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Appendix 1 

LINES 

Composed a few m i l e s  above T intern Abbey , On 

rev is i t ing the banks of the Wye dur ing a tour July , 13 , 

1798 

F ive years have past ; five summers , wiht the length 

Of f ive long wnters ! and again I hear 

These waters , ro l l ing from the ir mounta in-springs 

With a so ft inland murmur - - - Once again 

Do I beho ld these steep and lofty c l iffts , 5 

That on a wild sec luded scene impress 

Thoughts of more deep sec lus ion ; and connect 

The landscape with the quiet of the sky , 

The day i s  come when I again repose 

Here , under this dark skymore , and v i ew 

These plots of cot tage - ground , these o rchard- tufts � 

Wh ich at th i s  se ason , with the i r  unr ipe fruits , 

Are c lad in one green hue , and lose themse lve s 

� M id groves and copses . Once aga in I see 

1 0  

The se hedge- rows , hardly hedge-rows , l ittle l ine s 15 

Of sport ive wood run w i l d  : the se pastoral farms , 

Green to the very do or ; and wreaths of smoke 

Sent up , in s i lence , from among the trees 
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With some uncertain no tice , as might seem 

Of vagrant dwe l lers in the house less woods , 

Or o f  some Hermit ' s  cave , where by his fire 

The He rmit sits alone 

The se beauteous fo rms , 

Through a long absence , have not been to me 

As is a landscape to a b l ind m , an ' s  eye : 

But o ft , in lone ly rooms , and 'mid the din 

Of towns and c it ies , I have owned to them 

In hours of wear iness , sensat ions swee t ,  

Fe lt in the b lood , and felt along the heart ; 

And pass ing even into my pure r  mind , 

W ith tranqui l restorat ion : - - fee l ing too 

Of unremembered pleasure : such , perhaps , 

As have no s l ight o r  t r ivial influence 

On that best portion of a good man ' s  l ife , 

His l i tt le , name less , unremembered act s  

20 

25 

30 

Of k indness and of love . Nor less , I t rust , 35 

To them I may have owed anothe r gift , 

Of aspect more sub l ime ; that b lessed mood , 

I n  which the heavy and weary we i ght 

Of a l l  th is uninte l l igib le wor ld , 40 

I s  l i ghtened : - - that serene and b lessed mood , 

In wh ich the affect ions gent ly lead us on , 

Unt i l , the breath o f  thi s  corporeal frame 
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And even the mot ion of our human blood 

A lmost suspended ,  we are laid asleep 

In body , and become a l iv ing soul : 

Whi le with an eye made quiet by the power 

Of harmony , and the deep power of j oy ,  

We see into the l i fe o f  th ings . 

Be but a vain be l ief , yet , oh 

I f  this 

how oft 

I n  darkness and amid the many shapes 

Of j oy less day l i ght ; when the fretful st ir 

Unprof itable , and the fever o f  the wor ld ,  

Have hung upon the beat ings o f  my heart - -

How oft , in spirit , have I turned t o  thee , 

0 sylvan Wye ! thou wande red thro ' the woods , 

How o ften has my spi rit turned to thee 

And now , with gleams o f  half-ext inguished thought , 

W ith many recognit ions dim and faint , 

45 

50 

55 

And somewhat of a sad perplexity , 60 

The p icture of the mind rev ive s again : 

Whi le here I stand , not only with the sense 

Of present pleasure , but with pleasing thoughts 

That in this moment the re is l i fe and food 

for future years . And so I dare to hope , 

Though changed , no doubt , from what I was when f irst 

I came among these h i l ls ; when l ike a roe 

65 

68 

IR - PERPUSTAKAAN UNIVERSITAS AIRLANGGA

SKRIPSI THE ANALYSIS OF... ROOSNANIE RABIDAWATY



I bounded o ; er the mountains . by the sides 

Of the deep r ivers , and thee lone ly streams , 

Wherever nature led more l ike a man 70 

Flying from someth ing that he dreads than one 

Who sought the th ing he l oved . For nature then 

( The coarser pleasures of my boy i sh days , 

And the ir glad animal movements a l l  gone by ) 

