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Trōchĕe tr̄ıps frŏm lōng tŏ shōrt;
From long to long in solemn sort
Slōw Spōndēe stālks; strōng foot! yet ill able
Ēvĕr tŏ cōme ŭp w̆ıth Dācty̆l’s tr̆ısȳllăblĕ.
Ĭāmb̆ıcs mārch frŏm shōrt tŏ lōng;—
Wı̆th ă leap ănd ă bound thĕ sw̆ıft Ānăpĕsts thrōng;
One syllable long, with one short at each side,
Ămph̄ıbrăchy̆s hāstes w̆ıth ă stātely̆ stride;—
F̄ırst ănd lāst bē̆ıng lōng, mı̄ddlĕ shōrt, Āmph̆ımācer
Str̄ıkes h̆ıs thūndēr̆ıng hoofs l̄ıke ă proud h̄ıgh-brĕd rācer.

If Derwent be innocent, steady, and wise,
And delight in the things of earth, water, and skies;
Tender warmth at his heart, with these meters to show it,
With sound sense in his brains, may make Derwent a poet,—
May crown him with fame, and must win him the love
Of his father on earth and his father above.

My dear, dear child!
Could you stand upon Skiddaw, you would not from its whole ridge
See a man who so loves you as your fond S. T. Coleridge.


