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PREFATORY NOTE

MOST of these essays on Keats were designed tofill gaps, of which
| have snce become sensble, in my previous book, Keats and
Shakespeare. But each of them has its own independent justifica
tion, and 1 hope they will prove to be of some interest and value
to the growing number of those who find sustenance in the rich
and heroic nature of Keats,

| desireto express my grateful thanksto Miss Roberta Corndlius,
towhom | owe my knowledge of thereviews of Keats 1817 volume
discussed inthe first essay, to Mr. Frederick Pagefor his kindness
in reading the essays in manuscript and giving me the benefit of
his criticism, and to the Editor of the Hibbert Journal, fromwhich
the study On First Looking into Chapman's Homer is reprinted.

YATELEY, 6 January 1930.






CONTENTS

. An Elegant, Pure, and Aerid Mind: George Feton .

Mathew. : _ _ _ _ _ _ 1
. On First Looking into Chapman's Homer . . 15
. The Meaning of Endymion’ _ _ _ A
. The Fed of not to Fed it : _ _ . 62
. 'Beauty is Truth . . " _ _ _ _ .71
. Keats use of 'Speculation’ : _ _ . o3

Appendix: Two Reviews of Keats 'Poems, 1817, by
B. R. Haydon and George Fdton Mathew

Notes

B8






AN ELEGANT, PURE, AND AERIAL MIND
GEORGE FELTON MATHEW

IN the European Magazine, for October 1816, gppeared thefollow-
ing copy of verses:
TO A POETICAL FRIEND
O Thou who ddightest in fanciful song,
And tellest strange tales of the df and the fay;
Of giants tyrannic, whose taismans strong
Have power to charm gentle damsds astray;

Of courteous knights-errant, and high-mettled steeds;
Of forests enchanted, and marvellous streams.—
Of bridges, and ceslles, and desperate deeds;
And dl the bright fictions of fanciful dreams—

Of captures, and rescues, and wonderful loves,
Of blisses abounding in dark leafy bowers—
Of murmuring music In shadovy?/ groves,
And beauty reclined on her pillow of flowers—

O where did thine infancy open its eyes? .
And who was the nurse that attended thy spring?
For sure thou'rt exatic to these frigid skies, |
So splendid the song that thou lovest to sing.

Perhaps thou hast traversed the glorious East;
And like the warm breath of its sun, and its gdes
That wander 'mid gardens of flowersto feast.
Are tinctured with every rich sweet that prevails?

O no!—for a Shakspeare—a Milton are ours!
And who €er sung Swester, or stronger, than they?
Asthineis | ween was the Sﬁrl ng of their powers,
Like theirs, is the cast of thine earlier lay.

It is not the climate, or scenery round,

It was not the nurse that attended th?/ youth;
That gave thee those blisses which richly abound
In magical numbers to charm, and to soothe.

B



2 AN BLEGANT, PURE, AND AER AL M ND

O nol—tis the Queen of those regions of air—
The gay fields of Fancy—thy spirit hes bles;

She cherishd thy childhood with Tostering care,
And nurtured her boy with the milk of her breadt.

She tended thee ere thou couldst wander aone,

And cheer'd thy wild walks amidst terror and dread,—
She sung thee to deep with a song of her own,

And lad thy young limbs on her flowery bed.

She %?}/e thee those pinions with which thou delightest
Sublime o'er her boundless dominions to rove;
The tongue too she gave thee with which thou invitest

Each ear to thy dories of wonder and love.

And when evening shdll free thee from Nature's decays*
And release thee from Study's severest control,

Oh warm thee in Fancy's enlivening rays,
And wash the dark spots of disease from thy soul.

And let not the spirit of Poesy deep;
Of Fairies and Genii continue to tell—
Nor suffer the innocent deer's timid legp
To fright the wild bee from her flowery bell.

G. F. M.
* Alluding to his medica character.

Now there is no doubt at dl that 'the poeticd friend' to whom
these verses were addressed was John Kests, and thet the G. F. M.
who wrote them was George Felton Mathew. They were published
about a year after they were actually written; for there is good
reason to suppose that the writing of them was done in October
or November 1815. ' o

Mathew'spoor verses are redeemed from nullity by their intimate
connexion with three poemsin Keats first volume. Thefirst poem
of Keats with which they are connected is amost as poor as
Mathew's own; it is the written On receiving a curious Shell)
and a copy of Verses, from the same Ladies—the Ladies to whom
the previous poem, beginning "What though while the wonders of
nature exploring’, was addressed. Both these poems are in the
same vein of imitation Tom Moore, and in the same metre as
Mathew's verses to his 'poeticd friend' John Keats. The con-
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nexion between Mathew's verses and Keats, as we have sdd, is
intimate. Here are two sanzas from Keats verses.

Ah, courteous Srr Knight, with large joy thou art crown'd;
Full many the glories that brighten thy youth!

I will tell thee my blisses which richly abound
In magica powers to bless and to sooth.

Adiey, vdiant Eric! with joy thou art crown'd;
Full many the glories that brighten thy youth,
| too have my blisses, which richly abound
In magica powers to bless, and to sooth.

Here is a ganza from Mathew:

It is not the climate, or scenery round,
It was not the nurse that attended thy youth;
That gave thee those blisses which richly abound
In magicd numbers to charm, and to soothe.

Undoubtedly, one is ddiberately copied from the other; and it is
Mathew who is copying from Keats. Interna evidence supports
this, and there is dso the fact that Mr. Buxton Forman discovered
amanuscript of Keats verses To some Ladieswhich was inscribed.
'To the Misses M.'—namely, the Misses Mathew. Mathew had.
some 'poeticd’ cousins.

The second poem of Keats with which Mathew's verses arein-
timately connected isinfinitely better poetry, indeed the best poetry
Kesats had yet written—the sonnet on Solitude:

O Solitude! if I must with thee dwell,

Let it not be among the jumbled h

Of murky buildings, climb with me the steep—
Nature's observatory—whence the dell,
Its flowery dopes, its river's crystal swell,

May seem a span; let me thy vigils keep

'Mongst boughs pavillion'd, where the deer's swift legp

Startles the wild bee from the fox-glove bell.

But though I'd gladly trace these scenes with thee
Y et the sweet converse of an innocent mind,
Whose words are images of thoughts refin'd,

Is my soul's pleasure; and it sure must be
Almog the highest bliss of human-kind

When to thy haunts two kindred spirits flee.
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Here is Mathew's dlusion to this sonnet:

And let not the spirit of Poesy deep

Of Fairies and Genii continue to tell—

Nor suffer the innocent deer's timid lesp

To fright the wild bee from her flowery bell.

Here again, it is manifest that Mathew is copying the phrase of
Keats. As rearranged by Mathew, and in the new context, the
phrase is redly nonsenscd. Why on earth should the innocent
deer be prevented from frightening the wild bee? And why should
Kests be cdled upon to perform this unnecessary duty? Mathew
had amuddled head. But he was anxious to work in Kests phrase
into his verses by way of compliment; and hedid it as best he could.

The necessary conclusion, aready drawn from these facts by
Miss Amy Lowel, is that both poems of Keats—To the Same
Ladies. . . and the sonnet on Solitude—were before Mathew's
eyes, or in his memory, when he composed his stanzas to his
‘poetica friend. The first poem was, we may presume, actualy
in his cousins possesson; and there is reason to suppose
that O Solitude was addressed to himsdlf. | have not much doubt
that the 'two kindred spirits of the last line of the sonnet are Kests
and Mathew.

The third poem of Keets with which Mathew's verses are in-
timately connectedistheEpistleto Mathew. Fortunately thispoem
is definitely dated 'November 1815 in Keats first volume. More-
over, it ssems to me evident that the Epistleis areply to Mathew's
VErses.

Too partia friend! fain would | follow thee
Past each horizon of fine poesy;

Fain would | echo back each pleasant note . . .
But 'tis impossble; far different cares

Beckon me sternly from 'soft Lydian airs'.. .
But might | now each passing moment give
To the coy muse, with me she would not live
In this dark city ...

Thisis surdy Keats answer to Mathew's apped, with its 'dluson
to his medica character”:

And when evening shdl free thee from Nature's decays
And release thee from Study's severest contral,

Oh warm thee in Fancy's enlivening rays,
And wash the dark spots of disease from thy soul.
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And the correspondence is gill more griking when, a the end .of
the Epistle, Kests follows Mathew's leed and returns the compli-
ment by speculating on the manner of Ins nativity. 'O where,
Mathew had sung,

O where did thine infancy open its eyes?

And who was the nurse that attended thy spring?—
For sure thou'rt exotic to these frigid skies,

So splendid the song that thou lovest to Sing.

It is not the climate, or scenery round,
It was not the nurse that attended thy youth;
That gave thee those blisses which richly abound
In magicd numbers to charm, and to soothe.

O nol—tis the Queen of those regions of air—
The gay fidds of Fancy—thy spirit has blest;

She cherish'd thy childhood with fostering care,
And nurtur'd her boy with the milk of her breast.

In response to which Keats goes one better:

For thou wast once aflowret blooming wild,
Close to the source, bright, pure, and undefil'd,
Whence gush the streams of song; in happy hour
Some chaste Diana from her shady bow

Behdd thee, pluck'd thee, cast thee in the Stream
To meet her glorious brother's greeting beam.

| marvel much that thou hast never told

How, from aflower, into afish of gold,

Apollo chang'd thee; how thou next did seem

A black-eyed swan upon the widening stream;
And when thou didgt first in that mirror trace
The placid features of a human face.

Such prodigaity of metamorphosis was beyond Mathew's compass.
The sequence of the whole series of poems ssems dear. Firg, the
two poems addressed and sent to Mathew's cousins; then, O Soli-
tude addressed and sent to Mathew; then, Mathew's eegantly
dlusve invocation to his 'poeticd friend; and, findly, Keas
Epistle, dated November 1815 One concluson of some conse-
quenceisthat O Solitude must be dated before the Epistle.
Again, it is obvious from the first of Keats poems to the Misses
Mathew that they have been for their summer holiday to the sea



6 AN ELEGANT, PURE, AND AERIAL MIND:

sde, whence they had brought what George Keets describes as
'‘a mogt beautiful Dome shgped shdl’, which, together with a
manuscript copy of Tom Moore's The Wreath and the Chain, they
had presented to Keats. Allowing August or September for ther
seedde holiday, we may suppose that Keats two sets of abum
verses, and his much better sonnet, belong to October 1815.

And thisfitsthefacts of Keats biography. It was on 1st October
that he was entered as a student at Guy's Hospitd, and probably
afew days before that he established himsdf as a solitary lodger
a 8 Dean Stredt, Borough, hard by the hospital. Enfield and Ed-
monton, to which he had been used, were pure country in‘those
days, and solitary lodging in the dingy Borough must have been
sngularly oppressive to him at fird. Some time in October 1815
is the natural date for O Solitude, with its till present memories
of rural summer and its acute reaction to the jumbled hegp of
murky buildings in which he was now imprisoned.

Kegats enthusiastic associaion with the 'eegant, pure, and aeria
minds of Mathew and his female cousins is not very pleasant to
contemplate. But genius must begin how it can. And we can even
find it in our hearts to be grateful to the encouragement given to
Kests poetry, though to the poorest vein in it, by his acquaintance
with the priggish Mathew.

For Mathew was a prig. There is a Crewe House, among the
collection of documents which Lord Houghton used for his lite of
Kesats a distastefully obsequious letter from Mathew imploring the
influential Member of Parliament to get him some smdl post. The
tone of the letter is unpleasant—utterly different from the manly
and generous independence of J. H. Reynolds. Reynolds, in mid-
dle age, had made no more success of his life than Mathew; but
he writes as man to man, never dreams of asking for favours, and
is deeply concerned for the fame of Keats. But Reynolds was one
of the best and most gifted friends Kests ever had; and Mathew
is not to be judged by that high standard. Nevertheless, it would
be hard to forgive the sdf-righteousness with which Mathew de-
plores Keats lack of mora principle compared to his own abun-
dance of it, if we did not remember how patheticaly ineffective
must have been such an appea when addressed to Richard
Monckton Milnes.

That belongs to subsequent history. Mathew was to show his
meta long before. In the European Magazine for June 1817 he
reviewed Keats volume of poems, in terms that are Smply in-



GEORGE FELTON MATHEW 7

sufferable. It is no wonder that Keats had dropped him; and that
after the Epistle, George Felton Mathew's name occurs nowhere
in Keats poetry or his letters.

But thereview is avery interesting document. It is essy enough
to read between its lines, and recongtruct from its hints a minor,
but not unimportant, chapter in Keats history. Inreading the re-
view, we are quickly conscious that Mathew is resentful about
something. At first we are digposed to put it down to smple
jedlousy; the poetagter is uncomfortably aware that his friend is
a poet. But very soon the terms of the criticiam of Calidore put
uson“thedert.*

This fragment [says G. F. M ] is as pretty and as innocent
as childishness can make it, save that it savours too much—as
do indeed dmogt dl these poems—of thefoppery and affectation
of Leigh Hunt!

Leigh Hunt is the villain. We guess what has happened. Kests
has deserted Mathew for Hunt; or rather Hunt has taken up John
Keats, and has not taken up George Mathew. The next lines
confirm the guess.

We shdll pass over to the last of some minor pieces printed in
the middle of the book, of superior versfication, indeed, but of
which, therefore, he seemed to be partly ashamed, from a de-
claration that they were written earlier than the rest.

