“Strange Fits of Passion Have I Known” by Wordsworth

Strange fits of passion have I known:
And I will dare to tell,
But in the lover's ear alone,
What once to me befell.

When she I loved looked every day
Fresh as a rose in June,
I to her cottage bent my way,
Beneath an evening-moon.

Upon the moon I fixed my eye,
All over the wide lea;
With quickening pace my horse drew nigh
Those paths so dear to me.

And now we reached the orchard-plot;
And, as we climbed the hill,
The sinking moon to Lucy's cot
Came near, and nearer still.	Comment by Microsoft Office User: Suggest that his fits of passion require secrecy and absolute trust—suggests something potentially incriminating	Comment by Microsoft Office User: At the time this happened, she was healthy and happy	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He travels to see his love at night when the moon is out	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He focuses n the moon to the exclusion of all else…the “fixed” eye suggests he can’t look away	Comment by Microsoft Office User: The horses are speeding up	Comment by Microsoft Office User: The optical illusion as he climbs the hill is that the moon is getting closer and closer to Lucy’s cottage

In one of those sweet dreams I slept,
Kind Nature's gentlest boon!
And all the while my eye I kept
On the descending moon.

My horse moved on; hoof after hoof
He raised, and never stopped:
When down behind the cottage roof,
At once, the bright moon dropped.

What fond and wayward thoughts will slide
Into a Lover's head!
'O mercy!' to myself I cried,
'If Lucy should be dead!' 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He describes a sort of waking sleep…he’s sleeping, but his eye is open and watching the moon	Comment by Microsoft Office User: The sensation for the lover is that as his horse approaches the colltage, the moon disappears behind the roofline	Comment by Microsoft Office User: The lover seems to be making excuses…”any lover might have a sudden crazy thought that his love died…and he (while sleeping with one eye open) suddenly worries Lucy’s dead, though she’s young and healthy…is this a premonition, or does he have reason to know she’s dead?










“She Dwelt Among the Untrodden Ways” by Wordsworth

She dwelt among the untrodden ways 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: The place Lucy lives is remote and isolated…few ever even “trod” (walk) by the place…
Beside the springs of Dove, 
A Maid whom there were none to praise 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: She lives and isolated life..few even seem to know she exists…
And very few to love: 

A violet by a mossy stone 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He compares Lucy to both a half-hidden flower and a star…and suggests that she shines all the more because in the isolated environment a beautiful woman is a rare thing…
Half hidden from the eye! 
—Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky. 

She lived unknown, and few could know 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: Apparently, Lucy did die…and due to her remote location, few ever new about it…but the lover suggest her death has had a profound impact on him….
When Lucy ceased to be; 
But she is in her grave, and, oh, 
The difference to me! 








“A Slumber Did My Spirit Seal” by Wordsworth

A slumber did my spirit seal; 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: Recall in the first poem he was sleeping…here he says that the sleep “sealed” i.e. enclosed or put a sealing stamp upon his spirit (his personality) and that now he has no “human” fears…how did sleep during a moon seal up  his human spirit?
I had no human fears: 
She seemed a thing that could not feel 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He talks about her as if she’s still alive, and says she seemed like the touch of earthly years (age and death) couldn’t touch her…but of course that assessment was wrong…she was touched by death….
The touch of earthly years. 

No motion has she now, no force; 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: He comments on her death and that she’s now unable to interact with the world…
She neither hears nor sees; 
Rolled round in earth's diurnal course, 	Comment by Microsoft Office User: And he now equates her with daytime (diurnal) things rather than nighttime things, tough the night was the last time he saw her….so is our lover a werewolf, changed by the full moon so that he can’t remember that he killed his lover, though perhaps he suspects…..?
With rocks, and stones, and trees. 
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