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He with a smile did then his words repeat;

And said, that, gathering leeches, far and wide

He travelled; stirring thus about his feet

The waters of the pools where‘they abide.

“Once | could meet with them on every side;

But they have dwindled long by slow decay;

Yet still 1 persevere, and find them where [ may.”
19

While he was talking thus, the lonely place,

The old Man’s shape, and speech—all troubled me:

In my mind’s eye I seemed to see him pace

About the weary moors conlinually,

Wandering about alone and silently.

While I these thoughts within myself pursued,

He, having made a pause, the same discourse renewed.
20

And soon with this he other matter blended,

Cheerfully uttered, with demeanour kind,

But stately in the main; and when he ended,

[ could have laughed myself to scorn to find

In that decrepit Man so firm a mind.

“God,” said [, “be my help and stay” secure;

I'll think of the Leech-gatherer on the lonely moor!”

May 3-July 4, 1802

I wandered lonely as a cloud'

[ wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
QOut-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

[ gazed-—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

7. Support (a noun). Dorothy Wardsworlh's Grasmere Joumals, Apr. 15, 1802
1. For the original experience, two years carlier, see  {p. Z93).
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For oft, when on my couch [ lie
In vacant or in pensive mood, bl
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.
1804 1807

,/ | My heart leaps up

My heart leaps up when 1 behold
A rainbow in the sky: .

So was it when my life began;

So is it now I am a man;

So be it when I shall grow old, 5
Or let me die!

The Child is father of the Man;

And [ could wish my days to he

Bound each to each by natural piety.'

Mar. 26, 1802 1807

‘J QOde: Intimations of Immeortality  Wordsworth said about this Ode to Isa-
bella Fenwick:

This was composed during my residence at Town End, Grasmere; two years
at least passed between the writing of the four first stanzas and the remaining
part. To the attentive and competent reader the whole sufficiently explains
itself; but there may be no harm in adverting here to particular feelings or
experiences of my own mind on which the structure of the poem partly rests.
Nothing was more difficult for me in childhood than to admit the notion of
death as a state applicable to my own being. I have said elsewhere [in the
opening stanza of We Are Seven]: '

—A simple child,

That lightly draws its breath,
And feels its life in every limb,
What should it know of death!—

But it was not so much from [feclings] of animal vivacity that my difficulty
came as from a sense of the indomitableness of the spirit within me. 1 used to
brood over the stories of Enoch and Elijah, and almost to persuade myself
that, whatever might become of others, 1 should be translated, in something
of the same way, to hcaven. With a feeling congenial to this, I was often
unable to think of external things as having external existence, and I com-
muned with all that I saw as something not apart from, but inherent in, my
own immaterial nature. Many times while going to school have [ grasped at a
wall or tree to recall myself from this abyss of idealism to the reality. At that
time I was afraid of such processes. In later periods of life I have deplored, as

1. As distinguished from piety based on the Seriptures, 17). The religious sentiment that binds Wordsworth’s
in which God makes the rainbow the foken of his cov-  mature self to that of his childhoed is a continuing
enant with Noah and all his descendants {Genesis 9.12— responsiveness to the miracle of erdinary things.
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Ode
Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of Early Childhood

The Child is Father of the Man;
And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety."

1
There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,
] The earth, and every common sight,
E To me did seem
Apparclled in celestial light,
The glory and the freshness of a dream. 5
It is not now as it hath been of yore;:—
Turn wheresoe’er I may,
E By night or day,
3 The things which I have seen [ now can see no more.
2
The Rainbow comes and gocs, 10
And lovely is the Rose,
The Moon doth with delight
Look round her when the heavens are bare,
Waters on a starry night
Are beautiful and fair; 15
The sunshine is a glorious birth;
But yet I know, where’er I go,
That there hath past away a glory from the earth.
3
Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song,
And while the young lambs bound 20
As to the tabor’s? sound, :
To me alone there came a thought of grief:
A timely utterance® gave that thought relief,
And | again am strong:
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep; 2
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong:
I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng,
The Winds come to me from the felds of sleep,*
And all the earth is gay,
Land and sea 30
Give themselves up to jollity,
And with the heart of May
Doth every Beast keep holiday;—
Thou Child of Joy,