Mathew is referring, of course, to the little note inserted in
Keats volume at the bottom of the page containing the 'Dedica
tion to Leigh Hunt Esg.’ The Short Peces in the middle of the
Book, as well as some of the Sonnets, were written at an earlier
period than the rest of the Poems.” The short pieces in the middle
of the book contain the two sets of abum verses to Mathew's
cousins. ItisthesewhichMathew describes as'of superior versifica:
tion'—very naturally, because their versification—die worst Keats
ever indulged in—is precisely the same as that of his own effusion
to his 'poetica friend. Mathew's little barb is comic. They are
of superior verdfication; 'therefore Keats seems to be partly
ashamed of them. Mathew's attitude is that Kests, in abandon-
ing the manufacture of abum verses and the society of 'degarnt,
pure, and aerid minds, has forsaken poetry itself. Condescend-
Ingly he goes on to observe that 'there are some good sonnets,
that on first looking into Chapman's Homer, though absurd in its
application, isafar specimen . . ." "Till | heard Chapman spesk
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out loud and bold" is however, a bad line—not only as it breaks
the metaphor—but as it blows out the whole sonnet into an un-
semly hyperbole. Congstent with this sonnet is a passage in his
"Seep and Poetry”.” 'Consgtent with the sonnet’ means con-
dgtent in mixed metaphor and unseemly hyperbole; and Mathew
quotes along passage from Keets tirade againg eighteenth-century

poetry, beginning:
A schigm

Nurtured by foppery and barbarism
Made great Apallo blush for this his land ...

On this Mathew comments with pompous severity:

These lines are indeed satirical and poignant, but levelled at
the author of Eloise, and of Windsor Forest; of the Essays and
the Satires, they will form no sun, no centre of a system; but
like the moon exploded from the South Sea, the mere satellite
will revolve only around the head of its own author, and reflect
upon him an unchanging face of ridicule and rebuke. Like
Bgaaagn's ass before the angd, offensive only to the power that
goads it on.

For aprofessed critic of mixed metaphor, thisis good. But arefer-
ence to the passage of 'Sleep and Poetry’ which immediately pre-
cedes that quoted by Mathew Sgartly explans his cumbrous
imagery. Kesats s of English poetry before the Augustan
‘corruption’, and asks:

Who could paragon
The fervid chair thet lifted up a noise
Of harmony, to where it aye will poise
Its mighty sdf of convoluting sound
Huge as a planet, and like tht roll round,
Eternaly around a dizzy void?

No such planet, says Mathew with ponderous sarcasm, will be
found in Keats lines abusing the eghteenth century: they will
revolve only round his own head.

We might transcribe the whole volume [Mathew goes on]
were we to point out every instance of the luxuriance of his
imagination, and the puerility of his sentiments . . . Feeble and
fase thoughts are eesly logt sight of in the redundance of poeti-
cd decoration.’
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A few more quotations, held up in disapprovd, prepare us for a
majestic peroration. Let Mr, Keats remember

That there is a sublimer height to which the spirit of the
muse may soar; and that her arm is able to uphold the adaman-
tine shidd of virtue, and guard the soul from those insnuating
sentiments, so fatally inculcated by many of the most popular
writers of the day, equally repugnant both to reason and religion,
which, if they touch us with their poisoned points will con-
taminate our purity, innoculate us with degeneracy and cor-
ruption, and overthrow among us the dominion of domegtic
peace and liberty.

Here, again, Leigh Hunt is the chief villain. But there was an-
other. Earlier in hisreview, Mathew had made a pointed reference
to another critic of Keats volume.

The volume before us indeed is full of imaginaions and de-
scriptions equally eegant with these; but athough we have
looked into it with pleasure, and strongly recommend it to the
perusa of dl lovers of rea poetry, we cannot, as another critic
has injudicioudy attempted, roll the name of Byron, Moore,
Campbd| and Rogers, into the milky way of literature, because
Keats is pouring forth his splendours in the Orient. We do not
imagine that the fame of one poet depends upon the fall of an-
other, or that our morning and our evening stars necessarily
eclipse the congdlations of the meridian.

The reference is indubitably to Haydon's criticism of the poems
which appeared in The Champion for 9th March 1817. It begins:

Here is a little volume filled throughout with very graceful
and genuine poetry. The author is avery young man, and one,
as we augur from the present work, that islikely to make a grest
addition to those who would overthrow that artificial taste which
French criticism has long planted among us. At a time when
nothing is taked of but the power and passon of Lord Byron,
and the playful and eegant fancy of Moore, and the correctness
of Rogers, and the sublimity and pathos of Campbell (these
terms we should conceive are kept ready composed in the Edin-
burgh review-shop) ayoung man starts suddenly before us, with
a genius that is likely to eclipse them al.

Naturally, Haydon's review—as thisopening donewould show—
is on a higher leve dtogether than Mathew's pretentious turgidity.
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It is well written, and with dl that prodigious enthusasm with
which Haydon, during a critica period, did so much to encourage
Keats. Perhagps, even now, he"ssems at moments extravagant in
prase, as when he se;ys ' A few sonnets follow these Epidties, and
with the exception of Milton's and Wordsworth's, we think them
the most powerful in the whole range of English poetry.’ But this
extravagance is itsdf critica; the necessary enthusiasm of one who
can discern authentic beauty, when he does discover it—part and
parcd of the man who, by his own solitary labours, saved the Elgin
Marbles for the nation. .

Such praise of John Kests, whom he had been accusomed to
regard as a poet of the same order as himsdf, no doubt stung
Mathew; but what must have been peculiarly provokl ng was the
contemptuous way in which Haydon dismissed those very FI
of 'superior verdfication' of which Mathew had been virtually the
fellow-executant. Haydon approves of Calidore, and then says:

The three poems following, addressed to Ladies, and the one
to Hope, are very inferior to their companions,—but Mr. Keets
informs us they were written at an earlier period than the rest.

Very inferior.' That was gdling. All that Mathew had in com-
mon with Keets dismissed in aline*

Probably Kests himsdf had come to the same opinion. For the
posgtion of the little small-type note under the Dedication of the
1817 volume suggests that It was added a the last minute, when
it was too late to omit the album-verses without compdling the
printer to make up the whole volume anew.

Mathew's review of the 1817 volume is thus a valuable minor
document for Keats poetic history. It records his passng from
Cockney and suburban eegances into the influences of two men
who, whatever their faults, were men who, in things of art and
poetry, 'had known some majesty’ and declared their dlegiance to
It. Hunt and Haydon belonged to another world atogether than
the 'degant, pure and agrid minds; in meeting with them, Keats
came into company that was worthy of him.

Mathew, perhaps not unnaturally, resented the implicit criticism
of himsdlf involved in Keats abandonment of his methods and his
society; and his resentment is written large in the review, which
was intended as a counterblast to Haydon's. Keats sentiments
are puerile; he has deserted Reason and Rdigion; heisin danger
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of_bepolrgdng ‘a proud egotist of diseased fedings and perverted
principles.

Kedts, we may suppose, was not surprised at Mathew's effusion.
He had redized, long before March 1817, when his firs volume
was published, that his path and Mahew's lay asunder. Nor
would he be unduly distressed by Mathew's ill-concedled antagon-
ism.  The gpprova of Hunt and Haydon would outweigh a hun-
dred such petty condemnations. But we know that Keats had
retained some friendship for Mathew, because there is in existence
a copy of the 1817 volume which heinscribed for hisformer friend.
That was asmd| offering in memory of adead intimacy. Probably
Kesats association with Mathew lasted in dl no longer than afew
months, and practicaly ceased by the end of 1815.

What one would like to know, from mere curiosity, is whether
Mathew's professons of poetica, mora, and religious respect-
ability were genuine, or whether (as we should beinclined to guess)
they were assumed out of jeal ousy of Keats genius and risng fame.
Mathew was about Keats own age, barely twenty years old, in
1815. It is not an age when youth is naturdly bien pensant:, but
it is an age when the sudden promotion of a seeming equd into
sciey inaccessble to onesdf is liable to rankle. Mathew, we may
guess, would not have been welcome ether a Hunt's cottage or
Haydon's studio; and we may dso guess that, even if the
association of Keats and Mathew lasted into the spring of 1816
when Keats met Hunt, Keats would not have dreamed of taking
him to Hunt's. It is under such provocations that people like
Mathew are inclined to sdve ther wounded vanity with the
assumption of a moral superiority. Respectability makes a good
dick for youth to besat its more gifted friends.

It is of course, a pure indulgence of the imagination; but | can-
not help feding that Mathew's high principles were not the cause
but the effect of his separation from Keats. Kegts found it quite
essy to get on with 'men of character' a this time, though it became
more difficult towards the end. But his real and unbroken friend-
ship for Benjamin Bailey proves that high mora principle and solid
respectability did not a dl stand in the way of his affection.
Mathew discovered his principles, | ajsggcztémafter his inferiority
to Keats had discovered itsdf. Then it e part of the fixed
creed of the Mathew family that Keets was morally reprehensible.
Rather than admit that he avoided them, the convenient legend was
cregted that they withdrew from him. | think | detect traces of
this family article of faith in ‘the weariful strain of evangelica peni-
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tence with which, Sr Sdney Colvin says, Miss Caroline Mathew
in later life replied to a request for some of her recollections of
Kedts a twenty.

| cannot go further than say | dways thought he had a very
beautiful countenance and was c\j/gy waraLand enthusiagtic in
his character. He wrote a grest of poetry at our house, but

| do not recollect whether | ever had any of it, | certainly have
none now; Ann had many pieces of his.

And its influence emerges perceptibly in Mathew's account
of }éeets, given to Monckton Milnes some thirty years after-
wards:

Kests and |, though about the same age, and both inclined to
literature, were in many respects as different as two individuals
could be. He enjoyed good hedth—afineflow of animal spirits
—was fond of company—could amuse himsdf admirably with
thefrivolities of life—and had great confidencein himsdif. 1, on
the other hand, was languid and melancholy—fond of repose—
thoughtful beyond my years—and diffident to the last degree.
But | aways delighted in administering to the happiness of
others. and being one of a large family, It pleased me much to
see him and his brother George enjoy themselves so much at
our little domestic concerts and dances. ... He was of the
sceptica and republican school.  An advocate for the innova
tionswhichwere making progressinhistime. A faultfinder with
everything established. 1, onthe contrary, hated controversy and
dispute—dreaded discord and disorder—Iloved the ingtitutions
of my country.... But | respected Keats opinions, because they
weres ncere—refrainedfrom subjectson whichwediffered, and
only asked him to concede with me the imperfection of human
knowledge, and the fdlibility of human judgment: while he, on
his part, would often express regret on finding that he had given
pain or annoyance by opposing with ridicule or asperity the
opinions of others.

There is not, one may remark in passing, much sign of a sense
of the fdlibility of his own judgement in Mathew's review. And
though it is concelvable that Mathew was sncere in advocating
his ‘principles, the review as a whole reads too much like an
attempt to destroy any effect that Haydon's flaming encomium
might produce, for us to trust him. But like his cousn Caroline,
he goes on to admit that Keats was stxikingly beautiful. 'A painter
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or a scuptor', he says, ‘'might haye taken him for a study after the
Greek madters and given him "a ddion like the herdd Mercuiy,
new lighted on some heaven-kissng hill" ." But having alowed so
much, he will dlow no more. After thirty years he will justify
his review of 1317.

His eye was more critical than tender, and o0 was his mind.
He admired more the externd decorations than felt the deep
emotions of the Muse. He ddighted in leading you through the
mazes of elaborate description, but was less conscious of the sub-
lime and the pathetic. He used to spend many evenings in read-
ing to me, but | never observed the tears in his eyes nor the
broken voice which are indicative of extreme senshility. These
indeed were not the parts of poetry which he took pleasure in
pointing out.

As Sr Sidney Colvin remarked, this last openly contradicts the
testimony of Cowden Clarke, who tells of Keats visble emation
when he read Imogen's story of the departure of Posthumus in
Cymbeline. But there is no red contradiction. What Mathew
thought to be sublime and pathetic would not have appeared so
to Keats. By temperament and taste they were opposed; their
friendship was fortuitous as it was brief.

The red reason why, instead of remaining a dight acquaintance,
it ripened so0 rapidly into the enthusiagtic intimacy expressed in
the Epistle, and more especidly in O Solitude is not, | think,
difficult to discover. Keats had had to come to London to enter
at Guy's; and he was consequently separated from his much more
substantial and enduring ‘poetica friend, Cowden Clarke, who
was 4ill teaching school at Enfield. Towards the end of Septem-
ber 1815 Kesats went into lodgings alonein Dean Street, Borough.
His brothers were at Abbey's. The solitude of which he complains
in his sonnet was perfectly real; and to escape it he made the most
of the Mathews. The fird letter of Keats which we possess is one
in which he gives instructions to Cowden Clarke how to find him
in Dean Street, for at some time during the winter 1815-16 Clarke
a0 had come to London. When Kests heard of it, he log no time
in making his whereabouts known to his old friend. Clarke gives
Keats note, or afragment of it, in his 'Recollections of a Writer';
and says. 'At that time being housekeeper and solitary, he would
come to renew his loved gossp; till, as the author of the "Urn
Burid" says, we were acting our antipodes—the huntsmen were
up in America, and they were dready past ther first deep in
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Perdga Thisletter', he adds, ‘preceded our first symposium; and
amemorable night it was in my life's career.’

It was, | think, the arrival of Clarke in London and the renewa
of their interrupted friendship which dissolved Keeats assodiaion
with Mathew. The brief chapter was over. Through Clarke, late
in thefollowing spring, Keats made the acquaintance of Hunt, and
through Hunt and Clarke together, of Haydon. The new chapter
had begun. Yet, if my surmiseis correct, and the sonnet O Solitude
—which was the best poem by far that Keats had written in
November 1815—was addressed to Mathew, there is something
alittle pathetic in the fact that it was a %this SoNnet, among
the manuscripts of Keats which Clarke ed to Hunt in the
spring of 181& which particularly caught Hunt's attention. It was
this sonnet which Hunt printed in The Examiner for 5th May 1816,
and thereby probably seded Kedts to his vocation. A month or
two afterwards he abandoned medicine.



