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INTRODUCTION

Hitherto no attempt has been made to publish a
collection of Coleridge’s Letters. A few specimens were
published in his lifetime, both in his own works and in
magazines, and, shortly after his death in 1834, a large
number appeared in print. Allsop’s “Letters, Conversations,
and Recollections of S. T. Coleridge,” which was issued in
1836, contains forty-five letters or parts of letters; Cottle in
his “Early Recollections” (1837) prints, for the most part
incorrectly, and in piecemeal, some sixty in all, and
Gillman, in his “Life of Coleridge” (1838), contributes,
among others, some letters addressed to himself, and one,
of the greatest interest, to Charles Lamb. In 1847, a series
of early letters to Thomas Poole appeared for the first time
in the Biographical Supplement to the “Biographia
Literaria,” and in 1848, when Cottle reprinted his “Early
Recollections,” under the title of “Reminiscences of
Coleridge and Southey,” he included sixteen letters to
Thomas and Josiah Wedgwood. In Southey’s posthumous
“Life of Dr. Bell,” five letters of Coleridge lie imbedded, and
in “Southey’s Life and Correspondence” (1849-50), four of
his letters find an appropriate place. An interesting series
was published in 1858 in the “Fragmentary Remains of Sir
H. Davy,” edited by his brother, Dr. Davy; and in the “Diary
of H. C. Robinson,” published in 1869, a few letters from
Coleridge are interspersed. In 1870, the late Mr. W. Mark
W. Call printed in the “Westminster Review” eleven letters
from Coleridge to Dr. Brabant of Devizes, dated 1815 and
1816; and a series of early letters to Godwin, 1800-1811
(some of which had appeared in “Macmillan’s Magazine” in
1864), was included by Mr. Kegan Paul in his “William
Godwin” (1876). In 1874, a correspondence between
Coleridge (1816-1818) and his publishers, Gale & Curtis,
was contributed to “Lippincott’s Magazine,” and in 1878, a



few letters to Matilda Betham were published in “Fraser’s
Magazine.” During the last six years the vast store which
still remained unpublished has been drawn upon for
various memoirs and biographies. The following works
containing new letters are given in order of publication:
Herr Brandl’'s “Samuel T. Coleridge and the English
Romantic School,” 1887; “Memorials of Coleorton,” edited
by Professor Knight, 1887; “Thomas Poole and his Friends,”
by Mrs. H. Sandford, 1888; “Life of Wordsworth,” by
Professor Knight, 1889; “Memoirs of John Murray,” by
Samuel Smiles, LL. D., 1891; “De Quincey Memorials,” by
Alex. Japp, LL. D., 1891; “Life of Washington Allston,” 1893.

Notwithstanding these heavy draughts, more than half of
the letters which have come under my notice remain
unpublished. Of more than forty which Coleridge wrote to
his wife, only one has been published. Of ninety letters to
Southey which are extant, barely a tenth have seen the
light. Of nineteen addressed to W. Sotheby, poet and patron
of poets, fourteen to Lamb’s friend John Rickman, and four
to Coleridge’s old college friend, Archdeacon Wrangham,
none have been published. Of more than forty letters
addressed to the Morgan family, which belong for the most
part to the least known period of Coleridge’s life,—the
years which intervened between his residence in Grasmere
and his final settlement at Highgate,—only two or three,
preserved in the MSS. Department of the British Museum,
have been published. Of numerous letters written in later
life to his friend and amanuensis, Joseph Henry Green; to
Charles Augustus Tulk, M. P. for Sudbury; to his friends and
hosts, the Gillmans; to Cary, the translator of Dante, only a
few have found their way into print. Of more than forty to
his brother, the Rev. George Coleridge, which were
accidentally discovered in 1876, only five have been
printed. Of some fourscore letters addressed to his
nephews, William Hart Coleridge, John Taylor Coleridge,
Henry Nelson Coleridge, Edward Coleridge, and to his son
Derwent, all but two, or at most three, remain in



manuscript. Of the youthful letters to the Evans family, one
letter has recently appeared in the “Illustrated London
News,” and of the many addressed to John Thelwall, but
one was printed in the same series.