R 1 The concluding tines of Wordsworth's My heart leaps 4. Of the many suggested interpretations, the simplest

k. . is “from the fiekls where they were sleeping.” Words-

b 2 Asmall drum often used to beat time for dancing. worth often associated a rising wind with the revival of

3. Pechaps My hoant leaps up, pethaps Resolution and  spirit and of poetic inspiration (sce, ¢.g., the opening
Independence, perhaps not a poem at all. passage of The Prelude, pp. 207-08).
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Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy
Shepherd-boy!

4
Ye blessed Creatures, | have heard the call
Ye to each other make; I see
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee;
My heart is at your festival,
My head hath its coronal,’
The fulness of your bliss, I feel—I feel it all.
Oh evil day! if [ were sullen
While Earth herself is adorning,
This sweet May-morning,
And the Children are culling
On every side,
In a thousand valleys far and wide,
Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm,
And the Babe leaps up on his Mother’s arm:—
[ hear, | hear, with joy I hear!
— But there’s a Tree, of many, one,
A single Field which [ have looked upon,
Both of them speak of something that is gone:
The Pansy at my feet
Doth the same tale repeat:
Whither is fled the visionary gleam?
Where is it now, the glory and the dream?

5
Our birth is but-a-sleep and a forgetting:
The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,®
Hath had elsewhere its setting,
And cometh from afar:
Not in entire forgetfulness,
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come
From God, who is our home:
Heaven lies about us in our infancy!
Shades of the prison-house begin to close
Upon the growing Boy,
But He beholds the light, and whence it flows,
He sees it in his joy;
The Youth, who daily farther from the cast
Must travel, still is Nature’s Priest,
And by the vision splendid
Is on his way attended;
At length the Man perceives it die away,
And fade into the light of common day.
[
Farth fills her lap with pleasures of her own;
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,
And, even with something of a Mother's mind,

5. Circlet of wildBawers, with which the shepherd boys 6. The sun, as metaphor for the soul.
trimmmed their hats in May.
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And no unworthy aim,
The homely” Nurse doth all she can
To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,
Forget the glories he hath known,
And that imperial palace whence he came.
/
Behold the Child among his new-born blisses,
A six years’ Darling of a pigmy size!
Sec, where 'mid work of his ewn hand he lies,
Fretted® by sallies of his mother's kisses,
With light upen him from his father’s eyes!
See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,
Some fragment from his dream of human life, -
Shaped by himself with newly-learnéd art
A wedding or a festival,
A mourning or a funeral;
And this hath now his heart,
And unto this he frames his song:
Then will he fit his tongue
To dialogues of business, love, or strife;
But it will not be long
Ere this be thrown aside,
And with new joy and pride
The little Actor cons another part;
Filling from time to time his “humorous stage™
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age,
That Life brings with her in her equipage;
As if his whole vocation
Were endless imitation.
g .
Thou, whose exterior semmblance doth belie
Thy Soul’s immensity;
Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep
Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind,
That, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal deep,
Haunted for ever by the eternal mind,—
Mighty Prophet! Seer blest!
On whom those truths do rest,
Which we are toiling all our lives to find,
In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave;
Thou, over whom thy Immortality
Broods iike the Day, a Master o’er a Slave,
A Presence which is not to be put by;
Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might
Of heaven-born freedom on thy being’s height,
Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke
The years to bring the inevitable yoke,
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife?

9
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7. In the old sense, “simple and friendly.” Daniel. In Daniel’s age “humorous” meant “capri-
8. “Irritated,” or possibly in the old sense, “checkered cious,” and also referred to the varicus characters and

over,” temperaments (“humaors”) represented in drama.