I
'ON FIRST LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN'S HOMER'

GREAT poems have an ar of springing fully armed, like Jove,
from the head of Minerva There they are, dropped at our feet
like thunderbolts, without precedents or pedigrees: and we must
make the best of them. We accept them as happenings, and neglect
them as cregtions. We have no choice, for there is seldom any evi-
dence 'avallable concerning the process of cregtion. To the poet
himsdf, for the most part, his poem is a thing given: his subse-
quent workings upon it are conscious enough, and sometimes these
are permanently recorded in the erasures of his manuscript, but
the substance of the thing is beyond his conscious control. The
essential activity of poetic cregtion is either sub- or super-con-
scious.

If then it is sub- or super-conscious, how can we, how can the
poet himsdlf, investigate the act of poetic creation? We read his
poem—if it is a great poem it moves us gregtly. But what do we
mean by that? | am moved greatly by a man's actua death which
| behold; I am moved grestly by the description of aman's death—
Antony'sin Antony and Cleopatra, for example. Istheemationthe
same? No. Is it even of the same kind? | doubt it. And if we
could define the nature of the great emotion which a great poem
awakens in us—can we, have we the right to, say that the
emotion which we fed in reading, the poet himsdffelt in writing,
his pf)oem’? Certainly it is eeser to make the assumption than to
justify it.

Y et if we once suffer ourselves to be caught in these preliminary
speculations we shdl not shake off their toils. Let us shun abstrac-
tion as long as we can and contemplate a poem—at birth—Keats
onnet On First Looking into Chapman's Homer. It is worth con-
templating for many reasons. because it is one of the greatest son-
nets in the English language; then for reasons which gain weight
and urgency because of this. becauseit is the first great poem that
Keets wrote, because he wrote it at a very early age—in the very
month that he became twenty-one—because it was to take him
many months, even of his brief and pregnant poetic life, to reach
such certain mastery again, and finally, because he wrote it with
an agonishing speed. There are not many poems so wel worth
contemplating as this one.



16 'ON FIRST LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN'S HOMER'

_ But before we contemplate it let us have in mind the story of
its compostion. We owe the story to the friend of his youth,
Charles Cowden Clarke, his young schoolmaster and intimate. The
poem was written in October 1816. In 1816 Keets had |eft school
omefiveyears, he had served his gpprenticeship to Hammond the
surgeon & Edmonton, and hed been living for some time in the
Borough, studying for a diploma in medicine a Guy's Hospitdl,
and aso writing verses . ' .

Keats and Cowden Clarke were in the habit of meeting together
for literary discusson. One day in October Clarke was lent a copy
of Chapman's Homer in folio, and Keats was immediately sum-
moned over in the evening to Clarke's lodging in Clerkenwell to
share the feast. They read Chapman together till dawn; then
Keats went home to his lodgings in Chegpsde, whither he had but
lately moved out of the Borou%h. At 10 odock in the morning
Clarke found the sonnet on his breakfast table. _

That Clarke's narrative is substantialy true ssems plain fromthe
atendant circumstances he gives. The particulars of the achieve-
ment had very naturally made a degp impresson upon him. He
was &t the time Keats most intimate friend, and he had been
scarcdly less excited than Keats himsdlf by the opportunity of read-
ing Chapman. (There were no chegp reprints in those days—you
had your Chapman in folio or not &t al.) And Clarke remembered
turning up the shipwreck at the end of the fifth Odyssey and Keats
'delighted stare' at a truly magnificent phrase —

Then forth he came, his both knees fat'ring, both
His strong hands hanging down, and dl with froth
His cheeks and nodtrils flowing, voice and breath

~ Spent to dl use, and down he sank to desth.

| The sea had soaked his heart through . . .

It is exectly the phrase that would have brought a 'delighted stare
into Keats eyes. The quality of Clarke's memory of this particular
occagon is evident: we may rely upon it. _ _
There is no need to make the vain effort to establish precisdy
how _Iongf it took Kesats to write his sonnet. The important facts
ae ample. It was written between daybreak and breskfast-time
one day in October 1816, the month when Kests became twenty-
one. Itis one of the great sonnets in the English language, and it
was the first great poem Kesats wrote. If the word ‘inspiration
IS ever to be usad in literary criticism it might be used with some

propriety here.
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Now let us look at the sonnet as Cowden Clarke found it on his
breskfast-table that October morning. Three hours before there
was nothing: now a masterpiece, a possession for ever, has been
dropped into the lap of the world. It has not quite dl the per-
fections of its find form. By one whole line, and one perfect
epithet, it differs from the sonnet with which we are familiar.*
But even if these had never been changed the sonnet would still
hold its same sovereign place in English poetry:

Much have | travelled in the redms of gold
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen,
Round many a Western idand have | been
Which bards in fedlty to Apollo hold;
Oft of one wide expanse had | been told
Which deep-browed Homer ruled as his demesne
Y et never could | judge what men could mean
Till I heard Chapman spesk out loud and bold.
Then felt | like some watcher of the skies
When anew planet svims into his ken;
Or like stout Cortez, when with wond'ring eyes
He stared at the Pecific—and al his men
Look'd at each other with awild surmise—
Silent, upon a pesk in Darien.

What is the impresson produced by the sonnet upon us? Im-
pressons of this sort are hard to define: but here one seems to be
predominant and recognizable.

We receive an impression of excitement so intense that the de-
clared and actud subject of the poem is as it were dissolved away
by it. It is dmost impossible not to forget that it is al about a
book—Chapman's trandation of Homer. There s a direct com-
munication of emotion, which grows swifter and swifter, till inthe
find picture of Cortez, hdf visua, haf abstract, it touches a con-
summation: the ima%e is not merely stamped upon our minds by
the emotional force of the poem, but theimage gathers up, dinches,
makes tangible, the emotiona content of the poem. Cortez on the
pesk—it is the perfect culmination of the sonnet. All that the son-
net redl?/ means is crammed into that final image: it is the flower
of the plant, the purpose and the essence of the created thing.

Let us leave this for a moment and examine the sonnet more
coldly, putting asde, if we can, the immediate and overwhelming
impresson. We observe that the imagery of exploration and dis-"
covery is maintained from the beginning.

D
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Much have | travell'd in the redms of gold,
And many goodly gtates and kingdoms seen;
Round many western idands have | been ...

Oft of one wide expanse had | been told ...

From the first line the poet is a traveller, an explorer, voyaging
among idands, discovering the redms of gold: he hears on his
travels perastent rumours and reports of a great El dorado. The
word of the conquistadors is hdprul; for the phrase 'the realms of
gold' is become so familiar, so much a part of current speech, that
we forget that when Keats used it it was origind.* And it had
come, | fancy, from the same reading whence came his picture
of Cortez. 'E/ dorado’ means smply ‘the redm, or the city, of
gold" Kesats was, to his own mind, a conquistador, with Chap-
man's Homer for his new-found land.

In the first two lines of the sestet—

Then felt | like some watcher of the skies
When anew planet swims into his ken,

the imagery is dightly changed—he becomes the explorer not of
earth but of heaven—an astronomer who has discovered a new
planet; but the change, instead of weakening the poem, quite de-
finitely strengthens and enriches it: it gives an infinite extension
to its Imaginative scope—to the yet unlimited earth the illimitable
heavens are added, and by the exquiste use of the word 'swims
is created an impression of ethered dtillness, a background of quiet
trandunary spaces, againgt which the figure of Cortez on his pesk
emerges with tremendous and craggy definition.

So that, on a colder examination, the immediate impresson that
the image of Cortez on the pesk in Darien is the natural and, so to
say, organic culmination of the poem, is fully substantiated. At
the very outsat Keats imagines himsdlf as the explorer in search of
El dorado, and when findly he likens himsdf to the mightiest of
the conquistadors, a the supreme moment of discovery, he has
caried the imagery with which he began to the pinnacle of its
potentidities.

It is one of the grestest sonnets in the English language: its
immediate effect is Sartling, and perhaps this cold-blooded andlyss
has yidlded some reason why this is so. The unity of the poem
lies deep and is organic: in the firg line the last is implicit, as a
flower 1simplicit in aseed. And this perfect unity is achieved by
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Wrg?;[ appears, on Hill doser examination, an amost miraculous
subtlety.

Congdered in its imagery aone, as we have seen, the poem is
a perfect whole—one single and complex metaphor, as intricate as
it is dear. Thereis ared progresson, as it were a crescendo, of
the imagery which seems to grow out of itsdlf. It completdy satis-
fies }Eealts own demand upon poetry which he formulated eighteen
months later.

The rise, the progress, the setting of Imagery should, like the
sun, come natural to him (the reader), shine over him, and sat
soberly, athough in magnificence, leaving him in the luxury of
twilight—L etter to Taylor, 27th February 1818

Almogt certainly Keats, when he wrote those words, was not
thinking of this sonnet, and yet there could not be a more exact
description of its peculiar magnificence. The quality of his uncon-
stious achievement had become, in eighteen months more, his
conscious ided. That happened often with Keats; it is indeed,
the most profound and persistent trait in his character, and this
submission of the consciousness to the unconscious was to become,
in his brief and dazzling maturity, not only his declared philosophy,
but the means by which he achieved his most consummate poetical
perfections. And we may take ‘the progress and the setting of
Imagery' in this sonnet as the concrete example in which we can
glimpse the meaning of Coleridge's penetrating, but more intel-
lectud dictum, which is so often misinterpreted:

Images, however faithfully copied from Nature, and as ac-
curatelﬁ represented in words, do not of themsdlves charac-
terise the poet. They become proofs of origind genius only so
far as they are modified by a predominant passion, or by associ-
ated thoughts and images awakened by that passion.

That isto say, imagery must not assume araisond'éreofitsown,;
it must exigt, not for its own sake, but as subordinated to the pre-
dominant emation, which it has at once to obey, to express, and to
communicate. Only insofar asit doesthiswill it, in Keats words,
‘come natural to the reader': otherwise it will merely distract him.
In other words, on the side of the poet the imagery and the emotion
must be one: 'rise, progress, and set' together in a perfect accord.*

And this, the mogt singular manifestation of origind poetic
genius, is the fina wonder of Keats sonnet.  The unity of imagery
and emotion is remarkable: in the octave, the imagery and emotion
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of eager exploraion; in the sextet., the imagery and emotion of
breathless discovery. The rhythm of the imagery precisdy corre-
to, nay is indiginguishable from, the rhythm of emotion:
and with a subtlety truly miraculous. For mark: never have the
true capadities of the Petrarcan sonnet form been more cunningly
redized; the octave and the sestet have eech their ate cres-
cendo. The rhythm of imagery and emotion of the whole sonnet
is reduplicated in dther part. In the firg the dlence of eager
expectation and impotent surmise is triumphantly broken by

Till | heard Chapman spesk out loud and bold:;

in the second, where a repetition of the actua effect is impossible,
because Chapman's Homer has been discovered and the discovery
cannot be undone, its equivalent is nevertheless compassed by a
measter-stroke of intuitive genius, by a sort of imaginative parale-
ism. The slence of infinite space is first suggested, and againgt that
Slence absolute the silence of Cortez sounds like a thundercrash.

Andyss will not carry us farther than this revelation of the
intricate structure of the harmony which makes so single and so
ggnd an effect upon us. And, paradoxicaly, the more the in-
tricacy of the structure is redlized the more impossible it becomes
to concelve that the poem was constructed deliberately as awatch-
maker constructs achronometer. The complexity, themoredosdy
we comprehend it, the more obvioudy is the complexity of an or-
ganism. To find an andogue or explanation for it we are forced
to go to the new-born anima, before whose birth there is indeed
along period of eaboration, but the elaboration is unconscious,
and occurs in the darkness of the womb.

Y, apart from theinitia difficulty of applying such a theory
to the geness of a poem—namely, that if the elaboration is un-
conscious, ex hypothesi we can know nothing about it, and it must
remain a pure conjecture—how is it possible to cal such atheory
inad in the present case when we know that Kests had read Chap-
man's Homer for thefirst time on the evening before he wrote his
sonnet, and that he went on reading it till the break of day? Within
two or three hours after that the sonnet was written.

Let us begin our inquiry by returning to the immediate impres-
son made by the sonnet. We are conscious of a certain discrepancy
between the emotiond content of the poem and its ostensble
cause as we have sad, for the reader of the poem Chapman's
Homer is as it were dissolved away in the intensity of the emotion
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it is supposed to have excited. That noble book, in its own quid-
dity, passes out of question; its function is not its own self-
exigence, but rather to be a symbol of something beyond itsdlf,
a point of crysdlization for a condition of thought and feding
which exigted in independence of it. Chapman's Homer, we fed,
has served the office of a spark to ignite a highly combustible gas
in the poet's mind into a flash of pergfect incandescence. The force
of the exploson is as greet as theflameis beautiful.

Of so much a sengtive reader is conscious through a smple sub-
mission of his mind to the isolated sonnet.  But if he goes farther
and redds it no longer in isolation, but in its native setting among
Keats poetry of this period—that is to say, if he reads it in its
place in Keats first volume of poetry—the immediate impression
becomes more definite. He becomes aware, at first perhaps only
vagudly, that this particular sonnet, besides being the one perfect
poem In that uneven and exciting book, is a perfect crystdlization
of a mood of thought and feeling which exists in solution through-
out the volume. In the sonnet Keats succeeded in expressing, with
a strange completeness and concison, a complex condition of
thought and fedling which finds imperfect and CPartiai utterance
in nearly dl his serious poems of the same period.

