Cherish him can I while the true one 
forthcome." The last word is very strained and 
pushed into place, as it were. The title of the poem 
"Hap" is a bit awkward and cold. In the exbiisite 
poem "Weathers" occurs the line, "And maids come forth 
sprig-muslin drest." It must be granted that "sprig- 
muslin" is a newly coined adverb of the poet; yet it 
gives a delightful sense of the awakening of spring.

The effect oĵ  this unusual treatment of words 
is to heighten the aesthetic satisfaction of Hardy's
work. Another charming feature of his poems is his

ssubstituting of a phrase for a word,-- "Fair, albeit
unformed to be all-eclipsing damsel," The ageing
word of damsel Hardy has sent out, rejuvenated, and

* ̂
"She trips as lightly as any."

Form, above all, appealed to Thomas Hardy.
This fact is substantiated by his description, for 
instance, of Stonehenge, as Tess and Angel stumble 
over it in their flight through the darkness; and 
by his description of Egdon Heath, which might be 
said to have a dushy architectural grandeur. "The 
place became full of watchful intentness now; for 
when other things sank brooding to sleep, the heath
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appeared slowly to awake and listen . . . "  In this 
passage, twilight is combined with the scenery of 
Egdon Heath to evolve a thing majestic without 
severity, impressive without showiness, emphatic in 
its admonitions, grand in its simplicity.

Hardy's language of the yeomen, dairymen, 
farmers, townsfolk of his little world, is a decided 
one of deliberation superimposed upon the ordinary 
language. For example:

To express satisfaction the Casterbridge 
market-iuan added.* to his utterance a broadening 
of the cheeks, a crevicing of the eyes, a throwing 
back of the shoulders: If he wondered,. . . you 
knew it from perceiving the'inside of his crimson 
mouth and the target-like circling of his eyes.ls

William Lyon Phelps, in his Essays on Modern
Novelists, has this to say of Hardy's accomplishments:

In purely constructive skill Hardy has surpassed 
all his contemporaries. His novels are as complete 
and as beautiful to contemplate as a sculptor's 
masterpiece. They are finished and noble works of 
art, and give the same kind of pleasure to the 
mind as any superbly perfect outline. His work 
shows a sad sincerity, the noble austerity of the 
true artist, who feels the dignity of his art and is quite willing to let it speak for itself.2 1

1. Thomas Hardy, Mayor of Casterbridge. 
Chapter III.

2. W. L. Phelps, Essays on Modern Novelists,
39.



CHAPTER V

THE LAKE DISTRICT AND THE WESSEX COUNTRY

Wordsworth’s poetry is unified and consistent.
From beginning to end it is not only bound together by 
great ideas, which continually reappear, but it is further
more harmonized by a background which remains unchanged 
from stage to stage. This double unity was made possible 
by the poet’s life-long residence in the Lake Country.

The Lake Country is not only the natural 
but the spiritual background of Wordsworth's poetry 
. . .  so intimate, indeed, is the connection betv/een 
the great mass of poems and the landscape, and life 
of the region that the verse seems but the description 
and interpretation of this landscape and life.l

With the exception of the years at Cambridge and 
London, the poet spent his whole life within sight of 
these same mountains,-flakes ̂ and hills. His imagination 
was deeply affected by them. The two distinctive charac
teristics of Wordsworth's poetry are "clear, accurate 
sight of fact," and "the sudden expansion of the vision
to take in its largest relations and its most far-reaching

2
spiritual symbolism." The La,ke district suggested and'

4.illustrated in a marvelous way these two aspects. 1

1. H. W. Mabie, Backgrounds of Literature, 51.



Wordsworth was able to see both the human, or familiar, 
and the sublime in Nature. He observed closely, but 
with a clearness' of imaginative insight.

The localities most deeply and permanently iden
tified with Wordsworth are Hawkshead, Grasmere, Lower
Easdale, Rydal Mount, and the upper path between Rydal

1
and Grasmere, under Nab Scar, which will be described 
in the present chanter, as portrayed by Wordsworth in 
his Guide to the Lakes, and by the accounts of several 
critics. Professor Brooke tells us that in his Guide 
Wordsworth has given descriptions which "glow with 
recollected love."

In order to give the reader an introduction tos
Wordsworth's style and mode of expression in the prose 
medium, a number of quotations from the above mentioned
work, which is his chief prose creation, will be given* y. **in the present chapter.

Hawkshead, where Wordsworth attended school as
a boy, lies in a beautiful country surrounded by three
lakes-- Windermere, Winander, and Esthwaite. It is a
quaint old market town, with narrow streets, low arch-2
ways, and houses with many-paned windows. In the poet's 
description of the lakes surrounding Hawkshead, there is

1. W. Knight, The English Lake District as Inter
preted in Poems of Wordsworth, 73. 2

2. H. W. Mabie, o p . cit., 22



86

a continual emergence of poetic ideas through the prose 
medium.

Meandering shores, whether rugged steeps, admitting 
of no cultivation, descend into the water; or gently- 
sloping lawns and woods, or flat and fertile meadows, 
stretch between the margin of the lake and the mountains. Among minuter recommendations will be noticed, 
especially along bays exposed to the setting-in of 
strong winds, the curved rim of the fine blue gravel, 
thrown up in course of time by the waves, half of it 
perhaps gleaming from under the water, and the corres
ponding half of a lighter hue; and in other parts bor
dering the lake, groves, if I may so call them, of 
reeds and bulrushes; or plots of water-lilies lifting 
up their large target-shaped leaves to the breeze, 
while the white flower is heaving upon the wave.

To these may naturally be added the birds 
that* enliven the waters. Wild-ducks in soring-time 
hatch their young in the islands, and upon reedy 
shores; the sand-piper, flitting along the stony mar
gins, by its restless note attracts the eye to motions 
as restless; upon some jutting rock or at the edge of 
a smooth meadow, the stately herom may be descried with folded wings, that might seem to have caught 
their delicate hues from the blue waiters, by the side 
of which she watches for her sustence. In winter, 
the lakes are sometimes resorted to by wild swans; and in that season habitually by pidgeons, glodings, 
and other aquati6?-fowl of the smaller species.1

These lakes, with the mountains encircling them, 
were the poet^ most potent teachers. Out of the clarity 
and ra,nge of vision which they afforded him the two-fold 
beauty of his verse wa.s created.

He knew every path, summit, glen and ravine in' the
M

country, and he seemed to be aware of the most delicate 
and elusive play of expression on the face of that world.

1. W. Wordsworth, Guide to the Lakes, 846.
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Of Grasmere, where Wordsworth lived during the years of
his poetic prime and where he is buried, we read:

When the sun is setting in summer far to the north
west, it is seen, by the spectator from the shores 
or breast of Winandermere, resting among the mountains, 
some of which will perhaps be half or wholly hidden by 
clouds, or by the blaze of light which the orb diffuses around it; and the surface of the lake will re
flect before the eye correspondent colours through 
every variety of beauty, and through all degrees of 
splendour.1

Lower Easdale, where the poet spent so many days 
with his siter by the side of the brook, is well described 
in the poet’s general description of the vales in the Lake 
district:

The windings of many of the vales are abrupt and in
tricate. . . . .and the ..bottom of these vallies is 
mostly a spacious and gently declining area, apparent
ly level as the floor of a temple, or the surface of a lake, and broken in many cases, by rocks and hills, 
which rise up like islands from the plain. In such 
of the vallies as make many windings, these level 
areas open upon the traveller in succession, divided 
from each other sometime! by a mutual approximation 
of the hills, leaving only passage for a river, some
times by correspondent windings, without such approxi
mation.-'’

A knowledge of the style which Wordsworth employed
in prose is gleaned from his description of Loughrigg
Tarn, on the terrace of which, "The Prelude" was written.

Of this class of miniature lakes, Loughrigg Tarn, 
near Grasmere, is the most beautiful example. It 
has a margin of green firm meadows, or rocks, and 1 2

1. Ibid,, 238.
2. Ibid,., 242.
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rocky woods, a few reeds here, a little company of 
water-lilies there, with beds of gravel or stone beyond; a tiny stream issuing neither briskly nor slug
gishly out of it; but its feeding rills, from the 
shortness of their course, so small as to be scarcely 
visible. Five or six cottages are reflected in its 
peaceful bosom; rocky and barren steeps rise up above 
the hanging enclosures; and the solemn Pikes of Lang- 
dale overlook, from a distance, the low cultivated 
ridge of fertile domain.1

Rydal Mount, where Wordsworth spent the latter 
half of his life, and where he found one of the most per
fect retreats in England, "stands on the rocky side of 
Nab Scar, above Rydal Lake, almost concealed by the vines
which have grown apparently into its very structure, its2
terraces rich in hedges and foliage." It is a type of 
English repose, maturity, and natural loveliness. "Here,

iare silence, seclusion, fathomless depths of greenness,
enchanting beauty of glancing water and wandering mountain 

3
line."

The old upper path between Rydal and Grasmere, un
der Nab Scar, was the poet's favorite walk during his later 
years; and it was here that he composed hundreds of verses.
Professor Knight tells us that "no single roa.d in the Lake%
District, not even that in Easda,le, is more associated with1
Wordsworth, than the old upper path between Rydal and 1

1. Ibid., 249.
2. H. W. Ma.bie, on. cit., 46.
3. Ibid.. 47.
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Grasmere under Nab Scar." The unrestrained emotion, 
fresh energy, and gracious feeling evident in Wordsworth's 
poetry are also exhibited in his description of Nab Scar, 
which, though not described individually by the poet, is 
however portrayed in hie descriptive passages of the moun
tains, during each season of the year.

The color of the rocky parts of the mountains are 
bluish, or hoary grey. . .With this blue or grey 
colour is frequently intermixed a red tinge. . . .
When in the heat of advancing summer, the fresh 
green tint of herbage ha.s somewhat faded, it is 
again revived by the appearance of the fern pro
fusely spread over the same ground; and, upon this 
plâ it. . . do the changes which the seasons make 
in the colouring of the mountains depend. About 
the first week in October. . . .the brilliant and 
various colours of the fern are then in harmony 
with the autumnal woods; bright yellow or lemon 
colour, at the base of,the mountains, melting 
gradually, through orange, to a dark russet brown 
towards the summits;. . .neither heath nor furze 
are generally found upon the sides of these moun
tains, though in many places, they are adorned by 
those plants, so beautiful when in flower. The 
mountains. . .imbibe the finest aerial hues. . . 
their apparent forms and colours are perpetually 
changed by the clouds and vapours which float 
around them: the effect indeed of mist or haze, in 
a country of this character, is like that of magic.

1

The variety of colouring is such, and so harmoniously 
preserved, that it leaves little cause of regret when 
Autumn has passed away. The oak-coppices, upon the 
sides of the mountains, retain russet leaves; the 
birch stands conspicuous with its silver stem and' 
puce-coloured twigs; the hollies, with green leaves 
and scarlet berries, have come forth to view from 
among the deciduous trees, whose summer foliage had 1

1. W. Knight, op. cit., 190.
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concealed them; the ivy is now plentifully apparent upon 
the stems and boughs of the trees, and upon the steep
rocks..... Add to this the hoar-frost and snow, with
all the varieties they create. . . .From the top of 
the mountains downwards a rich olive was produced by 
the powdery snow and the grass, which olive was warmed 
with a little brown, and in this way harmoniously com
bined, by insensible gradations, with the white. The 
drifting took away the monotony of snow.1

Wordsworth has summed up all the locations describ
ed in the present chapter in this view from his favorite 
walk,

. . .and the whole vale of Grasmere, seen from the 
terrace walk in Easedale, (sic) was so varied, per
haps more so, than even in the pomp of autumn. In 
the distance was Loughrigg-Fell, the basin-wall of 
the lake: this, from the summit downward, was a rich 
orange-olive; then the lake of a bright olive-green, 
nearly the same tint as the snow-powdered, mountain 
tops and high slopes in Easedale, (sic) and lastly, 
the church, with its firs, forming the centre.of the 
view. Next to the church came nine distinguishable 
hills, six of them oak-copses with their bright red 
leaves and snow-powdered twigs; these hills-- so vari
ously powdered, some only enogh to give the herbage 
a rich brown tint,'?one intensely white and lip;hting
up „11 the others-- were yet so placed, as in the most
inobtrusive manner to harmonize by contrast with a 
perfect naked, snowless bleak summit in the far dist
ance.

H. W. Mabie, too, has given a. general description 
of the Lake Country, and has emphasized its relation to 
the poetry of Wordsworth. 1 2

1. W. Wordsworth, op. pit., 340-241.
2. Ibid.. 243.
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Through the upper Vales the mist continually 
roll in from Vhe sea, and. the whole country is en
folded in an atmosphere which brings with it all 
the magic of light and shade, all the mystery of shadow and distance and the commingling of sky and 
earth. Miracles of light and color are daily wrought 
among those hills; enchantments and spells are woven 
there, which the imagination cannot escape. The real 
and the visionary continually intermingle. The at
mosphere works such marvels that it becomes a visible 
type of the play and processes of the ima,gination.
In that country, as in the poetry of its interpreter, 
there are always the solid mass, the definite out
line, the substantial form; and there is also the fine 
and visionary world into which the real world seems 
to rise, and with which it seems to blend in a whole, 
which is both perishable and imperishable, both ma
terial and spiritual: the unity of the seen and the 
unseeft. No one understbod this subtle quality.of the 
Lake Country landscape better than Wordsworth.

The poet himself has clearly defined and describ
ed this subtle quality in thé following passage,

The rain, here, comes down heartily, and 
is frequently succeeded by clear, bright weather, 
when every brook is vocal and every torrent sonorous; 
brooks and torrents*which are never muddy even in the 
heaviest floods. Days of*unsettled weather, with par
tial showers, are very frequent; but the showers dark
ening or .brightening as they fly from hill to hill are 
not less grateful to the eye than finely interwoven 
passages of gay and sad music are touching to the 
ear. Vapors exhaling from the lakes and meadows 
after sunrise in a hot season, or in moist weather 
brooding upon the heights, or descending towards 
the valleys with inaudible motion, give a vision
ary character to everytning around them; and are in 1

1. H. W. Mabie, op. cit.. 52.
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themselves so beautiful as to dispose us to enter 
into the feelings of these simple nations, (such 
as the Laolanders of this day) by whom they are taken for'guardian deities of the mountains; or to 
sympathize with others who have fancied these deli
cate apoaritions to be the spirits of their departed 
ancestors. Akin to these are fleecy clouds resting 
upon the hill-tops; they are not easily managed in 
picture, with their accompaniments of blue sky, but 
how glorious are they in Nature l how pregnant with 
imagination for the poet r-

Hardy selected a few of the southwestern counties 
of England, which he called Wessex, as the stage for his 
prose dramas. Although the name is now wholly fictitious, 
his creative imagination made it so real that it is con
stantly and seriously spoken of as though it were English 
geography. W. C. Willcocks writes that "no one can under
stand Hardy who does not know Wessex." An attempt will 
be made, in the following pages, to acquaint the reader
with some of the more important localities of the Hardy*
country, as evident in the author's works. Hardy has in
troduced real places, whose identity is easily resolved. 
The novelist gives a just description of the sullen waste 
of the Heath, of Blackmore Vale, and of many other liter
ary landmarks. , 1

1. W. Wordsworth, op. cit. , 253-253.
2. W. C. Willcocks, op. cit.., 304. -
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By circumstance of birth and of lifelong residence, 
the Wessex of the novels has come to denote chiefly the 
author’s native county of Dorset, and especially Dorchest
er, the county town. But being an expansionist, Hardy 
extended his Wessex to include all England south of the

1
Thames and west of Sussex, with the exception of Cornwall.
Hardy selected this particular locality as a setting for
his novels because he felt "that the types of humanity
and the view of life he wished to show could best be2
thrown out against the primitive background"

In his well-beloved Dorchester we find him 
pondering, like one of his own spirits of Pity and 
Irony, while the moonlight shines on the haunted am- 
pitheatre where the Romahs held their games. He de
votes much care to nothing all those little "omens by 
the way" that make a journey along the great^highways 
of Wessex so full of imaginative suggestion.

Hardy's birthplace is situated above Upper Bock-*
hampton, on the northern bank of the Frome near the road to 
Tincleton.

The cottage, itself stands-- almost hidden from sight
in the dense growths of its old garden-- . . . on the
edge of the wild Bockhampton Heath. You enter its 
garden up steep, rustic steps, and find its low-ceil- 
inged rooms stone-flagged and criss-crossed with beams. 
At the back, its walls, with small latticed windowsM 1

1. C. G. Harper, The Hardy Country, 2.
2. Richard Burton, op. cit. . 264.
3. J. C. Powys, Visions and Revisions. 213.
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look upon a lane leading into the heart of the wood
land; . . . .Branches of the enshrining trees touch 
the thatched roof and scrape the walls and the voices 
of the wind and of the woodlands reverberate from 
them; and when the sun goes down, the nocturnal 
orchestra of owls and nightingales strike up. It is 
an ideal spot for the birth of one whose genius ad 
bent are largely in the interoretation of Nature.
It is fitting spot for the birthplace of one who has 
described Nature as surely as it has never before been 
described, has pictured the moods of earth and sky, 
and has heard and given new significances to the 
voices of birds and trees, by the stubborn and in
tractable method of prose writing.

Egdon Heath has been accurately described by the
author in^his "The Return of the Native." It coincides
with the portrayal given by Mr. Harper:..

The swart abrupt slopes of Egdon Heath are seen on 
every side, now rising into natural hillocks mas
querading solemnly as sepulchral tumuli, now dipping 
into hollows where the rain-water collects in marshy pools and keeps green the croziers and fully-opened 
fronds of the bracken much longer than the parched 
growths, at the creft of these rises; andgagain 
spreading out into lit tie »scrubby plains. 'J

In his novels Hardy has freauently made many natural 
objects possess a fateful and almost sentient character. In 
such manner has he employed the description of the Roman
ampitheatre of Maumbury, at the farther or western extremi-

/ty of Dorchester, beside the road to Weymouth. It was to 1

1. D. G. Harper, op. cit.. 159-160.
3. Ibid., 138.
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Casterbridge, or Dorchester, what the ruined Coliseum is 
to modern Rome, and was nearly the same magnitude. It was 
not, however, a building, like the Coliseum, but rather a
vast amphitheatre formed by earthworks, "in a, sinister place."

"Little Hintock", of the Woodlanders. "one of those
sequestered spots outside the gates of the world, where may
be found more meditation than action, and more listlessness

2
than meditation," lies among vast hills and profound hol
lows, whose huge convexities and corresoonding concavities

«  I.

render this a district to be more comfortably traveled 
by the horseman than walked. Of the country of the Wood
landers we read:

Dense woodlands now begin to cover the levels, and 
the long ridge of down. . .grow stern, steep and 
threatening. To the left hand an isolated protuberance 
covered with treesK named Dungeom Hill, rises, dis
closing from its flanks peeps into the Vale of 
Blackmore. . . .An inn with the sign of "White Hart" 
stands on a flat road to King's Star Bridge, across 
rhe river hidden.

It is twenty-six miles from stately Sherborne, the 
Sherton Abbas of the Woodlanders. to where Weymouth sits 
enthroned on the margin of her circular Bay. There is a , 1

1

1. Ibid.. 71.
2. Thomas Hardy, The Woodlanders. 8.
3. C. G. Harper, on. cit. , 195.
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steep rise out of Sherborne and out of the Vale of Black- 
more to the chalk uplands at Minterne Magna.

Below, is the river Yeo, which is a small stream,
but its valley is deep and wide........ There is an
easy descent from the encircling hills to the long, 
scattered street of rustic cottages at Long Burton, 
whence the way lies across a dead level to where, six 
miles distant from this point, rise the bastions of 
the mid-Dorset heights, seen distinctly from here: 
Dogbury, with his convex clump of cresting trees, 
like a blue-black wig, High Stoy, where the ridge 
runs bare, with Nettlecomb Tout and Bullbarrow in the hazy distance.

The Weymouth or Budmouth road, as Hardy calls it, 
* *mentioned many times in the novels, is the chief means of

communication between the seaport station of Clavinium,
near Weymouth, and the inland* town of Durnovaria;

It runs on the level, bordered by the fine full- 
grown elms of one of Dorchester's many avenues,
Then it sets out with a grim straightness to clirnb 
to the summit of that geological spine, the Ridge
way, which places hb stubborn an obstacle on these 
nine miles or road that many a faint-hearted gil- 
grim from Dorchester fails to reach Weymouth.

However, this road seemed to be a favorite of 
Hardy's, just a,s the road under Nab Scar was a favorite 
of Wordsworth's.

Approaching Weymouth, Harper tells us that 1

1. Ibid.. 191.
2. Ibid.. 207.
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In a perfect segment of a circle, the Esplanade 
of Weymouth goes sweeping round to the harbour, 
with the North Point fort above, and, away out in 
the distance, that towering knob of limestone, the 
Isle of Portland. It is a stimulating view, and 
has generally other and even more stimulating con
stituents of Nature, for Wreymouth and Portland are 
places or arms, and the ships of the Navy are usually 
represented by a squadron of cruisers well in shore, 
with a brace or two of battleships coming, going 
or anchored easily in sight and numbers of those 
ugly, imp-like craft, torpedo-boats, flying hither 
and thither.

Of the town, itself, he gives the following com
ment :

4  t.

Weymouth very closely reflects the prosperity of 
a great era, in the Georgian streets, the quaintly 
bowed windows of private houses and the now old- 
world shop-fronts, many of them exquisite examples 
of the restrained taste andajtitude for .just pro
portion in design characteristic of that age. . . the age of Chippendale and Sheraton.