9. From a sonnet by the Elizabethan poet Samuel
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Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight,
And custom lie upon thee with a weight,
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life!
9
O joy! that in our embers
[s something that doth live,
That nature yet remembers
What was so fugitive!
The thought of our past years in me doth brecd
Perpetual benediction: not indeed
For that which is most worthy to be blest;
Delight and liberty, the simple creed
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest,
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast-—
Not for these I raise
The song of thanks and praise;
But for those obstinate questionings
Of sense and outward things,
Fallings from us, vanishings;
Blank misgivings of a Creature
Moving about in worlds not realised,'
High instincts before which our mortal Nature
Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised:
But for those first affections,
Those shadowy recollections,
Which, be they what they may,
Are yet the fountain light of all our day,
Are yet a master light of all our seeing;
Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make
Our noisy years seem moments in the being
Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake,
To perish never;
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,
Nor Man nor Boy,
Nor all that is at enmity with joy,
Can utterly abolish or destroy!
Hence in a season of calm weather
Though inland far we be,
Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither,
Can in a moment travel thither,
And see the Children sport upon the shore,
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.
10
Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song!
And let the young Lambs bound
As to the tabor’s sound!
We in thought will join your throng,
Ye that pipe and ye that play,
Ye that through your hearts to-day

160
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Feel the gladness of the May!
What though the radiance which was once so bright 175
Be now for ever taken from my sight,
Though nothing can bring back the hour
Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower;
We will grieve not, rather find
Strength in what remains behind; 180
In the primal sympathy
Which having been must ever be;
In the soothing thoughts that spring
Out of human suffering;
In the faith that looks through death, 185
In years that bring the philosophic mind.
11
And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves,
Forebode not any severing of our loves!
Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might;
I only have relinquished one delight 190
To live beneath your more habitual sway.
I love the Brooks which down their channels fret,
Even more than when 1 tripped lightly as they;
The innocent brightness of a new-born Day
Is lovely yet; 195
The Clouds that gather round the setting sun
Do take a sober colouring from an eye
That hath kept watch oer man’s mortality;
Another race hath been, and other palms are won.
Thanks to the human heart by which we live, 200
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears,
To me the meanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.
1802—04 1807

2z

2. In Greece foot races were aften run for the prize of ~ metaphor for life: “Know ye not that they which run in
a branch or wreath of palm. Wardsworth’s line echoes 4 race tun all, but one receiveth the prize?”
Paul, | Corinthians 9.24, who uses such 1aces as a
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JOHN KEATS
1795—1821

Poems, Keats’s first book.

Endymion: A Poetic Romance.

Keats’s annus mirahilis, in which he writes almost all his greatest
poems.

Publishes the volume Lamia, Isabella, The Fve of St. Agnes, and
Other Poems.

No major poet has had a less propitious origin. John Keats’s fathcr was head stable-
man at a London livery stable; he married his employer’s daughter and inherited
the business. Mrs. Keats, by all reports, was a strongly sensuous woman and a
rather casual but affectionate mother to her five children—]John (the first bom),
his three brothers (one of whom died in infancy), and a sister. Keats was sent to
the Reverend John Clarke’s private school at Enfield, where he was a noisy, high-
spirited boy; despite his small stature (when full-grown, he was barely over five feet
in height}, he distinguished himself in skylarking and fistfights. Here he had the
good fortune to have as a teacher Charles Cowden Clarke, son of the headmaster,
who later became a writer and editor; he encouraged Keats's passion for reading
and, both at school and in the course of their later friendship, introduced him to
Spenscr and other poets, to music, and to the theater.