The condition is not easy to describe, it needs to be demon-
strated; but we may cal it, provisondly, the ardour of exploration
and the excitement of discovery.

We arefirst aware of it as a baffled ardour of exploration of two
different reelms—Poetry and Nature. In the Epistle to George
Felton Mathew, written in November 1815, he cries:

Far different cares
Beckon me sternly from soft ‘Lydian airs
And hold my faculties so long in thrall,
That | am oft in doubt whether at al
| shdl again see Phoebus in the morning....

Keats was, we must remember, working a medicine in the
Borough. The Borough was a dirty place, and the lodgings of
medica students there, to judge by Dickens account of Bob Saw-
yer's rooms in Lant Street, took the colour of their surroundings.
In the same Epistle Kegts laments that even if he had the time for
poetry he could not write it there:

But might | now each passng moment give

To the coy muse, with me she would not live

In this dark city.
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The darkness and the gloom forbid. From the first quotation it
is aready apparent that for Keats Nature and Poetry are one. 'Soft
Lydian airs are the virtual equivaent of 'seeing Phoebus in the
morning. The idea that he might be the poet of a city of dreadful
night never entered his head. Nature and Poetry are one; and he
is chained prisoner from both. Again:

O Sdlitude! if I must with thee dwell,

Let it not be among the jumbled heap

Of murky buildings, climb with me the stegp,—
Nature's observatory—whence the dell,
Its flowery dopes, its river's crysta SNG”

May seem a span. .

Perhaps he had broken his bonds for amoment and climbed out
of the dingy Borough; his escagpe is more certain in a sonnet of the
ealy summer, 1816:

To one who has been long in C|tyTpent
Tis very sweset to look |nt0 thefair
And open face of heaven—to breathe a prayer
Full in the smile of the blue firmament.

What had happened? He had found his way to Hampstead Heath;
and not merely to Nature and Poetry in the Smple sense, but to
the company of apoet. Cowden Clarke had shown some of Keats
verses to Leigh Hunt. Hunt had been, as he himsdf tells us, ‘fairly
rprised with the truth of their ambition and ardent grapplin

Wlt nature’ (The Examiner, 1st December 1816), and had invit
Kests to his cottage in the Vde of Hedlth on the Heeth. To Hunt's
cottage Keats went often, in the late spring of 1816, and stayed
long. (Even his firg vist, says Clarke, was prolonged into three
morning cdls) He departed reluctantly. Two of his sonnets of
1816 are concerned with his journeys back to the Borough from
Hunt's cottage. One describes, with singular charm, his walk back
beneath the stars:

Keen, fitful gusts are whisp'ring here and there
Among the bushes hdf lesfless, and dry,
The stars look very cold about the sky.

And | have many miles on foot to fare.

Yet fed | little of the cool blesk air,

Or of the dead leaves rustling drearily,
Or of those slver lamps that burn on high,
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Or of the distance from home's pleasant lair:
For | am brimfull of the friendliness
That in alittle cottage | have found;
Of fair-hair'd Milton's eoquent distress,
And dl hislove for gentle Lycid drown'd;
Of lovely Laura in her light green dress,
And faithful Petrarch glorioudy crown'd.

Wearefairly safein dating that in the very month of the Chapman
sonnet; and probably the other sonnet, definitely entitled On leav-
ing some Friends at an early Hour, belongs to the same moment. In
the first he had been brimful of friendly and excited talk of poetry
as he shaped the lines on his long walk home; but the excitement
was comparatively calm. In the second sonnet it could scarcely be
controlled at all:

Give me a golden pen, and let me lean
On heap'd up flowers, in regions clear, and far;
Bring me atablet whiter than a star . ..

It is absurd, preposterous; but it comes off. The purity of sheer
enthusiasm carries it:

The while let music wander round my ears,
And as it reaches each ddicious ending,
Let me write down aline of glorious tone,
And full of many wonders of the spheres:
For what a height my spirit is contending!
Tis not content so soon to be done.

Such was the ambition with which his contact with Nature and
Poetry together at Hampstead had filled him. But we have outrun
chronology. We have passed from spring to autumn. Let us go
back to the spring, to his first meeting with Hunt.

Hunt published a poem of his—the sonnet on Solitude—on
6th May 1816, in The Examiner. No doubt to Kegts, as to any
common dave of the inkpot, publication was a tangible evidence
of vocation. His mind forsook his gdlipots, once and for dl. He
must be with Nature and Poetry. He walked the Heath; he stood
tiptoe upon his little hill, by the gate which leads from the Heeth
to thefield by Ken Wood. It was not enough. He must go away.
And awvay he went, to Margate—to something he had not seen
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before, the sea  In August he writes an Epistle to his brother
George:

Full many adr hour have | )

My brai nybewi I%aéryed, and my m?r?gt oercast
With heaviness, in seasons when I've thought
No spherey strains by me could €er be caught
From the blue dome. . . .

Agan Nature and Poetry are one: the sphery dtrains are caught
direct from the blue dome. All his three Epistles, to Mathew, to
George, to Cowden Clarke, are concerned with a single€theme,
his consuming ambition to write poetry and his conviction that
poetry is somehow directly created in die poet's soul by Nature.
Nature is poetry—The poetry of earth is never dead—»but to his
knowledge of Nature one thing is now added—the ocean. 'E'en
now," he writes to George:

E'en now I'm pillow'd on a bed of flowers
That crowns a lofty clift, which proudly towers
Above the ocean-waves . . .

So in his Epistle the smple fact; in his sonnet of the same time
to the same brother George, he tells of the sgnificance.

The ocean with its vastness, its blue green,
Its ships, its rocks, its caves its hopes, its fears—
Its voice mysterious, which whoso hears

Must think on what will be, and what has been.

Let us pause to gather together the scattered threads of this
tumultuous condition of thought and feding. A double excite-
ment was fermenting in Keats. the excitement of a discovery of
Nature and of afar fuller discovery of poetry. But the excitement
is one, and its unity finds lovely utterance in the lines of / stood
tiptoe upon a little hill.

Open afresh your round of starry folds,

Ye ardent marigoldd

Dry up the moisture from your golden lids,
For great Apollo bids

That in these days your praises should be sung
On many harps, which he has lady strung.

Kesats harp, we may be sure, was one of them. He is a once
exploring Nature and his own powers of poetry; and the two ex-
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plorations are a single process. Elsewhere in the same poem his
power of poetry is precisdy identified with his power of response
to Nature. Nature creates her poet. The poet's mind is

ever sartled by the legp
Of buds into rlﬁeflowers or by the flitting
'Of diverse moths, that aye thelr rest are quitting;
Or by the moon lifting her slver rim
Above a cloud, and with agradual swvim
Coming into the blue with al her light.

§There unmistakably, is the naive and charming bud of the full-
lowered:

Then felt | like some watcher of the skies
When anew planet swimsinto his ken.)

And Kesats goes on, after an apostrophe to the moon:

For what has made the sage or poet write
But the fair paradise of Natures light?

So the ardour of exploration and the excitement of discovery be-
come threefold: of the beauty of Nature, of the beauty of poetry,
and of his own power to utter the beauty of Naturein poetry. And
as his excitement accelerates, so does his confidence in his own
powers. In the sonnet Great spirits now on earth are sojourning,
there is no mistaking the reference of:

And other spirits there are standing apart
Upon the forehead of the age to come;

These, these will give the world another heart,
And other pulses.

Itis to himsdf.

Now let us take stock of our materials—what we have gathered
towards the making of the Chapman sonnet. The moment is apt,
for that spirit 'standing apart upon the forehead of the age to come
is curioudy reminiscent of Cortez on his pegk in Darien. We have
the ardour of exploration, the excitement of discovery: of Nature,
of Poetry, and of Keats own ers of poetry. We have an ocean,
that speaks to him unutterable things, upon which he looks down
from alofty cliff. We have, if not a planet, a moon, to whom he
cries.

O Maker of sweet poets, dear ddight
Of this fair world, and dl its gentle livers
. E
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whom he had described first in Calidore,
Lovely the moon in ether, dl done,

ﬂwdll_atﬁt as 'with a gradud swim, coming into the blue with al
er light. o .

The discovery of poetry—the thing in itsdf and his own powers
of it—the discovery of the moon, the discovery of the ocean. Since
Nature and Poetry are one to him, why should not &l these be the
same? But how to express these as discoveries? The moon had been
discovered—why not a new planet? The ocean had been dis
covered—why not the ocean when it was unknown?

A good dedl seamsto bePathered together in Keets unconscious-
ness. Can we follow it still nearer to the point of fusion?

Kesats longest and most ambitious poem of this year 1816 was
Seepand Poetry. Itwas composed at intervals between the early
autumn and the winter of the ﬁear. Part of it, perhaps the greater
part of it, was written before the Chapman sonnet. But in its en-
tirety it belongs to the same moment, tempora and spiritual; and
its occesion, charecteristically enough, was a white night spent on
the sofa a Hunt's cottage, where he lay thinking of poetry, with
apicture of Petrarch and Laura before his eyes.

Most happy they!
For over them was seen afree display
Of out-spread wings, and from between them shone
The face of Po% from off her throne
She overlook'd things that | scarce could tell.
The very sense of where | was might well
Keep eg) doof: but more than that there came
Thought after thought to nourish up the flame
Within my breast; so that the morning light
Surprised me even from a deepless night;
And up | rose refresh'd, and (?Iad, and gay,
Resolving to begin that very day
These lines, and howsoever they be done,
| leave them as afather does his son.

Neturally there is not much about degp in the poem; as it was
conceived in a night without degp, so degp in the poem is but
the whiffler before the mighty king—Poetry. From the first we
are conscious that the poet is straining to utter a conception of
poetry too greet for his words. He has had an intuition into a
mystery, which he seeks again and again to declare. Poetry, he
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seems to be saying, is the indtinctive response of the purified soul
to the wonder and majesty of the Universe: through the poet the
All finds voice.

To see the laurdl wreath, on high suspended,
That is to crown our name when life is ended.
Sometimes it gives a glory to the voice,

And from the heart up-springs, rejoice! rejoice!
Sounds which will reach the Framer of dl things,
And die away in ardent mutterings.

No one who once the glorious sun has seen,
And dl the cdlouds, and felt his bosom clean
For his great Maker's presence, but must know
What 'tis | mean, and feel his being glow.

Suddenly comes the bitter thought that he may not live to achieve
the poetry he dreams of, and he cries:.

O for ten years, that | may overwhelm .
Mysdf in poesy; so | may do the deed
That my own soul has to itsdlf decreed.

Then he tries to explain what the deed is. 'First, the ream Il
pass of Hora, and old Pan," which indeed he did pass, though not
as the crow flies, in Endymion. But that indulgence of his delight
in the lovdiness of Nature is only the prelude to his rea purpose.

Yes | must pass them for anobler life,
Where | may find the agonies, the strife
Of human hearts.

Clear enough, it seems; he will leave the world of Nature for the
world of men and women. But the reason he gives is startling—
forlol | see... acar'. Hehasavison of achariot and a chariotesr,
who drives from the sky to the mountains, from the mountains to
a concourse of 'shapes of ddight, of mystery, and fear’, to whom
he ligens, "awfully intent'. The detail of the vison is obscure; but
it is plain that the charioteer is some strange embodiment of the
spirit of Poetry, and that the vison meant much to Keats, for his
next words are deeply felt:

Thevisons dl arefled—thecar is fled

Into the light of heaven, and in their steed
A sense of red things comes doubly strong,
And, like amuddy stream, would bear dong
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My soul to nothingness: but | will strive

Againg dl doublings, and will keep dive

The thought of that same chariot, and the strange
Journey it went.

So ends the firs movement of the poem—an attempt to declare
amysterious significance of poetry, and a proclamation of his own
intention to achieve it.

The second movement begins with the famous apostrophe:

Is there so small arange
In the present strength of manhood, that the high
Imagination cannot fregly fly
As she was wont of old?

It is avison of the present state of poetry in a country which had
been its chosen home.

Who could paragon
The fervid choir that lifted up a noise
Of harmony, to where it aye will poise
Its mighty sdIf of convoluting sound,
Huge as a planet, and like that roll round,
Eternally around a dizzy void?

We note that the great English poetry of the past is imaged as
a planet rolling round, and pass to his denunciation of the age of
reason that 'blasphemed the bright Lyrist to his face'.

Ah dismd soul'd!
The winds of heaven blew, the ocean roll'd
Its gathering waves—ye.felt it not. The blue
Bared its eternal bosom, and the dew
Of summer nights collected Hill to make
The morning precious. beauty was awake!
Why were ye not awake?

Again we note that response to ocean, first seen by Keats a bare
few weeks before, has become part of the acid test of true poetry.
But now he exults, the time of barrenness is past. There is are-
birth of Poetry, and he hopes that, before he dies, she will regain
al her past glories.

So to the third movement. He will be charged with presump-
tion. (He was, and most venomoudy, by Byron.) He will hide
from the thunderbolt, if he hides at dl, in the midmogt light of
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Poetry. Againgt al charges of presumption he vindicates himsdlf
by reterating his dam that he knows.

What though | am not wedlthy in the dower

Of spanning wisdom; though | do not know
The shiftings of the mighty winds that blow
Hither and thither dl the changing thoughts

Of man: though no great minist'ring reason sorts
Out the dark mysteries of human souls

To clear conceiving: yet there ever rolls

A vast idea before me, and | glean

Therefrom my liberty; thence too I've seen

The end and aim of Poesy.

We note that an ocean rolls, a planet rolls;, but hardly an idea.