According to the same author Blackmore Vale, other
wise the "Vale of Little Dairies" of Tess of the D^rber- 
ville*s. is

A beautiful stretch of green bounded by Blandford 
and Minterne Magne, and the heights of High Stoy on 
the south, and by Shaftesbury, Wincanton, and Sher
borne on the north; including within its compa,ss 
Stalbridge and Sturminster Newton, together with 
a host of small villages. The natural outlet. . . * 1 2

1. Ibid.. 312.
2. Ibid.. 318.
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is the rail-way junction of Templecombe, which, be
yond being a mere junction., is also an exceedingly 
busy and bustling place for the receipt of all dairy 
produce in Blackmore.

On a lonely road overlooking the lofty downs of 
this Vale, Tess traveled to visit the parents of Angel 
Clare at Emminster. Here, she met Alec D'Urberville at 
a spot called "Cross-in-Hand," which is described in the 
novel:

Of all the spots on the bleached and desolate up
land this was the most forlorn. It was so far re
moved from the charm ̂ which is sought in landscape 
by artists and view-lovers as to reach a new kind 
of beauty, a negative beauty of tragic tone. The 
place took its name from a stone-pillar which stood 
there, a strange rude monolity, from stratum unknown 
in any local quarry on:, which was roughly carved a 
human hand. 2

Wessex is made up, however, of more than territori
al divisions; it is "a composite of many things, a harmony

*■* * ‘ 3of many traits, physical and moral, human and non-human."
Although, in the first dace, it is a physical background
of landscapes, with enveloping conditions of climate and
atmosohere, it also includes "an economic order, a social 1 2 3

1. Ibid.. 38.
2. Thomas Hardy, Tess of the D-?Urberville1 s. 125.
3. J. W. Beach, Technique of Thomas Hardy. 62.
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order, with its well-marked types and classes of men." 
Hardy portrays not only the manners, customs and modes 
under which men and women of Wessex live, in joy and 
sorrow, hut also their style of etiquette, philosophy 
and humor, Hardy has, with his sharpness of vision, 
penetrated the meanings of Wessex, composing its divers 
aspects. He seldom fails to fall into musical cadence 
in speaking of its more signal beauties.

A sense of the fundamental topography in the under 
lying anatomy of the landscape, which is predominant in 
The Return of the Native. The Woodlanders and Tess. is 
first impressed on the rea.der in Far from the Madding 
Crowd. Hardy tells us in the Preface that it was in his 
first book that

He ventured to adon£ the word Wessex from the pages 
of early English history,*and give it a fictitious 
significance as the existing name of the district 
once included in that extinct kingdom. The series 
of novels profected being maninly of the kind called 
local, they seemed to require a territorial definit
ion of some sort to lend unity to their scene.

In publishing his stories as the Wessex Novels, 
Hardy make many minute changes, esoecially in the greater 1 2

1

1. Ibid.,63.
2. T. Hardy, Far from the Madding Crowd. Preface
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use of the dialect, by way of thickening the Wessex at
mosphere, giving coherence to the whole series, and,

1as it were, putting his stamp on each member of it.
The story of Far from the Madding Crowd is

closely bound up with the normal incidents of country
life. J. W. Beach writes that there is a cuestion in
his mind as to whether, in designing this novel, the author
started with a setting and got himself a plot to suit it,
or vice versa. He comes to the conclusion that the author * I
started with the setting, which in turn "made" the plot.
We have, therefore, the emergence of a really convincing

istory, simultaneously with the emergence of Wessex. In
conceiving the idea, of a pastoral idyll which should
include many country scenes and occupations, Hardy re-

3,constructed "Wessex“.
In writing Far From the Madding Crowd. Hardy 

intended to compose an idyll of agricultural life, as he 
had composed a sylvan idyll in The Greenwood Tree; and he 
was moved solely by the sentiment proper to the lovely /
peaceful life remote from the insane huddle of the market. 1

1. M. E, Chase, Thomas Hardy, From Serial to Hovel. 98.
2. I. W. Beach, op. cit.. 50-60.
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Hardy introduced a much more gripping action in his 
pastoral setting than he had done in his sylvan one. He 
secured his plot and adjusted it to the circumstances 
and personal types of Weatherbury life.

That the characters themselves are of true agricul
tural or pastoral stamp we are assured in the scenes which 
furnish the key to the whole composition. Those scenes in 
which Gabriel Oak played his flute in his shepherd's hut
"a,s the Grecian shepherds sounded their oaten oipes" and

•*: »watched the stars and reckoned time from the top of Norcombe 
Hill on one St. Thomas' Eve prove that he is the indis
pensable and characteristic figure in those rural scenes.

The Dog-Star a,nd Aldebran, pointing to the restless 
Pleiades, were half-way up the Southern sky, and be
tween them hung Orion, which gorgeous constellation 
never burnt more vividly than now, as it soared above 
the rim of the landscapev Castor and Pollux with 
their quiet shrines were almost on the meridian; the 
barren and gloomy Square of Pegasus was creeping 
round to the northwest; far away through the plantat
ion Vega sparkled like a lamp susoended a.mid the leaf
less trees, and Cassiopeia's chair stood daintily poised 
on the uppermost boughs. 1 
"One o'clock", said Gabriel.

We see Oak walking in his hut to take up the new-/
born lamb, revived by the warmth of his fire,, or standing 
sorrowful on the brow of the hill beneath which lie the

1. Thomas Hardy, Ear from the Madding Crowd. 213.
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mangled carcasses of his flock. Again we see him presid
ing at the sheep-washing by the pool in the meadows, or 
at the sheep-shearing in the great barn, or lancing the 
stricken beasts with his own sure merciful hands. And 
when it was not the sheep, it was the grain which demanded 
his attention and care. It was he who saved the wheatricks 
from fire and rain; it was the trained eye of the watcher 
in the pasture that read the signs of the approaching storm. 
The toads crossing his path, the appearance of large-brown 
garden slugs and the black spider, together with the hud
dling together of the sheep, were to him magical warningsi
of Nature.

Perhaps the most living scene of drama in the
book is the scene in which Gabriel and Bathsheba thatch» >r ♦the wheatricks amid the incessant flashes of the storm.
The fearful crash and the sulphurous smell in the air 
when a tree is struck by lightning serve to impress the 
reader with the courage of Bathsheba,. The magnificence 
of the storm is not to be described in any words but/
Hardy's. He has skillfully portrayed the grandeur of 
the forces of Nature which keenly strike the heart of
the reader.
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A light flapped over the scene, as if re
flected from phosphorescent wings crossing the 
sky, and a rumble filled the air. It was the 
first move of the approaching storm.

The second peal was noisy, with comparatively little visible lightning........
Then came a third flash. Hanouvres of a 

most extraordinary kind were going on in the vast 
firmamental hollows overhead. The lightning 
now was the colour of silver, and gleamed in the 
heavens like a mailed army. Rumbles became rattl
es. Gabriel from his elevated position could 
see over the landscape at least half-a-dozen miles in front. Every hedge, bush, and tree was 
distinct as in a line engraving. In a paddock 
in the same direction was a herd of heifers, and 
the forms of these were visible at this moment 
in the act of galloping about in the wildest and 
maddest confusion, flinging their heels and 
tails high into the air, their heads to earth.
A poplar in the immediate foreground was like 
an ink stroke on burnished tin. Then the oicture 
vanished, leaving the* darkness intense.

............................................................................................................................................................................................................................................* ..................................................................................................................................................................................................Heaven opened then, indeed. The flash was 
almost too novel for its inexpressible dangerous nature to be at once realized, and they could 
only comorehend the magnificence of its beauty.
It sprang from'east, iyest, north, south. It was 
a perfect dance of death. The forms of skeletons 
appeared in the air, shaped with blue fire for
bones-- dancing, leaning, striding, racing around,
and mingling altogether in unparalleled confusion. 
With these were intertwined undulating snakes of 
green. Behind these was a broad mass of lesser 
light. Simultaneously came from every part of 
the tumbling sky what may be called a shout; since, 
though no shout came near it, it was more of thei 
nature of a shout than of anything else earthly.

*

The language of the characters is worthy of 
the open air in which they move and the wide horizons

1. T. Hardy, o£. cit.. 201-294
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on which they rest their eyes. They "deal boldly,"
like Wordsworth's nastoral ooet, "with substantial 

1things." Their manner of speech at first may strike 
the reader as somewhat awkward and unnatural, some
what formal and precise; but these squared and round
ed sentences become delightful on further reading.
The personal quality of the character is developed 
by their occupations to give special reality to the 
story ̂ and the various incidents of farm life give 
body and color to their relation.

It is Gabriel who sums up all the countryman's 
extraordinary weathers lore. Oak's was an element
al sympathy with nature; he spoke and understood 
her familiar language. The sky, the air, the 
behavior of every living creature he met, spoke 
of the approaching thunderstorm, and the cold 
rain which was to follow. This memorable pre
lude fills the'i-eader »himself with an almost elec
tric nervousness. The sheep knew all about the 
thunderstorm, but nothing of the cold rain; the 
creeping things were well aware of the discomfort 
of the rain, and were doing their best to hide away from it.

In giving us the life of the shepherd Hardy
4

begins with the bleak hillside where his hut is perch
ed, with the wind beating about the corners and claying 
its various tunes upon the trees, the grass, and the 
fallen leaves. •- 1 2

1. J. W. Beach, op,., cit. . 54.
2. T. Hardy, oja. cit. . 285-286.
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The thin grasses, more or less coating the hill, 
were touched by the wind in breezes of differing 
powers, and almost of differing natures,-- on rub
bing the blades heavily, another raking them 
piercingly, another brushing them like a soft 
broom. The instinctive act of human kind was to 
stand and listen and learn how the trees on the 
right and the trees on the left wailed or chaunt- 
ed to each other in the regular antiphonies of 
a cathedral choir, how hedges and other shapes to 
leeward then caught the note, lowering it to the 
tenderest sob, and how the hurrying gust then 
plunged into the south, to be heard no more.1

Such precision in the noting of natural phenomena
at all times and seasons is evident in many of Hardy's

•* Ipassages to which he has given a poetic cast, which was 
the result of the rhythmical pulsation of deep emotion. 
The minutely detailed and ̂ sympathetic nature-descriotion 
in which the interrelationship of man and the natural 
world was brought out proved to be one of the merits 
of Far from the Madding Crowd, a merit which assured
its permanent olace among the classics of the English3
novel.

Since it is true that a country yields up its 
intimacies and reveals itself to those living in 
its bosom in winter, storm, wind and night, it is

M
only logical that Hardy's story should place out-of- 1 2

1. Ibid.. 17.
2. S. C. Chew, o£. cit. . 46.
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doors and under black and stormy skies. This par
ticular setting and atmosphere account for the 
beauty and convincing air of Nature that invest 
the action of all of his works. It is the setting 
which gives the freshness of earth to the novels, 
which suggest the beauties of painting or of poet-
ry.

In the following passages Hardy has orolong-
ed the sensation of beauty by sliding into delicate 

< I
cadences.

It was now early spring--  the time of going to
grass with the sheep, when they have the first 
feed of the meadows, b'efore these are laid up
for mowing........The vegetable world begins to
move and swell and the saps to rise, till in 
the completed silence of lone gardens and track
less plantations, where everything seems help
less amid still after the bond and slavery of 
frost. *

Willcocks gives as the e pitóme of the whole
book the night sky that hangs above the hill where
Gabriel Oak is tending his lambing flock.

For there, if anywhere in literature, we have 
earth's beauty of starlight and dawn. The men 
and women in the book are dwarfed by the great 
background of the sky and earth as they would 
be in some vast temple of the gods. Never again

1. T. Hardy, op., cit. . 396.
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did Hardy reach the sheer beauty of this idyllic 
novel, because, as the current of his genius 
deepened, he became more and more involved in 
the passionate plight of mankind. The background 
persists in these later stories, but it has re- 
ceeded, till even in Tees we lose our sense of 
circling wheel of Nature's year in the loud 
throbbing of human pulses. But in Far from the 
Madding Crowd it is Orion^and Pleiades that give 
the keynote of the drama.

Leon Vincent tells us that in Far from the
Madding Crowd Hardy's art is tyrannical in that it
compels the reader to be interested in that which 

\ I 'delights him. As he says, "no one can ever again
pass a flock of sheep without being conscious of a
multitude of new thought* new images, new matters2
of comparison, after having read this novel."

Cunliffe values this novel as Hardy's real
ly great novel and-.-the one which secured his pos
ition. A sensational element is not absent, and by 
the side of rustic humor and pathos there was a firm
grasp of character and a powerful description of

3
natural phenomena. 1

1. W. C. Willcocks, on. cit. . 345.
2. Leon Vincent, op. cit.. 46.
3. J. W. Cunliffe, English Literature during

the last half Century. 51.
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Virginia Woolf writes that the hook was
magnificent in achievement.

The subject was right; the method was right; the 
poet and the countryman, the sensual man, the 
sombre reflective man, the man of learning, all 
enlisted to produce a book which, however fashions 
may chop and change, must hold its place among 
the great English novels. There is, in the first 
place, that sense of the physical world which 
Hardy more than any novelist can bring before us; 
the sense that the little prospect of man's 
existence is ringed by a landscape, which, while 
it exists apart, yet confers a deeo and solemn 
beauty upon his drama. The dark downland, made ed 
by barros of the dead and the huts of shepherds, 
rises against the sky, smooth as a wave of the 
sed, but solid and eternal; rolling away to the 
infinite distance, but sheltering in its folds 
quiet villages whose smoke rises in frail columns 
by day, whose lamps burn in the immense dark
ness by night. Gabriel Oa.k tending his sheep 
up there on the back of the world is the eternal 
shepherd; the stars are ancient beacons; and for 
ages he has watched beside his sheep,

But down in the volley the earth is full 
of warmth and life; the farms are busy, the ba.rns 
stored, the fields loud with the lowing of cattle 
and the bleating of shfeep. Nature is prolific, 
splendid and lustful; not yet malignant and still 
the Great Mother of labouring men.

In conclusion, Lionel Johnson writes, concernr
ing this work of art; 1

1

1. virginia Woolf, Second Common Reader. 270
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The richness of the world in wonder is opened 
before us; and we come to comprehend dimly and 
slowly, how the life of labouring men, away from 
the confused commerce of towns, is a life in 
which Nature plays a direct part, with what in
fluence upon soul and body, it is no light task 
to say. For crowds and miltitudinous traffic, 
these men have'the innumerable society of natural things, trees and wind and waters; they find 
companionship in creatures of the woodland and 
the field; their hopes, fears, experiences, 
sciences, their faith and loves, sorrow and 
hate, are nourished by the Mighty Mother.

I

s

*

/ 1

1. Lionel Johnson, op. cit.. 175.



CHAPTER VI

LIGHT AND SHADOW IN WORDSWORTH AND . HARDY

Light, as physicists inform us, is not some
thing which exists in itself apart from any sentient 
being. The external reality is not light; but the 
motion of certain particles, which, when they impinge 
on the eye and have been conveyed along the usual
nerves to the brain, are felt by the mind as light 

* $and result in the perception of light. It is not
therefore a purely objective thing, but something
produced by the meeting of certain outward motions

1
with a. perceiving eye.

Wordsworth's perceiving eye made much of 
light, as Hardy's perceiving eye made much of the 
lack of light. Some of Wordsworth's greatest creat
ions were a result of beholding "the sun rise up 
and bathe the world in light." The sonnet on West
minster Bridge is encompassed in a clear, penetra.ting 
light, in which the poet himself seems to radiate the' 
dawn with such lines as: 1

1. 0. M. Stewart, Physics for Secondary
Schools. 181.
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This City now doth, like a garment, wear 
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare,

1

Open unto the fields and to the sky;
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.
Never did sun more beautifully steep
In his first splendour, valley, rock or hill;

Even the setting sun is regarded by him as 
the dawn, but the "dawn of the night.". In the Tintern 
Abbey poem it is in the light of "setting" sun that 
he feels the Spirit of the Universe to dwell. Words
worth frequently refers £o "the turrets tipped with 
evening gold" and often he watched 

The golden beams of light
Flung from the setting sun as they reposed 
In silent beauty on the naked ridge 
Of a high eastern hill;

and in "The Prelude"
............... . . .the sun
Was set, and visible for many a mile
The cottage windows blazed though twilight gloom
. . .the stars
Eastward were sparkling clear, and in?the West 
The orange sky of evening died away.

Wordsworth, throughout his poetry, has shown 1

1. W. Wordsworth, "Lines Composed on West
minster Bridge," 269. ^

2. W. Wordsworth, "The Prelude," 634.
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that he not only held a deep interest in the return 
of the sun to human life and activity hut that he 
was filled with a feeling of cheerfulness in writing 
of dawn and day. He associates the sun with feel
ings of joy, to wit: “the sun's glad ray," “the heart-
cheering sun"; and "clear shines the glorious sun 

1above." In the "Green Linnet," a poem of "spring's
unclouded weather, with brightest sunshine round me
spread," the two concluding stanzas are a dazzle
and glimmer of bird wings and sunbeams. The ooet
adds color to his light in the description of the
whole day, as is portrayed in "Yarrow Revisited":

. . .while sere leaves
Were on the bough, or falling;
But breeses played, and sunshine gleamed 
The forest to embolden;
Reddened the fiery hue£, and shct2 
Transparence through the golden.

His most vivid midday sun passage is found 
in the lines in which he writes that as a boy he 
spent the summer day in "one long bathing," 1

1. W. Wordsworth, "Ode on Intimations of 
Immortality," 587.

2. W. Wordsworth, "Yarrow Revisited," 385.



113

Basked in the sun, and plunged and basked again 
Alternate, all a summer's day, or scoured 
The sandy fields, leaping through flowery groves 
Of yellow ragwort; or when rock and hill,
The woods, and distant Skiddaw's lofty height,
Were bronzed with deepest radiance stood alone 
Beneath the sky.

In the same book he has written,
. . .as a boy I loved the sunNot as I since have loved him, as a pledge
And surety of our earthly life.But for this cause, that I had seen him lay 
His beauty on the morning hills, had seen 2 
The western mountain touch his setting orb/

* The rising and Getting of the stars, so notice
able in a mountainous country, had a particular int
erest for Wordsworth, whî Le in Hardy's novels and poems 
the stars are rarely visible in his night scenes, 
and the nocturnal sky is overshadowed. The great 
number of feeling of Wordsworth's references to the 
moon, however, leave no doubt that he enjoyed her 
light even more than that of the starry heavens.
A passage wholly Wordsworthian in its intense inter
est in light is:

1.

2.

W. Wordsworth, "The Prelude," 635. 
Ibid., 636.
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. . .the clouds are split
Asunder, and above his head he sees
The clear Moon, and the glory of the heavens.
There in a black-blue vault she sails along, 
Followed by multitudes of stars, that, small 
And sharp, and bright, along the dark abyss 
Drive as'she drives: How fast they wheel away,
Yet vanish not 1 the wind is in the tree,
But they are silent; still they roll along 
Immeasurable distant; and the vault,Built round by those white clouds, enormous clouds. 
Still deepens its unfathomable depth.

Wordsworth speaks of the blue of heaven at night.
The "black-blue" of the lines above is only one of
many such phrases.

In the poem "The White Doe of Rylstone," 
brightness "overpowers" cplor, but without effect of 
pallor. Moonlight more than once lends a most im
portant spiritual value to the poems into which it
enters. Its influence pervades the fourth Canto of♦
the poem, heightening its charm to an unearthly 
beauty.

•Tis night: in silence looking down,
The moon from cloudless ether sees 
A Camp, and a beleaguered Town,

/ 1

1. W. Wordsworth, "A Night-Piece," 184.
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And Castle like a stately crown 
On the steep rocks of winding Tees;- 
And southward far, with moor between,
Hill-top, and flood, and forest green,
The bright Moon sees that valley small 
Where Rylstone's old sequestered Hall 
A verenable image yields 
Of quiet to the neighbouring fields;
While from one pillared chimney breathes 
The smoke, and mounts in silver wreaths.
The crows are hushea-for timely sleep 
The greyhounds to their kennel creep;
The peacock in the broad ash-tree 
Aloft is roosted for the night,
He who in proud prosperity
Of colours manifold and bright
Walked around, affrdfriting the daylight;
And higher still, above the bower 
Where he is perched, from yon lone Tower 
The hall-clock in the clear moonshine ^
With glittering finger points at nine.

Wordsworth could read "unutterable love" in
the face of the clouds, but as he grew older it seemed
to him that "though^clad in colours beautiful and*
pure, they were of the sky, and from our earthly 
memory faded away."

The rainbow was always a particular inspira
tion to Wordsworth. In the "Ode on Intimations of 
Immortality" we hear of the coming and going of ,
the rainbow with the beauty of the rose, the de
light of the moon in the bare heavens, the fairness

1. W. Wordsworth, "The White Doe of Rylstone," 395.
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of waters on a starry night, the glorious birth of 
the sunshine-- as one of the glories of the universe.

A very large proportion of Wordsworth's 
passages dealing with the appearances of water in
clude reflection, and his treatment is always happy. 
In Westmoreland and Cumberland the mountains owe 
much of their glory to the abundant waters that 
enrich every variety of scene with lake, tarn, stream
rill or waterfall. The water is a feature of the

* I.district which delights every observer, and to the 
native poet it is always of vital importance.

Wordsworth describes water as-bright, gleam
ing, clear or limpid, thirty-three times; and only 
twelve times does he refer to it as dark, shadowed 
or turbid. He has sparkling, dancing, glancing 
waves, laughing seas, eddying galls of foam, arrowy 
gleams, pools stirred by insects to dimples, lakes 
streaked or dappled by breeze, and sparkling foam.

The brief sentence in the "Ode on Intimations 
on Immortality"

Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair,

4
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brings to the mind's eye not only the splendor of 
the waters themselves but also their power of re
flecting the glory of the heavens. Wordsworth en
joyed the reflections in both still and broken water, 
and he liked the contrast of motion and stillness in 
reflected images.