The letters to Poole, of which more than a hundred have
been preserved, those addressed to his Bristol friend,
Josiah Wade, and the letters to Wordsworth, which, though
few in number, are of great length, have been largely used
for biographical purposes, but much, of the highest
interest, remains unpublished. Of smaller groups of letters,
published and unpublished, I make no detailed mention,
but in the latter category are two to Charles Lamb, one to
John Sterling, five to George Cattermole, one to John
Kenyon, and many others to more obscure correspondents.
Some important letters to Lord Jeffrey, to John Murray, to
De Quincey, to Hugh James Rose, and to J. H. B. Williams,
have, in the last few years, been placed in my hands for
transcription.

A series of letters written between the years 1796 and
1814 to the Rev. John Prior Estlin, minister of the Unitarian
Chapel at Lewin’s Mead, Bristol, was printed some years
ago for the Philobiblon Society, with an introduction by Mr.
Henry A. Bright. One other series of letters has also been
printed for private circulation. In 1889, the late Miss Stuart
placed in my hands transcriptions of eighty-seven letters
addressed by Coleridge to her father, Daniel Stuart, editor
of “The Morning Post” and “Courier,” and these, together
with letters from Wordsworth and Southey, were printed in
a single volume bearing the title, “Letters from the Lake
Poets.” Miss Stuart contributed a short account of her
father’s life, and also a reminiscence of Coleridge, headed
“A Farewell.”

Coleridge’s biographers, both of the past and present
generations, have met with a generous response to their
appeal for letters to be placed in their hands for reference
and for publication, but it is probable that many are in
existence which have been withheld, sometimes no doubt



intentionally, but more often from inadvertence. From his
boyhood the poet was a voluminous if an irregular
correspondent, and many letters which he is known to have
addressed to his earliest friends—to Middleton, to Robert
Allen, to Valentine and Sam Le Grice, to Charles Lloyd, to
his Stowey neighbour, John Cruikshank, to Dr. Beddoes,
and others—may yet be forthcoming. It is certain that he
corresponded with Mrs. Clarkson, but if any letters have
been preserved they have not come under my notice. It is
strange, too, that among the letters of the Highgate period,
which were sent to Henry Nelson Coleridge for
transcription, none to John Hookham Frere, to Blanco
White, or to Edward Irving appear to have been
forthcoming.

The foregoing summary of published and unpublished
letters, though necessarily imperfect, will enable the reader
to form some idea of the mass of material from which the
present selection has been made. A complete edition of
Coleridge’s Letters must await the “coming of the milder
day,” a renewed long-suffering on the part of his old enemy,
the “literary public.” In the meanwhile, a selection from
some of the more important is here offered in the belief
that many, if not all, will find a place in permanent
literature. The letters are arranged in chronological order,
and are intended rather to illustrate the story of the
writer’s life than to embody his critical opinions, or to
record the development of his philosophical and theological
speculations. But letters of a purely literary character have
not been excluded, and in selecting or rejecting a letter, the
sole criterion has been, Is it interesting? is it readable?

In letter-writing perfection of style is its own
recommendation, and long after the substance of a letter
has lost its savour, the form retains its original or, it may
be, an added charm. Or if the author be the founder of a
sect or a school, his writings, in whatever form, are
received by the initiated with unquestioning and insatiable
delight. But Coleridge’s letters lack style. The fastidious



critic who touched and retouched his exquisite lyrics, and
always for the better, was at no pains to polish his letters.
He writes to his friends as if he were talking to them, and
he lets his periods take care of themselves. Nor is there any
longer a school of reverent disciples to receive what the
master gives and because he gives it. His influence as a
teacher has passed into other channels, and he is no longer
regarded as the oracular sage “questionable” concerning
all mysteries. But as a poet, as a great literary critic, and as
a “master of sentences,” he holds his own and appeals to
the general ear; and though, since his death, in 1834, a
second generation has all but passed away, an unwonted
interest in the man himself survives and must always
survive. For not only, as Wordsworth declared, was he “a
wonderful man,” but the story of his life was a strange one,
and as he tells it, we “cannot choose but hear.” Coleridge,
often to his own detriment, “wore his heart on his sleeve,”
and, now to one friend, now to another, sometimes to two
or three friends on the same day, he would seek to
unburthen himself of his hopes and fears, his thoughts and
fancies, his bodily sufferings, and the keener pangs of the
soul. It is, to quote his own words, these “profound touches
of the human heart” which command our interest in
Coleridge’s Letters, and invest them with their peculiar
charm.

