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'Eolian Harp':
O! the one Life within us and abroad,
Which meets all motion and becomes its soul, 
A light in sound, a sound-like power in light, 
Rhythm in all thought, and joyance everywhere— 
Methinks, it should have been impossible 
Not to love all things in a world so filled; 
Where the breeze warbles, and the mute still air 
Is Music slumbering on her instrument.

“joyance everywhere” – referring to the seductive speech earlier (l. 15ff)
Erotic love becomes a symbol of the “love” of “all things” linked with intellectual activity seen as a dynamic, temporal process: “Rhythm in all thought”.
“Methinks it should have been impossible… slumbering on her instrument” – lines added later (1803). Transformation of “mute still air” into “music, slumbering…” symbol of transformation: material world – “mute air” becomes potential (“slumbering”) music. 

The passage is not quite original – follows Mark Akenside’s Pleasures of Imagination (1744) 109-124 – the harp of Memnon (Memnon was the Egyptian pharaoh of the 18th dynasty, called Amenhotep IV, who renamed himself Akhenaten. One of his colossal statues at Thebes is reported (by Pausanias) to have emitted musical tones when the air over the desert was warming up. There was definitely no harp connected with the statue.): The passage starts with a heroic simile (As – So) and compares the harp to “imagination’s tender frame”. The “play” of the harp caused by the warm air is like the working of imagination. While “fancy dreams / Of sacred fountains and Elysian groves, / And vales of bliss”, the “intellectual pow’r” – Reason - “smiles” and “bends from his (gender!) awful throne”. The whole passage can be read as an allegory of Imagination as a synthetic power, mediating between Reason and Fancy. Coleridge attempts to transform this allegory into a seductive erotic play, and then stops and returns to the dynamic of thought process.

As Memnon's marble harp, long renown'd of old
By fabling Nilus, to the quivering touch
Of Titan's ray, with each repulsive string
Consenting, sounded thro' the warbling air
Unbidden strains; ev'n so did nature's hand
To certain species of external things,
Attune the finer organs of the mind:
So the glad impulse of congenial pow'rs,
Or of sweet sound, or fair proportion'd form,
The grace of motion, or the bloom of light,
Thrills thro' imagination's tender frame,
From nerve to nerve: all naked and alive
They catch the spreading rays: till now the soul
At length discloses every tuneful spring,
To that harmonious movement from without
Responsive. Then the inexpressive strain
Diffuses its inchantment: fancy dreams
Of sacred fountains and Elysian groves,
And vales of bliss: the intellectual pow'r
Bends from his awful throne a wondering ear,
And smiles: the passions, gently sooth'd away,
Sink to divine repose, and love and joy
Alone are waking; love and joy, serene
As airs that fan the summer.  

'Dejection':
II
A grief without a pang, void, dark, and drear, 
A stifled, drowsy, unimpassioned grief, 
Which finds no natural outlet, no relief, 
In word, or sigh, or tear— 
O Lady! in this wan and heartless mood, 
To other thoughts by yonder throstle woo'd, 
All this long eve, so balmy and serene, 
Have I been gazing on the western sky, 
And its peculiar tint of yellow green:
And still I gaze—and with how blank an eye!
And those thin clouds above, in flakes and bars, 
That give away their motion to the stars; 
Those stars, that glide behind them or between, 
Now sparkling, now bedimmed, but always seen:
Yon crescent Moon, as fixed as if it grew 
In its own cloudless, starless lake of blue; 
I see them all so excellently fair, 
I see, not feel, how beautiful they are!

“A Letter to----” as the source text (not the first version) of this poem is more dramatic in describing the loss of imagination: “These lifeless Shapes, around, below, Above, / O what can they impart?” In “Dejection” it is only “gazing” with a “blank eye”. In “A Letter” the universe has lost its meaning together with the meaning of the love relationship.
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