In the following light-and-shadow picture 
the poet expresses his belief in the infinity of 
Nature:

There I beheld the emblem of a mind 
That feeds upon infinity, that broods 
Over the dark abyss, intent to hear 
Its voices issuing forth to silent light 
In one continuous stream.

Wordsworth's plane of color treatment is
that in which the poet, rising above the descriptive» ̂ * 
mood, at the full height of his inspiration uses
color as something so vital to that which he images
that he cannot regard it apart. In some of his
best work, Wordsworth employs color, indicated
perhaps by a single word, with an effect which is
due to a sort of symbolic value that the idea lends.
An example is the red rose in the "Song at the Feast
of Brougham Castle." s
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"From town to town, from tower to tower,
The red rose is a gladsome flower.
Her thirty years of winter past,
The red rose is revived at last;
She lifts her head for endless soring,
For everlasting blossoming:

Wordsworth was not a poet of the dark, but 
Hardy always read the universe in the same dark 
light. His nights are black, not blue, and his gloom 
is unrelieved. Hardy's works mingle light and 
shadow in oroportion to his conception of life.

* One could, no do&bt, realize the truth of 
Hardy's tragic nature if one ever wintered like 
poor desoairing Tess on the uplands of Flintcomb 
Ash, amid those "strange birds from beyond the 
North-Pole-- gaunt, spectral creatures with tragic
al eyes."---------- . ̂ *•

Hardy's favorite opening for a story is a 
landscape with a man or woman walking into it, us
ually hand in hand with sorrow, most often on a day 
in autumn when die afternoon is "closing in." The 
dark purple of the heath then penetrates the scene. , 1

1. W. Wordsworth, "Song at the Feast of
Brougham Castle," 203.
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In this excess of shadow, the reader is 
forced to.question whether or rot the artist has 
given the goodness of life a fair chance. Hardy 
employs light only to emphasize darkness, as J. W. 
Beach writes:

Hardy loves to note the effects of a small point 
of "bright light, with its rays soon dissipated in 
the surrounding gloom. He loves to show the 
gigantic figures of human figures about a fire, 
or "the wheeling rays" from a passing lantern 
cast on the ceiling of a room.
-» ILikewise in Far from the Madding Crowd.

The room was lighted only by the ruddy glow 
from the kiln mouth, which shone over the 
floor with the streaming horizonality of 
the setting sun, and threw upwards the shadows 
of all facial irregularities in those assembl
ed around........ The minutes glided by uncount
ed, until the evening shades began perceptibly 
to deepen, and the eyes of the group »fere but 
sparkling on thre>. surface of darkness.

Here there is a manifest predominance of the darker
colors in the work;, which calls for some explanation
of a theory of life which gives a sombre tone to the 1

1. J. W. Beach, Technique of Thomas Hardy. 79.
2. T. Hardy, Far from the Madding Crowd. 78.
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author's imaginings.
The description of the night sky that hangs

above the hill where Gabriel Oak is tending his
lambing flock is the epitome of the whole book. The
men and women in the novel are dwarfed by the great
background of sky and earth, as they would be in
some vast temple of the gods.

In the picture of the shearing-supper--
Oak piping on his flute while the shearers re
cline at their ease in the gathering twilight--
a*scene redolent of»the bucolic tradition of all 
ages, Hardy almost transcends his medium and 
approximates to those effects of light and 
color and composition that are accomplished by
the sister art of painting.s

If one stands today on the edge of the
Heath at the twilight hour, .just at the moment when
Darkness is conquering Light-- the moment chosen by♦
Hardy for his first chapter of The Return of the
Native-- one realizes its significance and its oos-

2
sibilities. H. T. Follett, in discussing the works 1

1. Lascelles Abercrombie, Thomas Ha.rdy; A 
Critical Study, 56.

2. W. L. Phelps, Essays on Modern Novelists, 45.
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of a group of modern novelists, makes this comment
concerning the above-mentioned masteroiece:

The first chapter of The Return of the Native 
raises a curtain on some mighty drama present
ly to he enacted in Shadow. The opening is one 
of those stupendous effects of mood which can 
only he compared to such things as the first 
scene of Hamlet or the prelude to Tristan and 
Isolde. Night and day struggle together in a sort of endless twilight.

Hardy's love of Shadow is illustrated in
his description of Eustacia. Vye's dark hair:

To^see her hair was to fancy that a whole 
winter did not contain darkness enough to 
form a shadow; it closed over her forehead ? 
like nightfall extinguishing the western glow.

There is cosmic quality iri this. With the reference<
to the fading twilight and to wintry darkness a 
curtain seems to rise for an instant behind Eustacia, 
and we catch a glimpse of the vast, unknown stretch 
of the universe beyond her. In a moment it fails 
and we are face to face with humanity again. This 
heroine seems to be a translation into flesh and blood 1 2

1. H. T. Follett, Some Modern Novelists. 147.
2. T. Hardy, The Return of the Native. 24.
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of the dark spirit that presides over the waste.
Hardy draws this parallel at some length in the 
chapter named "Queen of Night»" and even extends 
it to his heroine's appearance. She is "without 
ruddiness, as without pallor." Eustacia Vye is 
not, however, merely a, symbol but is decidedly 
one of Hardy's most real women, as Egdon Heath is 
one of his most real landscapes.

There is something more than a purely dec-
< t

orative harmony in Eustacia^s love of darkness, her 
prowlings at night, her stolen meetings with Wildeve 
at the edge of the dismal1pool into which he throws 
his signal-stone. There is a strange fittness in 
her death in Shadwater Weir on a night when the 
heath had unleashed ?'all its furies of darkness and 
storm.

The brilliant gambling scene in which 
Wildeve and Diggory Venn throw dice by the light 
of a lantern for Thomasin's money out on the heath 
in the night is immensely dramatic, with its accomp-'

4

animents of blackness and silence. Venn, the reddle-
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man, in the Mephistophelian garb of his profession, 
is a striking contrast to Wildeve's haggard face 
in the shadow outlined by the circle of poinies, 
known as heath-croppers, which are attracted by the 
light. The black moth flits on to the scene, ex
tinguishing the candlelight, and the two finish the 
game by the feeble light of the glow-worms.

Hardy's scenes of darkness and the sentiment 
associated with them give to each of his compositions 
a depth of imaginative appeal which would not derive 
from the main action taken by itself. It is the 
depth of poetic feeling, the depth we recognize as 
that of life itself.

J. W. Beach has given an excellent summary*
of The Return Of The Native. in which he points out 
the powerful role Shadow plays in this novel:

Every scene of the Native is overshadow
ed with the gloom, the'loneliness, the savage
permanence of the Heath........ The author ore-
sent s hi8 thought in night and storm. The story 
opens, sadly adagio, at cloudy twilight in ,
November, with the darkness of the heath drawing 
down night upon it before its time; and practic
ally all the scenes that follow in the first 
book are in the blackness of night, out-of-doors 
in the desert, starless, moonless, and with only
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the flicker of seasonal bonfires to add luridness 
and mystery to the figures of those who dance 
about the fire on Rainbarrow or talk in tense 
and muffled tones inside the bank and ditch 
of Captain Vye's at Mistover Knap. The bright
est coloring which Hardy admits into this com
position of blacks and browns is the green of 
fern fronds on a June day, proper to love-making. 
The story closes on another night in November, 
with "rain, darkness and anxious wanderers" 
feeling their way across the featureless waste 
by the help of footsoles long used to paths 
that cannot be seen by the eye, and drawn to
gether about the rain-flooded pool where men and 
women struggle for life in the darkness.

In all of Hardy'I poems and novels the scenes
in which the darker pigments predominate are invariable
scenes of massive power and beauty. His art lies
in his ability to produce in a world of gloom, a
forceful and brief assertion of light, which is
intensified by the contrast produced by its surround-*
ing shadows.

In writing "The Darkling Thrush" Hardy caught 
his inspiration in the singing of an aged thrush in 
a copse that was "spectre-grey." It seems that Ha.rdy 1

1

1. J. W. Beach, ojd. cit.. 76.
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very frequently dips his brush into the darker tints and
daubs them on a picture which, at first, appears to
be brightly-hued, as is evident in the opening verse of
"The Upper Birch-Leaves:"

Warm yellow-green 
In the blue serene,
How they skip and sway
On this autumn day l
They cannot know
What has happened below,-
That their boughs down there
Are already quite bare,
That their own will be 
Wtfen a week has passed,- 
For they jig as in glee 
To this very last.̂ -

The following linses from "The Wind's Prophecy" 
illustrate that the poet-novelist selected a voc
abulary of a dimmer light and drabber color than 
did Wordsworth, whose choice was almost entirely of 
bright and colorful words. The poem is a good ex
ample, because it contains a number of Hardy's 
light-and-color words:

I travel on by barren farms,
And gulls glint out like silver flecks
Against a cloud that speaks of wrecks, •
And bullies down with black alarms. 1

1. Thomas Hardy, "The Upper Birch-Leaves," 476.
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A distant verge morosely gray 
Appears, while clots of flying foam 
Break from its muddy monochrome,
And a light blinks up far away.

From tides the lofty coastlands screen 
Come smiting like the slam of doors,
Or hammerings on hollow floors,As the swell cleaves through caves unseen.

The all-prevailing clouds exclude 
The one cuick timorous transient star; 
The waves outside where breakers are Huzza like a mad multitude.
•  ̂ • • • • • • ♦ $ ■ ........ ..
Yonder the headland, vulturine,
Snores like old Skrymer in his sleep, 
And every chasm and every steep , Blacken as wakes each1pharos-shine.

/

1. Thomas Hardy, "The Wind’s Prophecy,'’ 464.



WORDSWORTH»S LIGHT AND COLOR WORDS

alabaster bloom cloud-lovingalbinos blooming cloudsamaranthine blooms cloud-sequesteredamber blot cloud-streaksazure blots cloud-wooingbloted cloudybar (blue bar of blush coal-blacksolid cloud) blushed colorbeam blue coloredbeamed blue-breeched coloringbeaming brazen colorsbeamless brightest coralbeamiy bright-eyed crescent-moonbedimmbd bright̂ -haired cressetbedimming brightly cressetsbedims brightness crimsonbespangled brilliant crimson-spottedblack bronzed crystalblack-blue brown crystallinebaackened browner crystalsblackening burn
blackens burned dapoledblacker burning dapplingblackest banished darkblackness * dark-blueblanch candle-light dark-brownblaze carnation darkenblazed cerulean darkeningblazes chalky darkerblazing checquered darkestbleach checquering dark-eyedblind checquers dark-greenblinded cherry darkling
blinder cheery darklyblindfold clear-blue darkness
blinding clearer darksome
blindly clearest dawn
blindness clearly-dawned dawned
blink (stars) clearness dawningblood clear-shining dawn-light
blook-drop clear-sighted. dawns



bloodless clear-white day
blood-red cloud days
blood-reeking cloud-cs.pped day's
blood-stained cloudless days'
bloody cloud-like day-break
day-light duller film
day-spring dull-red filmy
day-star dusk f ire
dazzle dusky fire-clad
dazzled dusky-browed fireless
dazzles dusky-white fire-like
dazzling dyed fires
deep-yellow (earns) f ire-side
deepened earth-sullying f ireworks
deep quiet gloom ebon flame
deepening eclipse flame-eyed
(soft gloom) eclipsed flames

deepens eclipsing flame-ward
(evening deepens) flaming

into night) embers flash
deeper embrowned flashed
(than Tyrian dye) * flashing

deepest empuroled flashes
(purple-bronzed) fleece-white

with deeoest radiance) florid (hues)
deeoly Erebus flush
depth eve flushed
tazure depth of shade) foam

diamond even foam-balls
diamonds evening foamed
diaphanous evening-moon foaming
dim evening's foam-lit
dim-discovered evenings foamy
dim-eyed even-tide fogdim-gleaming extinguish fresh
dimmed extinguished freshen
dimmer fresher
d immest fade freshness
dimming faded frost
dimness fades frost-built
dim-seen fading frosting
dim-twinkling faint frost-like
distinct fainter frosts
distinctly faintest frosty.



distinctness
distinguishable
distinguishes
distinguishingdrearydrearier
dreariest
drearinessdull
dullestgemmed
gemsgem-like
ghastly
ghost-like
(image ofa cloud)
gild 4gilded
gilding
gilds
gilt
glance
glancesglancing
glare
glaresglaring
glassglassed
glassy
glazed (eve)glead
gleamgleamed
gleaming
gleams ■
gleamyglimmer
glimmering
glimmered

faintly 
fallow-deer 
far-beaming 
far-descried far-seen 
fierce (orb's abate their 
glare)
fiercest (sun)fieryglorify
gloriousglory
glossglow
glowed
glowingglowfe
glow-wormgold
golden
golden-haired 
gorgeous 
grain-tinctured 
grass-green 
green 
greener 
.greenest greenness 
green-grown 
green leaved 
green-sward green-tinged 
green-wood 
greygrey-beard
grey-clad
grey-hairedgray-headed
gules

fulgent 
full (moon) 
full-orbed
galaxygaudsgaudy
gay
gayest
gemhue
hues
ice
ice-built icy 
illume 
illuminate 
illuminating 

. illumination 
illuminated image 
imaginary 
images 
imagery 
imbut 
imbues 
imbuedindistinctlyinflamed
interlunar
invisibleinvisibly
Iris
irradicate
irradiation
.jet
jewel
joy-flushesJove



130

glimpse
glimsesglinted
glisten
glistened
glistening
glistenings
glistens
glitterglittered
glittering
glittersgloom
gloomier
gloomiestgloomy
glooms <gloriesglorified
liveliest
liveliness
livelyliving
luciferluminary
luminous
lunar
lurid
lustre
lustres
lymph
mantle many-tinted 
marble (neck) 
Mars mellow
(light, a freshening lustre 
mellow 
mellowing mid-day 
mild

half-extinguish 
half-moon 
half-seen half-veiled 
halo
harebell (eyes) haze 
hazel hazy 
heaven heaven* s 
heaven-lit heavenly 
Hesperus hill-shadow 
hoar
hoar-frost hoaryhoar-headed 
mornings 
morning-star 
raountaih-shades mountain-snow 
mountain-sunbeams murlsy
n^gress 
negro * 
never-fading never-sullied 
night 
.nightfall 
nightfire night’s
(ethereal blue) 
night's (sta.rless gloom) 
night-time 
noon
(cheerful)
(glare of) blaze of) 
noonday

keen
keenly
kindle
kindling
kindlings
lamp
lamp-lighter
lantern
lanternslaurel-shaped
leaf-green
light
lightening
lightenings
light* slimoid
livelierpale
pale-bluepale-faced
palenesspaler
pale-visagedpallid
paly
partit-colored
pea-green
pears
pearls
pearly
pearly-whitePhoebuspictured
picturespink
pink-vested
planet
planetaryplanet * s
planets
Pleiads



moonlight 
(fascinations mild)
mild and small
mildermildly
mildly-gleamingmilk-white
Milky-Way
mirrow
mirrorsmist
mists
mi stymoon
moonbeammoon-illumined
moonlessmoonlight
moonlight-loving
mornmorning
redbreastsred-brown
red-cross
red-deer
redden
reddened
reddeningred-haired shadowy 
red-hat red-ribboned 
reflect reflected 
reflection 
reflections 
reflects 
reflex (of a star 
refract (in rainbow 
hues the rest
less fires) 
resplendent 
rich (golden 
verdure, rich and dazzling

noontide
obscureobscurities
obscurityo1ershadeo1ershadow
olive green
orangeorb
orbs
Orion
outshineoutshining
overshadow
paint* painted 
painter 
painter's 
paints(checqmered bow
that paints sky)sallow
sapphirescarlet
sea-green
self—illuminedshadowed
shadows
shady
sheen
shine
shines
shining
shonesilver
silver-brightsilver-collared
silvered
silvering
silver-rimmed
silvery
Sirius
skies
skysky-built

poppy (ad3 )pure
purestpurer
puritypurpled
purplingpurpereal
radiance 
radiant 
rainbow 
rainbow-arched 
rainbow-colored rainbow's 
rainbows' raven's
(in color like raven's wing) ray 
rays
redbreast
sombre
sombroussootyspangled
sparksparkle
spa.rkles
sparkling
sparkles
sparks
specks
speechlessspells
spectral
(lakes bemock-
ing thirsty mensolendid
splendidly
splendour
splendour's
splendoursspot
spotless
spotsspotted
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sheen) sky's spottingrichly smiling (plot of stain(how richly green; sea fair stainedglows the wa smiling lights, stainlesster ' s "breast) the purple hills stainsrime illumine) starsrimy smoke star-lightrose smokeless star-crownedrose-"bud smoke-wreath starlessroseate smoking star-brightroses smoky starlikerosy snowy starryrosy-cheeked snow-clad starry-soottedrubies snows steam (breathedruby snow-white a pale steam a-ruddy snowy round glaringrusset sober (coloring) hills)rusty soil (lips colored steaming lake
like the soil) (rills)

subtle soiling steeled (waters)subtle-blue solemn (coloring of still-twinklingsaffron the night; effulgence)
stormy-fire tinged vividlystreak tints vividnessstreaked torches
streaks translucent wanStygian transparence wanesullen i;ransoarency waned
sullenly (glaring) turbi& waningsullied twilight weather-stainssullies twilights white
sully twinkle white-cliffedsun twinkles whitened
sun-beam twinkling whitenesssunbeam's twinklings whitening
sunbeams Tyrian (eyes) whitens
sun-bright whiter
sun-burnt unbedimmed white-rimmed
sun-gilt unblemished (noon)white-robed
sunless unburnished white-wleeved
sunlight undazzled whitest
sunlike undef iled
sun-lit undimmed yellow
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sunny undi scerning(night) yellowest
sun-proof undiscoloured yellowed
sunrise undyed yellowing
sun's unenlightened
suns’ unextinguished
sunset unfaded
sunshine unfadingsunshining unillumined
sunshiny unmellowed (light)
sunward unseen
swan-like unshaded
taper unstained ■
taper-light unsillied
taper-lights 
taper* s veil (of glory for
tapers the ascending moon)
tawny 4 veiled
tawny veins
tender (green) Venus
three-strioea verdant
(banner) verdure
thunder cloud vermeil,
tincture (clouds vernulion
of all tincture) Vesper
tinge violet
tinged vivid

» y, *

1

1. A. Mead, Four Studies in ^ordsworth, P. XII-XV.
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HARDY'S LIGHT AND OOLOR WORDS

abysmal firesadamantine
aeryaethereal 
agedaggrieved
air-blue
airyall-eclipsing
aloofamorphous
ancient,antiqueapple-green
ashashlared
ashyashy (clouds)
auburnaureate
baffling gloombalachined
bald
baleful
barebarrenbattle-breathingbay-red
beaded
beambeamed
beamingbeamless
beamybe spangled
bitingbitterest

blazing-blueblazoned
bleak
bleaker
bleakest
blearilyblind
blinded
blindingblindly
blood
bloodyblooming
blue
blue-black blurred 
blustering boiling-ball 
bony 
Boreal 
breaking 
breezily "briar-meshed 
brilliant-budded 
brimly-trundled 
brown 
browner 
brownest brown-tressed 
brown-mud 
burning-towers
candid
chamomileschaotic-skyful
charred
chasmal-be,'utychastened

clammyclay-made
clear-sunned
cleaving
cloud-colourscloudy
coffined-claycoiled
coldly
colourless
comely
constellated-daisiescoppery
coppicesopse-clothed
corpse-cold moon
corpse-likecotton-hooded
cozy
craggy clouds
crashing
crackingcrass-creeping
crescent.crimson *crystal
cunningly
curtain-faced
daisied
dank
darkdarkened
darkening
darkest
darkness-overtakingdawnlight
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black
black-blue
blacken
blackening
blackest
blanchedbland
blasted
dew-dampsdew-dashed
dicingdim-coloured
diminished
dimlydingydipping-blaze
dire
dirge-llkedismantled
distantdistraught
dolesomedolorous
doom
doomstersdowdy
downcastdownland
downwards
drabdraggled
drear
dreary
drou thy
dry
dulldull-hued 
dully
dumb
dun-tiling
dust-paven

cheerily
cheerlessness
chilling
chillingly
chilly-raychrome
circling-gleamsclamoured
emeraldenglamoured
engulohing
enkindlingenlightened
ensanguined
evanescenteve
eveningevening's frosty 
ever-green 
eveless 
eyelessly
faded
fading
faery-likefaintfaintlierfair-eyed
far *
fathomless
fatuous
feeblefeeble-mistferny
few
fiercefiercer
fiercest
fiercely
filmyfire-flecked

dead
deader
deadestdeath's-gin
decayed
decayingdefaced
fragil
frail
(as a filmy
gossamere)frigid
frost
frosting
frost-likefrosts
frozen
fulgentfulgid
fulling-moonfunereal
fury-fires
gamboling
garish
gar i slWbr ightne s sgarishly
gaunt
gauze
ghastly
ghost-like
ghost-whitegild
gilded
gilded-gear
gipsy-like 'glazed
gleam
gleaming
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dusty
dying
earth
earthen
earthy
earth-clogged
earth-god's
earthen-brown
ebonebony
eerily
effeugence
effulgentelf in
embersemblazoned
embrownedgrayly
greatgreen
greener
greenest
greenness
gre en-canop i edgreen-gowned
green-grown
green-leaved
green-wood
greenish-yellow1''
greygrey-bearded
grey-gowned
grey-haired
grey-headed
glibegriefless
grieved
grim
grime
gross
grotesque
growlinggruffly
gusty

dire-gnawed
fire-tred
fitful
flarnbeauxs
flameless
flapping
flashing
fleetin-phantomflawless
flickering
lower-fair
flower-petaled
gloweringfloweryflushed
foreign
forlorn
foul 5hazedheeding
hideous
high-heavinghigh-lighted
high-lighting
hobblinghorny
horrid
,hpt -blooded
hues *humid
ice
icicily
icy
illilluminateilluminated
illumineimbued
incarnadine
incipientimpotent
insidiousintervolved
intolerable loominginvisible

gloam
gloaming
glory-gleamglum
glumlygnarledgold
gorgeous
gorgeously-embossedgoring
goringly
gossamery
grassygray
grayinggrayish
graying
grayingly
kindleskindling
lamp-lit 
lamp-worm's lucency 
lank
lantern-bearinglate
lawless
leaden
leafless
leaf-strewn
leaping-star
leopardinelight
lightening
lightenings
lightening-bladelightning /
lithe
lone
lonely
lonesomelong
long-suffering
lorn
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hag-ridden
haloe-bedeckedhaloes
half-passed
half-sunny
half-tri stfulhallow
hallowed
hammering
haplesshard
harrowed har sh 
bate 
hates 
hate's 
haunted
maiden-green meadsmangled
marble
mechanicmere
meteor-likemildewed
milk-white
mirage-mistsmiserablemistmistymist-bow
moon
moonbeammoon-ray
moonblendedmoon-eyed
moonless
moonlight
morning-starmordy
mouldymothy
mournful

invisibly irised 
iris-hued 
irom
irradiate
ja d ej aded
jarring
jasper
jet-blackjocund
joyless-hued
keen
keenly
kindleold
olden
ominousopal .
orange
ostrich-featheredover-brimmingovershadowed
. -pain pale * 
palely 
pale-riband 
pale-sheen 
palpitating pallidly 
passioned 
pelting 
pernicious 
phosphor 
phosphorescent physic-wine pinched 
pink
pink-clad

loss
loud
love-light
love-wornlow
lower
low-laid
lucid
luckless
luminouslunarlurid
lustreless 
lymphat i c-pall a-
mad
magicrare
rattlingrayed
rayless
red-ravagered-veined
regretfulrich-redrigid
ripplingroserose-red
rose-flushrosy
rottenroundruddy
rue
ruined-hues russet 'rusty 
rusty-red 
ruthless
sable-sad
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muggymulti-marbled.
murkymyrtle-green
nebulous-flame
nightfallnight-fires
night-wind whines
noiseless
noonnoondaynoontide
northernnut-coloured
nymphean