At what period after death, and to what extent the private
letters of a celebrated person should be given to the world,
must always remain an open question both of taste and of
morals. So far as Coleridge is concerned, the question was
decided long age. Within a few years of his death, letters of
the most private and even painful character were published
without the sanction and in spite of the repeated
remonstrances of his literary executor, and of all who had a
right to be heard on the subject. Thenceforth, as the
published writings of his immediate descendants testify, a
fuller and therefore a fairer revelation was steadily
contemplated. Letters collected for this purpose find a



place in the present volume, but the selection has been
made without reference to previous works or to any final
presentation of the material at the editor’s disposal.

My acknowledgments are due to many still living, and to
others who have passed away, for their generous
permission to print unpublished letters, which remained in
their possession or had passed into their hands.

For the continued use of the long series of letters which
Poole entrusted to Coleridge’s literary executor in 1836, I
have to thank Mrs. Henry Sandford and the Bishop of
Gibraltar. For those addressed to the Evans family I am
indebted to Mr. Alfred Morrison of Fonthill. The letters to
Thelwall were placed in my hands by the late Mr. F. W.
Cosens, who afforded me every facility for their
transcription. For those to Wordsworth my thanks are due
to the poet’s grandsons, Mr. William and Mr. Gordon
Wordsworth. Those addressed to the Gillmans I owe to the
great kindness of their granddaughter, Mrs. Henry Watson,
who placed in my hands all the materials at her disposal.
For the right to publish the letters to H. F. Cary I am
indebted to my friend the Rev. Offley Cary, the grandson of
the translator of Dante. My acknowledgments are further
due to the late Mr. John Murray for the right to republish
letters which appeared in the “Memoirs of John Murray,”
and two others which were not included in that work; and
to Mrs. Watt, the daughter of John Hunter of Craigcrook,
for letters addressed to Lord Jeffrey. From the late Lord
Houghton I received permission to publish the letters to the
Rev. ]J. P. Estlin, which were privately printed for the
Philobiblon Society. I have already mentioned my
obligations to the late Miss Stuart of Harley Street.

For the use of letters addressed to his father and
grandfather, and for constant and unwearying advice and
assistance in this work I am indebted, more than I can well
express, to the late Lord Coleridge. Alas! I can only record
my gratitude.



To Mr. William Rennell Coleridge of Salston, Ottery St.
Mary, my especial thanks are due for the interesting
collection of unpublished letters, many of them relating to
the “Army Episode,” which the poet wrote to his brother,
the Rev. George Coleridge.

I have also to thank Miss Edith Coleridge for the use of
letters addressed to her father, Henry Nelson Coleridge; my
cousin, Mrs. Thomas W. Martyn of Torquay, for Coleridge’s
letter to his mother, the earliest known to exist; and Mr.
Arthur Duke Coleridge for one of the latest he ever wrote,
that to Mrs. Aders.

During the preparation of this work I have received
valuable assistance from men of letters and others. I trust
that I may be permitted to mention the names of Mr. Leslie
Stephen, Professor Knight, Mrs. Henry Sandford, Dr.
Garnett of the British Museum, Professor Emile Legouis of
Lyons, Mrs. Henry Watson, the Librarians of the Oxford and
Cambridge Club, and of the Kensington Public Library, and
Mrs. George Boyce of Chertsey.

Of my friend, Mr. Dykes Campbell, I can only say that he
has spared neither time nor trouble in my behalf. Not only
during the progress of the work has he been ready to give
me the benefit of his wunrivalled knowledge of the
correspondence and history of Coleridge and of his
contemporaries, but he has largely assisted me in seeing
the work through the press. For the selection of the letters,
or for the composition or accuracy of the notes, he must not
be held in any way responsible; but without his aid, and
without his counsel, much, which I hope has been
accomplished, could never have been attempted at all. Of
the invaluable assistance which I have received from his
published works, the numerous references to his edition of
Coleridge’s “Poetical Works” (Macmillan, 1893), and his
“Samuel Taylor Coleridge, A Narrative” (1894), are
sufficient evidence. Of my gratitude he needs no assurance.

ERNEST HARTLEY COLERIDGE.






PRINCIPAL EVENTS IN THE LIFE OF
S. T. COLERIDGE

Born, October 21, 1772.

Death of his father, October 4, 1781.

Entered at Christ’s Hospital, July 18, 1782.

