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Flew creeking o’er thy head, and had a charm
75 For thee, my gentle-hearted Charles, to whom
No sound is dissonant which tells of Life.

1797

1800

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner!

IN SEVEN PARTS

Facile credo, plures esse Naturas invisibiles quam visibiles in rerum
universitate. Sed horum [sic] omnium familiam quis nobis enarrabit,
et gradus et cognationes et discrimina et singulorum munera? Quid
agunt? quae loca habitant? Harum rerum notitiam semper ambivit
ingenium humanum, nunquam attigit. Juvat, interea, non diffiteor,
quandoque in animo, tanquam in tabuld, majoris et melioris mundi
imaginem contemplari: ne mens assuefacta hodiernae vitae minutiis
se contrahat nimis, et tota subsidat in pusillas cogitationes. Sed
veritati interea invigilandum est, modusque servandus, ut certa ab

incertis, diem a nocte, distinguamus.

T. BURNET, Archaeol. Phil. p. 68.2

Part 1

An ancient Mariner
meeteth three gal-
lants bidden to a
wedding-feast, and
detaineth one.

It is an ancient Mariner
And he stoppeth one of three.
“By thy long grey beard and glittering eye,

Now wherefore stopp’st thou me?

The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide, 5

And I am next of kin;

The guests are met, the feast is set:
May'st hear the merry din.”

He holds him with his skinny hand,

“There was a ship,” quoth he. 10
“Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!”

Eftsoons?® his hand dropt he.

1. Coleridge describes the origin of this poem in
the opening section of chap. 14 of Biographia Lit-
eraria. In a comment made to the Reverend Alex-
ander Dyce in 1835 and in a note on “We Are
Seven” dictated in 1843, Wordsworth added some
details. The poem, based on a dream of Coleridge’s
friend Cruikshank, was originally planned as a col-
laboration between Coleridge and Wordsworth, to
pay the expense of a walking tour they took with
Dorothy Wordsworth in November 1797. Before
he dropped out of the enterprise, Wordsworth sug-
gested the shooting of the albatross and the navi-
gation of the ship by the dead men; he also
contributed lines 13-16 and 226-27.

When printed in Lyrical Ballads (1798), this
poem was titled “The Rime of the Ancyent Mari-
nere” and contained many archaic words and spell-
ings, which, Wordsworth believed, hurt the sales
of their volume. In later editions Coleridge revised
the poem, in part by pruning those archaisms. He
also added the Latin epigraph and the marginal

glosses written in the old-fashioned style of 17th-
century learning.

2. “I readily believe that there are more invisible
than visible Natures in the universe. But who will
explain for us the family of all these beings, and
the ranks and relations and distinguishing features
and functions of each? What do they do? What
places do they inhabit> The human mind has
always sought the knowledge of these things, but
never attained it. Meanwhile I do not deny that it
is helpful sometimes to contemplate in the mind,
as on a tablet, the image of a greater and better
world, lest the intellect, habituated to the petty
things of daily life, narrow itself and sink wholly
into trivial thoughts. But at the same time we must
be watchful for the truth and keep a sense of pro-
portion, so that we may distinguish the certain
from the uncertain, day from night." Adapted by
Coleridge from Thomas Burnet, Archaeologia¢
Philosophicae (1692).

3. At once.




The wedding guest is
spellbound by the eye
of the old sea-faring
man, and con-
strained to hear his

tale.

The Mariner tells
how the ship sailed
southward with a
good wind and fair
weather, till it
reached the line.

The Wedding Guest
heareth the bridal
music; but the mari-
ner continueth his

tale.

The ship driven by a
storm toward the
south pole.

4. Le., the Mariner has gained control of the will
of the wedding guest by hypnosis—or, as it was
called in Coleridge’s time, by “mesmerism.”

THE RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINER / 431

He holds him with his glittering eye—
The wedding-guest stood still,

And listens like a three years’ child:
The Mariner hath his will.*

The wedding-guest sat on a stone:
He cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

“The ship was cheered, the harbor cleared,
Merrily did we drop

Below the kirk,> below the hill,
Below the light house top.

The sun came up upon the left,

Out of the sea came he!