4.
obliterateobliviously
obscureobscurity
ochreous
sheensshadow
shadowed
shadowsshadowy
shamefulshiningshudderful
shy-snowdrops
sick
silentsilver-lined
sinister
skyslighted
slimed
slimysloe-black 
slow still 
slower sluggish

piteous placid 
plighted 
poet1s polished
pompous-peri style
poor
poorlypoppy-headed
prancing
prickingpristine-glow
profile
promptpurblind
quaint
quick
radiance 
radiant 
rambling 
spiny 
spongy springtide spritely 
stained 

’ ?,stale * 
star stars 
starry star-blink starless starving-sod 
statuesque 
stealthy 
steamless steeled 
steely
stiffling-air
stingy
stone

sackcloth-clad
sad
sad-seared
saffronsalamandrinesallow
salt-edged
sapphire
scantiest
scarletscenic-crieze
sea-green
sea-mutterings
seerlyself -shadowedsepulture-lidsepulture-clad
serene
sereward
shagged
shaking gap
tangled
tarnished brass
tawny
tediousterrene
terrestrial
thickening
thin
thinningthistledown
thymytinseltiny
toil-tired torpid 
torpidity transport-tossed 
translucent tree-god's 
trembling-tears tremulous
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smartersmeared
smiling
smode
smokeless
smokysnow
snowssnowy
snow-bound
snow-conessnow-flaked
snowy-down
snugsoftly
sootysore
sore-grieved
sorrowfulsparkled
sparklessparkling
sparklings
speciousspectre-grey
spectralveredant
verdure
vernal
violetviolet-zenith
vividlesswhirringwhite-stonedwind
winter
wild, wet nights 
wornwrinkled , 
yellowing

stony
stone-deafstorm
stormy
strange-eyed
strangely-wi stful
stridentstringy
stygian
subtle
sudden
sullen
summer-seemingsummery
sun-cast
sunless
sunlit
sunset-shinesweating
sweet
sweet-spelling sylvan
tacit
taciturntainted
wailfulwan
wan-lit
war-worn
wastingwatery
whitewhite-wreathed
wind-swept
wintry
witheringwrackedyellow
yew-arched bed

tropic-burned
troublesometurbulenttusky
twilight's
umbereding
unblooming
unlooms
unconsciousuncouth
unfolding
undemptunmerited
tinpleasantly
unslumberingunstayed
untidied
unwittingly
unwontedlyunworthy
vacantvain
vastveiled
weak
webby, waxing 
and waning things) weird
weird-lightweirdly
white-shouldered wilted wind-tugged winy-red 
wormwood ' wretched 
yellowed 
zephyr's



CHAPTER VII

APPLICATION OF PRINCIPLES IN THE "PREFACE" TO LYRICAL 

BALLADS TO WORDSWORTH’S "TINTSRN ABBEY" POEM AND HARDY'S

WOODLANDERS

Wordsworth's contribution to the Lyrical 
Ballads reveals two classes of poems, one in which 
the poet is chiefly concerned with Man and the other 
in which he is primarily interested in Nature a.nd 
Nature's relation to Ma$i. The fundamentals of his 
philosophy are contained in this second class of 
poems. There are four brief poems, all breathing

i
this same spirit, which manifest the poet's remark
able power of "seeing into the life of things", and 
furnish a stepping stone to "Lines Composed a few
Miles Above Tintern Abbey,"--a longer production--
which stands at the high-water mark of Wordsworth's 
Nature poetry.

"Lines Written in Ee.rly Spring," "To My 
Sister," "Expostulation and Reply," and "The Tables 
Turned" give expression to the poet's intuition of 
Nature a.nd emphasize the contrast between the natural 
and human world. In these classical poems Man is
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inseparably bound up with a Nature teeming with energy 
and pervaded by love. Her spirit is so strong that it 
incites Man to moral resolution and endeavor and fills 
the role of a superior teacher.

The Tintern Abbey poem deserves special consider
ation in connection with this chapter because it is 
Wordsworth's best declaration of his creed concerning 
Nature and Man. As F. H. Myers has classified this
masterpiece:

<  I.

The Lines Written Above Tintern Abbey 
have become, as it were, the 'loops classicus' 
of consecrated formulary of the Wordsworthian.
They say in brief what is iŝ the work of the poet's biographer to say in detail.

Concerning the circumstances under which "Tintern 
Abbey" was written, Wordsworth says:

* 5 *No poem of mine *was composed under circum
stances more pleasant for me to remember than this.
I began it upon leaving Tintern, after crossing the 
Wye, and concluded it .just as I was entering Bristol 
in the evening, after a ramble of four or five days 
with my sister. Not a line of it was altered and 
not any part of it written down till I reached Bristol. 
It was published almost immediately after in the 
little volume of which so much has been said, in these notes, the Lvrical Ballads. as first pub- , 
lished at Bristol by Cottle' . 2

W. Knight, editor, Poetical Works of Words-
F. H. Myers, Wordsworth, 33.

2.
worth. I,

1 .

155.
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The Abbey, the key to the landscape which in
spired the "Lines,” has been described by H. W. Ma.bie:

Tintern has a, poetic charm due to its seclusion, 
the detachment of its ruined grandeur from modern 
association, the wild loveliness of the Wye which 
flows past it in a half-circle, the hill which rises beyond it, and the Severn which runs to the sea be
yond the sight but within the vision. In the romantic beauty which secures great effects on a small 
scale and, in one of the most densely populated 
countries, keeps an air of that sacred orivacy be
tween God and Nature in which poetry has its un
failing spring, Tintern Abbey is unique. Despoiled in detail, its beauty seems more complete and im
pressive than that df many a perfect church. The 
nobility of its naked structure, the ascendings 
symmetry of its aspiring lines, the sense of native strength and indestructible solidity which it con
veys, conspire to open the imagination to the poetry of its devastated majesty and its buried 
history.To Wordsworth it made the double appeal 
of natural beauty and of religious association, 
and it was characteristic of him to describe with 
almost unrivaled power of suggestion the neighboring 
landscape as it "'lay before the eye.

During the five years which had elapsed since 
Wordsworth’s first visit to the Wye, in company with 
Robert Jones, the poet remembered the "beauteous forms" 
of that lovely country. Although he was far away from 
them and engrossed with living an unsettled life, they 1

1. H. W. Mabie, Introduction to~Notable Poems. 61.
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yet ministered to his soul. From the poem one learns
that their influence brought peace and tranquillity
to his soul and created in him a "mystical and consoling
mood" in which he was able to catch a vision of the
inner nature of things.

............ that blessed mood,
In which the burthen of the mystery,
In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all this unintelligible world,
Is lightened:--that serene and blessed mood
In which the affections gently lead us on,
Until, the breath 0 $ this corporeal frame And even the motion of our human blood 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul:While with an eye made quiet by the power 
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,
We see into the life of things.̂ -

These lines show that a mystic mood is super-induced
by Nature, mediately, through the power of Memory,* ♦rather than by direct contact with Nature.

In this poem, Wordsworth has expressed, with 
full consciousness, a change brought about by years 
in his outlook upon Nature and the World. The rap
tures of his ea,rlier manhood have faded, like the 
"glad animal movements" of his youth; he feels only 
profound joy by the "abundant recompensation" he

1. W. Wordsworth, "Lines Composed A Few Miles
Above Tintern Abbey." 206.
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has gained.
During those dark and despairing days of the 

French Revolution Wordsworth again turned to Nature 
for consolation:

.....................If thisBe but a vain belief, yet, of 1 how oft 
In darkness and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless daylight: when the fretful stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,Have hung upon the beatings of my heart 
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,
0 sylvan Wye I thou wanderer thro’ the,woods,How oft has my spirit turned to thee l 1  

< IThe foregoing lines are proof that the poet firmly 
believed in Nature's spirit. The "lovely forms" coming 
to him through memory proved to be his refuge in dis
appointment and sorrow. Throughout the entire poem 
he approaches the moving commonplaces of the human lot 
by daily contact with the lives and habits of men a.nd 
the forces and magical apparitions of external Nature. 
The reader is skillfully led by the poet into inner
moods of settled peace and truth, "the depth and

3no the tumult of the soul."

In this poem Wordsworth is conscious of the Past, 1 2

1. Ibid.. 206.
2. J. Morley, Studies in Literature. 49.
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Present and Future. He has a "sense of present pleasure,"
hut an agreeable consciousness that the present moment
has promise for the future. On his first visit to
thf> Wye, Nature was "all in all" to the poet. Her
forms were an appetite: he loved them; and their
beauty and sublimity appealed to his senses. On his
present visit to the Wye, Nature awakened feelings and
thoughts which led him "to Man with his spiritual bur- 

*■ Iden, chastening a.nd subduing his soul." While behold
ing Nature he often hears

The still, sa.d music of humanity,
Nor harsh nor gratingthough of ample power To chasten and subdue.

In the above lines Wordsworth describes how Nature has 
become for him an org&n of perception for thing's be
yond herself. The poet, now reads a deeper meaning 
in Nature. He heard the voice in the murmuring brook; 
he saw a look behind the surface of the woods and 
groves; and the music of the consecrated shrines of 
Nature is the "still, sad music’ of humanity." He

M

has made it beautiful in it sadness, and one would not

1. W. Wordsworth, on. cit. . 206.
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change it for the trill of the skylark’s bliss, if
one could. The poet makes us realize that the music
is not human music only but is the solemn chant of

1the living Spirit of God.

and emotional life, Professor Sneath offers this 
criticism:

He has gained such an insight into her real life that he has felt 'a presence' disturbing him 'with 
the joy of elevated thought.' He has had a sense 
of an all-oervading Spirit in Nature, in such close 
relations to his soul as to awaken a sublimer con
sciousness of its imminence and activity, both in 
Nature and in Man, than he had ever before experienced. In it both things and men live and move and 
have their being. It is because of this sublime and profound insight that he regards Nature with 
such deep affection. This is why he finds in her an anchor for his noblest thoughts, a 'norse,' a 'guide,' a 'guardian' ofghis heart, and the very 
soul of his moral being.

complete expression of Wordsworth's conception of 
the Nature of Reality.

Of Nature affecting the poet's intellectual

«following lines may be fond the most

And I have felt
A presence that disturbs me with the joy Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime 1

1. R. A. Arm'strong, Faith and Doubt in the 
Century's Poets. 37.

2. E. H. Sneath, Wordsworth. 128.
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Of something far more deeply interfused,
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,And the round ocean and the living air,And the blue sky, and in the mind of man:
A motion and a spirit, that impelsAll thinking things, all objects of all thought,And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still 
A lover of the meadows and woods,And mountains; and of all that we behold 
From this green earth; of all the mighty world
Of eye, and ear,--both what they half create,
And what perceive; well pleased to recognise 
In nature* and the language of the sense The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian^of my heart, and soul 
Of all. my moral being.

The poet has written of a* Spirit pervading all Nature,
and of Nature as ministering to Man's soul; but in
this poem he has brought this Universal Spirit into
such close relationship with him a.s to conceive of the
human mind as its dwelling place, and of the Spirit
itself as the impelling power of human thought. In*
short, he identifies this omnipresent Spirit with the 
activity of things and minds.
This Presence is

A motion and a spirit, that impelsAll thinking things, all objects of all thought,
And rolls through all things. /

1. W. Wordsworth, op. cit. . 206.
3. Ibid.. 206.
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"'"Lines Composed a Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey“/ 
not only sums up all that Nature and Man meant for the 
poet, but also all that Alfoxden had meant for him.
His activities here, during thirteen months, reached 
their fitting consummation in this ooem. In compos
ing these lines the ooet emphasized that he is not 
merely a ooet of Nature alone but a poet of Nature 
"wedded to Man." The poem, so fresh in feeling, evinces 
a stylê  which is at once ̂ plain, bare, sheer, noble, 
intimate, impassioned, and penetrated with the beauty 
of the thought expressed. It conveys its meaning in

- ian exquisitely elaborate language of magical power,
which is a model of the real music of blank verse.

These lines/impress on us the fact that » ̂
Wordsworth does not conceive individual things poss
essing soul but rather conceives a Universal soul 
present in all things J  In paying a kindly tribute to 
Dorothy in thought, for her faithfulness in ministering 
to him, he again gives expression to his regard for

1

Nature.
............ And this prayer I make,Knowing thet Nature never did betray
The heart that loved her; 1 tis her privilege,Through all the years of this our life, to lead
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From joy to joy: for she can so inform
The mind that is within us, so impress
With quietness and beauty, and so feed
Feed with lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all The dreary intercourse of daily life,Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb 
Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold Is full of blessings.

The closing lines of the immortal poem tell us 
that the poet had worshipped at Nature's shrine for a 
long time,

. 4. .......... wi]ft thou then forgetThat on the banks of this delightful stream
We stood together; and that I, so long
A worshipper of Nature, higher came
Unwearied in that service: rather say
With wa.rmer love--oh1! with far deeper zeal
Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forgetThat after many wanderings, many years
Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,And this green pastoral landscape, were to me P
More dear, both for themselves and for they sake!

* 9 *His genius is illustrated in these lines when he merges 
his observation with his vision. He saw things with 
perfect clearness and divined with penetrating direct
ness at the same time.

In the preface to the Lyrical Ballads Wordsworth

1 .

2.

Ibid., 207 . 
Ibid.. 207.
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described rather than defined poetry as "the breath 
and finer spirit of all knowledge," In "Tintern Abbey" 
he rises easily into this higher region where lives 
and moves the soul of things. According to Matthew 
Arnold, "Wordsworth applies the greatest ideas to life 
and brings the world and the soul together until they 
are once more whispering together of immortality."

Paul Elmer More grants that "Tintern Abbey" 
remains in the memory 0$ every lover of poetry today, 
but he writes:

I cannot, in the first place, convince myself that 
the parts of Tintern Abbey, if carefully considered 
do not contradict one another, that the sentiment of the lines which find the mystic charm of nature in 
its power to voice "still, sad music of humanity " 
is quite congenial with that of the passage which 
presents this same nature as a consolation for "the 
sneers of selfish men"* and "the dreary intercourse 
of daily life." There is likely always to be this 
irreconcilable contradiction between the general sympathy and the particular distaste of the en
thusiast who sees the mystery of mankind refracted 
through the mist of setting suns. The illusion 
of the Nature-worshipper aod the deception of the humanitarian spring, indeed, from the same sub
stitution of revery for judgment, and it is worthy 
of remark that Wordsworth,, who mused so pathetically 
on the lot of the dalesmen about him had now Dover 
of entering into their individual lives and w»s commonly distrusted by them.

1. P. E. More, The Shelburne Essays. 37.
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Robert Southey, writing a century and a quarter
earlier, declares that the reflections in the poems
arise from no common mind; that they are poetically
beautiful and philosophical,

. . . .but somewhat tinctured with gloomy, narrow,
and unsociable ideas of seclusion from the commerce 
of the world: as if men were born to live in 
woods and wilds, unconnected with each other. . . .
So much genius and originality afe discovered in 
this publication, that we wish to see another 
from the same hand, written on mere elevated 1 
subjects and in a more cheerful disposition.

“ C. H. Herford offers a criticism very different 
from those given by Paul Elmer More and Robert Southey:

Tintern Abbey closes and culminates the vol
ume of meditative or philosophical poems..........
It is not only a great poem of a flawless and noble beauty throughout, such as Wordsworth rarely achiev
es; it is also one of his most personal pieces, 2
wrought from the inmost stuff of his mind and heart.

* y.H. W. Mabie,'in discussing the phase of Words
worth’s genius which fills our vision with the beauty 
of some actual scene of place before opening the 
imagination "by natural and inevitable dilation to 1

1. R. Southey, "Lyrical Ballads," Monthly 
Review, xxix (June, 1799), 128.

2. H. W. Mabie, op,. cit., 106.



152
some great poetic idea," writes of "Tintern Abbey,"

In the noble Lines Written above Tintern Abbey.
Wordsworth’s imagination rises to a great height 
and his diction rises with it on even wing, we are 
first made to see with marvelous distinctness, the 
steep and lonely cliffs, the dark sycamore, theorchard-tufts, the hedge-rows-- "little lines of
sportive wood run wild"-- the pastoral farms and
wreaths of smoke, before we are brought under the spell of "that serene and blessed mood, in which 
the affections lead us on," and we become living 
souls and see into the heart of things.

Wordsworth believed that Nature not only chose
persons who might exoress her, but also those upon whom,
as children, she could lavish all her love without

* I ’
asking from them a return. No lovelier lyric exists 
than that in which Nature makes her whole world unite 
to educate and make beautiful one little maiden. In 
the verses beginning, "Three years she grew in sun 
and shower," the poet deals with the influences of 
Nature as manifested to hinf in giving us a delightful 
oicture of Lucy, a child taken to Nature and made a 
"Lady of my own," Wordsworth has described the twofold 
oower of Nature, to quicken and to calm, extolled in 
the twelfth book of "The Prelude." 1

1. H. W. Mabie, on. cit.. 13.
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"Myself will to my darling by 
Both law and impulse:- and with me 
The Girl, in rock and plain,
In earth and heaven, in glade and bower,
Shall feel an overseeing power 
To kindle and restrain.-"

In the succeeding stanzas the poet continues
to portray Lucy, to whom the cloud lent state and the
willow grace, into whose face from the rivulets passed
"beauty, born of murmuring sound," to whom belonged
the "silence and the calm of mute insensate things."

-» Wordsworth, in many of his poems, has made
a declaration of his faith in Nature's joyousness.
An example in this Lucy poem is apparent in the lines

%

in which this Nature-child manifests Nature's own joy
ous life,

"She shall be sportive as the fawn 
That wild with gf'ee across the lawn 
Or up the mountain springs;
And hers shall be the breathing balm,
And hers the silence and |he calm 
Of mute insensate things.

It is evident in this poem that the 'poet reach
ed the heart of things in Nature by sympathy, love, 
and meditation, thereby gaining insight, rather than

M

by analysis, dissections and conclusions. Nature tells 1

1. W. Wordsworth, "Three Years She Grew." 187.
2. Ibid.. 187.
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her spiritual message, and reveals her deeper life to 
the poet, who has made Nature his friend and confidant. 
In this poem Wordsworth expresses implicit faith in 
Nature's consummate art, in her fashioning and 
molding power. He has shown, in exquisite verse, 
by what methods, and with what skill Nature can 
mold the body and soul of Man. The poem is perhaps 
the most beautiful conception and presentation of 
Naturein relation to Man^in all literature and, accord
ing to Professor Sneath, "it is not wide of the truth 
as viewed from the stand-point of biological science

iin its emphasis of the influence of physical enviro-
1

ment on our bodily and mental life.
Stopford Brooke has this comment to make

concerning this lively lyric:
Nothing can be more living than the per

sonality with which this poem invests Nature, 
nothing greater than the difference in feeling 
and thought between this conception and the 
mechanicalgNature of Pope, or the dead universe 
of Cowper.

The poem reached the ideal of a style con-
*

veying imaginative passion of lyric poetry in lang
uage of barest simplicity. There is a rare beauty 1

1. E. H. Sneath, o p . cit., 144.
3. S. A. Brooke, o p . cit. . 98.
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found in it which is almost perfect in its being un
restrained.

Wordsworth admired the shaping influence of 
Nature in the grace of that undiscovered "Lucy,” and 
in her death he is awe-struck by the sense of passion
ate absorption in the passionless life of the world.
It wa.s another step toward that communion with Nature,
that business of contemolative reverie, into which the

1
terror of events was driving him.