Elected a “Grecian,” 1788.

Discharged from Christ’s Hospital, September 7, 1791.

Went into residence at Jesus College, Cambridge,
October, 1791.

Enlisted in King’s Regiment of Light Dragoons, December
2, 1793.

Discharged from the army, April 10, 1794.

Visit to Oxford and introduction to Southey, June, 1794.

Proposal to emigrate to America—Pantisocracy—Autumn,
1794.

Final departure from Cambridge, December, 1794.

Settled at Bristol as public lecturer, January, 1795.

Married to Sarah Fricker, October 4, 1795.

Publication of “Conciones ad Populum,” Clevedon,
November 16, 1795.

Pantisocrats dissolve—Rupture with Southey—November,
1795.

Publication of first edition of Poems, April, 1796.

Issue of “The Watchman,” March 1-May 13, 1796.

Birth of Hartley Coleridge, September 19, 1796.

Settled at Nether-Stowey, December 31, 1796.

Publication of second edition of Poems, June, 1797.

Settlement of Wordsworth at Alfoxden, July 14, 1797.

The “Ancient Mariner” begun, November 13, 1797.

First part of “Christabel,” begun, 1797.



Acceptance of annuity of £150 from J. and T. Wedgwood,
January, 1798.

Went to Germany, September 16, 1798.

Returned from Germany, July, 1799.

First visit to Lake Country, October-November, 1799.

Began to write for “Morning Post,” December, 1799.

Translation of Schiller’s “Wallenstein,” Spring, 1800.

Settled at Greta Hall, Keswick, July 24, 1800.

Birth of Derwent Coleridge, September 14, 1800.

Wrote second part of “Christabel,” Autumn, 1800.

Began study of German metaphysics, 1801.

Birth of Sara Coleridge, December 23, 1802.

Publication of third edition of Poems, Summer, 1803.

Set out on Scotch tour, August 14, 1803.

Settlement of Southey at Greta Hall, September, 1803.

Sailed for Malta in the Speedwell, April 9, 1804.

Arrived at Malta, May 18, 1804.

First tour in Sicily, August-November, 1804.

Left Malta for Syracuse, September 21, 1805.

Residence in Rome, January-May, 1806.

Returned to England, August, 1806.

Visit to Wordsworth at Coleorton, December 21, 1806.

Met De Quincey at Bridgwater, July, 1807.

First lecture at Royal Institution, January 12, 1808.

Settled at Allan Bank, Grasmere, September, 1808.

First number of “The Friend,” June 1, 1809.

Last number of “The Friend,” March 15, 1810.

Left Greta Hall for London, October 10, 1810.

Settled at Hammersmith with the Morgans, November 3,
1810.

First lecture at London Philosophical Society, November
18, 1811.

Last visit to Greta Hall, February-March, 1812.

First lecture at Willis’s Rooms, May 12, 1812.

First lecture at Surrey Institution, November 3, 1812.

Production of “Remorse” at Drury Lane, January 23,
1813.



Left London for Bristol, October, 1813.

First course of Bristol lectures, October-November, 181 3.

Second course of Bristol lectures, December 30, 1813.

Third course of Bristol lectures, April, 1814.

Residence with Josiah Wade at Bristol, Summer, 1814.

Rejoined the Morgans at Ashley, September, 1814.

Accompanied the Morgans to Calne, November, 1814.

Settles with Mr. Gillman at Highgate, April 16, 1816.

Publication of “Christabel,” June, 1816.

Publication of the “Statesman’s Manual,” December,
1816.

Publication of second “Lay Sermon,” 1817.

Publication of “Biographia Literaria” and “Sibylline
Leaves,” 1817.

First acquaintance with Joseph Henry Green, 1817.

Publication of “Zapolya,” Autumn, 1817.

First lecture at “Flower-de-Luce Court,” January 27,
1818.

Publication of “Essay on Method,” January, 1818.

Revised edition of “The Friend,” Spring, 1818.

Introduction to Thomas Allsop, 1818.

First lecture on “History of Philosophy,” December 14,
1818.

First lecture on “Shakespeare” (last course), December
17, 1818.

Last public lecture, “History of Philosophy,” March 29,
1819.

Nominated “Royal Associate” of Royal Society of
Literature, May, 1824.

Read paper to Royal Society on “Prometheus of
Zschylus,” May 15, 1825.