And he shone bright, and on the right
Went down into the sea.

Higher and higher every day,

Till over the mast at noon®*—"

The wedding-guest here beat his breast,
For he heard the loud bassoon.

The bride hath paced into the hall,
Red as a rose is she;

Nodding their heads before her goes
The merry minstrelsy.

The wedding-guest he beat his breast,
Yet he cannot choose but hear;

And thus spake on that ancient man,
The bright-eyed Mariner.

“And now the storm-blast came, and he
Was tyrannous and strong;

He struck with his o’ertaking wings,
And chased us south along.

With sloping masts and dipping prow,

As who pursued with yell and blow

Still treads the shadow of his foe,

And forward bends his head,

The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast,
And southward aye” we fled.

And now there came both mist and snow,
And it grew wondrous cold:

5. Church.

7. Always.

6. The ship had reached the equator.
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The land of ice, and
of fearful sounds
where no living thing
was to be seen.

Till a great sea-bird,
called the Albatross,
came through the
snow-fog, and was
received with great
joy and hospitality.

And lo! the Albatross
proveth a bird of
good omen, and fol-
loweth the ship as it
returned northward
through fog and

floating ice.

The ancient Mariner
inhospitably killeth
the pious bird of
good omen.

8. Knew.
9, Swoon.

And ice, mast-high, came floating by,
As green as emerald.

And through the drifts the snowy clifts 55
Did send a dismal sheen:

Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken®—

The ice was all between.

The ice was here, the ice was there,

The ice was all around: 6
It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,

Like noises in a swound!®

At length did cross an Albatross,

Thorough the fog it came;

As if it had been a Christian soul, 6
We hailed it in God’s name.

It ate the food it ne’er had eat,

And round and round it flew.

The ice did split with a thunder-fit;

The helmsman steered us through! X 70

And a good south wind sprung up behind;"
The Albatross did follow,
And every day, for food or play,

Came to the mariners’ hollo!

In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,’ 75
It perched for vespers nine;
Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,

Glimmered the white moon-shine.”

“God save thee, ancient Mariner!

From the fiends, that plague thee thus!— 80
Why look’st thou so?”—With my cross-bow

I shot the Albatross.

Part 2

The Sun now rose upon the right:?

Out of the sea came he,

Still hid in mist, and on the left 8
Went down into the sea.

And the good south wind still blew behind,

But no sweet bird did follow,

Nor any day for food or play

Came to the mariners’ hollo! o

2. Having rounded Cape Horn, the ship heads
north into the Pacific.

1. Rope supporting the mast.



His shipmates cry out
against the ancient
Mariner, for killing
the bird of good luck.

But when the fog
cleared off, they jus-
tify the same, and
thus make themselves
accomplices in the
crime.

The fair breeze con-
tinues; the ship
enters the Pacific
Ocean, and sails
northward, even till
it reaches the Line.?

The ship hath been
suddenly becalmed.

And the Albatross
begins to be avenged.

3. Le., the equator. Unless it is simply an error
(Coleridge misreading his own poem), this gloss
anticipates the ship’s later arrival at the equator,
on its trip north from the region of the South Pole,
as described in lines 381-84.
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And I had done a hellish thing,

And it would work 'em woe:

For all averred, I had killed the bird
That made the breeze to blow.

Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay,
That made the breeze to blow!

Nor dim nor red, like God’s own head,
The glorious Sun uprist:

Then all averred, I had killed the bird
That brought the fog and mist.

"Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,
That bring the fog and mist.

The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,
The furrow followed free;

We were the first that ever burst

Into that silent sea.

Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,
"Twas sad as sad could be;

And we did speak only to break

The silence of the sea!

All in a hot and copper sky,

The bloody Sun, at noon,

Right up above the mast did stand,
No bigger than the Moon.

Day after day, day after day,

We stuck, nor breath nor motion;
As idle as a painted ship

Upon a painted ocean.

Water, water, every where,
And all the boards did shrink;
Water, water, every where,
Nor any drop to drink.

The very deep did rot: O Christ!
That ever this should be!

Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs
Upon the slimy sea.

About, about, in reel and rout
The death-fires* danced at night;
The water, like a witch’s oils,
Burnt green, and blue and white.