A slumber did my spirit seal;
I had no human fears:She seemed a thing that could not feel 
The touch of earthly -years.
No motion has she now, no force;
She neither hears nor sees;Rolled a.round in earth's diurnal cgurse,
With rocks, and stones, and trees.

n J'

Emile Legouis declares that these lines are
the "most desierete sobs that ever escaped from the
heart of a forlorn lover." No conclusion has been
reached by critics as to whom "Lucy" was in reality.
Charles Herford advances this view;

Nothing in this poem in any way recalls what we 
know of Wordsworth's actual experience of love. 
This idyll of a lonely mountain glen throws no 
light upon the sudden passion which had inflamed 
him in the midst of the revolutionary turbulence 1

1. P. E. More, ojo. cit. . 36.
2. W. Wordsworth, on. cit.. 187.
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of Orleans. Annette, whatever else she was, was 
certainly no child of Nature, and the Lucy, here 
rather delicately hinted than drawn is enshrined, 
like the more vivid a.nd personal image of Dorothy, 
in his ideal of Nature and the moulding discipline 
she brings.

In the poem entitled "To the Daisy," the poet 
again speaks of .joyousness of Nature, in addressing 
the little flower as a "cheerful Flower" and describes 
it as being alert and gay. This common flower of the 
field, reflecting the cheerful spirit of Nature, min
isters to the poet by banishing sadness and bringing 
delight to his soul. It breathes words of love and 
solace, of cheer and wisdom to him. To it he owesi

Some apprehension;
Some steady love; some brief delight;.
Some memory that had taken flight;
Some chime of fancygwrong of right;
Of stray invention.

*In the following linos the poet does not merely 
give utterance to a charming fancy but he represents 
Nature as his morel teacher, from whom he learns 
sympathy, humility and wisdom.

4

If stately passions in me burn,
And one chance look to Thee should turn,
I drink out of an humbler urn 
A lowlier pleasure; 1 2

1. C. H. Herford, op. cit. . 116.
2. W. Wordsworth, "To the Daisy," 158.
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Thé homely sympathy that heeds 
The common life our nature breeds;
A wisdom fitted to the needs 
Of hearts at leisure.1

He writes of the gladness which the daisy brought 
to his soul upon awakening in the morning, and the conso
lation and easing of the burden of his heart in the 
evening.

Fresh-smitten by the morning ray,
When thou art up, alert and gay,
Then cheerful Flower ! my spirits play 
With kindred gladness:
And when, at dusk, by dews opprest 
Thou sink'st, the image of they rest 
Hath often eased myspensive breast 
Of careful sadness.

Wordsworth is not exaggerating the influence which
Nature had upon him. In studying his history one
is impressed with a sensitiveness and susceptibility

» >to the smaller and less oietentious forms of Nature.
The Lake poet understood Nature’s speech, 

and all forms of Nature had a messagre for him. It is 
sometimes personal in character, but often it takes 
the form of a message for others, and he felt himself 
a chosen instrument to oroclaim it to the world.M * 3

1- Ibid., 158.
3. Ibid.. 187.
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Both Wordsworth and Hardy love to deal 
with the spiritual magnificence of men in a humble station, with the unadorned majesty of natural 
lives, . . .both impress upon us the 'magnalities' of the universe, alike throughout the whole unconceiv
ed eternity of things, and at each single ooint within i t.
As in Wordsworth, the simplest things, a gray 
stone, a gleam of light a bed of flowers, a song 
of birds; are so wrought with human life, and 
human life so harmonized with them that the world 
seems to suffer a transfiguration and a glory, 
so Mr. Hardy realizes the world of men and things in a severe harmony under the hard light of 
nattiral laws, whose .alone is the supremacy; with 
that pitying irony a*id chilled compassion, which 
play vainly in the shadow of those" laws. The con
clusions of the two men are far apart; but in 
both there is this concentration, this intensity, signs of a certain spiritual temperamentto be’ 
seen in a large class’»of strenuous minds.

But Hardy, as an artist, has considered common 
life and common people as wonderful things. This 
author naturalizes his readers among a most common and 
living people. Hardy is like Wordsworth in his love 
for the simple, ancient varieties of life. He makes 
his most ooignant emotions felt through the homely 
features of his pastoral scenes. Having read his 
novels and poems we carry away the conviction that

d

we have lived in the woodlands, upon the waste heaths, 1

1. L. Johnson, oo. cit.. 181-184.
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at dairy farms, and among sheepfolds and simple 
1

people.
Hardy's books, one and all, show his consuming

devotion to laboring men, inconstant occupation with
the earth, its living things and its things that give
life. He is considered at his best in descriptions
of farmers, laborers, village mechanics, dairymen,
sheep-herders and furze-cutters. The poet-novelist
paints these people with affectionate fidelity, and 

* >it is evident that their virile, racy talk delights
him;' for he reproduced their dialogue in an intensely
realistic manner. Nearly*every book has its chorus
of comedians, whose mere names are a source of mirth:
William worm, Granfer Cantle, John Upjohn and Robert
Creedle. *

"Hardy opens the eyes of the reader to the
charm, the beauty and the mystery to be found in common

3life and in every-day objects," says Leon Vincent.
The Wooclanders is one evidence that Hardy chose "in- 
cidents and situations from common life" and has re
lated and described them in a "selection of language

1.
3.

Ibid.. 115-117.
Leon Vincent, Bibliotaph, 86.
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really used by men." He seems to have realized, as
did Wordsworth, that in the humble and rustic life,

. . .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, . . .and also, because in the manners of rural life the passions of men are incorporated with the beautiful and permanent 
form of Nature.

Another significance of the book lies in the 
exquisitely/- observed and minutely recorded woodland 
scenes.*and customs in th£ sense now clearly implied 
that Nature and Man are fellow-sufferers from the burden
of life, in the overflowing sympathy apparent, forv
instance, beneath the reticence, on account of Giles 
Winterborne1s death, in the pathetic figure of Marty 
South. «* ̂ **In choosing common scenes a.nd common people 
Hardy has wielded them together in a supreme fashion. 
Giles Winterborne and Marty South belong to one scene 
only, and are inconceivable apart from it. Nature 
herself breathes and speaks through them. As we follow 
their problems through the story we realize that Nature 
is their predominant partner and that they are as 
much the products of her inscrutable will as the leaves

1. W. Wordsworth, "Preface," 935.
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upon the trees or the crops upon the field.
Even the virtuous and. sturdy persons Wordsworth 
celebrates might exist apart from the actual hillsides where he found them, but Hardy's peasants are as much products of a particular soil as the glades in which they live.1

Hardy insists that his men and women are 
natural growths of the soil. This common lineage 
places a particular seal on them as children of the 
earth. In living among the sights and sounds and 
smells of the natural world and being permeated with 
them, the author believes that his characters deal 
with the rich and rugged depths of their own minds, 
an they deal with the earth in view of the coming 
of harvest-time. That he retains the principle that 
man's habiliments should be in harmony with his en
vironments is e Tidenst in such passages as

A person on a heath in raiment of modern 
cut and color has more or less an anomalous look. We seem to want the oldest and simplest human 
clothing of the earth, it is so primitive.

Again, in another place:
When in the midst of the field, a dark soot on an area of brown, there crossed her path a ' 

moving figure, whom it was as difficult to dis
tinguish from the earth he trod as the caterpillar

1. W. J. Dawson, Makers of English Fiction. 219.
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from his leaf, by reason of the excellent match between his clothes and the clods.
Consider too, the description of Giles Winterborne:

He looked and smelt like Autumn's very brother, 
his face being sunburnt to wheat-colour, his 
eyes blue as corn-flowers, his sleeves and legerins dyed with fruit-stains, his hands with oits, and 
everywhere about him that atmosphere of' cider which at its first return each season has such 
an indescribable fascination for those who have been born and bred among the orchards.

This delightful passage parallels those in which the
author shows us peasants among their lambs and ewes,
or cutting the furze upon the heath, or milking or
threshing. Of this chief character and his relation
to Nature, the following passage may be given:

iGiles Winterborne had a ma.rvelous oower in making trees grow. Although he would seem to" 
shovel in the earth quite carelessly, there was a sort of sympathy between himself and the fir, oak or beech that he was operating on; so that 
the roots took hqld of the' soil in a few days.
Winterborne1s fingers were endowed with a gentle 
conjurer's touch in spreading the roots of each little tree, resulting in a sort of caress under 
which the delicate fibres all laid themselves out in their proper direction for growth. Marty de
clared that 'the trees began to sigh as soon as 
they were put up right, though when they are 
lying down they don't sigh at all.' Winterborne had never noticed it. She-erected one of the 
young pines into its hole, and held up Tier finger, 
the soft musical breathing instantly set in which 
was not to cease night or day till the grown tree should be felled— probably long past the two 
planters had been felled themselves-.
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Marty says, "It seems to me as If they sigh 
because they are very sorry to begin life in earn
est-just as we be." But Giles goes right on plant
ing the young trees, spreading the roots with 
gentle caressing touch, and setting the roots 
towards the southwest, because they will need a 
strong^holdfast in that direction from future 
gales.

Giles and Marty, from their long labors to
gether, had possessed themselves of all the finer 
mysteries of the woods, and had even acquired a
mystic sympathy with them;

< $
those remoter signs and symbols which, sem in few, were of runic obscurity, but all together 
made an alphabet. From the light lashing of 
the twigs upon their faces, when brushing through 
them in the dark, thê  could pronounce upon the species of the tree whence they stretched; from 
the quality of the wind's murmur through a 
bough they could in like manner name its sort 
afar off.

Of these dwellers in the woodland Hardy writes 
that "they possess an almost exhaustive biographical, 
or historical acquaintance with every object, animate 
and inanimate, within the observer's horizon." This 
remark applies also to the author whose horizon is

. 4all Wessex. In reading the Woodlanders. we realize 
that there, as well as in Far from the Madding Crowd, 1

1. T. Hardy, The Woodlanders. 102.
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the author is capable of telling the hour by the 
position the stars attain, in their movements 
through the heavens, and that he is able to record 
the progress of a storm by talcing note of the brill- 
ance of the lightning and the various rollings of the 
thunder. He notes that the "musical breathings" of 
the pine begin as soon as the young tree is planted. 
The reader then realizes that no event is too small 
for the author’s purposes when he describes the "tiny 
crackling of the dead leaves, as they are crushed by 
the passage of feet over them."

That the author has created his people of the 
Hintoclcs, knowing their trees as intimately as they 
know each, other is again evident in the passage in

* J,

which Giles, driving Grace*Melbury home, on her ar
rive! from finishing school, points out various 
orchards and comments on their crop:

"They had a good crop of bitter-sweets; they couldn't grind them all," (nodding tows-rds an 
orchard where some heaps of apples had been left since the ingathering). She said, "Yes," but ' 
looking at another orchard. "Why, you,are look
ing at John apple trees I You know bitter-sweets, you used to well enough. "I am afraid I have 
forgotten end it is getting too dark to distinguish." s.

Through the homely features of this pastoral scene,



Hardy sounds the prelude +o Winterborne's ill-fated 
love story. Here, too, the author has done the work 
of many persons in a few words. Grace has grown 
away from her interest in the fruits of the earth 
end their seasons, but when sorrow falls or Grace, 
she again returns to Nature, in the simplicity and 
homeliness of Giles.

The changes which take place in the animal
and vegetable world with the change of seasons,

* i.are set down in detail; as, for instance, "There is
the change from the handsome to the curious which
the features of a wood und'ergo at the egress of the 

1winter months."
The stir of returning spring furnishes Hardy

with other material or recording. In one instance,
he gives, as a sign of coming spring: "the birds began
not mind getting wet." Of the rain-drops, he writes:

Sometimes a soaking hiss proclaimed that they 
were passing by a pasture, then a patter would show that the rain fell upon some la.rge-leafed 
root crop, then a paddling splash announced the , naked arable. 1

1- Ibid.. 189. 
2. Ibid., 148.
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In his poem, "The Year's Awakening," Hardy-
writes •

How do you know that the pilgrim track Along the belting zodiac 
Swept by the sun in his seeming rounds Is traced by now to the Fishe's bounds 
And into the Ram, when weeks of cloud Have srapt the sky in a clammy shroud,And never as yet a tinct of spring Has shown in the Earth's apparelling;

0 vespering bird, how do you know,How do you know’
How do you know, deep underground,
Hid in your bed from sight and sound,
Without a turn in temperature,
With weather life can scarce endure,That light has won a fraction's ..strength,
And day put on some moments' length,
Whereof in merest rotq will come,
Weeks hence, mild airs that do not numb,

0 crocus root, how do you know,How do you know?
Hardy is able to differentiate between the 

various sounds of the wind*as it blows through trees 
of different species, and as it passes over different 
parts of the Heath. He even teaches us the contrast
ing appearances of bonfires according to the sort 
of wood or brush that is being burned in them.

In his description of the forest at night
fall he gives us a beautiful picture of the decline 
of day. Many sketches of this sort are made indelible
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and beautiful by the author with an air of unconscious
ness which is fascinating.

Hardy's novel seems to come from long meditation 
in the ooen air, rather than from the silence of a 
library, fragrant with old books. Art shapes it into 
form under the pure influence of earth and sky.
Hardy's power lies in his genius for describing and 
interpreting his rustic folk as perfectly alive.

He knows what lies behind the silence of the 
shrewd, the sullenne^s of the stupid, the 
blessings of the blows of fortune which have moulded character; the countless., details of 
work, which have marked the workman's mind and 
hand; all the contents of his Wessex country.

As a result of this complete knowledge of
his characters and country, he has been able to
create harmony between them, to which the former owe*
the singular impressiveness of their virtue and of 
their vice. Away from vast crowds they retain a 
clear and strong personality and though ignorant, 
and perhaps sottish, they remain kind, wise, dignified 
and full of distinction. '

In the Wooalanders we find a reign of trees, 
which are like sacred beings; and Winterborne is their 1

1. L. Johnson, op. cit., 1A9.
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priest or tutelary god. By means of his poetical im
agination, the author made the life of his woodland 
minister deoend upon the life of a tree. The majority 
of the scenes are laid not in the open country but in 
orchards of "ancient apple trees, dappling the ground 
with shadow," or among "mossed and fungused ashes and 
elms of the sunless forest," or "amid beeches under 
which nothing grew, their leaves rustlying in the breeze
with a sound almost metallic, like the sheet-iron fol-

* fiage of the fabled Jarnvid wood."
In the beginning the author reminds us of the

dramatic possibilities of his woodland scene:
One of those sequestered spots outside the gates 
of the world, . . . where, from time to time, no less than in other places, dramas of a greandeur 
and unity truly Sophoclean are enacted in the real, 
by virtue of the *c?oncen1irated passions, and‘close
ly knit interdependence of the lives therein.

One of the best descriptions of Giles is as
the woodland priest, the vision of him which came to
Gra,ce's memory during his absence,

He rose upon Grace's memory as the fruit-god and 
the wood god in alternation, sometimes leafy, 
and smeared with green lichen as she had* seen him 
among +he sappy boughs of the plantation; sometimes cider-stained, and with apple pips in the 
hair of his arms, as she had met him on his return from cider making. . . .with his vats and presses beside him.

Hardy ha.s bound up tve life of Marty South' s
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father with a great elm tree growing before his house. 
The old men believed that in his youth, by some means, 
he had made an enemy of the tree. Now he fê ls that 
the tree threatens his life each time the wind blows. 
In an attempt to save the old man’s life, the doctor 
orders the tree to be felled, but instead of saving 
his pa.tient's life the disappearance of the tree kills 
him. Giles Winterborne's happiness is forever des
troyed -by the felling of $the tree and "his fate was 
determined by the dumb decree of the_woodland creature
whose life he himself cut short."

s
The theme of the book has been beautifully

developed and everything that is finest in the book
is poetry. Marty's la,st words at the grave of Giles

*
are exquisitely poetic;

"Now, my own, own love, you are mine, 
a,nd on'y mine; for she has forgot ' ee at last, 
although for her you died. But I— whenever I 
get up I’ll think of 'ee. Whenever I plant 
the young larches I'll think that none can plant as you planted; and. whenever I split a gad, and 
whenever I turn the cider-wring, I'll say none , 
could do it like you. If ever I forget your 
name, let me forget home and Heaven I— But no, 
no, my love, I never can forget 'ee; for you was a good man, and good things."

Despite the numerous oassages in which Nature 
is portrayed as beautiful, and the rustic folk as hap
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py in their Simplicity, there is an undercurrent which 
leaves a final impression of the wood itself as a 
strangling, silent destroyer, a phenomenon in which 
one tree sucks life out of another and all insidiously 
pull down the men and women in the little woodland 
village.

Pale beech and pine so blue,
Set in one clay,

Bough to bough cannot you 
Live out your day?

Whe„n the rains skim n̂d skip,
Why mar sweet comradship,
Blighting with poison-drip 

Neighbourly spray?
Touches from ash, 0 wych,Sting you like scorn 1 
You, too, brave holies, twitch 

Sidelong from thorn.Even the rank poolars bear 
Lothly a rival's air,
Cankering in blabk despair If overborne.
Since, then, no gra.ce I find 

Taught me to trees,Turn I back to my kind,Worthy of these.There at ieast smiles abound,
There discourse trills around,There, now and then., are found

Life loyalties. *
*While the characters are braced by contact with the 1

1. T. Hardy "In a Wood," 56.
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earth, their spirits are clogged by it; and the natural 
virtue of life in the open air, among the woods and 
fields, is corrupted into a stagnation of the faculties.

Lional Johnson writes that,
Hardy observes that it is among such rural com
munities as these that happiness will find her 
last refuge on earth, since it is among them that 
a perfect insight into theiconditions of existence will be longest postponed.

Throughout his ooetry Hardy is not as close 
an observer as Wordsworth; or when he is so his

■ i

observation is more limited in range. It is a dissolv
ing view of cloud, and wood, and water, and flower.

iWhile Wordsworth spiritualizes the results of loving 
observation,

Hardy rather etherealizes vague impressions as 
of trance and dream. The former is like an- inductive philosopher, seating in order, indeed 
often transfiguring into sacred glory, Common 
experience; the latter like a schoolman of the middle ages, expatiating in phenomena deduced 
"a priori" from his own consciousness. Hardy 
volatises sense, Wordsworth conducts us through its homely normal into a heavenlier and more abiding realm. 1

1. L. Johnson, op. cit. . 153.
3. W. Knight, Wordsworthiana. Hon. Roden Noel, 200.
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Hardy's poems have been perhaps unduly neglect
ed, but on the whole the genera,1 preference for his

1
works of prose fiction is justified. In some cases
he has taken characters and situations in the novels
as subjects for his poems; for instance, the theme
of the Woodlenders is treated with great, poignancy
in "The Pine Planter's;"

We work here together In blast and breeze;
‘‘He fills the eartA in,
X hold the trees.
He does not notice 
That what I do s 
Keeps me from moving 
Anc chills me through.
He has seen one fairer 
I feel by his eye,
Which skims me as though 
I were not by.
And since she passed here 
He scarce ha.s known 
But that the woodland 
Holds him alone.

Nay, though he never 
Knew love like mine, 
I'll bear it ever? 
And make no sign.'’ 1

1. J. Cunliffe, English Literature during the 
Last Half Century. 53.

2. T. Hardy, "The Pine Planters," 102.
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These lines, although poignant, do not have 
the pathos nor the sheer beauty of Marty's last 
words over Giles' grave. Hardy seems to have a 
much more concentrated power in his prose medium.

ft

»



CHAPTER VIII

NATURE AS INTERPRETED IN WORDSWORTH'S "ODE WRITTEN ON 

THE INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY" AND HARDY'S THE RETURN

OF THE NATIVE

"Intimations of Immortality from Recollect
ions of Early Childhood" marked the terminus of 
Wordsworth's thought and of his poetry, as related 
to the* interpretation of his own mind in communion 
with Nature. The fact that he was tragically aware 
he could no longer see the things he once sa.w wrung 
from him this sublimest expression of poetry in 
the language. Since he prefixed the following
connexional quotation to the great ode, it is evi-*
dent that he meant it to be his last word in his
attitude to Nature.

My hea.rt leaps up when I behold
A rainbow in the sky 1
So was it when my life began;
So is it now I am a man;
So be it when I shall grow old,
Or let me die l
The Child is father of the Man;
And I could wish my days to be ]_
Bound each to each by natural piety.

1 .

I behold:«
W. Wordsworth, "My Heart leaps uo when 
Page 144.
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Here he gives expression to a principle of 
continuity which he believed existed in humanity.
This abiding sense possesses spiritual dignity and 
exists from our earliest childhood, pereerving our 
personal identity throughout life. A few expressions 
which wora.8worth has used in his ode to designate 
this principle are: "creative sensibility," "primal 
sympathy," "the light that never was on sea or 
land, %  and "man's unconquerable mine1."

Wordsworth believed that the child is nearer 
to God than is the man; its first faint smiles, of

iwhich he cannot tell the cause, are to him,
Tranouil assurances that Heaven supports 
The feeble motions of thy life, and cheers 
Thy loneliness.

*_■»These lines are supported by the ode, which 
does not offer logical argument or formal proof of 
immortality yet gives the poet's convictions on the 
subject: (l) that in the center of man's being is
a spiritual creative energy which makes him immortal, 
and (2) that beyond Nature there is m  invisible 
and spiritual world, which supports and gives mean
ing to our ohysical world and which is--the true home
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of man'a higher Nature.
It rises from familiar things,-- the rose,

the moon, the birds, the lamb, the sweet homely sights
and sounds, to that sublime height from which the

2whole sweep and range of life becomes visible.
Wordsworth's 11 intimations" give a description

of the trance to which the poet was subject, with its
revelation, and in a. measure the history of the growth 

* *and development of his own mind up to a certain period
in his life-- in all of which he appears to think his
own experience to be représentative of men in general. 
In an interesting note to Miss Fenwick, the poet 
says:

This was composed during my residence at Townend, 
Grasmere. . . .1 was often unable to think of 
external things as having external existence and 
I communed with all that I saw as something not 
apart from, but inherent in, my own immaterial 
nature. Many times while going to school have 
I grasped at a wall or tree to recall myself from 
this abyss of idealism to reality.