Publication of “Aids to Reflection,” May-June, 1825.

Publication of “Poetical Works,” in three volumes, 1828.

Tour on the Rhine with Wordsworth, June-July, 1828.

Revised issue of “Poetical Works,” in three volumes,
1829.



Marriage of Sara Coleridge to Henry Nelson Coleridge,
September 3, 1829.

Publication of “Church and State,” 1830.

Visit to Cambridge, June, 1833.

Death, July 25, 1834.
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CHAPTER I. STUDENT LIFE. 1785-
1794

The five autobiographical letters addressed to Thomas
Poole were written at Nether Stowey, at irregular intervals
during the years 1797-98. They are included in the first
chapter of the “Biographical Supplement” to the
“Biographia Literaria.” The larger portion of this so-called
Biographical Supplement was prepared for the press by
Henry Nelson Coleridge, and consists of the opening
chapters of a proposed “biographical sketch,” and a
selection from the correspondence of S. T. Coleridge. His
widow, Sara Coleridge, when she brought out the second
edition of the “Biographia Literaria” in 1847, published this
fragment and added some matter of her own. This edition
has never been reprinted in England, but is included in the
American edition of Coleridge’s Works, which was issued
by Harper & Brothers in 1853.

The letters may be compared with an autobiographical
note dated March 9, 1832, which was written at Gillman'’s
request, and forms part of the first chapter of his “Life of
Coleridge.”l!l The text of the present issue of the
autobiographical letters is taken from the original MSS,,
and differs in many important particulars from that of
1847.

I. TO THOMAS POOLE.

Monday, February, 1797.

My dear Poole,—I could inform the dullest author how he
might write an interesting book. Let him relate the events
of his own life with honesty, not disguising the feelings that
accompanied them. I never yet read even a Methodist’s
Experience in the “Gospel Magazine” without receiving



instruction and amusement; and I should almost despair of
that man who could peruse the Life of John
Woolman!2! without an amelioration of heart. As to my Life,
it has all the charms of variety,—high life and low life, vices
and virtues, great folly and some wisdom. However, what I
am depends on what I have been; and you, my best
Friend! have a right to the narration. To me the task will be
a useful one. It will renew and deepen my reflections on the
past; and it will perhaps make you behold with no
unforgiving or impatient eye those weaknesses and defects
in my character, which so many untoward circumstances
have concurred to plant there.

My family on my mother’s side can be traced up, I know
not how far. The Bowdons inherited a small farm in the
Exmoor country, in the reign of Elizabeth, as I have been
told, and, to my own knowledge, they have inherited
nothing better since that time. On my father’s side I can
rise no higher than my grandfather, who was born in the
Hundred of Coleridgel3! in the county of Devon,christened,
educated, and apprenticed to the parish. He afterwards
became a respectable woollen-draper in the town of South
Molton.*] (I have mentioned these particulars, as the time
may come in which it will be useful to be able to prove
myself a genuine sans-culotte, my veins uncontaminated
with one drop of gentility.) My father received a better
education than the others of his family, in consequence of
his own exertions, not of his superior advantages. When he
was not quite sixteen years old, my grandfather became
bankrupt, and by a series of misfortunes was reduced to
extreme poverty. My father received the half of his last
crown and his blessing, and walked off to seek his fortune.
After he had proceeded a few miles, he sat him down on the
side of the road, so overwhelmed with painful thoughts that
he wept audibly. A gentleman passed by, who knew him,
and, inquiring into his distresses, took my father with him,
and settled him in a neighbouring town as a schoolmaster.
His school increased and he got money and knowledge: for



he commenced a severe and ardent student. Here, too, he
married his first wife, by whom he had three daughters, all
now alive. While his first wife lived, having scraped up
money enough at the age of twentyl®l he walked to
Cambridge, entered at Sidney College, distinguished
himself for Hebrew and Mathematics, and might have had a
fellowship if he had not been married. He returned—his
wife died. Judge Buller’'s father gave him the living of
Ottery St. Mary, and put the present judge to school with
him. He married my mother, by whom he had ten children,
of whom I am the youngest, born October 20, 1772.

These sketches I received from my mother and aunt, but I
am utterly unable to fill them up by any particularity of
times, or places, or names. Here I shall conclude my first
letter, because I cannot pledge myself for the accuracy of
the accounts, and I will not therefore mingle them with
those for the accuracy of which in the minutest parts I shall
hold myself amenable to the Tribunal of Truth. You must
regard this letter as the first chapter of an history which is
devoted to dim traditions of times too remote to be pierced
by the eye of investigation.