But ocean, planet, and thisideawere, by thistime, dl oneto Keats

imagination. For this is the idea he has been trying to communi-

cate throughout the poem—the idea of Poetry that he has dis-

covered. He says so: "Thence too I've seen the end and am of

ng%y.' hAnd, though he cannot explain, it shines vast and lucid
ore him.

Tis dear
As any thing mogt true; as that the year
Is made of the four seasons—manifest
As alarge cross, some old cathedral's crest,
Lifted to the white clouds. Therefore should |
Be but the essence of deformity,
A coward, did my very eye-lids wink
At spesking out what | have dared to think.
Ah! rather let me like a madman run
Over some precipice; let the hot sun
Méet my Daeddian wings, and drive me down
Convulsd and headlong!

Better any fate than deny his discovery of the idea, the planet,
the ocean. Cortez stands on his peak, and can no other. He looks
out before him. What does he see? It is an oceen, after all.

Stay, an inward frown
Of conscience bids me be more cam awhile.
An ocean dim, sprinkled with many an ide,
Spreads awfully before me. How much toil!
How many days! what desperate turmoil!
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Ere | can have explored its widenesses,
Ah, what atask! upon my bended knees,
| could unsay those—no, impossible

Impossible!

By these devious ways we havefollowed Cortez-Keats while he has
dimbed the steep to the pesk in Darien to discover with wonder-
ing eyes the dim ocean before him. With him we dare a the
Pacific: it is not exactly Chapman'sHomer, but rather his vast and
ralling idea of poetry, and his own poetry to be; and if we are at
dl his men we fed the tremor of a wild surmise; surely not less
thrilling because the Pesk in Darien is found in the final mguwy
to be stuate somewhere between the cliffs of Margate and the
heights of Hampstead Heath.

But what can we clam to have accomplished by this inquiry?
To have explained a great poem? Assuredly not. The act of com-
posing the sonnet on Chapman's Homer remains unique and be-
yond andyss. But we can, | think, fairly daim to have sub-
Santiated the theory that the composition of agreat poem is but
afinal conscious act supervening upon a long process of uncon-
scious elaboretion.* _ _

Can we, with the help of our evidence, more clearly define the
nature of this process? What elements can we distinguish in it?

Firg and foremodt, a predominant, congtantly recurring com-
plex of thought and emotion. Throughout the period of uncon-
scious elaboration Keats had been continually discovering more
and more of what was to him the hlghe_ﬂ redlity: Nature, Poetry,
the Nature of Poetry; and the continual discovery was accompanied
b?/ an incessant emotional excitement. Whether his successive acts
of discovery can properly be cdled ‘thoughts will depend upon the

hilosophy of the man describing them; but 'thoughts' they shdll
e for us, as they werefor Kests:

There came
Thought after thought to nourish up the flame
Withinmy breast...

These successve thoughts (which some would cdl intuitions),
accompanied by an incessant emotional excitement, form what
Coleridge cdlls "a predominant passon, more exactly a persstent
process of thought-emotion. . .
Second, in the service of this persgtent thought-emotion the
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specific poetic-cregtive faculty has been continudly a work to find
means of expression for it. These means of expresson are chiefly
images derived from a series of particular sense-perceptions. Thus,
the poet'sfirst perception of the Moon:

Lovely the moon in ether, dl aone
is refined to a subtler perception of her

Lifting her slver rim
Above acloud, and with agradua swim
Coming into the blue with dl her light.

And this sense-perception is used to enable the poet to grasp his
own thought of the nature of poetry. The smooth and lovely
motion of the moon is a quality of the poetry he conceives:

More strange, more beautiful, more smooth, more regd
Than wings of swans, than doves, than dim-seen eagle.

So the image of the moon becomes an image of his thought of
poetry.

Again, he sees the seafor the first time, and that perception of
the seg, withits attendant emotion, enables him once again to grasp
his main thought with its emotion. The image of the vast ocean
aso becomes an image of his vast 'idea of poetry. Nay more, the
very sound of the seg,

whichwhoso hears
Must think on what will be, and what has been,

endbles him to make audible, asthe sght of the seato make visble
his thought. Again, another aspect of his thought is grasped
through the vison of himsdf standing done on a diff (at Margate)
or on a hill (at Hampstead), staring with wondering eyes a the
prospect before him. He s 'a spirit standing apart upon the fore-
head of the age to come.

So the poet's mind has been accumulating through successive
acts of sense-perception a series of images which can be assmilated
into the main process of his thought and act as surrogates for it.
And the condition of this assmilation is an emotiona and qudli-
tative correspondence. His perce?oti on of the moon is a delighted
discovery, S0 is his perception of the ocean—in both the hidden
loveliness of an unknown redity is reveded to him; therefore, both
in the quadlities discovered and in the emotion awakened in
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discovering them, these sensediscoveries are andlogous to the
main thought—discovery of the nature of poetry. With his senses
he discovers Nature, with his thoughts he discovers the nature of

Hirgtwo crowning sense-discoveries were those of the moon and
seq, and those are ingantly pressed into the service of his thought:
the images of the moon and the ocean can serve a will to embody
the objects of his thought. And he is able to think more exactly
concerni nc? the nature of poetry because the sensuous imeges of
moon and ocean are become true symbols of the redlity about
which heisthinking. So that in the process of unconscious eabora
tion the continualy progressng thought is given ever fresh
definition and substance by the images it is able to assmilate;
and, on the other hand, the images acquire a thought-content.
The thought geadily gains focus and intensity; the images
sgnificance.

Suddenly this complex of thought and images, which is working
itsdf towards an organic unity, is gected into poetic form. What
occasons this sudden birth? The dominant thought, with its at-
tendant emoation, is given afinal focus by a particular event. The
discovery of the nature of poetry, which had been going on for
months, is consummated by the discovery of Chapman's Homer.
Utterance becomes urgent, necessary, inevitable. The means are at
hand—images long Snce assmilated to that dominant thought-
emotion, of which the discovery of Chapman is the find instance
and occasion.

But thereis afind credtive act. If this unconscious preparation
were dl, we should imagine Keats in his sestet saying: "Then felt |
—as | didwhen | discovered the moon, as | did when | discovered
the ocean.” But the moon was discovered long ago, and so was the
ocean. It will not do. It must be: Then felt |—as a man who dis-
covers anew planet, as aman who discoversanew ocean.” Thento
his need came the memory of Robertson's America, which he had
read asaschoolboy. Aninexact memory—for as Tennyson pointed
out, it was Baboa, not Cortez, who stared at the Pacitic—but one
definite enough to give thefina perfection to his imagery.

Of the last act of poetic creation thereis nothing to say. We can-
not explain it; but it is no longer utterly miraculous. We have seen
at least how the main materias lay ready prepared for thefina har-
monious ordering; part, and not the least part, of thefinal harmony
had aready been achieved; we may fairly say that the actua com-
position of this great poem was but the conscious last of a whole
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series of unconscious acts of poetic creation. And we may hazard
the guess that it is this long period of unconscious preparation
which distinguishes the great poem from the merely good one; but
thisisthe reason why, in agreat poem, the subject ssemsto be dis-
solved away in the Incandescence of the emotion it kindles;, and,
findly, that this is the reason why the depths of significance in a
great poem are inexhaugtible.



THE MEANING OF 'ENDYMION'

TOWARDS the end of the Fourth Book of Endymion, when the
shepherd-prince seems to be as far from his god of bestitude as he
\r/]\_/as a the beginning of the First Book, Keats commiserates with
im:

Endymion! unhappy! it nigh grieves

Me to behold thee thus in last extreme:

Ensky'd ere this, but truly that | deem

Truth the best music in a firgt-born song.

Even when we have read the poem many times, the last line of that
gpology strikes us amiss; the more amiss the more we know of the
crcumstances under which the poem was composed. It was in-
tended, before aline of it was written, to be a poem of four Books
of a thousand lines each: and the reason why Endymion, three-
quarters of the way through the Fourth Book, had not been
‘ensky'd ere this seems only too obvious. Four thousand lines had
to be written before he could be dlowed his apotheosis. Why drag
in Truth?

But as we grow more intimately acquainted with what Keets
cdled 'his inmost bosom', we become more persuaded that it was
impossiblefor him to be disingenuous even in atrifle of behaviour,
far less in the conduct of a poem into which for the most of a year
he put dl his adolescent heart and soul. We become convinced
that if he said it was Truth that kept Endymion so long from the
bliss that was his dedtiny, it veritably was Truth.

Our firgt dissatisfaction changes into downright difficulty. We
take Keats word for it that Truth is the culprit, yet we cannot see
how Truth may beblamed. We concludetherefore, reluctantly and
with acertain sorrow, that we do not even yet understand the poem.

Some, who gick to the orderly dlegoricd interpretation of the
poem, and believe that Endymion had to travel through the de-
ments of earth and water and air before his release, may be content
with this explanation. | am not, and never was; though it might
not be easy to justify my discontent. This discontent is redly based,
first on a complete dissatisfaction with the systematic dlegoricd,
explanation itself, as something dien to the poetic idiosyncrasy of
Kests, and second upon a conviction, formed by a patient study of
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his writing, that even had this dlegoricd purpose been haf so
present to his mind as its exponents maintain, Keats would never
have dreamed of calling its e<i§endes the exigencies of Truth.

There were moments, above dl in this Fourth Book, when Keats
was truly identified with his hero. The tale was a tale no longer.
And just after he has sad that he would have granted him his
happiness before, but for the clams of Truth, he brings himsdf
back with a start to the redization that it is a legend that he com-
memorates:

Yes, moonlight Emperor! fdicity

Has been thy meed for many thousand years,
Yet often have I, on the brink of tears,
Mourn'd as if yet thou wert a forester,—
Forgetting the old tae.

When that was Kests attitude to his hero, it was not redlly possi-
ble for him to say that ether the necessities of dlegory, or the de-
mands of a four thousand line poem, were the Truth which kept
his beloved friend, his other sdf, from fdicity. It was something
more real and more intimate than that: something that Keets could
cdl Truth, and could not have cdled by another name. In this
essay, | propose to show what it was.

That Endymion has, inthelarge and genera sense, ameaning has
been acknowledged by competent critics now for many years, and
most of these would agree with the late Sir Sidney Colvin's judge-
ment that "The tae of the loves of the Greek shepherd-prince and’
the moon-goddess turns under Keats hand into a parable of the
adventures of the poetic soul striving after full communion with
the spirit of essentiadl Beauty'.

But that description is brief; and Endymion is long. Moreover,
the description depends for its cogency upon our persuasion of the
redity of ‘the spirit of essential Beauty'; or a least upon our per-
suasion that Keats himsdf believed initsreaity. Andthisis doubt-
ful. For, though Keats does speak, in his letters and with specific
reference to Endymion, of 'essentid Beauty', it is not as 'a spirit’
that he speaks of it. On the contrary, in his letter to Bailey (22nd
Nov. 1817) he says—

| am certain of nothing but of the holiness of the Heart's affec-
tions, and the truth of Imagination. What the Imagination seizes
as Beauty must be Truth—whether it existed before or not,—for
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| have the same Idea of dl our Passons as of Love; they are dll,
in their sublime, creative of essentid Beauty. In a word, you
may know my favourite speculation by my first Book [i.e of
Endymion].

That is not an essy passage. Though Keats emphaticdly dis-
clamed the title of a philosopher, it is metaphysica, and daring
metgphysics. 'What the Imagination sdizes as Beauty must be
Truth' gppears to mean that what the Imagination conceives as
Beauty must be actualy exigtent, ‘whether it existed before or not'.
Thus, in metgphysical language, the intuition by the Imagination
of the essence cdled Beauty, actudly confers existence upon it—
which is, to put it mildly, daring doctrine—so daring indeed that
it is natural to doubt whether Kegts, in spite of his apparent ex-
plicitness, really believed in it.

No doubt here, as so oftenin his Letters, Keatsisin travail of his
own conception; it is struggling to be born in and through him. We
must walk warily, and our fingers must be ddicate, if we are to
follow the clue to the end. The clumsiness of attempting to pin
him down to this tentative enunciation would be postively dis-
astrous; and amost as dangerous would be theimpulseto water his
doctrinedown. That 'dl our passons, in their sublime, are creative
of essentia Beauty' is by no means the same as saying that 'dl our
passons . . . lead us to communion with the spirit of essentia
Beauty'. We may, indeed we must, demur to the doctrine that the
intuition of essences confers actual existence upon them; but

ualy we must give full weight to the emphasis on 'creation'
which leads to that metaphysica exaggeration.

When Kesgts wrote to Bailey on 22nd November 1817, he was
nearing the end of Endymion. Probably, there were only some 500
lines of Book IV dill to be written. Perhaps he was wondering
how to conclude his poem. Endymion had discovered the Indian
Maid and fallen in love with her. Love happened, it was irresdti-
ble; and the shepherd-prince could not gainsay it. But he was torn
by the thought of treachery to the Moon-goddess; and torn again
by a deep sense of his own innocence. He cries:

Can | prize thee, fair maid, al price above
Even when | fed as true as innocence?

| do, | do—What is this soul then? Whence
Cameit? It does not ssem my own, and |
Have no sdf-passon or identity.
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'l 'am certain of nothing', the mortal author of Endymion was then
writing to his friend, 'but the holiness of the Heart's affections, and
thetruth of Imagination’. Here, in the passon for the Indian Maid,
was at least the Heart's affection; and it is possble that in the pas-
gon for the Moon-goddess was that saizing of Beauty by the
Imagination which was ether a seizing or a creation of Truth.