To me was al l in a l l . - - I can not paint 

What then I was . The sound ing cataract 

Haunted me l ike a passion : the tall rock , 

The mountain , and the deep and g loomy wood , 

The ir co lours and the ir forms , were then to me 

An appet ite ; a fee l ing and a love , 

That had no need of a remoter charm , 

By thought suppl ied , nor any interest 

Unborrowed from the eye . -- That t ime is past , 

And a l l itsaching j oys are now more , 

75 

80 

And a l l  its dizzy rapture s .  Not for this 8 5  

Faint I ,  nor mourn nor murmur other gifts 

Have fo l lowed ; for such loss , I would be l ieve , 

Abundant recompense . For I have learned 

To look on nature , not as in the hour 

Of thought less youth ; but hear ing often t imes 

The st i l l , sad music of humanity , 

Nor harsh nor grat ing , though of ampl e  power 

To chasten and subdue . And I have fe lt 
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A presence that disturbs me w ith the j oy 

Of e levated thought ; a sense sub l ime 95 

Of something far more deeply interfused , 

Whose dwe l l ing is the l ight of sett ing suns , 

And the round ocean and the l iv ing air , 

and the b lue sky , and in the mind of man 

A mot ion and a spir it , that impe l s  100 

A l l  thinking th ings , a l l  obj ects of a l l  thought , 

And ro l ls through a l l  th ings . Therefore am I st i l l  

a lover o f  the meadows and the woods , 

And mounta ins ; and of a l l  that we beho ld 

From thi s  green e arth ; of a l l the mighty world 105 

Of eye , and ear , -- both what they half create , 

And what perce ive ; we l l  pleased to recogn ise 

In nature and the language of the sense 

The anchor of my pure st thought s ,  the nurse , 

The gu ide , the guard ian of my heart , and soul 1 10 

Of a l l  my mora l  be ing 

Nor perchance , 

I f  I were not thus taught , should I the more 

Suffer my genial spir its to decay 

For thou art with me here upon the banks 

Of thi s  fair r iver ; thou my dearest Friend , 

My dear , dear fr iend ; and in thy vo ice I catch 

The l anguage of my former heart , and read 

1 15 

7 0  
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My former pleasures in the shooting l ights 

Of thy wi ld eyes . Oh ye t a l it t le whi le 

May I beho ld in thee what I was once , 

My dear , dear S ister ! and this prayer I make , 

Knowing that Nature never did betray 

The heart that loved her ;  # t i s  her privi lege 

Through a l l  the years of th is our l i fe ,  to lead 

From j oy to j oy : fo r she can so inform 

The mind that is with in us , so impre ss 

With quitness and beauty , and so feed 

With lofty thoughts ,  that ne i ther ev i l  tongue s , 

Rash j udgements , nor the sneers o f  se l f i sh men , 

Nor greet ings where no k indness is , nor a l l  

The dreary intercourse o f  dai l y  l i fe , 

Shal l  e # er preva i l  aga inst us or disturb 

Our cheerful faith , that a l l  which we beho ld 

I s  fu l l  of b less ings . THe re fore let the moon 

Sh ine on thee inthy so l i tary wa lk ; 

And let the misty mountain-winds be free 

To blow against thee : and , in after year s , 

When the se w i ld ecstas ies shal l  be matured 

I nto a sober pleasure ; when thy mind 

Shal l  be a mansion for a l l  love ly forms , 

Thy memo ry be as a dwe l l ings-place 

For all sweet sounds and harmonies , oh ! then , 

I f  so l itude , or fear , o r  pain , o r  grie f ,  

7 1  
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Should be thy port ion , with what he al ing thoughts 

Of tender j oy w i l t  thou remeber me , 

And these my exhortat ions ! No r ,  perchance 

I f  I should be where I no more can hear 

145 

Thy vo ice , nor catch from thy wild eyes these g leams 

Of past existence w i lt thou then forget 

That on the banks of thi s de l ightful stream 150 

We stood toge the r ; and that I so long 

A worshipper of Nature , hither came 

Unwearied in that serv ice : rather say 

With warmer love -- oh ! with far deeper zeal 

Of ho l ie r  love . Nor w i l t  thou then forge t , 155 

That after many wander ings , many years 

Of absence , these steep woods and lofty c l i ifs , 

And this green pastoral landscape , were to me 

More dear , both for themse lves and for thy sake 
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