Yours affectionately,

S. T. Coleridge.

II. TO THE SAME.

Sunday, March, 1797.

My dear Poole,—My father (Vicar of, and Schoolmaster
at, Ottery St. Mary, Devon) was a profound mathematician,
and well versed in the Latin, Greek, and Oriental
Languages. He published, or rather attempted to publish,
several works; 1st, Miscellaneous Dissertations arising
from the 17th and 18th Chapters of the Book of Judges;
2d, Sententiee excerptee, for the use of his own school; and
3d, his best work, a Critical Latin Grammar; in the preface
to which he proposes a bold innovation in the names of the



cases. My father’'s new nomenclature was not likely to
become popular, although it must be allowed to be both
sonorous and expressive. Exempli gratia, he calls the
ablative the quippe-quare-quale-quia-quidditive case! My
father made the world his confidant with respect to his
learning and ingenuity, and the world seems to have kept
the secret very faithfully. His various works, uncut,
unthumbed, have been preserved free from all pollution.
This piece of good luck promises to be hereditary; for
all my compositions have the same amiable home-
studying propensity. The truth is, my father was not a first-
rate genius; he was, however, a first-rate Christian. I need
not detain you with his character. In learning, good-
heartedness, absentness of mind, and excessive ignorance
of the world, he was a perfect Parson Adams.

My mother was an admirable economist, and managed
exclusively. My eldest brother’s name was John. He went
over to the East Indies in the Company’s service; he was a
successful officer and a brave one, I have heard. He died of
a consumption there about eight years ago. My second
brother was called William. He went to Pembroke College,
Oxford, and afterwards was assistant to Mr. Newcome’s
School, at Hackney. He died of a putrid fever the year
before my father’s death, and just as he was on the eve of
marriage with Miss Jane Hart, the eldest daughter of a very
wealthy citizen of Exeter. My third brother, James, has been
in the army since the age of sixteen, has married a woman
of fortune, and now lives at Ottery St. Mary, a respectable
man. My brother Edward, the wit of the family, went to
Pembroke College, and afterwards to Salisbury, as assistant
to Dr. Skinner. He married a woman twenty years older
than his mother. She is dead and he now lives at Ottery St.
Mary. My fifth brother, George, was educated at Pembroke
College, Oxford, and from there went to Mr. Newcome’s,
Hackney, on the death of William. He stayed there fourteen
years,when the living of Ottery St. Mary!®! was given him.
There he has now a fine school, and has lately married Miss



Jane Hart, who with beauty and wealth had remained a
faithful widow to the memory of William for sixteen years.
My brother George is a man of reflective mind and elegant
genius. He possesses learning in a greater degree than any
of the family, excepting myself. His manners are grave and
hued over with a tender sadness. In his moral character he
approaches every way nearer to perfection than any man I
ever yet knew; indeed, he is worth the whole family in a
lump. My sixth brother, Luke (indeed, the seventh, for one
brother, the second, died in his infancy, and I had forgot to
mention him), was bred as a medical man. He married Miss
Sara Hart, and died at the age of twenty-two, leaving one
child, a lovely boy, still alive. My brother Luke was a man of
uncommon genius, a severe student, and a good man. The
eighth child was a sister, Anne.[”IShe died a little after my
brother Luke, aged twenty-one;

Rest, gentle Shade! and wait thy Maker’s will;

Then rise unchang’d, and be an Angel still!

The ninth child was called Francis. He went out as a
midshipman, under Admiral Graves. His ship lay on the
Bengal coast, and he accidentally met his brother John,
who took him to land, and procured him a commission in
the Army. He died from the effects of a delirious fever
brought on by his excessive exertions at the siege of
Seringapatam, at which his conduct had been so gallant,
that Lord Cornwallis paid him a high compliment in the
presence of the army, and presented him with a valuable
gold watch, which my mother now has. All my brothers are
remarkably handsome; but they were as inferior to Francis
as I am to them. He went by the name of “the handsome
Coleridge.” The tenth and last child was S. T. Coleridge, the
subject of these epistles, born (as I told you in my last)
October 20,181 1772.