Endymion and his Indian lady legp on to the winged horses
which gppear miraculoudy before them, and they mount together
into the empyrean. Endymion deegps on thejourney and dreams of
complete bliss among the Immortals. The Moon-goddess bends
towards him in his dream, and he awakes to the presence of the
panting loveiness of the degping maid beside him. The dream and
the redlity exis Sde by side: he turns bewildered from one to the
other and utters his perplexity. The mortal pair soar upward on
their voyage. Before them the moon rises into beauty. Endymion
turnsto seeif the maid has marked it, and as he looks shefadesinto
nothingness in the cold moonshine.

He passes into aream of ultimate despair, yet dso of fina cam.

The man is yet to come
Who hath not journeyed in this native hell.
But few have ever felt how cam and well
Seep may be had in that deep den of dl.

These beautiful lines and those which follow them have been un-
duly neglected. They describe apeculiar mood, or rather a peculiar
experience, which was recurrent in Keats' brief life, and which was
to receive perfect expression in the vison of Monetain The Fall of
Hyperion. In Endymion it is thus described:

Happy gloom!
Dark Paradise! where pale becomes the bloom
Of hedth by due; where slence dreariest
Is mogt articulate; where hopes infest;
Where those eyes are the brightest far that keep
Their lids shut longest in a dreamless deep.
O happy spirit-home! O wondrous soul!
Pregnant with such a den to save the whole
In thine own depth.

Here, as so often in Keats, even the careful reader easly passes over
the significance of the words. Marvelloudy, he says, the soul con-
tains this seldom discovered ‘cave of quietude’ which has the virtue
of recalving into it and regenerating the whole of the pain-
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tormented humanbeing. Kestswas right. Comparatively few men

have made this discovery; and those who do are generdly cdled

mydtics, or gill morefoolishnames. But the experiencewas crucid

to Kedts; it belonged to his innermost .

From this secret cave of strange experience Endymion is borne

to earth again. The 'first touch . . . went nigh to kill'. There he

finds the Maid, and he vows that he will live in humble happiness
with her for ever. He renounces his visonary quest.

| have clung
To nothing, lov'd a nothing, nothing seen
Or felt but agreat dream! O | have been
Presumptuous againgt love, againg the sky,
Agang dl dements, againg the tie
Of mortals each to each, againgt the blooms
Of flowers, rush of rivers, and the tombs
Of heroes gone!' Againg his proper glory
Has my own soul conspired: so my story
Will 1 to children utter, and repent.
There never livid amortal man, who bent
His appetite beyond his natural sphere,
But starv'd and died.

But the Indian Maid replies that it is forbidden her to become his
love. His superhuman and his human quests alike havefailed. He
leaves her with his sster Peona; but something bids him return,
and when he returns, it is to watch the Indian Maid transfigured
before his eyesinto his ethereal mistress, the Goddess of the Moon.

The main defect of Endymion, once we have learned—and we
should learn it early—to lightly over the cloying language of
his lovers in ecstasy, is disproportion in structure. But if we are
patient enough it is not difficult to disengage the pattern of events
from the excessve detall under which it seems at first Sght to be
smothered.

The generd pattern of events in Book 1V, which we have re-
lated, is certainly significant; it has meaning. The metamorphosis
of the Indian Maid into the M oon-Goddess has an obvious bearing
upon the relation between ‘the holiness of the Heart's affections
and 'the Truth of the Imagination’. Since that relation cannot be
one of Smple identity, we must suppose Kests to mean that the
sacred affections of the Heart, loydly obeyed, lead to the same
ultimate truth which is prefigured to the Imagination as Beauty.
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It is impossble not to connect this doctrine with that more
clearly expounded in the later |etter on the world 'as avae of soul-
making', where we are told that ‘the Heart is the Mind's Bible, it
is the Mind's experience, it is the text from which the Mind or In-
telligence sucks its identity.” The Heart, we are told again, is 'the
seet of the human passons.’ This accords perfectly with the Sate-
ment, already quoted, in the letter to Bailey. 'l havethe sameidea
of al our passions as of love; they aredl, in their sublime, creative
of essentid Beauty." Anditisfairly dear fromthat passagethat the
passion of the Imagination for Beauty in some sense belongs, with
human love, to the ﬁas'ons of the Heart.

The passions of the Heart, in this large sense, Keats says, are
sacred. |If loydly obeyed they will lead a man to—what? That is
hard to say, and no doubt K eats (at |east when hewrote Endymiori)
did not know. They were to be trusted, and by trusting them a
man would reach the highest, whatever that highest might be.
But what if the passions of the Heart are contradictory?

This is precisely the question which Kests drives to answer in
Book 1V of Endymion. The human passion for the Indian Maid,
and the imaginative passion for the Moon-Goddess are in fearful
conflict. The conflict is resolved. True, it isfinally resolved by a
miracle; by the actual metamorphosis of the human into the im-
morta mistress. But Keats gives us more than poetic symbolism;
he does, in the passage to which we have dready referred asunduly
neglected, make abrave attempt to portray the actual psychologica
process of the resolution.

It may be objected that ‘the Cave of Quietude' is, nolessthan the
metamorphoss of the Indian Maid into the M oon-Goddess, poetica
symbolism; but snce any attem£t to depict the subtler anatomy of
the human psyche must inevitably be more or lessfigurative, the
objectionisno objection a dl. Andthosewho, like mysdlf, believe
that Keats was avery subtle psychologist indeed will find the Cave
of Quietude well worth exploring.

It is as the result of desperate inward conflict that Endymion
enters it. Both the Moon-Goddess and the mortal maiden have
faded into nothingness. And more than this; not only has his soul
been divided between them; but in the cleft between, dl constant
personality seems to have disgppeared. 'I have no sdlf-passion or
Identity.’” But we do not have to gather the condition which
brought him into the cave from the story done. It is quite
definitely described.
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A grievousfeud
Ha'*h led thee to this cave of quietude.

The second point to be observed is that Keets, with equd dis-
tinctness, assarts that the initid experience is common to men.

The man is yet to come
Who hath not journeyed in this native hell.

Kesats may have been quite wrong in supposing this; the point of
interest is that he did suppose it. How far he was right the reader
maycéudge by reading carefully the description of ‘the native hell*
which is transformed for its rarer vistants into a cave of quietude
and soul-content.
There lies a den,

Beyond the seeming confines of the space

Made for the soul to wander in and trace

Its own exigence, of remotest glooms.

Dark regions are around it, where the tombs

Of buried griefs the spirit sees, but scarce

One hour doth linger weeping, for the pierce

Of new-born woe it feels more inly smart:

And in these regions many a venom'd dart

At random flies; they are the proper home

Of every ill: the man is yet to come

Who hath not journeyed in this native hell.

It is as the opening lines show, a relm beyond norma (though
not outside common) experience. In it old sorrows are clearly but
coldly felt. The sting of 'new-born woe' numbs response to the
memory of past pains. Itis not clear whether any particular mean-
ing is to be atached to the many venom'd darts which fly at
random there. But perhaps we may get an inkling of what Keats
istrying to describe from the letter to Bailey (October 1817) which
must have been written at very much the same time as these lines.
Kests had beeniill for afortnight; the day before, his brother Tom
had 'looked very unwdl’; his writing of Endymion was going pain-
fully; 'in this world', he said, 'there is no quiet—nothing but teaz-
ing and snubbing and vexation'. He had felt himsdlf, as so often,
unable to write a letter to his friend. 1t was a moment of Keats
recurrent and peculiar despondency.

For one thing | am glad that | have been neglectful, and that
is therefrom | have received a proof of your utmost kindness
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which at this present | feel very much, and | wish | had a heart

aways open to such sensations—but thereis no dteringaMan's

nature and mine must be radicaly wrong for it will lie dormant
awhole Month. Thisleads me to suppose that there are no men

thoroughly wicked, so as never to be sdf-spiritudized into a

kind of sublime Misery—but dad 'tis but for an Hour ...

A Quegtion is the beacon towards a little speculation.
You ask me after my hedlth and spirits. This question ratifiesin
my Mind what | have sad above. Hedth and Spirits can onl
belong undloyed to the salfish Man—the Man who thinks muci
of his fellows can never be in Spirits . . .

It seems to me fairly certain that this 'sdf-spiritudization into a
kind of sublime misery' is the same condition which heis describ-
ing in the Cave of Quietude; and | think that very probably 'the
venom'd darts which fl%/ at random there are those thoughts of
human misery which aftlict the unselfish man. In the |etter, too,
is the torpor of spirit which sees ‘the tombs of buried griefs but
cannot weep over them. And perhaps 'the new-born woe may be
that 'sublime misery' into which every man may be 'sdlf-spiritual-
ized, and may proceed precisgly from the consciousness of the
spiritua torpor which can no longer respond to sorrow or to joy.*

In his letter, Keats is led to suppose that 'There are no men o
thoroughly wicked' as not to taste this misery; in the poem he
more boldly declares:

The man is yet to come
Who hath not journeyed in this native hell.

lI(But there is a peace in and beyond this misery of which few men
NOW.
But few have ever felt how cam and well
Seep may be had in that deep den of dll.
There anguish does not sting; nor pleasure pall:
Woe-hurricanes beat ever a the gate,
Yet dl is ill within and desolate.
Besat with painful gusts, within ye hear
No sound o loud as when on curtain'd bier
The desth-watch tick is stifled. Enter none
Who dgtrive therefor: on the sudden it is won.
Just when the sufferer begins to turn,
Then it is free to him; and from an urn,
Stll fed by mdlting ice, he takes a draught—
Young Semee such richness never quaft

G
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In her maternal longing. Happy gloom!

Dark Paradise! where pae becomes the bloom
Of hedlth by due; where Slence dreariest

Is mogt articulate; where hopes infest;

Where those eyes are the brightest far that keep
Their lids shut longest in a dreamless deep.
O happy spirit-home! O wondrous soul!
Pregnant with such a den to save the whole

In thine own depth. Hall, gentle Carian!

For, never ance thy griefs and woes began,
Hast thou felt so content: a grievous feud
Hath led thee to this Cave of Quietude.

The main sense of those lines is clear. There is a sudden passing
beyond sorrow and#'oy, which comes unsought for. More, ifitis
sought for, it is not found. 1t comes when misery has reached its
extreme point; then the misery marvelloudy changes into a pro-
found content. Then dlence is the fullest utterance, and hope a
sacrilege: then, in this cadm ecstasy of despair, the whole being of
the sufferer is bathed and renewed.

But the return to common things, after this strange experience,

is full of pain.

His firgt touch of the earth went nigh to kill.

'Alad’ sad he, ‘were | but aways borne

Through dangerous winds, had but my footsteps worn
A pathin hdl, for ever would | bless

Horrors which nourish an uneasiness

For my own sullen conquering: to him

Who lives beyond earth's boundary, grief is dim,
Sorrow is but a shadow: now | see

The grass; | fed the solid ground—Ah, me!

Thereis if we are not mistaken, afine piece of subtle psychologica
description in the phrase: ‘I would bless Horrors which nourish an
uneasiness For my own sullen conquering.’ The experience which
K eats has described may be rare as Keets believed it was; but those
who have made some acquaintance with it will recognize the per-
fection of the phrase which Keats made to fit it.

The peculiar importance of this strange experience in Endymion
liesin thefact that it is the psychologica culmination of the poem.
With it what we may cal the experientid eement of the poem
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ends. There are dill events to come, and those events doubtless
have their symbolic significance. Endymion utterly renounces his
inordinate quest for the Moon-Goddess, and declares that he will
live a life of humble earthly circumsgtance with the Indian Maid.
But the Mad refuses. an unknown power forbids. Then once
more despondence seizes Endymion; but the despondence is not of
the same kind as that which led him to the Cave of Quietude. It
isthe smple disconsolateness of afairy-tale. We have passed from
the natural to the supernatural, to which order the fina metamor-
ﬁhosis of the Indian Maid belongs. It is the poet's declaration of

isfaith, or more drictly of his desre to believe, that the passon of
jtge S'Ocl;all and the passion of the body for Beauty are somehow
identical.

But snce no axiomwas an axiomfor Keatstill it had been proved
upon his pulses, we have the best possible warrant for distinguish-
ing between the consummation of his mythologicd tale and the
culmination of his own sef-exploration; between his faith and his
experience. The sdlf-exploration and experience of Keats in En-
dymion end in the Cave of Quietude—in the peace and unity which
he suddenly found beyond and through the extremity of despair
caused by the sdf-divison which ensued on loydty to contra
dictory passions of the Heart.

And the importance of this reaches beyond the understanding of
Endymion. This divison and despair and resolution into unity
forms the recurrent pattern of the inward life of Keats. The pro-
cess can betraced again and again in hisletters and his poems. The
travall of incessant rebirth was never far away from him; hewasfor
ever passing beyond despair. And if a the last he fel into the
clutch of a despair too great for any sullen conquering of his own,
he was not thefirst hero of mankind who has reached hisfina peace
through a supreme agony of soul.

But this extended sc(g)Tpe of the pattern-process described under
the figure of the Cave of Quietude does not concern us now. We
are concerned with the meaning of Endymion done. To anintimate
understanding of that an understanding of the experience of the
Cave of Quietudeis essentid. Kests had to live dl his great poems.
The ntg of living them became ever more rigorous as the
years of his brief and pregnant life drew on. Hyperion was lived
with a completeness and intengty with which Endymion was not.
Endymion,in comparison with his later poetry, was only haf-lived.
In the main it fulfilled the first part of the plan which he had st
before himsdf in Seep and Poetry:
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O for ten years, that | may overwheim
Mysdlf in poesy; so | may do the deed
That my own soul has to itsalf decreed.
Then | will pass the countries that | see
In long perspective and continualy
Tede their pure fountains. Firg the redm I'll pass
Of Hora, and old Pan: deep in the grass,
Feed upon gpples 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 . . .
Till in the bosom of a leafy world
We rest in dlence, like two gems upcurl'd
In the recesses of a pearly shell.
And can | ever bid these joys farewel?
Yes, | must pass them for a nobler life
Where | may fed the agonies, the strife
Of human hearts . ..