1

1. S. F

2. H. W

Gingerich, Essays in the Romantic Poets. 

Mabie, Introduction to Notable Poems. 14.
144.
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When I was impelled to write this poem on the 
Immortality of the Soul: I took hold of the notion 
of pre-existence as having sufficient foundation 
in humanity for authorizing me to ma.ke for my-, 
purpose the best use of it I could as a poet.

Although Wordsworth says that he did not mean to
inculcate the doctrine of pre-existence as an article
of faith, he seems strongly to incline to it as a
personal conviction. It constitutes the very basis
of the ode. The following lines, taken from "The 

-* IPrelude," should be remembered in interpreting the 
poem,

...................Our> Childhood sits,
Our simple childhood, sits upon a throne 
That hath more power than all the elements 
I guess not what this tells of Being past 
Nor what it augurs of the life to come. ’

The ode opens with.a description of the poet's
childhood. In referring to this period the poet
writes that then was a time when the whole physical
universe seemed "apparelled in celestial light" and
wearing the aspect of a vision or dream, since the
heavenly light still lingered in it. But that time ' 1

1. W. Knight, editor, Poetical Works of Wordsworth, VIII, 189-90. ~
2. W. Wordsworth, "The Prelude," 673.
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passed away and with it the dream vanished. Though 
aware of the fact that the earth was beautiful and 
all things were fair, the poet knew "there hath passed 
away a glory from the earth." This thought is ex
pressed with a sincerity of feeling in the second verse 
which is an amplification of the first.

Following the ensuing' time of grief, which 
was due probably to a death in his family, Wordsworth
again rejoiced in the universal gladness of Nature.■* $
He is conscious, however, of something gone. A tree, 
or field, or flower, reminds him that the visionary 
gleam has vanished; that tlie glory and the dream have 
passed away, and he is unable to recapture his boyhood 
rapture.

Although splendor has left the grass, and fresh
ness the sunlight, yet when Nature speaks to him he 
hears her voice and a graver joy returns.

To me alone there came a thought of grief;
A timely utterance gave that thought- relief,And I again am strong:
........ .............. • ................. 1
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong;
Oh evil day ! if I were sullen 
While Earth herself is adorning,
This sweet May-morning,

In this season of May, when the heavens laugh and the
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earth adorns herself with joy, the poet recovers some
thing of the recollections of childhood.

In the fifth stanza, which is perhaps the most 
beautiful of all, an epitome of life is given. God is 
the home of the soul and from him as “trailing clouds 
of glory do we come.“

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:
The Soul that rises with us, our life's Star,
Hath had elsewhere its setting,And cometh from afar:
Not in entire forgetfulness,
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come Frpm God, who i s our̂  home:
Heaven lies about us in our infancy'.

With the body as the prison house of the soul, the sensi
ble world begins to draw us away from the vision of beauty 
and life, and its radiance grows dimmer and dimmer as 
earthly life advances:

Shades of the prison-hpuse begin to close 
Upon the growing Boy
But he beholds the light, and whence it flows,
He sees it in his joy;
The Youth, who daily farther from the east 
Must travel, still is Nature's Priest,
And by the vision splendid 
Is on his way attended;
At length the Man perceives it die away,
And fade into the light of common day.

The next three stanzas are devoted-to presenting
the pleasure of the earth in an effort to make the child
forget the glories of its former home, s

The homely Nurse doth all she can 
To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,
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Forget the glories he hath know,
And that imperial palace whence he came.

In adjusting himself to human life, the child
attempts to reproduce, after his own fashion, all phases
of life,

As if his whole vocation 
Were endless imitation.

The child is unconscious of the fact that the
glory and beauty which he sees in the world of Nature
is the-*reflection of thej glory and beauty he knew in
another life. ** /

The closing lines of the eighth section asksi
the question, "Why does the child desire earthly life,
since it will soon be a weary burden to him?" The
thought of these years of childhood breeds in the*
ooet "peroetual benedictions," not for the delight 
and freedom of these years, but for the oowerful in
timations of a spiritual world behind the physical
world-- those visions of an Ideal, which after all is
the truly "real." In hours of distress we are sunpor/bed 
by the thought that we belong to God, and are born to 
regain the truths that once we had. Again.and again
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we are reminded of "that imperial palace whence we 
came."

The noblest expression of this is made in these
lines, which are exceedingly significant.in a study of
Wordsworth as a poet of Nature and a poet of Man:

Not for these I raise
The songs of thanks and praise;
But for those obstinate ouestionings Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vanishings;
Blank misgivings of a Creature 
Moving about in worlds not realised,
High instincts before which our mortal Nature 
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised:
But for those first affections,Those shadowy recollections,
Which, be they whet t^ey may,
Are yet the fountain-light of all our day;
Are yet a master-light of all our seeing;
Uphold us, cherish, and have power to ma.ke 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal Silence: truths and wake,To perish never.;.
Which neither listlesshess, nor mad endeavour,Nor Man nor Boy,
Nor all that is at enmity with .joy,
Can utterly abolish or destroy I 
Hence in a season of calm weather 
Though inland far we be,
Our Souls have sip:ht of that immortal sea 
Which brought us hither,
Can in a moment travel thither,
And see the Children sport upon the shore, '
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.

In speaking of the "shadowy recollections" the
poet employed, as suggesting a connection, a continuous
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existence of the soul, from the past we call "birth.
To understand this part of the Ode, it is necessary 
to have a clear idea of the isolated platonic doc
trine of reminiscence. The doctrine of pre-existence, 
and that of reminiscence, are in Plato connected with 
the doctrine of Immortality, as a necessary fulfillment 
of the two former. We have been once in union with 
Absolute Life; we recall in many lives here on earth
that past, and grow gradually into union with it; and 

* Iat last, having recalled it all through effort and
conouest of the animal Nature, we resume it again 

1
forever. *

The Platonic recollections of a former exist
ence are but an ornamental oart of Wordsworth's faith, 
for of this theory"3f pre-rexistence he has written;
"It is far too shadowy a notion to be recommended to 
faith as more than an element in our instinct of 
immortality." The knowledge of the child consists 
largely of "shadowy recollections," of a previous state 
of existence, which are similar to Plato's views; but, 
with Wordsworth, these recollections grow dimmer as 
life advances. Plato teaches that the recollections

1. S. A. Brooke, ojd. cit. . 118.
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of knowledge gained in a. pre-existent state is a pro
gressive process of our earthly life. In order not to 
interpret falsely the poem, these "shadowy recollections" 
must be regarded as a subordinate element in our in
stinct of immortality, and they must distinguished

1from "the thought of our past years."~
Such phrases as "obstinate questionings,"

"high instincts," "first instincts," "shadowy re
collections," "the primal sympathy," and "the philosophic 

« Î
mind," tell of inviolate Reality within us that gives
men the conviction of immortality, They aim to set
forth a deeper reality within us than sensation, deep-

3er than the "sense and outward things."
The poet is not depressed by the fading of 

the radiance and splendor orf his childhood vision; 
rather he finds,

Strength in what remains behind;
In the primal sympathy
Which having been must ever be;
In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering;
In the faith that looks through death, ,
In yea.rs that bring the philosophic mind. 1

1. E. H. Sneath, op. cit. . 217.
2. S. F. Gingerich, o p . cit. . 148.
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The same divine remembrance that made his heart 
leap up when he behold a rainbow in the sky, remained 
with him. "The child has been Father of the Man," his 
days have been "knit each to each in natural piety."
The piety is the piety of immortal hope, the old man’s 
vision of the future life is coincident with the child's 
vision of the pre-existent life. He loves Nature more 
since he has suffered and had long union with the homan 
heart than when he "tripped as lightly as the brooks 
that fret their channels."

His love for Natur^ has been humanized by 
"hearing oftentimes the still, sad music of humanity."
To this he bears testimony in the closing lines of the 
immortal ode: *

And 0, ye Fountains,'Meadow, Hills, and Groves,
Forebode not any severing of our loves J
Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might;
I only have relinquished one delight 
To live beneath your more habitual sea.
I love the Brooks which down their channel fret,
Even more than when I tripoed lightly as they;
The innocent brightness of a new-born Day 
Is lovely yet; /The Clouds that gather round the set tine; sun 
Do take a, sober colouring from any eye 
That hath kept watch o'er man's mortality;
Another race hath been, and other pa.lms. are won. 
Thanks to the human heart by which we live,
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears,
To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.
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The hills, the brooks, the clouds and all the 
elements of Nature, which earlier in the poem were 
represented as laying heavy weights upon his soul, now
give him intimations of immortality-- ’’dark thoughts
that lie too deep for tears." The "shadowy recollect
ions" are lost in his present divinity. The past and 
the future, birth and death, memory and hope, are drawn 
into the living present of the soul’s mystic being.
The earth and heaven, and Nature and God, "the clouds < s
that gather round the setting sun," and "the eye that 
hath kept watch o'er man's mortality," all attest to 
the high instincts and strohg volitions within us that 
cannot die.

Wordsworth has used a number of devices in
his ode-- which have given ruse to unfavorable criticisms.
The devices which have caused these criticisms are:
(l) his too extensive development of the ore-existent 
idea; (2) his contrasting the lamentations in the 
opening stanzas with the exultations in the closing 
stanzas; and (3) in the ninth section, his contrasting

M

the spiritual life to the physical life at the exoense 
of the latter. According to Professor Gingerich, the 
purpose of the first poetical device was "to give con
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tinuousness and largeness of movement, or something 
like epical dimensions to the poem, to give the reader 
a sense of imaginative completeness." Of the second, 
he says that "the purpose of this device is to heighten 
by contrast the victory of the soul against its tem
porary losses, the joy of its permanent possessions."
Of the third; "this contrast deepens our sense of the
transcendence of the soiritual order both in the mind

1and in God over the forces of Nature."
* I

Several minor defects are apparent in the poem
arising from the use of these contrasts.

It is sometimes difficult for the poet to make 
his transitions from one pa.rt of the theme to 
another. The transition from the seventh to the 
eighth stanza is slightly abrupt, while that from 
the eighth to the nin+h is distinctly abrupt.
Another defect i*s that the poet dwells too long 
on the pre-existent idfea,, creating thereby a 
plausible center of thought for the whole poem.
So that instead of being a circle with one center 
it is an ellipse with two centers— a plausible 
line in2the fifth and a real one in the ninth- 
stanza.

Professor Morley believes that the philosophy 
of the Ode is very weak and borders on the nonsensical.

MIn the famous Ode the poet doubtless does point 
to a set of philosophic ideas, more or less complete; 
but the thought from which he sets out, tha.t our 
birth is but a, sleep and a forgetting, and that we 1

1. Ibid.. 149-50.
2. Ibid.. 151.
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are less and less able to perceive the visionary 
gleam, less and less alive to the glory and 
dream of external nature, as infancy recedes 
further from us is, with all respect for the 
declaration of Ruskin to the contrary, contrary 
to notorious fact, experience and truth. It is 
a beggarly conception, no doubt, to judge as if 
poetry should always be capable of a arose 
rendering; but it is at least fatal to the 
philosophic pretension of a line or a stanza, 
if, when it is fairly reduced to prose, the 
prose discloses that it is nonsense, and there 
is at least one stanza of the great Ode that this doom would assuredly await.

Matthew Arnold voices a like sentiment in
his criticism of this masterpiece.

Rven the intimations of the famous Ode, those 
cornerstones of the supposed philosoohic system 
of Wordsworth— the id.ea of the high instincts 
and affection coming but in childhood, testifying 
of a divine home recently left, and fading away 
as our life proceeds— this idee., of undeniable' 
beauty as a play of fancy, has itself not the 
character of poetic truth of the best kind; it 
has no real solidity. The instinct of delight 
in Nature and her beauty had no doubt extraordinary strength in Wordsworth himself as a child. But 
to say that universally this instinct is mighty 
in childhood, and tends to die away afterwards is 
to say what is extremely doubtful. In many educated 

- persons the love of nature is nearly imperceptible 
at ten years old, but strong and operative at 
thirty. In general we may say to these high instincts

1 J. Morley, Studies in Literature. 47.
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of early childhood, the base of the alleged systematic 
philosophy of Wordsworth, what Thucydides says of the 
Greek race: It is impossible to speak with certainty 
of what is so remote; but from all that we can really 
investigate I should say that they were no very great things.I

Despite these criticisms of the defects of this 
great ode, Saintsbury gives us his estimate, in the follow
ing passage:

The Ode remains not merely the greatest, but the one 
really, dazzingly, supremely great thing Wordsworth 
ever did. Its theory has been scorned or impugned by 
some, parts of it have even been called nonsense by 
critics of weight. But, sound or unsound, sense or 
nonsense, it is poetry, and magnificent poetry, from 
the-.first line to the »last-poetry than which there is 
none better in any language, poetry such as there is 
not perhap^ more than small volume-full in all languages.

Perhaps the last powerful recurrence of the vision
ary gleam which Wordsworth felt in the ode is that recorded 
in the lines composed upon "An Evening of Extraordinary 
Beauty and Splendor."’'’' Nature seemed to take solemn fare
well of the genius which she had inspired, and which had 
in turn been her interpreter, on a little mount in front 
of the poet's Rydal home at sunset in the year 1818.
H. W. Mabie describes this sunset as one of those some
times seem among the Cambrian hills,

the splendors of which not only pass beyond speech, 
but impress even the unimaginative as almost apart 
from the ordinary processes of Nature. The earth 1

1. M. Arnold, Essays in Criticism. 357.
2. G. E. Saintsbury, English Literature. 54.
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and the sky, in the radiance of shifting cloud and 
folding mist, seem to blend together into a new and 
unspeakably wonderful world of light and color and 
spiritual splendor. Under the spell of that vision 
the poet's imagination rose once more to its earlier level in the Immortal Ode.l

The poet sees the effulgence of the sun setting
over the hills, the "silent spectacle-the gleam-the
shadow-and the peace supreme!" And he is swept beyond
the earthly beauty t6 aspire to the heavenly.

Thine is the tranquil hour, purpureal Eve!
But long as god-like wish, or hope divine,Informs my spirit, ne'er can I believe 
That this magnificence is wholly thing!-From worlds not quickened by the sun 
A portion of the gift is won;
An intermingling of Heaven’s pomp is spread 
On ground which British shepherds tread!i

The mountain ridges appear to him as a golden
ladder, on which one might ascend to Heaven, but he is
powerless to move, and can only "stand and gaze." Then

*it is he calls on the drooping old men:
Come forth, ye drooping old men, look abroad,
And see to what fair countries ye are bound!
And if some traveller weary of his road,
Hath slept since noon-tide on the grassy ground,Ye Genii', to his covert speed;
And wake him with such gentle heed 
As may attune his soul to meet the dower 
Bestowed on this transcendent hour!

M

In these lines the moral has overpowered the naturalistic 
mood, and the spiritualizing of all Nature into symbols of

1. H. W. Mabie, op. cit.. 46.
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things unseen is presented. To interpret Nature thus, 
as touching the moral heart of Man, is to accomplish 
one of the highest functions of Poetry.

During his earlier poetic period Wordsworth was 
absorbed in the unity and large livingness of Nature, 
while in his later period his moral tendency became 
predominant. In the earlier years he took sights and

of the invisible. This fact is illustrated in the lines:
Such hues from their celestial Urn 
Were wont to stream¡before mine eve,Where'er it wandered in the morn Of blissful infancy.
This glimpse of glory, why renewed?
Nay, rather speak with gratitude;
For is a vestige of those gleams Survived, 'twas only in my dreams.
Dread Power', whom peace and calmness serve 
No less than Nature's threatening voice,If aught unworthy be my choice,
From Thee if I would swrerve;
Oh, let Thy graee remind me of the light

In praying that he may keep the dreams of an immortal life
and rejoice in the sudden flashings on him from Nature,
until he feels secure of life in God, he also seems to
express the fact that he recognizes the decline of his
poetic power; for he adds, with pathetic clearness of

M -insight:
Full early lost, and fruitlessly deplored;
Which at this moment, on my waking-sight 1

1. J. C. Shairp, On Poetic Interpretation. 276.
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Appears to shine, by miracle restored;My soul, though yet confined to earth,
Rejoices in a second birth!
'Tis past, the visionary splendour fades;And night approaches with her shades.

Of this answer to the prayer in which the poet begs
that if he swerve from God he might be reminded of the
light "Full early lost," Herford makes this sad comment:

But if the light and the rapture have been restored, 
by miracle, or otherwise, the old magic of imaginative 
speech has surely not answered to the call; and the 
trappings of pietistic phrase to which he has recourse, however consolatory to the theologian, only betray the poverty of the poet.l
* Adding the philosopher to the poet, Wordsworth 

here again has speculated widely and deeply on the rela
tion in which Nature stands to the soul of Man. Thei
true interpretation of Nature lies in her relation to the 
human soul.

"Gleams like the flashing of a shield" frequently*
brought to the poet’s memory the ancient glory, which now 
was touched with subdued sadness and surprise. Such is 
the thought which gives its special quality to the poem 
on the "Cuckoo," where the far-off wandering voice of 
the bird woke a dim sense of mystery. This same thoî ght 
furnishes the quality for the poem "Nutting," in which a 
boy, in the midst of puerile destruction, feels a dim 
reproach as if he had done harm to living things. In 1

1. C. H. Herford, op. cit.. 208.
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the poem "To the Cuckoo" the idealizing, visionary 
character of the poet’s genius is revealed. He unsub
stantializes the corporeal, for sound is abstracted 
from the bird and it is conceived of as a "wandering 
voice." The bird as a real thing disappears and be
comes a "visionary thing," while its attribute is made 
the subject. After the sense of sound is arrested by 
the sound of the cuckoo's voice,

0 Blithe New-comeri I have heard,
1 hear thee and rejoice.
0 Cuckoo'. shall I call thee Bird,
Or., but a wandering Voice?

the process of abstraction seem to begin, and substantial
objects to fade away with only the note of the Cuckoo re-
maining a reality. However it is in no one place, but
everywhere, as "from hill to hill it seems to pass, at
once far off, and near." In this characteristic poem*
the "vision and gleam" that were with the poet in child
hood are still with him and this ethereal conception of 
Nature is due to this mystical dream.

Though babbling only to the Vale,
Of sunshine and of flowers,
Thou bringest unto me a tale ,Of visionary hours.
The same whom in my schoolboy days I listened to; that Cry 
Which made me look a thousand ways In bush, and tree, and sky.

As he listened to the twofold shout of this in
visible bird, which he hailed as the "herald of Spring,"
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Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring!
Even yet thou art to me 
No bird, hut an invisible thing,
A voice, a mystery. . .

the whole world was taken out of the region of sense, 
and apnea,red "an unsubstantial faery place," a subjective 
world created by the mind but superinduced by actual 
sense impressions in the form of the cuckoo's notes.

Professor Sneath accounts for the mood which
steals upon the poet in creating this faery world as one

superinduced by his method of poetical composition.
As we have seen, Wordsworth had a keen sense of 
insight and of sound, and was a close and intense 
observer of things. As a result, his sense impres
sions were strong. These impressions would often 
transcend sense-limits, and become an object of in
tense, imaginative contemplation. This contempla
tion was often suffused with either calm, or passion
ate, or rapturous feeling, which colored the subject 
of the imagination. This was transformed into 
poetic insight or intuition by some strange, peculiar, psychological mechanism. 1

Walter Paie'r tells us that there was in Wordsworth 
character

a certain contentment, a sort of inborn religious 
placidity, which was favorable to the quiet, habitu
al observation of inanimate existence. His placid 
life matured a quite unusual sensibility, really in
nate in him, to the sights and sounds of the natural 
world, as is evident in the poem of the Cuckoo,,and its echo. 2

Stopford Brooke classifies the poem of the 
cuckoo as one of Wordsworth's best pieces of work. 1

1. E. H. Sneath, op. cit,. 224.
2. W. Pater, Appreciations. 44.
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In the poem about "the Cuckoo" we find it is 
finer than any theme in his poems. There is 
also an imaginative influence in the voice of the 
Cuckoo, which is flat country. In this we find 
Wordsworth’s idea of a universal life, his con
ception of a co-operative harmony between the ani
mals, birds, and Nature, itself.1

The poem "Nutting" was originally intended to 
be a part of the "Prelude" and the source of its inspir
ation is explained by the poet when he writes:

These verses arose out of the remembrance of 
feelings I had often when a boy, and particular
ly in the extensive woods that still stretch from 
the side of Esthwaite Lake towards Graythwaite.2
■* i

The picture of the poem is "a green and mossy 
bower deformed and sullied," as a result of the "merci
less ravages" made by a boy on a nutting excursion, in 
company with his siter. After acquiring the riches of 
the woods by mutilating a hazel tree, and despoiling its 
immediate surroundings the lad becomes remorseful and 
does not long exult in his "newly acquired wealth."

............ ............Then up I rose,
And dragged to earth both branch and bough, with crash 
And merciless ravage: and the shady nook 
Of hazel, and the green and mossy bower,
Deformed and sullied, patiently gave up
Their quiet being; and unless I now /
Confound my present feelings with the past,
Ere from the mutilated bower I turned 
Exulting, rich beyond the wealth of kings,
I felt a sense of pain when I beheld
The silent trees, and saw the intruding sky, 1

1. S. A. Brooke, on. cit.. 137.
2. W. Knight, Hiways and Biways of the Lake 

District. 70.
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Then, dearest Maiden, move along these shades 
In gentleness of heart; with gentle hand 
Touch— for there is a spirit in the woods.

In this poem Wordsworth believes that he has the same 
feelings concerning Nature's moral relation to Man as 
he had when a boy— again his present feelings are con
founded with his past. Now, however, this conception 
of Nature had become a definite conviction, or faith.

The strong ethical faith, with which Wordsworth 
seemed to be endowed, and through which Nature so often
appealed to him, is here evinced. Wordsworth sometimes

•* Iconceives all corporeal things as animated by one con
sciousness; at other times he represents things as liv
ing and as having souls.' But in this poem he has in
vested places with spirit life, and has represented 
them as performing a moral ministry, not merely in a 
poetic but likewise in a*real sense.