From October 20, 1772, to October 20, 1773. Christened
Samuel Taylor Coleridge—my godfather’'s name being
Samuel Taylor, Esq. I had another godfather (his name was
Evans), and two godmothers, both called “Monday.”!®1 From



October 20, 1773, to October 20, 1774. In this year I was
carelessly left by my nurse, ran to the fire, and pulled out a
live coal—burnt myself dreadfully. While my hand was
being dressed by a Mr. Young, I spoke for the first time (so
my mother informs me) and said, “nasty Doctor Young!”
The snatching at fire, and the circumstance of my first
words expressing hatred to professional men—are they at
all ominous? This vyear I went to school. My
schoolmistress, the very image of Shenstone’s, was named
Old Dame Key. She was nearly related to Sir Joshua
Reynolds.

From October 20, 1774, to October 20, 1775. 1 was
inoculated; which I mention because I distinctly remember
it, and that my eyes were bound; at which I manifested so
much obstinate indignation, that at last they removed the
bandage, and unaffrighted I looked at the lancet, and
suffered the scratch. At the close of the year I could read a
chapter in the Bible.

Here I shall end, because the remaining years of my
life all assisted to form my particular mind;—the three first
years had nothing in them that seems to relate to it.

(Signature cut out.)

II1. TO THE SAME.

October 9, 1797.

My dearest Poole,—From March to October—a long
silence! But [as] it is possible that I may have been
preparing materials for future letters,!!0 the time cannot
be considered as altogether subtracted from you.

From October, 1775, to October, 1778. These three years
I continued at the Reading School, because I was too little
to be trusted among my father’s schoolboys. After breakfast
I had a halfpenny given me, with which I bought three
cakes at the baker’s close by the school of my old mistress;
and these were my dinner on every day except Saturday



and Sunday, when I used to dine at home, and wallowed in
a beef and pudding dinner. I am remarkably fond of beans
and bacon; and this fondness I attribute to my father
having given me a penny for having eat a large quantity of
beans on Saturday. For the other boys did not like them,
and as it was an economic food, my father thought that my
attachment and penchant for it ought to be encouraged. My
father was very fond of me, and I was my mother’s darling:
in consequence I was very miserable. For Molly, who had
nursed my brother Francis, and was immoderately fond of
him, hated me because my mother took more notice of me
than of Frank, and Frank hated me because my mother
gave me now and then a bit of cake, when he had none,—
quite forgetting that for one bit of cake which I had and he
had not, he had twenty sops in the pan, and pieces of bread
and butter with sugar on them from Molly, from whom I
received only thumps and ill names.

So I became fretful and timorous, and a tell-tale; and the
schoolboys drove me from play, and were always
tormenting me, and hence I took no pleasure in boyish
sports, but read incessantly. My father’s sister kept
an everything shop at Crediton, and there I read through
all the gilt-cover little books!11l that could be had at that
time, and likewise all the uncovered tales of Tom
Hickathrift, Jack the Giant-killer, etc., etc., etc., etc. And
I used to lie by the wall and mope, and my spirits used to
come upon me suddenly; and in a flood of them I was
accustomed to race up and down the churchyard, and act
over all I had been reading, on the docks, the nettles, and
the rank grass. At six years old I remember to have read
Belisarius, Robinson Crusoe, and Philip Quarles; and then I
found the Arabian Nights’ Entertainments, one tale of
which (the tale of a man who was compelled to seek for a
pure virgin) made so deep an impression on me (I had read
it in the evening while my mother was mending stockings),
that I was haunted by spectres, whenever I was in the dark:
and I distinctly remember the anxious and fearful



eagerness with which I used to watch the window in which
the books lay, and whenever the sun lay upon them, I would
seize it, carry it by the wall, and bask and read. My father
found out the effect which these books had produced, and
burnt them.

So I became a dreamer, and acquired an indisposition to
all bodily activity; and I was fretful, and inordinately
passionate, and as I could not play at anything, and was
slothful, I was despised and hated by the boys; and because
I could read and spell and had, I may truly say, a memory
and understanding forced into almost an unnatural
ripeness, I was flattered and wondered at by all the old
women. And so I became very vain, and despised most of
the boys that were at all near my own age, and before I was
eight years old I was a character. Sensibility, imagination,
vanity, sloth, and feelings of deep and bitter contempt for
all who traversed the orbit of my understanding, were even
then prominent and manifest.