But thelife of a great poet does not confineitsdlfin obedienceto his
conscious plan. Though Endymion wasto be ajourney through the
rellm of Hora and old Pan, it became inevitably more than this.
Keets could not keep himsdf out of it, and with himsdf there
entered his poem the agonies and strife of a human heart.

Herein we find the meaning of the puzzling lines from which
our search began. It was indeed Truth which kept Endymion from
his blessedness. For a resolution into unity had been necessary in
the soul of his author. The conflict between the Idedl and the Redl
which divided the soul of his hero was too intimate and red to
Keats himsdf to be specioudy resolved by a poetic miracle. That
might have been possible when his poem began; but things had
happened since then. The abstract parable had become the painful
adventure of his own soul. The resolution of the conflict must be
ared and alived resolution; to invoke a miracle, Smply to tell the
legendary story, was akind of acheating. Oncelet the conflict have
been resolved in his own experience, then the story could flow on-
ward to itsdestined and happy end. The necessary Truth was there

At alater time, when he came to sing 'the lute-voiced brother® of
Endymion, the correspondence between the progress of his poem
and the process of his own experience was to be still more close and
exacting. Hyperion stopped abruptly at the beginning of the third
book. Kests was not then in the mood to alow himsdlf the luxury
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of prolonged invention; nor, indeed, was he ever in such a mood
again. In Endymion he was free enough from the compulsion of his
own veracity to fulfil at least the outward form of his plan. That
was concelved in independence of his own spiritud history; it was
something objective—a work to be done, and to be done like a
workman, with his gtint of fifty lines a day. But the genius who
inhabits every man of genius, if he veritably is a genius, intervened:
not so violently, or so completely, as heintervened in Hyperion, but
enough to trouble the substance of what should have been a lovey
fary-tde, of what ill is a lovely fairy-tale, but aso is something
more by virtue of that dien vibration—not merely ‘the test of his
invention* which he intended, but a trial of his soul.

Endymion isthus something morethan awork of that joyful “first
period® which is familiar to us in the work of great poets and
musicians. it is, essentidly, a trandition piece. It beginsin a first
period and ends in a second.

This first period' of Keats was more carefully defined by him-
«f afew months after he had finished Endymion, when the work
of revison was over and the poem put away from himsdf for ever.

| compare human life [hewrote to Reynolds on 3rd May 1818,
amog exactly ayear after the beginning of Endymion] to alarge
Mansion of many apartments, two of which | can only describe,
the doors of the rest being as yet shut upon me. The first we
gep into we cdl the Infant, or Thoughtless Chamber, in which
we remain as long as we do not think. We remain there along
while, and notwithstanding the doors of the second Chamber re-
main wide open, showing a bright appearance, we care not to
hasten to it; but are at length imperceptibly impelled by the
awakening of the thinking principle within us—we no sooner get
into the second Chamber which | shdl cdl the Chamber of
Maiden-Thought, than we become intoxicated with the light and
atmosphere, we see nothing but pleasant wonders, and think of
delaying there for ever in delight. However among the effects
this breathing is father of is that tremendous one of sharpening
one's vison into the heart and nature of Man—of convincing
ones nerves that the world is full of Misery and Heartbreak,
Pain, Sckness and oppresson—whereby this Chamber of
Maiden-Thought becomes gradually darkened, and at the same
time, on dl sdes of it, many doors are set open—nbut al dark—
al leading to dark passages. We see not the balance of good and
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avil; weareinamig, wearenow in that sate, wefed the 'Burden
of the Mystery'.

The letter is familiar; but these letters of Keets can never be-
comefamiliar enough. They aredive: every timewerenew an ac-
uaintance with them (which ought never to be redly interrupted)
they reved new beauty and new truth. o o
It is customary to regard this letter as defining two periods in
Keats postic life. Two Chambers, two periods—the equétion is
smple. But, infact, the periods or phases are plainly three. There
is the thoughtless delight of pure experience; thereis the deli fght of
awakenin thou%ht; and there is the pain and perplexity of fully
awakened thought—the torment of the longing to find pattern and
purpose in the Universe. _ _ o
Perhaps the most perfect expresson of the first two phasesisin
Seep and Poetry. Thereis the sheer delight in pure and thought-
less experience; there is dso the sheer intoxicetion of Maiden
Thought. And that is al. Thereisjust atremor of awareness of
the 'dark passages and no more. But in Endymion, there is not
only the delight of pure and thoughtless experience, and the intoxi-
cation of Maden Thought (was it ever morewonderfully expressed
than in the lines of the Hymn to Pan:

Be dill the unimaginable lodge

For solitary thinkings; such as dodge
Conception to the very bourne of heaven
Then leave the naked brain . ..?)

but there is ds0, in the fourth book at lead, the pain of fully
awakened thought. The very opening lines of Endymion betray an
awareness of the 'dark passages.

A thing of beauty isajoy for ever . . . _

Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing

A flowery band to bind us to the earth,

Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth,

Of noble natures, of the gloomy days,

Of all the unhealthy and o'er-darkened wa?/s

Madefor our searching: yes, in spite of dl,

Some shape of beauty moves away the pall

From our dark spirits.
Inthoselineswhat mi (];ht be cdled the musicd theme of Endymion

Y

isgiven out. Essentidly, the poemis the effort to creste athing of
beauty before the spirit is darkened; to make the cregtion of the
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poem itsdlf a defence againgt the onset of the doubts and miseries
and feverous speculaions, of which he had only too dear a pre-
sentiment. It Is the poem of maiden experience and maiden
thought, indeed, but they are conscious of their doom.

Itisasa of 'maiden thought' that we should consder En-
dymion—of thought not yet toughened and tempered by the grim
fires of experience, of surmises that are not yet, and may never
become, certanties. _ _
~ Endymon is a poem about Love. That, in one restricted sense,
is obvious to the most casud reader. The poem abounds in luxuri-
ous and do?”sg% descriptions of amorous ardours. Kests had his
ownword of self-criticism for theseindulgences: they were 'mawk-
ish'. They offend our taste; and they will continue to offend it
until we reach the position which, itsdf beyond criticism, is that
to which al true criticiam naturally aspires; when we know that it
iS not our business either to judge or to defend so wonderful a
manifestation of life as John Kests, but only to understand that
we may love, and love that we may understand. _

The 'mawkish’ amorousness is there; and it is a qudity to be
understood and loved, with dl therest. Andthat affordsanindice:
tion of what this love', which we posit asthe natural and necessary
culmingtion of criticism, redly 1s. We cannat, in the ordinary
sense of the word, love 'mawkishness, any more than Keats him-
sdf, grown alittie older, could loveit. Thelove of which we spesk
is amply the redizetion that no existent thing needs justification;
it exigts, and that is enough. Nevertheless, the name of love is not
given wrongly, or by hyperbole, to this lucid acceptance. 1t super-
venes upon an inward resolution in the mind that makes it, and
confers a unity upon the being which is analogous to the moment-
ary unity which atends upon love in the commoner sense. This
love, which we cal metaphysicd, is demanded if we areto gain dl
that may be gained from a contemplation of Endymion.

For this 'mawkishness—this cloying amorous excess in En-
dymion—there are two causes: one hiologicd, the other metabio-
logical. Thefirst causeisthat Endymion belongs to the adolescence
of a physicaly passionate man, starved of satisfaction. The poer
contains not merely that sensuousness of the imagination which is
thevital substance, and the indispensable condition of great poetry;
it contains aso a certain sensudity of the imagination, which,
though not unrelated with the former, must not be confused with
it. This sensudity of the imagination condds in seeking in the
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creatures of imagination a substitute for that specific physicd stis-
faction of which the biologicd man is in need. Now there is a
sense in which dl cregtions of man's imagination are a subgtitution
for biologica satisfactions; but this subgtitution is a transmutation,
or in the language of modern psychology, a sublimation. Thereis
apassing into a different order. The sensuousness of the creative
imagination is biologicdly disnterested. But sensudity of the
imagindtion is the sgn of a temcf)orary faillure in the process of
transmutation. The biological desire which was being wholly
transformed into metabiologica creation now asserts itsdf as bio-
logical desire; the imagination becomes biologicaly interested.
This distinction, which though generdly disregarded is of the ut-
most importance in any real examination of the vexed question of
pornography, can be clearly illustrated from the letter of Keats
himsef. In October 1818 he wrote to his brother an account of a
beautiful cousin of his friends, the Reynoldses.

The Miss Reynoldses are very kind to me—but they have
lately displeased me much and in this way. ... On my return,
thefirst day | cdled they werein a sort of taking or bustle about
a Coudn of theirs who having falen out with her Grandpapain
a serious manner, was invited by Mrs. R— to take Asylum in
her house. She is an eadt indian and ought to be her Grand-
father's Heir. At the time | cdled Mrs. R. was in conference
with her up stairs and the young Ladies were warm in her
praises down stairs. cdling her gented, interesting and a thou-
sand other pretty things to which | gave no heed, not being par-
tid to 9 days wonders. Now dl is completely changed—they
hate her; and from what | hear she is not without faults—of a
red kind; but she has others which are more apt to make women
of inferior charms hate her. Sheis not a Cleopatra; but she is
a leest a Charmian. She has a rich eastern look; she has fine
eyes and fine manners. When she comesinto aroom she makes
an impression the same as the Beauty of aleopardess. Sheistoo
fine and too conscious of hersdf to repulse any Man who may
address her—from habit she thinks that nothing particular. |
aways find mysdlf more at ease with such awoman; the picture
before me dways gives me alife and animation which | cannot
possbly fed with anything inferior. | am at such times too
much occupied in admiring to be awkward or on a tremble. |
forget mysdf entirdly because | live in her. You will by this
time think that | aminlove with her; so before | go any further
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I will tell you | am not—she kept me awake one Night as atune
of Mozart's might do. | spesk of the thing as a passtime and an
amuzement than which | can feel none than a conversa
tion with an imperid woman the very 'yes and 'no' of whose
Lips is to me a Banquet. | don't cry to take the Moon home
with me in my Pocket nor do | fret to leave her behind me. |
like her and her like because one has no sensations—what we
both are is taken for granted.

The quotation is long; but it is ways best to understand Kegats
2¥ Keats, or any other origind being by himsdlf. This condition

'having no sensations is precisely what we mean by being 'bio-
logicdly disnterested. The object—the red Miss Cox in this in-
stance—is an object for disnterested and sensuous contemplation,
which could not be better described than by Keats smple sen-
tence: 'l forget mysdlf entirely because | live in her! And that
disnterested and sensuous contemplation directed towards not a
real human being but a creature of the imagination is the complete
transmutation of biological desire which, we have sad, is essentid
to the greatest OPoet(y. o

Sensudity of the imagination occurs when that process of trans-
mutation is interrupted. The poet no longer ‘forgets himself'; he
'has sensations. And these ‘sensations, of course, are not the
'sensations rather than thoughts for which Kests longed.

The author of Endymion 'had sensations more than once while
he was writing his poem. But, though the vicarious satisfaction of
the biological man was the chief cause of the superabundance and
discrepancy of his amorous descriptions, there was another. Keats
was trylgg to express his faith in love; and his faith in love was
emphaticaly not limited to 'disnterested’ love. He redly did be-
lieve in physical passion, no less than in other forms of love; and
he was driven to ingst upon it. But to believe in physicd passon
without much, and probably without any, actua experience of it
is an awkward pogtion for a poet to be in. He can hardly save
himsdlf from a sort of sophisticated innocence, and misplaced em-
phesis. The emphasis may be right in intention, but it will be
wrong in tone.

Endymion we have sad, is a poem about love. It is dl about
love. And love has many forms.

For Keats dl the forms of love belong to the same kind. They

are the response of the Heart or the Mind to Beauty. Though, as
H
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we have seen, ayear after writing Endymion he could distinguish
dearly between interested and disinterested love, there is no trace
of any such digtinction in the poem itsdf. "Why may | not spesk
of your Beauty', he wrote to Fanny Brawne in 1819, ‘snce without
that | never could have loved you—I cannot conceive any begin-
ning of suchloveas | havefor you but Beauty. There may beasort
of love for which, without the least sneer a it, | have the highest
respect, and can admire it in others; but it has not the richness,
thebloom, thefull form, theenchantment of loveafter my ownheart.'
At first sight there is a discrepancy between this and his account of
hisdisinterested admiration of MissCox. If what he said about Miss
Cox was true, it would seem that he might quite well have felt the
same disnterested admiration for the of Fanny Brawne;
wheress he tdls her that he fdl in love with her the moment he
saw her. But, in fact, the statements are perfectly consstent. He
met Miss Cox at a moment when he was not free to love, when
the last stage of the lingering illness of his brother Tom depleted
his vitdity and made thoughts of love a crime. He met Fanny
Brawne when he was free again.

For Kests therefore impassioned physical love was aresponse to
Beauty. Probably he would have looked askance at the more cyni-
ca wisdom which argues that unconscious desire is the great dis-
coverer of beauty in woman. But even that more cynicd wisdom
is perhaps not redly incompatible with Keats idedism. It may be
that the beauty which unconscious desre discovers is redly there,
and that it sharpens the senses to a true perception of the unique-
ness of one particular thing. Uniqueness, it is true, is not beauty;
but it is more beautiful, so to speek, than beauty. In the lover's
discovery of the enchanted otherness, the divine idiosyncrasy, of
his beloved, we may see prefigured that serene contemplation of
exigence which high religion theoretically ascribes to God, and
which some mortals—K eats himself anong them—do occasiondly
attain. If this prefigurement betrue, as | for oneincline to believe,
then we shdl find it hard to say that there is any illuson in even
the most romantic love. The enchanting thing was redly there:
what fails, when the time of dislluson comes is the power to see
it any more. Loveis not blind; rather, it sees too well.