Nature is also an active agent in many of 
Thomas Hardy's works, and not merely a background.
Egdon Heath in The Return of the Native is comparable 
to the woods in "Nutting." It might be classed as the 
greatest character in the book, so teeming with "spirit

jr

life" is it I The heath has a personality of its own 
which affects the fortunes and hearts of all the human 
beings who dwell on it; and acts on them as human 
beings do.
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Professor Dobree agrees that fate is not
working through the characters but that the earth is
working through them. The book is valuable on account

1of the sense of intimacy with Nature.
In interpreting this "local color," Hardy writes

of it with a personal pride, "the sea changed, the fields
changed the rivers, the villages, and the people changed,
yet Egdon remained." Lionel Johnson has compared Hardy's
description of the Heath to the best descriptions of
Lucretius in his De Rerum Natura:

With a few words he makes us keep the path through 
the heath at night, by the feel of its'worn herbage. 
If Tie step out of doors upon Egdon, in some dream 
or fancy of our own, m e know our way. However 
Hardy has been so delicate in his manner, so natural 
and unobtrusive in his "mental activity" that we can 
find no reason for it, from the pages of his book.
A certainty and familiarity have grown upon us while 
perusing the book........ The book exhibits an al
most architectdial feeling for constructive unity, 
however, Hardy's subtile fidelity to Nature makes' 
it difficult to light upon separable passages— for 
in detaching a phrase, a scene, a dialogue, and 
"it cries out against you for the mutilation, like the trees of Virgil and of Dante."2

One cannot understand The Return of the Native
until the idea is firmly grasped that the real hero of 
the book is the "genius loci." The relation between 
Nature and persons in Hardy's novel is quite different 1 2

1 . J. B. Dobree, op. cit.. 92.
2. L. Johnson, op. cit.., 70.



197

from the relation which exists between them in Words
worth 1s poem. Here a battle is incessantly being waged 
between the indifferent power of Nature and Man's indi
viduality. The age-long struggle of man to create a 
new world of thought and effort which shall not depend 
entirely on the earth is presented with the gaunt, 
melancholy brooding heath, like an evil fate, dominating 
the characters as well as the scene.

Clyra Yeobright, the "Native," has love only for
the rough country life, but yet he desires to enter the-* I.
world of the intellect. Eustacia Vye and Wildeve want 
what any city, preferably Paris, can give them. However, 
all three are worsted by that dark, sinister and unchange
able symbol of that best of Nature, the Heath.

Of this work, in which Hardy has combined the
tragic and idyllic elements of his genius, Frye writes:

Of all Mr. Hardy's books, The Return of the Native 
is undoubtedly the one that displays him to the 
best advantage. In the novel there is nothing to 
distract from the slow impressive march of tragic 
circumstance over the sombre rounds and hollows 
of Egdon Heath. . . . The reason for this superior
ity lies in the fact that before character, before 
action, Hardy is the novelist of Nature, and Egdon Heath dominates the novel.f

The tragic note is struck at the outset in the 
magnificent description of the Heath:

A Saturday afternoon in November was ap
proaching the time of twilight, and the vast tract of

1. P. Frye, Literary Review and Criticism. 104.
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unenclosed wild known as Egdon Heath embrowned 
itself moment "by moment. Overhead the hollow 
stretch of whitish cloud shutting out the sky was 
as a tent which had the whole heath for its floor.

The heaven "being spread with this pallid 
screen and the earth with the darkest vegetation, 
their meeting-line at the horizon was clearly marked. In such contrast the heath wore the ap
pearance of an instalment of night which had taken 
up its place before its astronomical hour was come: 
darkness had to a great extent arrived hereon,
while day stood distinct in the sky........ The
face of the heath by its mere complexion added 
half an hour to evening; it could in like manner 
retard the dawn, sadden the noon, anticipate the 
frowning of storms scarcely generated, and inten
sify the opacity of a moonless midnight to a cause of shaking and dread.
* t

. . . .The sombre stretch of rounds and 
hollows seemed to rise and meet the evening gloom 
in pure sympathy, the heath exhaling darkness as 
rapidly as the heavens precipitated it. And so 
the obscurity in the air and~ the obscurity in the 
land closed together in a black fraternization 
towards which each advanced half-way. The place 
became full of a watchful intentness now; for 
when other things sank brooding to sleep the 
heath appeared^ slowly to awake and listen. Every 
night its Titanic fo*m seemed to await something; 
but it had waited thus, unmoved, during so many' 
centuries, through the crises of so many things, 
that it could only be imagined to await one last crisis— the final overthrow.

This opening description of the landscape, so full of
emotion, is like an overture to a great music-drama.
The majority of critics give the above passage as
Hardy's masterpiece in description. J. B. Dobree has
voiced the opinion of the entire group in the following
comment:
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No description has the magisterial quality of the 
opening chapter in The Return of the Native. The 
book opens ominously, the curtain is going up on 
a tragedy. There is no blaring of trumpets, the 
words are subdued and unpretentious, but the sound 
of them ushers in the drama with a master's sureness and instrumentation.!

An outstanding example of Hardy's investing 
places with a "spirit life" is the passage in which he 
describes the strange whispering emitted by the myriad, 
mummied heath bells of the past summer played upon by 
plaintive November winds. Here it is like the voice of 
a single person, of a spirit speaking through each in

Throughout the blowing of these plaintive November 
winds that note bore a great resemblance to the 
ruins of human song which remain to the throat of 
fourscore and ten. It was a worn whisper, dry and 
papery, and it brushed so distinctly across the ear 
that, by the accustomed, the material minutiae in 
which it originated could be realized as by touch.
It was the united products of infinitesimal vegetable 
causes, and tlî se were neither stems, leaves, fruit, blades, prickles, lichen, nor moss.

They were the mummied heath-bells of the past summer, originally tender and purple, now 
washed colourless by Michaelmas rains,'and dried to 
dead skins by October suns. So low was an individual 
sound from these that a combination of hundreds only 
just emerged from silence, and the myriads of the 
whole declivity reached the woman's ear but as 9,
shrivelled and intermittent recitative........
One inwardly saw the infinity of those combined 
multitudes; and perceived that each of the tiny 
trumpets was seized on, entered, scoured and 
emerged from by the wind as thoroughly as if it 
were as vast as a crater.
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•The spirit moved them1........ It was not,
after all, that the left-hand expanse of old blooms 
spoke, or the right-hand, or those of the slope in 
front; but it was the single person of something else speaking through each in turn.

In many places throughout the novel Hardy com
pares the sights and sounds of man's activities with 
those of Nature and assimilates them to the concert of 
natural sights and sounds. Diggory Venn, for example, 
has been eavesdropping at a meeting of Eustacia and 
Wildeve, and at a certain point he loses sight of them.
" The hr black figures sitnk and disappeared against the 
sky. They were as two thorns which the sluggish heath 
had put forth from its crown like a mollusc, and had 
now again drawn in.” By various means people of the 
story are made to seem, as dimly discerned creatures 
of the heath. ,, ♦

The author has given us a description of the 
Heath in relation to the seasons, which is perhaps the 
only bright portrayal of the heath, the only time color 
is attributed to it:

The July sun shone over Egdon and fired Its crimson heather to scarlet. It was the one season 
of the year, and the one weather of the season, in 
which the heath was gorgeous. This flowering period 
represented the second or noontide division in the 
cycle of those superficial changes which alone were 
possible here; it followed the green or young-fern period, representing the morn, and preceded the 
brown period, when the heath-bells and ferns would 
wear the russet tinges of evening; to be in turn
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displaced by the dark hues of the winter period.
Considering the closeness of Nature to the 

characters, we find the source of the tragedy in the 
persons of Eustacia and Clym, who by their strength of 
mind and will rise above the lower orders of Nature and 
vigorously resist the leveling and absorbing forces of 
the heath. No reader of Eustacia, the "Queen of the 
Night," will ever be able to dissociate this poetic 
figure from the lonely and gloomy nature from which 
she made her desperate,, vain attempt to escape. As for 
Clym, it is another aspect of the heath with which he
will be seen in his leather garb, cutting furze during

sthe hot afternoons of midsummer in the insect-haunted 
hollows of the hea.th. He will be seen, as he was seen
by his mother, a figure "of a russet hue, not more dis-

* *tinguishable from the scene around him than the green 
caterpillar from the leaf it feeds on." He had been 
pointed out to Eustacia, on her journey across the 
heath, as one who could show her the way to the place 
where she was going.

1

The silent being. . .seemed to be of no more 
account in life than an insect. He appeared as 
a parasite of the heath, fretting its* surface in 
his daily labour as a moth fret a garment entirely 
engrossed with its products, having no knowledge 
of anything in the world but fern, furze, heath, lichens and moss.

1. T. Hardy, The Return of the Native. 295.
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Professor Chew writes of the novel:
The Return of the Native reveals a deep and most 
moving love of the natural world founded on the
surest knowledge........ Throughout the hook a
curtain seems to lift behind the actors, and we 
catch glimpses of the heath, impassive and endur
ing amid the tragedy that is so intense when set in the balance against natural forces.T

And again,
In the novel Hardy has recorded the sights and 
sounds and smells, the birds and beasts, and trees 
and brooks and flowers, with a light, deft touch, 
neither over-scientific and technical, nor inac-’ 
curate and vague. No natural nhenomena is too grand for his pen.2
4 The author has portrayed those characters which 

are in violent war with Nature as highly complex, im
pulsive, passionate and ^elfish, while those steeped in, 
and in harmony with Nature, as steady, simple and cour
ageous. Not only a mere glimpse of a few individual
members are given fry the characters, but a complete*
representation of the life of an entire community.

The following passage describes the attitude 
tne Native had for the heath, when he was forced to give 
up his studying on account of failing eyesight, and work 
as a furze-cutter; ,

His daily life was of a curious microscopic 
sort, his whole world being limited to a circuit of 
a few feet from his person. His familiars were 
creeping and winged things, and they seemed to en- 
will him in their band. Bees hummed around his 1

1. S. C. Ohew, op. oit. . 54.
2. Ibid.. 148.
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ears with an intimate air, and tugged at the heath 
and furze-flowers at his side in such numbers as 
to weigh them down to the sod. The strange amber- 
colored butterflies which Egdon produced, and which 
were never seen elsewhere, quivered in the breath of his lips, alighted upon his bowed back, and 
sported with the glittering point of his hook as 
he flourished it up and down. Tribes of emerald- 
green grasshoppers leaped over his feet, falling 
. . .as chance might rule; or engaged themselves 
in noisy flirtations under the fern-fronds with 
silent ones of homely hue. Huge flies, ignorant 
of larders a.nd wire-netting, and auite in a. savage 
state, buzzed about him without knowing that he 
was a man. In and out of the fern-brakes snakes 
glided in their most brilliant blue and yellow 
guise, it being the season immediately following 
the shedding of their old skins, when their colours are the brightest........

•*' I

The monotony of his occupation soothed him, and was in itself a pleasure; the surroundings were a joy and a delight.l
The feeling which Thomasin harbored for the

Heath, is also well described by the author, as well
as the opposite attitude of Eustacia;

The noise of the wind*over the heath was shrill, 
and as if it whistled for joy at finding a night 
so congenial as this. Sometimes the oath led her 
to hollows between thickets of tall and dripping 
bracken, dead, though not yet prostrate, which enclosed her like a pool.
Yet in spite of all this Thomasin was not sorry 
that she had started. To her there were not, as 
To Eustacia, demons in the air, and malice in / 
every bush and bough. The drops which lashed her 
face were not scorpions, but prosy rain; Egdon in 
the mass was no monster whatever, but impersonal 
open ground. Her fears of the place were rational her dislikes of its worst moods reasonable. At

1. T. Hardy, on. cit.. 312.
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this time it was in her view a windy, wet place, 
in which a person might experience much discomfort, 
lose the path without care, and possibly catch cold.l

Hardy's declared purpose was to show that in such 
sequestered spots as the heath, "dramas of a grandeur and 
unity truly Sophoclean are enacted in the real, by virtue 
of the concentrated passions and closely-knit interdepend
ence of the lives therein." Cunliffe writes that Hardy’s
"ideal was Greek tragedy and in the Native, he may justly

2be said to have attained it."
In The Return of the Native we have a novel which 

has been magnificently constructed. The development of 
the plot progresses easily without haste or wasted effort. 
After careful examination, one is impressed with the per
fection of workmanship in detail. Scenes of impassioned 
or humorous interest succeed each other, and the reader 
follows with heightened attention to the appointed end.
The author has well described the scene laid for the 
climax of the drama and he has placed the fatal weapon, 
in the shape of Shadwater Weir, in the background:

Here Wildeve waited, slightly sheltered from 
the driving rain by a high bank that had been cast 
up at this place. Along the surface of the road' 
where lit by the lamps the loosened gravel and small 
stones scudded and clicked together before the wind, 
which, leaving them in heaps, plunged into the heath 
and boomed across the bushes into darkness. Only 
one sound rose above this din of weather, and that 
was the roaring of a ten-hatch weir a few yards fur
ther on, where the road approached the river which 1

1. Ibid., 453.
2. J. W. Cunliffe, oo^ clt. . 46.
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1formed the boundary of the heath in this direction.

It is only at the close of the book that one 
realizes how well every smallest part fits into its 
place to make the perfect whole. This unity of impres
sion comes mainly from unity of conception; but it is 
assisted by the subordinate unities of time, place and 
tone. Unity of time is observed in the novel, since 
the whole action is confined to a year and a day, and 
every scene takes place within the compass of the heath, 
giving unity of place. | Finally the steadiness with 
which the heath makes us feel its dark and overshadowing 
presence, so that men and women are but slight figuresi
in a giant landscape, "the insect-fauna of its somber 
flora," proves that it also possesses unity of tone.

The material of this drama of Hardy's is at once
*simple and stupendous, human and cosmic. The protag

onists are Nature and man; the theme, the conflict be
tween the unconquerable soul and that blind Will that 
"heaves thru space and moulds the times with mortals 
for the fingers."

*

J. W. Beach has been impressed with the scientific 
coloring of Hardy's mind as evident in the pages of this 
novel. Here his tendency to view both external Nature 1

1. Ibid.. 459.
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and the human heart with the sharpness and hard pre
cision of a naturalist is evident.

In the hook we are invited to watch the simple 
play of opposing wills, in a situation naturally arising, 
with naked psychological forces pitted against each other
as directly and fairly, with as ingenious a balance of

1power, as in a game of chess.
Leon Vincent classes the novel as a noble piece

of literary workmanship. He writes that the book is
powerful, dramatic, humorous, sincere in its pathos,
rich in its word-coloring, eloquent in its descriptive
passages and that "it embodies so much of life and
poetry that one ha.s a feeling of menta,l exa,lta,tion as 2
he reads."

In writing of this author's poetry, as well as 
of his novels, Lionel Johpson states: "No writer has so 
penetrating a sense of place; the earth and the sky sur
round him men and women claiming them as bone of their 
bone." There is evident in his poems something of the 
grave simplicity of places, like his Wessex, where Man 
has lived long in close relationship to earth and thé

M
seasons. "Transformations" portrays a conmingling of 
Nature and mankind that is very unusual, and shows the 
author's ability to present a singleness- of theme very, 1

1. J. W. Beach, op. cit.. 56.
2. L. Vincent, oo. cit.. 11.
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very impressively.
Portion of this yew
Is a man my grandsire knew,
Bosomed here at its foot:
This branch may be his wife,
A ruddy human life
Now turned to a green shoot.
These grasses must be made 
Of her who often prayed,
Last century, for repose;
And the fair girl long ago 
'Whom I often tried to know 
May be entering this rose.
So, they are not underground,
But as nerves and veins abound 
In the growths of upper air,
And they feel the sun and rain,
And the energy again 1
That made them what they werel

Most of his characters seem to have grown to be what
they are by slow and gradual changes, like the woods or
the surface of the downs.

Hardy, again, interweaves Nature and Mankind,
* y. *in "The Voice of the Thokn," when he attributes human

faculties to a thing of Nature.
When the thorn on the down 
Quivers naked and cold,
And the mid-aged and old 
Pace the path there to town,
In these words dry and drear
It seems to them sighing: *
"0 winter is trying 
To sojourners here'."
When it stands fully tressed 
On a hot summer day,
And the ewes there astray

1. T. Hardy, "Transformations," 443.
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Find its shade a sweet rest,
By the breath of the breeze 
It inquires of each farer:
"Who would not be sheerer 
Of shadow with these?"

Another splendid personification is inherent in the
beautiful Nature-poem, "A Backward Spring."

The trees are afraid to out forth buds,
And there is timidity in the grass;
The splots lie gray where gouged by souds,And whether next week will pass
Free of sly sour winds is the fret of each bushOf barberry waiting to bloom.
Yet the snowdrop's fa.ce betrays no gloom,
A,nd the primrose ps*nts in its heedless push,
Though the myrtle asks if it's worth the fightThis year with frost and rime
To venture one more time
On delicate leaves and buttons of white
From the selfsame bough as at last year's primeAnd never to ruminate on or remember
What happened to it in mid-December.

*



CHAPTER IX

OPTIMISM VERSUS PESSIMISM

In discussing the arbitrariness of optimism as 
opposed to pessimism, H. T. Follett gives the ooinion 
that ohilosonhically optimism is as arbitrary as pessimism 
but that artistically it is not. In the practical appli
cation of the two there exists this gigantic difference:

The optimist in literature leaves the oowers of 
darkness really powerful, because the triumphant 
strength of goodness is exalted just in uroportion 
to the forces it has to contend against, and this 
result is a balanced picture of life as a struggle* 
whereas the pessimist is restricted from telling ’ 
the whole truth about the goodness of life, because 
at any cost he must gnake evil triumnh over it. Con
sequently we view the singular spectacle of the pes
simist leagued with the powers of darkness against 
the human hero, that their victory over him may be assured; and the struggle is not equal enough to 
produce tragedy in the true sense. That is why all 
the greatest tragedies have been written by ootimists men who have enough faith in life to understand that 
it is good even when it does not seem so. The pessi- 
mist has not enough faith in life to understand that 
it is good even when it does seem so; and therefore 
he falsifies the immediate seemings of things in deference to his ultimate principle.!

The subjects of this paper are interesting in 
their antithetical outlooks on life. There is present in 
their theologies the opposing principles of the optimist 
and the pessimist, and their works taken together present 1

1. H. T. Follett, Some Modern Novelists. 136.
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the battle of optimism versus pessimism.
In being energetically alive to Nature, Words

worth was not alive to the blind and remorseless cruel
ties of Nature and of Life, while Hardy rega.rded Nature 
as a "merciless Fate uttering itself in the hoot of the 
night-owl." Both Wordsworth and Hardy lived much of the 
time in solitude; but the effect of this mode of living 
was very different on each. Hardy, living the life of 
a solitary, continually turned his thought in upon itself,
until he became morbid.

* t.
While Wordsworth had much to say about the joys 

of a solitary, rural life, Hardy penetrated the secret 
of its melancholy. The ¿ptimism of Wordsworth raa,y be 
understood if we call to mind the fact that in going to 
the realities of humble life for his inspiration, he ab
sorbed the hardness; the weariness, the sadness and the 
ugliness of Nature's worn-out mankind in the thought of 
Nature as a whole— wonderful, mighty, harmonious and 
benign. The source of joy, from which the latter poet 
draws, is the truest and most unfailing source of joy 
accessible to Man universally. He brings us word "Of 
joy in widest commonalty spread."

Morley has given Wordsworth's vocation in the 
following passage:
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To console the afflicted, to add sunshine to 
daylight by making the happy happier; to teach 
the young and the gracious of every age to see, 
to think and feel, and therefore to become more 
actively and sincerely virtuous.^

In showing that the mutual adaptation of the external
world with the inner mind is able to shape a paradise
from the "simple produce of the common day," Wordsworth

2tells of what all mankind seeks.
In all of Wordsworth's poetry composed before 

the poet was thirty-five, there runs a vein of ootimism. 
He added other elements, when time and grief showed him 
other sides of life, but even then an optimistic strain 
predominates through his work. This underlying thought 
of optimism and joy was the thought which made Nature 
divine, in Wordsworth's conception. He believed that
Divine Energy is present in every fiber of the Universe,

b y.
and that God is conscious*of Himself in Nature as a
whole. Nature is the revealer not only of Man's inmost3self, but of God.

How bountiful is Nature; he shall find
Who seeks not, and to him that hath not asked,
Large measure shall be dealt. 1

1. J. Morley, op. cit,, 35.
2. M. Arnold, Essays in Criticism. 359.
3. R. A. Armstrong, Faith and Doubt in the Century's Poets. 41-42.
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This is the task of Nature, and she fulfills it at the 
command of God— or rather it is God himself— Who in 
Nature’s life gives us this education and help; and 
teaches us of Himself through her. God unites Nature 
to us and directs her teaching; it is His Life acting 
on ours.

The invisible voice that came to Wordsworth
through the visible universe was not in him a Pantheistic

2
conception, as has often been asserted. He speaks of 
"Nature’s self, which iŝ  the breath of God," and tells us 
that he held the speaking face of earth and heaven as an 
organ of intercourse with Man. And again he says, "even 
if the earth was to be burnt up and disappear, yet would 
the living Presence still subsist victorious." To assert 
this is not to preach Pantheism. It is only to make the 
ea,rth, not a mere piece of mechanism, but a vital entity, 
and to regard it as in living and intimate relation with 
Him, Who made a.nd upholds it, and speaks to Man more or 
less distinctly through it.

