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* 4 ' Then it was, 
Thanks to the bounteous Giver of all good! 
That the beloved Woman5 in whose sight 
Those days were passed, now speaking in a voice 
Of sudden admonition—like a brook 
That does but cross a lonely road, and now 
Seen, heard, and felt, and caught at every turn, 
Companion never lost through many a league— 
Maintained for me a saving intercourse0 communion 
With my true self: for, though bedimmed and changed 
Both as a clouded and a waning moon, 
She whispered still that brightness would return, 
She in the midst of all preserved me still 
A Poet, made me seek beneath that name, 
And that alone, my office0 upon earth. duty 
And lastly, as hereafter will be shewn, 
If willing audience fail not, Nature's self, 
By all varieties of human love 
Assisted, led me back through opening day 
To those sweet counsels between head and heart 
Whence grew that genuine knowledge fraught with peace 
Which, through the later sinkings of this cause, 
Hath still upheld me, and upholds me now 
In the catastrophe (for so they dream, 
And nothing less), when, finally to close 
And rivet down the gains of France, a Pope 
Is summoned in, to crown an Emperor:6 

This last opprobrium,0 when we see a people disgrace 
That once looked up in faith, as if to Heaven 
For manna, take a lesson from the Dog 
Returning to his vomit.7 * * * 

Book Twelfth 
Imagination and Taste, how impaired and restored 

[SPOTS OF T I M E ] 

* * 4 I shook the habit off1 

205 Entirely and for ever, and again 
In Nature's presence stood, as now I stand, 
A sensitive Being, a creative Soul. 

There are in our existence spots of time,2 

5. After a long separation Dorothy Wordsworth 
came to live with her brother at Racedown in 1795 
and remained a permanent member of his house-
hold. 
6. The ultimate blow to liberal hopes for France 
occurred when on December 2, 1804, Napoleon 
summoned Pope Pius VII to officiate at the cere-
mony elevating him to emperor. At the last 
moment Napoleon took the crown and donned it 
himself. 
7. Allusion to Proverbs 26.11: "As a dog returneth 
to his vomit, a fool returneth to his folly." 

1. The acquired habit of logical analysis, which 
had marred his earlier feelings for the natural 
world. 
2. Wordsworth's account in the lines that follow 
of two memories from childhood was originally 
drafted for book 1 of the two-part Prelude of 1799. 
By transferring these early memories to the end of 
his completed autobiography, rather than present-
ing them in its opening books, he enacts his own 
theory about how remembrance of things past 
nourishes the mind. He shows that it does so, as 
he says, "down to this very time" (line 327): the 
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That with distinct pre-eminence retain 
210 A renovating virtue,0 whence, depressed power of renewal 

By false opinion and contentious thought, 
Or aught of heavier or more deadly weight, 
In trivial occupations, and the round 
Of ordinary intercourse, our minds 

215 Are nourished and invisibly repaired; 
A virtue by which pleasure is inhanced, 
That penetrates, enables us to mount, 
When high, more high, and lifts us up when fallen. 
This efficacious Spirit chiefly lurks 

220 Among those passages of life that give 
Profoundest knowledge how and to what point 
The mind is lord and master—outward sense3 

The obedient Servant of her will. Such moments 
Are scattered every where, taking their date 

225 From our first Childhood. I remember well 
That once, while yet my inexperienced hand 
Could scarcely hold a bridle, with proud hopes 
I mounted, and we journied towards the hills: 
An ancient Servant of my Father's house 

230 Was with me, my encourager and Guide. 
We had not travelled long ere some mischance 
Disjoined me from my Comrade, and, through fear 
Dismounting, down the rough and stony Moor 
I led my horse, and, stumbling on, at length 

235 Came to a bottom,0 where in former times valley 
A Murderer had been hung in iron chains. 
The Gibbet mast4 had mouldered down, the bones 
And iron case were gone, but on the turf 
Hard by, soon after that fell deed was wrought, 

240 Some unknown hand had carved the Murderer's name. 
The monumental Letters were inscribed 
In times long past, but still from year to year, 
By superstition of the neighbourhood, 
The grass is cleared away, and to that hour 

245 The characters0 were fresh and visible. letters 
A casual glance had shewn them, and I fled, 
Faultering and faint and ignorant of the road: 
Then, reascending the bare common,0 saw field 
A naked Pool that lay beneath the hills, 

250 The Beacon5 on its summit, and, more near, 
A Girl who bore a Pitcher on her head, 
And seemed with difficult steps to force her way 
Against the blowing wind. It was in truth 
An ordinary sight; but I should need 

255 Colors and words that are unknown to man 
To paint the visionary dreariness 
Which, while I looked all round for my lost Guide, 

poetic imagination he brings to the composition of 
this book has been revived by recollections. 
3. Perception of the external world. 

4. The post with a projecting arm used for hanging 
criminals. 
5. A signal beacon on a hill above Penrith. 
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Invested Moorland waste and naked Pool, 
The Beacon crowning the lone eminence, 

260 The Female and her garments vexed and tossed 
By the strong wind.—When, in the blessed hours 
Of early love, the loved One6 at my side, 
I roamed, in daily presence of this scene, 
Upon the naked Pool and dreary Crags, 

265 And on the melancholy Beacon, fell 
A spirit of pleasure, and Youth's golden gleam; 
And think ye not with radiance more sublime 
For these remembrances, and for the power 
They had left behind? So feeling comes in aid 

270 Of feeling, and diversity of strength 
Attends us, if but once we have been strong. 
Oh! mystery of Man, from what a depth 
Proceed thy honors! I am lost, but see 
In simple child-hood something of the base 

275 On which thy greatness stands; but this I feel, 
That from thyself it comes, that thou must give, 
Else never canst receive. The days gone by 
Return upon me almost from the dawn 
Of life: the hiding-places of Man's power 

280 Open; I would approach them, but they close. 
I see by glimpses now; when age comes on 
May scarcely see at all, and I would give, 
While yet we may, as far as words can give, 
Substance and life to what I feel, enshrining, 

285 Such is my hope, the spirit of the past 
For future restoration.—Yet another 
Of these memorials. 

One Christmas-time,7 

On the glad Eve of its dear holidays, 
Feverish, and tired, and restless, I went forth 

290 Into the fields, impatient for the sight 
Of those led Palfreys8 that should bear us home, 
My Brothers and myself. There rose a Crag 
That, from the meeting point of two highways 
Ascending, overlooked them both, far stretched; 

295 Thither, uncertain on which road to fix 
My expectation, thither I repaired, 
Scout-like, and gained the summit; 'twas a day 
Tempestuous, dark, and wild, and on the grass 
1 sate, half-sheltered by a naked wall; 

300 Upon my right hand couched a single sheep, 
Upon my left a blasted hawthorn stood: 
With those Companions at my side, I sate, 
Straining my eyes intensely, as the mist 
Gave intermitting prospect of the copse 

305 And plain beneath. Ere we to School returned 

6. Mary Hutchinson. Hawkshead School with two of his brothers. 
7. In 1783. Wordsworth, aged thirteen, was at 8. Small saddle horses. 
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