When Keats was eight his father was killed by a fall from a horse, and when he
was fourteen his mother died of tuberculosis. Although the livery stable had pros-
pered, and £8,000 had been left in trust to the children by Keats’s grandmother,
the estate remained tied up in the law courts for all of Keats's lifetime. The chil-
dren’s guardian, Richard Abbey, was an unimaginative and practical-minded busi-
nessman; he took Keats out of school at the age of fifteen and bound him apprentice
to Thomas Hammend, a surgeon and apothecary at Edmonton. In 1815 Keats
carried on his medical studies at Guy’s Hospital, London, and the next year qual-
ified to practice as an apothecary-surgeon—but almost immediately, over his
guardian’s protests, he abandoned medicine for poetry.

This decision was influenced by Keats’s friendship with Leigh Hunt, then editor
of the Examiner and a leading political radical, poet, and prolific writer of criticism
and periodical essays. Hunt, the first suceessful author of Keats's acquaintance,
added his enthustastic encouragement of Keats's poetic cfforts to that of Clarke.
More important, he introduced him to writers greater than Hunt himsclf, William
Hazliit, Charles Lamb, and Shelley, as well as to Benjamin Rebert Haydon, painter
of grandiosc historical and religious canvases: Through Hunt, Keats also met John
Hamilton Reynolds and then Charles Wentworth Dilke and Charles Brown, men
who became his intimate friends and provided him with an essential circumstance
for a fledgling poet, a sympathetic and appreciative audience.

The rapidity and sureness of Keats’s development has no match. He did not even
undertake poetry until his cighteenth vear and, for the following few years, pro-
duced album verse that was at best merely competent and at times manifested an
arch sentimentality, Suddenly, in 1816, he spoke out loud and bold in the sonnet
On First Looking into Chapman’s Homer. Later that same year he wrote Sleep and
Poetry, in which he laid out for himself a program deliberately modeled on the
careers of the greatest poets, asking only
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for ten ycars, that | may overwhelm
Myself in poesy; so [ may do the deed
That my own soul has to itself decreed.

For even while his health was good, Keats felt a foreboding of carly death and
applied himself to his art with a desperate urgency. In 1817 he went on to compose
Endymion, an ambitious undertaking of morc than four thousand lines. It is a
profusc allegory of a mortal’s quest for an ideal feminine counterpart and a Hawless
happiness beyond earthly possibility; in a number of passages, however, it already
exhibits the sure movement and phrasing of his mature poetic style. But Keats's
critical judgment and aspiration exceeded his achievement: fong before he com-
pleted it, be declared impatiently that he carried on with the “slipshod” Endymion
only as a poetic exercisc and “trial of inventton” and began to block out the more
ambitious Hyprerion, conceived on the model of Milton’s Paradise Lost in that most
demanding of forms, the epic poem. The extent of his success in achieving the
Miltenic manner is one of the reasons why Keats left off before Hyperion was
finished, for he recognized that he was uncommonly susceptible to poetic influ-
ences and regarded this as a threat to his individuality. “I will write independently,”
he insisted. “’T'he Genius of Poetry must work out its own salvation in a man.” He
had refused the chance of intimacy with Shelley “that I might have my own unfet-
tered scope”; he had broken away from Leigh Hunt’s influence lest he get “the
reputation of Hunt’s éléve [pupil]”; now he shied away from domination by Mil-
ton’s powerfully infectious style. :