From October, 1778, to 1779. That which I began to be
from three to six I continued from six to nine. In this year
[1778] I was admitted into the Grammar School, and soon
outstripped all of my age. I had a dangerous putrid fever
this year. My brother George lay ill of the same fever in the
next room. My poor brother Francis, I remember, stole up
in spite of orders to the contrary, and sat by my bedside
and read Pope’s Homer to me. Frank had a violent love of
beating me; but whenever that was superseded by any
humour or circumstances, he was always very fond of me,
and used to regard me with a strange mixture of
admiration and contempt. Strange it was not, for he hated
books, and loved climbing, fighting, playing and robbing
orchards, to distraction.

My mother relates a story of me, which I repeat here,
because it must be regarded as my first piece of wit. During
my fever, I asked why Lady Northcote (our neighbour) did
not come and see me. My mother said she was afraid of
catching the fever. I was piqued, and answered, “Ah,



Mamma! the four Angels round my bed an’t afraid of
catching it!” I suppose you know the prayer:—

“Matthew! Mark! Luke and John!

God bless the bed which I lie on.

Four angels round me spread,

Two at my foot, and two at my head.”

This prayer I said nightly, and most firmly believed the
truth of it. Frequently have I (half-awake and half-asleep,
my body diseased and fevered by my imagination), seen
armies of ugly things bursting in upon me, and these four
angels keeping them off. In my next I shall carry on my life
to my father’s death.

God bless you, my dear Poole, and your affectionate

S. T. Coleridge.

IV. TO THE SAME.

October 16, 1797.

Dear Poole,—From October, 1779, to October, 1781. I had
asked my mother one evening to cut my cheese entire, so
that I might toast it. This was no easy matter, it being
a crumbly cheese. My mother, however, did it. I went into
the garden for something or other, and in the mean time my
brother Frank minced my cheese “to disappoint the
favorite.” I returned, saw the exploit, and in an agony of
passion flew at Frank. He pretended to have been seriously
hurt by my blow, flung himself on the ground, and there lay
with outstretched limbs. I hung over him moaning, and in a
great fright; he leaped up, and with a horse-laugh gave me
a severe blow in the face. I seized a knife, and was running
at him, when my mother came in and took me by the arm. I
expected a flogging, and struggling from her I ran away to
a hill at the bottom of which the Otter flows, about one mile
from Ottery. There I stayed; my rage died away, but my
obstinacy vanquished my fears, and taking out a little
shilling book which had, at the end, morning and evening



prayers, I very devoutly repeated them—thinking at
the same time with inward and gloomy satisfaction how
miserable my mother must be! I distinctly remember my
feelings when I saw a Mr. Vaughan pass over the bridge, at
about a furlong’s distance, and how I watched the calves in
the fields!!2] beyond the river. It grew dark and I fell asleep.
It was towards the latter end of October, and it proved a
dreadful stormy night. I felt the cold in my sleep, and
dreamt that I was pulling the blanket over me, and actually
pulled over me a dry thorn bush which lay on the hill. In my
sleep I had rolled from the top of the hill to within three
yards of the river, which flowed by the unfenced edge at the
bottom. I awoke several times, and finding myself wet and
stiff and cold, closed my eyes again that I might forget it.

In the mean time my mother waited about half an
hour, expecting my return when the sulks had evaporated. I
not returning, she sent into the churchyard and round the
town. Not found! Several men and all the boys were sent to
ramble about and seek me. In vain! My mother was almost
distracted; and at ten o’clock at night I was cried by the
crier in Ottery, and in two villages near it, with a reward
offered for me. No one went to bed; indeed, I believe half
the town were up all the night. To return to myself. About
five in the morning, or a little after, I was broad awake, and
attempted to get up and walk; but I could not move. I saw
the shepherds and workmen at a distance, and cried, but so
faintly that it was impossible to hear me thirty yards off.
And there I might have lain and died; for I was now almost
given over, the ponds and even the river, near where I was
lying, having been dragged. But by good luck, Sir Stafford
Northcote,131 who had been out all night, resolved to make
one other trial, and came so near that he heard me crying.
He carried me in his arms for near a quarter of a mile,
when we met my father and Sir Stafford’s servants. I
remember and never shall forget my father’s face as he
looked upon me while I lay in the servant’s arms—so calm,
and the tears stealing down his face; for I was the child of



