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Samuel Taylor Coleridge was born in
1772, the youngest of the thirteen children
of the vicar of Ottery St. Mary, Devonshire.
His life was uneveniful. At Christ’s Hos-
pital ke had Charles Lamb for a school-
Jellow,; at Cambridge he did not take his
degree, flying thence, under some pressuse
of petty debt, and enlisting in a cavalry
reguiment, from whick his discharge was
quickly brought about. His friendship with
Southey was the most important relation of
kis ILfe; with kim Coleridge planned a
reform of society called pantisocracy—whick
never look shape; and like other genmerous
men whose youth or prime of life befell at
the time of the French Revolution, ke hoped
Jor a general reconstruction of civilization,
and like other generous men he confessed that
these were not the means. He soon yielded
fo the fatuous impulse of reaction, when ke
became a Tory. His marriage brought kim
a brief happiness, and employment in Malta
a brief change of scene; but ke drifted kelp-
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lessly away from wife and childven, became
so cowardly after long use of opium that ke
kad not the resolution to read their letters for
Jear of ill news, and ended his days in 1834,
after a time of self-absolution from human
responsibility whick left his poor conscience
il at ease. His work for Christianity, for
Dhilosopry, for liberty, for mankind, kad
been little indeed compared with his hopes,
and with wkat we are told of kis intellect.
His achievement in magical poetry is alto-
gether beyond price.

Coleridge, we know, was an intellectual
man. Assuredly he was not an intellectual
poet.  As a poet, as a great poet, at kis best,
he seems to be almost incapable of thought.
When he addresses himself to thought in his
poetry, ke is a turgid, excited, dull, and
Saccid rhetorician, seldom reaching even a
beautiful eloquence. Even the thought
necessary for the telling of a story jfails
kim,; his better stories jfade out obuiously
unplanned, and the completed story of his
““ Ancient Mariner” is, as a story, foolish,
with a kind of culpable folly.

Not the poet of intellect, ke is essentially
the poet of the spiritual senses. He had an
exaltation of the senses whick is the richest of
all endowments of the simpley poet. If Cole-
ridge were not simple, his poems would not
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