With the year 1818 began a scries of disappointments and disasters that culmi-
nated in Keats’s mortal illness. Sentimental legend used to fix the blame on two
anenymous articles: a scurrilous attack_on Keats as a member of the “Cockney
School” (that is, Hunt’s radical literary circle in London), which appeared in the
heavily Tory Blackwood's Magazine, and a savage mauling of Endymion in the
Quarterly Review. Shelley gave impetus to this myth by his description of Keats in
Adonais as “a pale flower,” and Byron, who knew cven less about him, asserted
that he was “snuffed out by an article.” But in fact, Keats had the good sense to
recognize that the attacks were motivated by Tory bias and class snobbery, and he
had alrcady passed his own severe judgment on Endymion: “My own domestic
criticism,” he said, “has given me pain without comparison beyond what Black-
wood or the Quarterly could possibly inflict.” Mere important was the financial
distress of his brother George and his young bride, who had just emigrated to
Kentucky and lest their money in an ill-advised investment; Keats, himself always
short of funds, had now to turn to literary journeywork to eke out the family income.
His younger brother Tom contracted tuberculosis, and the poet, in devoted atten-
dance on him through the later months of 1818, helplessly watched him waste
away until his death that December. In the summer of that year Keats had taken a
strenuous walking tour in the English Lake District, Scotland, and Ircland; it was

a glorious adventure but a totally ‘exhausting one in wet, cold weather, and he
returned in August with a chronically ulcerated throat made increasingly ominous
by the shadow of the tuberculosis that had killed his mother and brother. And in
the late fall of 1818 Keats fell unwillingly, helplessly in love with Fanny Brawne.
This pretty, vivacious, and mildly flirtatious girl of eighteen had little interest in
poetry, but she possessed an alert and sensible mind and loved Keats sincerely.
They became engaged, but Keats’s dedication to poetry, his poverty, and his grow-
ing illness made marriage impossible and love a torment.

In this period of acute distress and emotional turmoil, within five years of his
first trying his hand at poetry, Keats achieved-the culmination of his brief poetic
career. Between January and September of @9) masterpiece followed masterpiece
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in astonishing succession: The Eve of St. Agnes, La Belle Dame sans Merci, all of
the “great odes,” Lamia, and a sufficient number of fine sonnets to make him,
with Wordsworth, the major Romantic craftsman in that form. All of these poems
possess the distinctive qualities of the work of his maturity: a slow-paced, gracious

. movement; a concreteness of description in which all the senses—tactile, gustatory,
I 'Kinetic, visceral, as well as visual and auditory —combine to give the total appre-
. hension of an experience; an ntense delight

at the sheer existence of things outside

. himself, the poet seeming to lose his own identity in the fullness of identification

" with the object he contemplates; and a gg)pccn_trated'fc;lii;'{t'y‘b'f'fﬂi"r'?gihg’tﬁé{'r’emindecl

his friends, as it has many critics since, of thie Taniguage of Shakespeare. Under the
richly sensuous surface, we find Keats's characteristic presentation of all experience
as a tangle of inseparable but irreconcilable opposites. He finds melancholy in
delight and pleasure in pain; he feels the highest intensity of love as an approxi.
mation to death; he inclines equally toward a life of indolence and “sensation” and
toward a life of thought; he is aware both of the attraction of an imaginative drearn
world without “disagreeables” and the remorseless pressure of the actual; he aspires
at the same time for aesthetic detachment and for social responsibility.

His letters, no less remarkable than his poetry, show that Keats felt on his pulses
the conflicts he dramatized in his major poems. Above all, they reveal him wres-
tling with the problem of evil and suffering—what to make of our lives in the
discovery that “the world is full of misery and heartbreak, pain, sickness and
oppression.” To the end of his life, with stubborn courage, he refused to seek solace
for the complexity and contradictions of experience either in the abstractions of
inherited philosophical doctrines or the absolutes of a religious creed. At the close
of his poetic carcer, in the latter part of 1819, Keats hegan to rework the epic
Hyperion into the form of a dream vision that he called The Fall of Hyperion. In
the introductory section of this fragment the poet is told by the prophetess Moneta
that he has hitherto been merely a dreamer; he must know that

The poet and the dreamer are distinct,
Diverse, shecr opposite, antipodes,

and that the height of poetry can be reached only by

those to whom the miseries of the world
Are misery, and will not let them rest.

He was seemingly planning to undertake a new direction and subject matter, when
death intervened.

