
Lord Byron Satires on Coleridge 

Shall gentle Coleridge pass unnoticed here, 

To turgid ode and tumid stanza dear? 

Though themes of innocence amuse him best, 

Yet still obscurity's a welcome guest. 

If Inspiration should her aid refuse 

To him who takes a pixy for a muse, 

Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass 

 The bard who soars to elegise an ass. 

So well the subject suits his noble mind, 

He brays the laureat of the long-ear’d kind.  

   (English Bards and Scotch Reviewers, 11. 255-262)  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And Coleridge, too, has lately taken wing, 

But like a hawk encumbered with his hood, — 

Explaining Metaphysics to the nation — 

I wish he would explain his Explanation. 

(Don Juan, Dedication, 2)  

 

Mr. Coleridge may console himself with the “fervour, — the almost religious 

fervour” of his and Wordsworth's disciples, as he calls it. If he means that as any 

proof of their merits, I will find him as much “fervour” in behalf of Richard 

Brothers and Joanna Southcote as ever gathered over his pages or round his 

fireside. He is a shabby fellow, and I wash my hands of and after him. (Letters 

and Journals, IV, p. 172.) 

 

Foot-note in the Collected Poems of Lord Byron, Vol.   VII, (Spottiswoode 

1836), p.241 [online at https://books. google.com.br/books?id=1YhjAAAA 
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