4. Usually glossed as St. Elmo’s fire—an atmo-
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spheric electricity on a ship’s mast or rigging—
believed by superstitious sailors to portend disas-
ter. Possibly the reference is instead to phospho-
rescence resulting from the decomposition of
organic matter in the sea (see line 123).
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A spirit had followed
them; one of the
invisible inhabitants
of this planet, neither
departed souls nor
angels; concerning

whom the learned

Jew, Josephus, and the Platonic Constantinopolitan, Michael Psellus, may be consulted. They are very

And some in dreams assured were

Of the spirit that plagued us so;

Nine fathom deep he had followed us
From the land of mist and snow.

numerous, and there is no climate or element without one or more.

The shipmates, in
their sore distress,
would fain throw the
whole guilt on the
ancient Mariner: in
sign whereof they
hang the dead sea
bird round his neck.

The ancient Mariner
beholdeth a sign in
the element afar off.

At its nearer
approach, it seemeth
him to be a ship; and
at a dear ransom he
freeth his speech
from the bonds of
thirst.

A flash of joy;

5. Knew.

6. A supernatural being that supervises the natu-

And every tongue, through utter drought,

Was withered at the root;
We could not speak, no more than if

We had been choked with soot.

Ah! well-a-day! what evil looks
Had I from old and young!
Instead of the cross, the Albatross
About my neck was hung.

Part 3

There passed a weary time. Each throat
Was parched, and glazed each eye.

A weary time! a weary time!

How glazed each weary eye,

When looking westward, I beheld

A something in the sky.

At first it seemed a little speck,

And then it seemed a mist;

It moved and moved, and took at last
A certain shape, I wist.®

A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist!
And still it neared and neared:

As if it dodged a water-sprite,®

It plunged and tacked and veered.

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,

We could nor laugh nor wail;

Through utter drought all dumb we stood!

I bit my arm, I sucked the blood,
And cried, A sail! a sail!

With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,

Agape they heard me call:
Gramercy!” they for joy did grin,
And all at once their breath drew in,
As they were drinking all.

using the term to mean water-spout). .
7. Great thanks; from the French grand-merct

ral elements (but Coleridge may in fact have been
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And horror follows.
For can it be a ship
that comes onward
without wind or tide?

It seemeth him but
the skeleton of a
ship.

And its ribs are seen
as bars on the face of
the setting Sun. The
specter-woman and
her death-mate, and
no other on board
the skeleton-ship.

Like vessel, like

crew!

Death and Life-in-
death have diced for
the ship’s crew, and
she (the latter) win-
neth the ancient
Mariner.

No twilight within
the courts of the sun.

At the rising of the
Moon,

8. Benefit.

9. Filmy cobwebs floating in the air.
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See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more!
Hither to work us weal;?

Without a breeze, without a tide,
She steadies with upright keel!

The western wave was all a-flame.

The day was well nigh done!

Almost upon the western wave

Rested the broad bright Sun;

When that strange shape drove suddenly
Betwixt us and the Sun.

And straight the Sun was flecked with bars,
(Heaven's Mother send us grace!)

As if through a dungeon-grate he peered
With broad and burning face.

Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)
How fast she nears and nears!

Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,
Like restless gossameres?®

Are those her ribs through which the Sun
Did peer, as through a grate?

And is that Woman all her crew?

Is that a Death? and are there two?

Is Death that woman’s mate?

Her lips were red, her looks were free,
Her locks were yellow as gold:

Her skin was as white as leprosy,

The Night-mare Life-in-Death was she,
Who thicks man'’s blood with cold.

The naked hulk! alongside came,

And the twain were casting dice;

“The game is done! I've won! I've won!”
Quoth she, and whistles thrice.

The Sun’s rim dips; the stars rush out:
At one stride comes the dark;

With far-heard whisper, o’er the sea,
Off shot the spectre-bark.?

We listened and looked sideways up!

Fear at my heart, as at a cup,

My life-blood seemed to sip!

The stars were dim, and thick the night,

The steersman'’s face by his lamp gleamed white;

1. Large ship.
2. Ghost ship.
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