The study of sublime scenery became to Wordsworth/
a rapture, and he regarded it as a symbol- of Deity; at 
the same time he regarded Nature as the poetic impersona
tion of an actual Being, the living Spirit of God in the 1

1. S. A. Brooke, op. cit.. 96.
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outward World.

To every natural form, rock, fruit, or flower,
Even the loose stones that cover the high-way 
I gave a moral life: I saw them feel,
Or linked them to some feeling: the great mass Lay bedded in a quickening soul, and all 
That I beheld respired with inward meaning.
Add that whate'er of Terror or of Love 
Or Beauty, Nature's daily face put on 
From the transitory passion, unto this 
I was as sensitive as waters are 
To the sky's influence in a kindred mood 
Of pa.ssion; was obedient as a lute 
That waits upon the touches of the wind.
Unknown, unthought of, yet I was most rich- 
I had a world about me-''Twas my own;
I made it, for it only lived to me,
And to the God who sees into the heart

Here "the poet asserts what God is a Being, manifest in
Nature but not contained in Nature. His Deity is not
impersonal and identified with Nature, but is personal
and above Nature. This belief is expressed in the poem
"Hart-leap Well" as well as in the closing lines of
"Fidelity." In the, latter poem the poet commemorates*
the faithfulness of a dog who remained through three 
months' time in a wild spot by the side of his dead- 
master;

How nourished here through such long time 
He knows, who gave that love sublime;
And gave that strength of feeling, great <-
Above all human estimate! 1

1. W. Wordsworth, "The Prelude," 651.
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It must be noted, however, that in Wordsworth's 
earlier years he conceived God as an impersonal force, 
a motion and a spirit that impels all thinking things, 
and Nature as coequal with Deity; but later he gradually 
came to conceive God as a personal entity above Nature, 
though still working as an active principle through 
Nature!

Since Pantheism identifies Nature with God and 
the human mind, and cancels the personality of both God 
and Mfin, Wordsworth ca.ppnt be said to have held such a 
philosophy. If we again turn our attention to the "Lines 
Composed a Few Miles Above Tintern Abbey," we will find

iin the following verses (before quoted) that the poet 
brings out the existence of three distinct Natures— a 
Universal Presence, a world of corporeal things, and a 
world of finite spirits:

And I have felt
A presence that disturbs me with the joy 
Of eleva.ted thought; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused,
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
And the round ocean and the living air,
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man:
A motion and a spirit, that impels
All thinking things, all objects of all thought,
And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still 
A lover of the meadows and the woods,
And mountains; and of a.ll that we behold 
From this green earth; of all the-mighty world 1

1. S. F. Gingerich, op., cit. , 190.
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Of eye, and ear, -both what they half create,
And what perceive; well pleased to recognize 
In nature and the language of the sense 
The anchor of ray purest thoughts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian of ray heart, and soul Of all my moral being.

Here he does not identify the Universal Spirit with 
"the light of setting suns," nor with "the round ocean," 
nor with the "living air," nor with "the blue sky," nor 
with "the mind of man," but he merely affirms that these 
are its "dwelling," and that the spirit is their "impelling 
power." Pantheism is not involved in declaring the im
manence of the Universal Spirit in the finite; and in 

* t

giving expression to his faith in this immanence. the 
poet gives expression to a faith in thorough accord 
with Theism.

"The Old Cumberland Beggar," composed at Racedown 
and Alfoxden in 1798, brings out Wordsworth»s optimism in 
a very pronounced manner.* In this poem the essential uni
versality of goodness is affirmed. An old beggar, though 
reduced to the lowest terms of existence, and apparently 
one of the most helpless of men, is not regarded as utter
ly useless, by the poet; but rather he is looked upon as 
a helpful minister to society, in keeping alive the record 
of past deeds of charity, and by calling forth a spirit of 
beneficence. He becomes a moral force, as his extremity 
is an opportunity for kindness on the part of the poet.
He should be permitted to live "in the eye of Nature" and
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"in the eye of Nature, let him die."
Wordsworth has associated a snirit of Good with

all things which cannot he separated even from the meanest
and most degraded of Nature's forms, much less from Man,
even in his lowest estate:

......................  'Tis Nature's lawThat none, the meanest of created things,
Of forms created the most vile and brute,
The dullest or most noxious, should exist 
Divorced from good- a sprite and pulse of good,
A life and soul, to every mode of being 
Inseparable linked. Then be assured 
That least of all can aught— that ever owned 
The heaven-regarding eye and front sublime 
Which man is born to— sink, howe'er depressed,
So low as to be scorned without a sin;i

The tragedy of Hardy's soul is that he cannot find
this world as a creation of an Eternal God at all, nor can
he find God Himself in Nature, nor above it. He seeks a

2God and a world for Him to dwell in, and finds neither.
* *He puts the fact simply ifi the "Impercipient:"

That with this bright believing baud I have no claim to be,
That faiths by which my comrades stand 
Seem fantasies to me,
And mira,ge-mists their Shining Land I a strange destiny.3 1

1. W. Wordsworth, "The Old Cumberland Beggar," 667.
2. M. P. Willcocks, on. cit. , .333.
3. T. Hardy, "Imperc ini ent," 59.
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Because of pain's existence, because it runs like 
a thread through all the world, Hardy cannot endure the 
idea of God, Who, he believes, makes it the supreme law 
of life. Powys writes that Hardy is opposed to Christian
ity, but he cannot forget it. It troubles, vexes and
haunts him. He flings gibe after gibe at "God," but

1across his anger fa.lls the shadow of the Cross.
As a spectator of human history, he sees life as 

a, vast tragedy, with men a.nd women emerging from nothing
ness, suffering acute physical and mental sorrow, and then
passing into nothingness again. To his mind, the creed of

2optimism is a ribald insult to the pain of humanity. He
i

sees Nature and man as tools of the Immanent Will-- a force
3that is utterly indifferent to the creatures of Earth.

The critics do not agree on the question of the
• y.

presence of value of pessimism in Hardy. Cunliffe writes
4that "Hardy's pessimistic philosophy submerges his art;" 

while Dobree declares that what redeems Hardy is the 1

1. J. C. Powys, on. cit.. 217.
2. W. L. Phelps, op. cit. . 54.
3. M. P. Willcocks, op. cit. , 333.
4. J. W. Cunliffe, on. cit. . 51.
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tragic richness of his pessimism. Herbert Gorman insists 
that Hardy is ironic rather than pessimistic. He differ
entiates irony as being on a higher plane than pessimism.

Anybody can be pessimistic, but it takes a genius
to be actually ironic........ Hardy believed in
a cold acceptance of actualities but this was far 
from pessimism, for he never wholly despaired over
existence........ He stares so fixedly’at the
worst that we dominate him a pessimist“. He, himself 
remarked that his mind was concerned with "evolutionary meliorism.

William Lyon Phelps compares Hardy's pessimism to that of 
Schopenhauer in being absolutely thorough and absolutely 
candid,,. 1

It makes the world as darkly superb a,nd. as 
terribly interesting as a Greek' drama. It is 
wholly worth-while to get this point of view, 
and if in practical life one does not really 
believe in it, it is capable of yielding much pleasure.3

Charles Williams believes that Hardy regards death as the
lord of life. An eternal .conflict is being carried on

4between the optimist and pessimist.
In the novel Tess of ¿he D'Urbervilles. Hardy has 

given full voice to his passionate indignation at human 
and divine injustice. In this picture of "a pure woman 1

1. J. B. Dobree, op. cit. . 22.
2. H. Gorman, The Procession of Masks, 173.
3. W. L. Phelps, on. cit. , 50.
4. Charles Williams, on. cit.. 208.
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faithfully presented,” he rages not merely against social
convention but against natural conditions. He has set
forth the intercourse between man and ns/ture with amazing
cower, having the different seasons act as a chorus to
the human tragedy. For example, in reflecting on Tess's
first betrayal, the author writes:

Darkness and silence ruled everywhere around.
Above them rose the primeval yews and oa.ks of 
The^Ohase, in which were poised gentle roosting 
birds in their last nap, and about them stole 
the hopping rabbits and hares. . .perhans, the 
birds, like the other god did not care to be awakened.

The setting, throughout the novel, sympathizes 
with the action; the place and season changing with the 
fortunes of the heroine. The summer is given to the 
growth of Tees's love for Angel Clare; her suffering for
her sin takes place in the wintry bitterness of a hard* y. *
and cruel district; her wedding takes place at New Year's,
followed by the bitter winter of her separation from Angel,
and their brief reunion in the spring; it is among the
anoient and awesome monuments of Stonehenge that the law
steps in to put an end to their brief clouded romance.

The story of Tess goes with a surge and sweep,
A magnificance of movement; a cloud of vast 
forces, laboring over it— the fate of one poor girl, overshadows every page. 1

1. L. Johnson, on. cit.. 237.
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Hardy’s characters are in keeping with his

scenes. Of these creatures, both men and beasts, Hardy
makes the Lord, who for him does not exist, say:

Written indelibly 
On my eternal mind 
Are all the wrongs endured 
Ey Earth’s pure patient kind,
Which my too oft unconscious hand 
Let enter, undesigned.

In Tess we hear of the charm which is acquired by woman 
when she becomes part and parcel of out-door Nature. On 
the other hand, Hardy, in making his Nature at times lush, 
does^ so for a purpose. It is part of Tess when she bur
geons; she is merged in it and but for it she would not 
have become what she did; it changes her as she is changed

iby contact with other personalities. The following des
cription set in the valley of the Froom is an example:

Or perhaps the summer fog was more general, and 
the meadows la,y like a white sea, out of which 
the scattered trees rose like dangerous rocks.
Birds would soar thru it into the upper radiance, 
and hang in the wind sunning themselves, or alight 
on the wet rails subdividing the mead, which now 
whone like glass rods. Minute diamonds of moisture 
from the mist hung, too, upon Tees's eyelashes, and 
drops upon her hair like seed pearls. When the 
day grew quite strong and commonplace, these dried 
off her; moreover Tess then lost her strange and 
ethereal beauty; her teeth, lips and eyes scin-' 
tillated in the sunbeams, and she was again the 
dazzlingly beautiful milkmaid of the dairy.

In this piteous story, Hardy seems to have 
reasoned that the seduction of Tess was in conformity 
with Nature, as a simple, physical occurrence, but out
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of conformity with Society, because it broke a social 
law. But a state of Nature precedes a state of Society, 
having deeper, wider, larger laws. Society, in condemn
ing Tess, was unjust, preferring its necessary laws of

1expediency to the great fundamental laws of Nature.
When at home, after her first great sorrow, Tess only 
walked out after dark.

At times her whimsical fancy would intensify 
natural processes around her till they seemed a 
part of her own story. Rather they became a part 
of it; for the world is only a psychological pheno
menon, and what they were. The midnight airs and 
gusts, moaning amongst the tightly-wrapped buds and 
bark of the winter twigs, were formulae of bitter 
reproach. A wet day was the expression of irremedi
able grief at her weakness in the mind of some vague 
ethical being whom she could not class definitely 
as the God of her childhood, and could not compre
hend as any other........ Walking among the sleeping
birds in the hedges, watching the skipping rabbits 
on a moonlit warren, or standing under a pheasant
laden bough, she looked upon herself as a figure 
of Guilt intruding into the haunts of Innocence.*

In Tess Nature is depicted at times as cruel and without 
sympathy; and again, at times, the very measures that 
have been taken for the protection of society against 
the mercilessness of Nature are harshly attacked.

The final arraignment is not of social usage, or 
human incapacity or cruelty, but of divine government. 
“Justice was done, and the President of the Immortals 
had ended his sport with Tess." In reply to criticism 1

1. Ibid.. 253.
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of this passage, Hardy recalled Gloucester's remarks 
in Lear, which lines define the attitude common to all
tragic writers:

As flies to wanton hoys are we to the gods,
They kill us for their sport.

What Shakespeare said dramatically, Hardy offers in his
own person as an interpretation of his own work. William
Lyon Phelps has this comment to offer on the hook:

After finishing Hardy's Tess one has all the delight 
of waking from a,n impressive hut horrible dream, 
and feeling through the dissolving vision, the real 
friendliness of the good old earth. It is like com
ing home from an adequate performance of King Lear, 
which we would not have missed for anything.-1-

Henry Van Dyke writes:
Tess is Thomas Hardy's master-work in prose.
"A luncheon was given for me at a London cluh, to 
meet Thomas Hardy;- a little gray man, hawk-nosed, 
keen-eyed, gentle-mannered, with a kindly smile 
rarely lighting his furrowed tranquil face. Alone 
with him at la^t, I asked the indiscreet question, 
"Which of your books *is your favorite?" Thinking 
a moment, he answered simply and frankly, "Tess 
of the D'Urhervilles."
"That is because you love her best of all your 
characters, isn't it?"
"Yes, he said gravely, "I love her best of all."
"Why, then, did you kill her? Was there no other 
way to end the hook?"
"There was no other say," he replied, still more 
gravely. "I did not kill her. It was fated.2 ,

Hardy also wrote many verses which are cynical,
ironic or sinister, often despairing, and almost always 1

1. W. L. Phelps, op. clt. . 50.
. H. Van Dyke, Man Behind the Book. 299.2
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melancholy and disillusioning. He indignantly repud
iated the charge of pessimism of his Preface in "Late 
Lyrics and Earlier"; and denied that his poems are in- 
tended to develop any settled philosophy or view of 
life. "They a r e h e  explains, "a series of fugitive 
impressions which I have never tried to coordinate."
One poem from this group, entitled "Epitaph" makes the 
reader aware that the poet regards with evident pain 
the futility of existence beneath the shadow of an un
known, thing. His ironj*, in such instances, is his 
armor.

Cease, at length those hast learned to grind 
Sufficient toll for an unwilling mind,
And I dismiss thee not without regard 
That thou didst ask no ill-advised reward 
Nor sought in me much more than thou 
Couldst find.

Hardy is cbtaparatile to the Roman poet Lucretius, 
in that both were obsessed with death; but Hardy is 
obsessed with it in a gloomy way. The following lines 
of Lucretius have furnished the text of several homilies 
in Hardy:

Alid ex alio reficit Nature, nec ullam 
rem gigni potitur nisi morte adjuta aliena.

One could cite dozens of poems and phrases in Hardy that
have a Lucretian ring; for example, "Life Laughs Onward",
"Proud Songsters," He Never Expected Much," and "Regret
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Not Me."
All through his poetry, Hardy's eye glances 

from this terrestrial scene of scantiest size to 
the "flammantia moenia mundi” of Lucretius, and again, 
in the other direction, as Lucretius does to tiny 
atoms of earth and air and rain: which though tiny, 
are of infinite meaning and importance. Lucretius 
is wholly a protest against the man-centered mind; 
Hardy is completely man-centered, yet 'he flits to 
the back of the sky,' to use the phrase of the Phaedrus, with a Lucretian facility.1

Hardy expressed his pessimism as early as 1866
in a short lyric significantly named "Hap." In this
poem he did, as a poet, what he could not do as a philos-

4 |opher; he made the idea convincing by his emotional
statement of it and his emotional revolt against it.
This fundamental and simple idea he expresses in penning

If but some vengeful god would call to me
From up the sky, and laugh: "Thou suffering thing,Know that thy sorrow is my ecstasy,
That thy love's loss is my hate's profiting'.'*>
Then would I bear it, clench myself, and die,
Steeled by the sense of ire unmerited;
Half-eased in that a Powerfuller than I 
Had willed and meted me the tears I shed.

He asks,
How arrives it joy lies slain,
And why unblooms the best hop ever sown?

*

His mind would be more at ease if he could find an ex
planation in the hatred of some malignant Power, but 
not so—  • i. 1

1. Lionel Johnson, "Hardy's Poems." Nineteenth 
Century. CXXVIII (June, 1921), 266.
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-Crass Casualty obstructs the sun and rain,
And dicing Time for gladness casts a moan. . .

The saddening thought that it was only by "hap" that 
the lovers met, and that they might have each gone 
another way suggests humanity enslaved to chance 
whether for happiness or distress. Nature, instead of 
giving an answer, seems to him to have her own fruit
less questioning—

"Has some Vast Imbecility,
Mighty to build and blend,
But impotent to tend,
Framed us in jest, find left us now to hazardry?
"Or come we of an Automation 
Unconscious of our pains?
Or are we live remains
Of Godhead dying downwards, brain and eye now gone?
"Or is it that some high Plan betides,
As yet not understood,
Of Evil stormed by Good,
We the Forlorn Hope over which Achievement strides?"* >. •♦If the poet had the ear of the unborn, it is

the pauper child he chooses to address; but the poem
affords no reason for the distinction— he would suggest
not-being as his ideal for the race.

Breathe not, hid Heart: cease silently,
And though thy birth-hour beckons thee,
Sleep the long sleep:
The Doomsters heap
Travails and teens around us here,
And Time-wraiths turn our sonsingings to fear.
Hark, how the people surge and sigh,
And laughters fail, and greetings die:
Hopes dwindle; yea,
Faiths waste away,
Affections and enthusiasms numb;
Thou canst mend these things if thou dost come.
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Although Hardy*s Muse is predominantly melancholy, 
his pessimism is never jaded, jejune, or effete. If plays 
only with commonplaces but seldom with sentimentalities.
He does not have a cheap kind of pessimism; nor is his 
pessimism personal, having arisen from no sorrow or dis
appointment in his own life. It is both philosophic and 
temperamental. He cannot see Nature in any other way.
His pessimism has arisen from his deep tenderness for all 
forms of human and animal life, and by an almost abnormal 
sympathy. His intense love for bird and beast is well 
known; and that he had a tender heart is evident from 
his poem "The Blinded Bird;*

iSo zestfully canst thou sing?
And all this indignity,
With God's consent, on thee!
Blinded ere yet a-wing 
By the red-hot needle thou,
I stand and wonder how 
So zestfully thou canSt sing!

Who hath charity? This bird,
Who suffereth long and is kind,
Is not provoked, though blind 
And alive ensepulchred?
Who hopeth, endureth all things?
Who thinketh no evil, but sings? *
Who is divine? This bird.

Hardy's men and women ranked, morally, immensely
superior to God, if there was a God, the poet believed. 1

1. A. Z. Couch, Studies in Literature. I, 194.
2, W. L. Phelps, op. cit. . 54.
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Hardy's simile for this magnipotent will is expressed in 
the following lines:

Like a knitter drosed,Whose fingers played in skilled unmindfulness,
The will was woven with an absent heed 
Since Life first was; and ever will so weave.

In His loneliness He knew neither right nor wrong,
justice nor mercy; and the good qualities that we attribute

1
to Him are human, not divine. This theology is expressed
in the poem "New Year's Eve." Man, questioning this blind
force, asks why and receives the answer:

"1 have finished another year," said God,
"In grey, green white, and brown;
I have strewn the leaf upon the sod,
Sealed up the worm within the clod,
And let the last sup down."
"And what's the good of it?" I said,
"What reasons made you call
From formless void this earth we tread,
When nine-and ninety can be read 
Why nought should be at all?
"Yea, Sire; why shaped you us, ’who in 
This tabernacle grown'—
If ever a joy be found herein,
Such joy no man had wished to win 
If her had never known'. *
Then he: "My labours-logicless- 
You may explain; not I:
Sense-sealed I have wrought, without a guess *
That I evoked a Consciousness 
To ask for reasons why,
"Strange that epermeral creatures who 
By my own ordering are, ;
Should see the shortness of my view,
Use ethic tests I never knew,
Or made provision fori"

»
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He sank to raptness as of yore,
And opening Hew Year's Day,
Wove it by rote as theretofore,
And went on working evermore 
In his unheeding way.

In the poems which are most Hardyesque there is 
always the reminder that though the earth is our Mother, 
she is also our grave; 'that the grin upon the living 
face is^not very different from the grin within the 
skull.' There is, however, some force in life which 
enables it to go on, whatever happens to the individual. 
In the poem "In the Time of the Breaking of Nations," 
which is not about nations at all but, "only a man harrow
ing clods," we have the human movement that seems visible 
in the Hardy panorama, a movement which keeps a man bound 
down over the earth, his mother, his master, and his
slave; that keeps him ̂ bowed down whatever may be the♦
flame of life shining in his eyes, or the ambitions that 
guide and animate his heart.

Only a man harrowing clods In a slow silent walk
With an old horse that stumbles and nods,Half asleep as they stalk.
Only thing smoke without flame 
From heaps of couch-grass:
Yet this will go onward the same 
Though Dynasties pass.
Yonder a maid and her wight 
Come whispering by:
War's annals will cloud into night Ere their story die. 1

1. J. B. Dobree, op. cit. . 40.
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FINAL COMMENT

It was shown in these pages that Nature predom
inated in the life-interests of William Wordsworth and 
Thomas Hardy and greatly affected their literary output.

The "Lake poet" characteristically pours illumin
ating light upon benign Nature, as for instance in his 
sonnets. Hardy, on the other hand, acts as the personal 
"illuminator" of a fateful and oppressive Nature, as in 
his Wessex poems. The great ode "Intimations of Immor
tality," a masterpiecé of poetry, and The Return of the 
Native. a masterpiece of prose, served to point out how 
one author taught the beauty and salutariness of Nature 
while the other taught the beauty and cruelty of Nature.

For the proper appreciation of each man's creative
genius, the writer described one background.which harmon-*
izes the works of Hardy. Going further, the writer en
deavored to reveal a contrast in the treatment of Nature 
by listing their respective vocabulary, in order to show 
how one stressed words denoting brightness and the other 
words denoting shadows. . ,

The works of both evince massive simplicity, it 
has been noted, brought about by the use•of familiar 
language moving to solemn music and giving effects of 
mingled richness and severity. Here, obviously,
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Wordsworth was the innovator, being the first English 
man of letters to depict common life in common language. 
Under his influence Hardy applied the same practice to 
highly personal ends. In this one respect, at least, 
Wordsworth and Hardy rightfully stand as masters.

All in all the thesis aimed at explaining the 
antithetical interpretation of Nature by a nineteenth- 
century poet and a nearly contemporary poet-novelist.

* »

i
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