
 

 

From  CHAPTER XIII 

 
… 

 
In consequence of this very judicious letter, which produced complete conviction on my mind, I 

shall content myself for the present with stating the main result of the chapter, which I have 
reserved for that future publication, a detailed prospectus of which the reader will find at the 

close of the second volume. 
 

The Imagination then I consider either as primary, or secondary. The primary Imagination I 
hold to be the living power and prime agent of all human perception, and as a repetition in the 

finite mind of the eternal act of creation in the infinite I AM. The secondary Imagination I 

consider as an echo of the former, co-existing with the conscious will, yet still as identical with 
the primary in the kind of its agency, and differing only in degree, and in the mode of its 

operation. It dissolves, diffuses, dissipates, in order to recreate: or where this process is 
rendered impossible, yet still at all events it struggles to idealize and to unify. It is essentially 

vital, even as all objects (as objects) are essentially fixed and dead. 
 

FANCY, on the contrary, has no other counters to play with, but fixities and definites. The 
fancy is indeed no other than a mode of memory emancipated from the order of time and 

space; while it is blended with, and modified by that empirical phenomenon of the will, which 

we express by the word Choice. But equally with the ordinary memory the Fancy must receive 
all its materials ready made from the law of association. 

 
 

CHAPTER XIV 

 

Occasion of the Lyrical Ballads, and the objects originally proposed-- Preface to the second 
edition--The ensuing controversy, its causes and acrimony--Philosophic definitions of a Poem 

and Poetry with scholia. 

 
 

During the first year that Mr. Wordsworth and I were neighbours, our conversations turned 
frequently on the two cardinal points of poetry, the power of exciting the sympathy of the 

reader by a faithful adherence to the truth of nature, and the power of giving the interest of 
novelty by the modifying colours of imagination. The sudden charm, which accidents of light 

and shade, which moon-light or sunset diffused over a known and familiar landscape, 
appeared to represent the practicability of combining both. These are the poetry of nature. The 

thought suggested itself--(to which of us I do not recollect)-- that a series of poems might be 

composed of two sorts. In the one, the incidents and agents were to be, in part at least, 
supernatural; and the excellence aimed at was to consist in the interesting of the affections by 

the dramatic truth of such emotions, as would naturally accompany such situations, supposing 
them real. And real in this sense they have been to every human being who, from whatever 

source of delusion, has at any time believed himself under supernatural agency. For the 
second class, subjects were to be chosen from ordinary life; the characters and incidents were 

to be such as will be found in every village and its vicinity, where there is a meditative and 
feeling mind to seek after them, or to notice them, when they present themselves. 

 

In this idea originated the plan of the LYRICAL BALLADS; in which it was agreed, that my 
endeavours should be directed to persons and characters supernatural, or at least romantic; 

yet so as to transfer from our inward nature a human interest and a semblance of truth 
sufficient to procure for these shadows of imagination that willing suspension of disbelief for 

the moment, which constitutes poetic faith. Mr. Wordsworth, on the other hand, was to 
propose to himself as his object, to give the charm of novelty to things of every day, and to 

excite a feeling analogous to the supernatural, by awakening the mind's attention to the 
lethargy of custom, and directing it to the loveliness and the wonders of the world before us; 



an inexhaustible treasure, but for which, in consequence of the film of familiarity and selfish 
solicitude, we have eyes, yet see not, ears that hear not, and hearts that neither feel nor 

understand. 

 
With this view I wrote THE ANCIENT MARINER, and was preparing among other poems, THE 

DARK LADIE, and the CHRISTABEL, in which I should have more nearly realized my ideal, than 
I had done in my first attempt. But Mr. Wordsworth's industry had proved so much more 

successful, and the number of his poems so much greater, that my compositions, instead of 
forming a balance, appeared rather an interpolation of heterogeneous matter. Mr. Wordsworth 

added two or three poems written in his own character, in the impassioned, lofty, 
and sustained diction, which is characteristic of his genius. In this form the LYRICAL BALLADS 

were published; and were presented by him, as an experiment, whether subjects, which from 
their nature rejected the usual ornaments and extra-colloquial style of poems in general, might 

not be so managed in the language of ordinary life as to produce the pleasurable interest, 

which it is the peculiar business of poetry to impart. To the second edition he added a preface 
of considerable length; in which, notwithstanding some passages of apparently a contrary 

import, he was understood to contend for the extension of this style to poetry of all kinds, and 
to reject as vicious and indefensible all phrases and forms of speech that were not included in 

what he (unfortunately, I think, adopting an equivocal expression) called the language of real 
life. From this preface, prefixed to poems in which it was impossible to deny the presence of 

original genius, however mistaken its direction might be deemed, arose the whole long 
continued controversy. For from the conjunction of perceived power with supposed heresy I 

explain the inveteracy and in some instances, I grieve to say, the acrimonious passions, with 

which the controversy has been conducted by the assailants. 