On the night of February 3, 1820, he coughed up blood. He refused to evade
the truth: “T cannot be deceived in that colour; that drop of blood is my death
warrant. 1 must die.” That spring and summer a series of hemorrhages rapidly
weakened him. In the autumn he allowed himself to be persuaded to scek the
milder climate of Italy in the company of Joseph Severn, a young painter, but
these last months were only what he called “a posthumous existence.” He died in
Rome on February 23, 1821, and was buried in the Protestant Cemetery. At times
the agony of his discase, the apparent frustration of his hopes for great poetic
achievement, and the despair of his passion for Fanny Brawne combined to compel
even Keats’s brave spirit to bitterness, resentment, and jealousy, but he always
recovered his gallantry. His last letter, written to Charles Brown, concludes: “l can
scarcely bid you good bye even in a letter. I always made an awkward bow. God
bless you! John Keats.”

No one can read Keats’s poems and letters without an undersense of the tragic
waste of so extraordinary an intellect and genius cut off so early. What he might
have done is beyond conjecture; what we do know is that his achievement, when
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he stopped writing at the age of twenty-four, greatly exceeds the accomplishment
at the same age of Chaucer, Shakespeare, or Milion.

The texts here are taken from Jack Stillinger’s edition, The Poems of John Keats
{Cambridge, Mass., 1978).

On First Looking into Chapman’s Homer! ¢

Much have 1 travell’d in the realms of gold,
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;
Round many western islands have [ been

Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.

Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 5
That deep-brow’d Homer ruled as his demesne;?
Yet did I never breathe its pure serene’

Till [ heard Chapman speak out loud and bold:

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies
When a new planet swims into his ken;

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes
He star'd at the Pacific—and all his men

Look'd at each other with a wild surmise—

Silent, upon a peak in Darien.

Oct. 1816 1816

From Sleep and Poetry!
[“O for Ten Years”)

O for ten years, that I may overwhelm
Myself in poesy; so | may do the deed
That my own soul has to itself decreed.
Then will I pass the countries that 1 see

In long perspective, and

continually
Taste thetr pure fountain?ﬂ‘?? irst the realm I'll pass

10e

Of Flora, and old Pan:Z sleep in the grass,
Feed upon apples red, and strawberries,
And choose each pleasure that my fancy sees; -

Catch the white-handed nymphs in shady places,
To woo sweet kisses from averted faces,—

1. Keats's kormer schoolteacher Charles Cowden Clarke
intraduced him to Homer in the robust translation of
the Elizabethan poet George Chapman. They read
through the night, and Keats walked home at dawn;
this sonnzt reached Clarke by the ten o'clock rail that
same morning. That it was Balboa, not Cortez, who
caught his frst sight of the Pacific from the heights of
Diarien, in Panarta, matters to history but not to poctry.
2. Realm, feudal pessession.

3. Clear expanse of air.

1. At the early age of twenty-one, Keats set himself a
regimen of poctic training modeled on the course fol-
lowed by the greatest poets. Virgil had established the
pattern of beginning with pastoral writing and proceed-
ing gradually to the point at which he was ready to
undertake the epic, and this pattern had been deliber-

105

e

ately followed by Spenser and Milton. Keats’s version
of this program, as he describes it here, is to begin with
the realm “of Flora, and old Par” {line 102) and, within
ten years, to climb up to the level of poetry dealing with
“the agonies, the skife / Of human hearts” (lines 124—
25). The latter achievement Keats found best repre-
sented among his contemporaries by Wordsworth and,
less successfully, by Shelley; Keats's vision of the char-
iot of poesy (lines 125-154) parallels Sheltey’s allegor-
ical visians. The program Keals set himself is illuminated
by his analysis of Wordsworth’s progress in his letter to
J. H. Reynolds of May 3, 1818 (p. 834).

2. Le., the carefree pastoral world. Flora was the Roman
goddess of flowers; Pan, the Greek god of pastures,
woods, and antmal life.