Assuredly, such idess as this were not in Keats mind when he
wrote Endymion. He had them afterwards, beyond a doubt. His
mind was not yet 'sorted to apip’; it was, when hewrote Endymion,
like 'a scattered pack of cards, he said—unjustly indeed. He de-
scribed the condition more truly to Reynolds (3rd February 1818),
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with an evident recollection of a phrase in his own poem: 'Many
aman can travel to the very bourne of heaven, and yet want con-
fidence to put down his half-seeing.’ There is much 'half-seeing'
in_Endymion. _ _

The great 'half-seen’ truth round which the poem wanders is
that Love and Beautty areindissolubly united. Loveisthe response
awakened by Beatty in the total being of man. But what was the
real connexion between them? Was it indeed Beauty which called
forth Love, or wasit Love which discovered Beauty? Isit the pre-
sence of Love within men's hearts—the awakening of a strange
emotion—which tells them that Beauty is there; or is it that they
perceive Beauty, and the effect of that perception upon themisto
awakenLove? _

The problem is aredl one, though doubtless the solution does
not lie In the acceptance of one of two aternatives. And behind
this problem lurks another: What is the status of Beauty? s it
something distinct and definite, so that we can truly say that some
things are beautiful and others not, in the same way that we cen
ssy some things are red and others not? Or is the perception of
Beauty smply a name we give to moments of heightened aware-
ness, of completer ﬁ_erceptlon; and do we digtinguish as beautiful
not some things which have a peculiar and common qudity, but
only those things which we happen to see in their completeness,
while we happen to be blind to the completeness of others?

These are some of the questions with which Keats mind was
obscurely in travail when he wrote Endymion; and they are ques-
tions over which the maturest mind might loseitsdlf in peculation.
No wonder then that Keats mind swayed in the winds of sdf-
discovered doctrine. Only when we have grasped the scope and
import of such questions are we in some position to understand
the depth of meaning, or of surmise, that lies in his seeming-Sm-

le statement to Bailey concerning the meaning of his poem. 'l

ave the same idea of dl our passons as of Love: they are dl, in
their sublime, creative of essential Beauty.! We have &t leadt dis-
cerned a sense in which the passion of Love may be regarded as
creating Beauty: for that Beauty which Love alone discovers, Love
may be said to creste. But how can this be true of 'dl our pas-
sons? Probably the solution is to be found in supposing that
Kests redricted Love in his sentence to the passion between man
and woman: and 'dl our passions other than Love are Ssmply the
other forms of Love—the emotions aroused by the beauty of Art,
the forms of Nature, the perfection of Truth. These, like Love,
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'in their sublime, when they are pure and perfectly themsdves,
discover Beauty where it was hidden, and so 'creat€ it. And by
this road we perhaps gpproach the meaning of hisformer sentence:

What the Imagination saizes as Beauty must be Truth—
whether it existed before or not,—;-for | have the same idea of al
our passons as of Love; they are dl, in their sublime, cregtive
of essential Beautty.

The Iogii]cian might puzzle along while over the meaning of that
‘for' which we haveitaicized; but now it ssemsto yield ameaning.
What the passon of Imagination apprehends as B must be
real; because like al the other passions it conforms to the type of
Love, and discovers (and so creates) quaities which were hidden.
Keats was afterwards to refine, or bring doser to earth, this idea
of the power of Imagination. Here he ssemsto regard it asin some
sort actudly prophetic of, and pregnant with, a corresponding
exisence. ‘| can never fedl certain of any truth,' he wrote a year
|ater in December 1818, 'but from a clear perception of its Beauty..'
It is possible that his meaning was the same In November 1817.
"The Imagination may be compared to Adam's dream’, he sad
then, 'he awoke and found it truth:—I am the more zealous in this
affair, because| havenever yet been ableto perceive how anything
can be known for truth by consecutive reasoning.’ But if we sup-
pose, as seems probable from the context and the correspondent
(and it was Baley who had had ‘the momentary start about the
authenticity of the Imagination’), that the discusson concerned
some philosophic scheme, there'is no mconssten%/. Keats was
contending for his belief that 'Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty'.
He had not yet entered into full possesson of his own intuitive cer-
tainty; his statement has something of the vagueness of conjecture.
And we cannot be atogether certain of what Keats meant by

Imagination. It is not a word to which he was much addicted.
Clearly, in his |etter, Imagination belongs to Sensation as opposed
to Thought. But a other timeswe may be sure that what he here
cdls Imagination is described if not as Thought, a least as
Thinking.

Solitary thinkings, such as dodge

Conception to the very bourne of heaven

Then leave the naked brain—

these, we may be certain, were the work of Imagination—'Sensa-
tions rather than Thoughts. Thedifference is between the Think-
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ing which proceeds by a chain of consecutive reasoning, and the
dunking which moves from 'truth’ to 'truth’ by 'a dear perception
of its Beauty'. Not that this wholly exhausts Keats concept of the
Imagination; but it certainly plays alarge part in it.

It would be hazardous to attempt to systematize Keats thinking
further. We must cdl in ad the poem itself.

"You may know my favourite speculaion from my first Book,
he had written to Bailey. On January 30, writing to his publisher,
Taylor, he specified aparticular portion of hisfirst book from which
his meaning might be sought. Referring to Endymion's speech to
Peona (11 770 93.), Kests said:

Thewhole thing mugt, | think, have gppeared to you, who are
a consecutive man, as athing amost of mere words, but | assure
you that when | wrote it, it was a regular stepping of the Ima-
gination towards a truth. My having written that argument will
perhaps be of the greatest service to me of anything | ever did.
It set before me the gradations of happiness, even like a pleasure
thermometer, and is my first stlep towards my chief attempt in
the drama. The playing of different natures with joy and sor-
row.

The importance of the comment and the passage is obvious.
Here we actualy have an example, in Keats view one of the chief
examples, of the apprehension of Truth by the Imagination under
the form of Beauty. The same distinction between this process
and the gpprehension of Truth by ‘consecutive reasoning' is made
asin his letter to Baley. This 'regular stepping of the Imagination
towards atruth', he says, 'must have appeared' to Taylor, who was
'a consecutive man, as a thing amost of mere words. From this
passage therefore we may hope to gain some authentic light on the
Imagination, and the meaning of Keats bdief that ‘what the
Imagination saizes as Beauty must be Truth'.

Peonal ever have | longed to dake

My thirst for the world's praises. nothing base,
No merely dumberous phantasm, could unlace
The stubborn canvas for my voyage prepar'd—
Though now 'tis tattered; leaving my bark bar'd
And sullenly drifting: yet my higher hope

Is of too wide, too rainbow-large a scope,

To fret a myriads of earthly wrecks,
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So far the prelude. It is worth a moment's paraphrase. En-
dymion says he has dways been ambitious of true fame. The
motive of his adventure has been neither base nor fantastic. It has
failed; but his hope is of such akind as to be undimmed by earthly
failure far more complete than he had suffered.

Wherein lies happiness? In that which becks
Our ready minds to fellowship divine,

A felowship with essence; till we shine

Full dchemizd and free of space.

These lines were added by Kests in his revison. They were
doubly well consdered. True happiness lies in that which draws
us, and draws us willingly, into communion ‘with essence, whereby

we are transmuted and free of bodily limitation. The process,

\évhichb(i; certainly mysterious and may be imaginary, is then
lescribed.

Behold
The dear religion of heaven! Fold
A rose lesf round thy finger's taperness
And socthe thy lips: higt, when the airy stress
Of music's kiss impregnates the free winds
And with a sympathetic touch unbinds
Eolian magic from their lucid wombs:
Then old songs waken from enclouded tombs;
Old ditties 9gh above their father's grave,
Ghogts of melodious prophecyings rave
Round every spot where trod Apollo's foot;
Bronze clarions awake, and faintly bruit,
Where long ago a giant battle was;
And from the turf a lullaby doth pass
In every place where infant Orpheus dept.

We may, without injustice, say that there is a good ded of mere
words in that passage. The fancy that hears mysterious music in
the winds, or the winding of faint bugles on forgotten battlefields,
hardly needed so much daboration. It would have been better if
Kests had remembered the lines of the introduction to his poem,
where, among the catalogue of natural beauties which ‘move away
the pal from our dark spirit', he suddenly and nobly places

The grandeur of the dooms
We have imagined for the mighty dead.
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For these are included in the thought of his gpeech to Peona. Not
merely faery fancies, but high imaginaions are in his mind: the
enchantment of al the mysterious beauties of the imagination.

Fed we these things?—that moment have we stept
Into a sort of oneness, and our tate
Is like a floating spirit's.

By these raptures of the passive or activeimagination we are carried
‘out of oursdves, freed from the quotidian consciousness of the
outer world and of oursdlves. We are 'dchemizd, if not fully, a
least in part, and 'free of space.

That is the firgt gradation of true happiness, on Keats pleasure
thermometer.

But there are
Richer entanglements, enthraments far
More sdlf-destroying, leading by degrees
To the chief intensity. The crown of these
Is made of love and friendship, and sts high
Upon the forehead of humanity.
All its more ponderous and bulky worth
Is friendship, whence there ever issues forth
A steady splendour.

That is initskind, clear enough. All we need to remember is that
friendship and love are not in themsalves 'the chief intensity'; and
that 'intengity’ and 'intense’ are important words in Keats idiom.
Thus he writes to his brothers (28th Dec. 1817) that Benjamin
West's picture, 'Death on a Pae Horsg, though wonderful con-
sdering the artist's age, contains 'nothing to be intense upon, no
women onefeelsmad to kiss, no face swelinginto reality’; and that
comment leads him to make his famous pronouncement that ‘the
excdlence of every art is its intengity, capable of making dl dis-
agreegbles evaporate from their being in cose relaionship to
Beauty and Truth'. The bearing of this particular use of 'in-
tengity' upon our passage is manifest. When the Truth which is
apprehended in the form of Beauty is expressed in awork of art,
there is generated an intensity which transmutes the elements of
painfulness or ugliness in the thing represented. The work of art
Is intensg, and the man who truly experiences it is dso ‘intense.
‘Intengity’ thus is as we say, objective and subjective; and it
peculiarly belongs both to the objective identity of Beauty and
Truth and to the subjective response to it.
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Friendship and Love are the chief of the experiences which lead
to 'the chig intensity’. Friendship radiates a steady splendour.

But at the tip-top
There hangs by unseen film, an orbed drop
Of light, and that is love: its influence,
Thrown in our eyes, genders a nove sense
At which we gtart and fret; till in the end,
Mdting into its radiance we blend,
Mingle, and so become a part of it.

Now the sdf is wholly 'destroyed'; there is complete communion.

Nor with aught ese can our souls interknit
So wingedly; when we combine therewith
Life's f is nourished by its proper pith.

What is this Love that Endymion is describing? It seems dlear
enough from the lines which follow that it is impassioned love be-
tween aman and awoman. The intengity of this communion is so
delightful

That men, who might have towered in the van

Of dl the congregated world . . .

Have been content to let occasion die

Whilgt they did deegp in love's dysium

And truly | would rather be struck dumb,

Than spesk againg this ardent listlessness:

For | have ever thought that it might bless

The world with benefits unknowi Q?IK;

As does the nightingae, upperched high,

And doiger'd among cool and bunched |leaves—
She sings but to her love, nor €er conceives

How tip-toe Night holds back her dark-grey hood.
Just so may love, dthough ‘tis understood

The mere commingling of passionate bresth,
Produce more than our searching witnesseth:
What | know not: but who, of men, can tell

That flowerswould bloom, or that green fruit would swell
To mdting pulp, that fish would have bright mail,
The earth its dower of river, wood, and vae,

The meadows runnels, runnels pebble-stones,
The seed its harvest, or the lute its tones,

If human souls did never kiss and greet?
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Those beautiful lines make it clear that the Love which is 'the
chief intengty' is not intellectud, or imagindive, or in any way
transcendental, but Smply passionate (and romantic) love between
man and woman. Endymion surmises that it may be very essentia
to the economy of the universe; and no doubt, in one obvious sense,
itis as essentid to the universe as humanity itself. But that supplies
no reason why it should be 'the chief intengity'.  Its supreme 'in-
tendity' is a matter of experience.

What areweto say of this argument? Even if we are not sternly
consecutive men, and do not amply fed that it is a thing of mere
words, we are bound to say that it is obscure, and that when its
obscurity has been sfted, it does not yidd much at first beyond a
few smple assertions: that the suEreme happiness lies in the com-
plete ecstasy of human love; in this ecstasy, self-consciousness is
whally in ance. There are dso various adumbrations and pre-
figurements of this communion—chiefly, the raptures of the active
and ive imagination: the sdf-dissolution of reverie, and the
self-forgetfulness of contemplation or of the sympathetic imagina-
tion.

No doubt, to put it thus baldly is to be guilty of a certain in-
sengitiveness. But we are not concerned to criticize these asser-
tions astrueor false. And they may very wdl betrue; if happiness
is a question of sheer sensational intensity, they v_eéy likely aretrue.
Anyhow, Keats quickly passed beyond the beief that gjplness
was a matter of sheer sensationa intensity, or rather decided that
'happiness was not to be amed a'. We are concerned with the
passage chiefly for the Iir{mt it may throw on the process which
Keats described as, when he wrote it, 'the regular stepping of the
Imeginetion towards atruth’. When he wrote it, we must remem-
ber, was in May 1817. Two years |ater the process was both more
exciting and more intelligible. _ _

But If we want to understand what, in 1817, he meant by saying
'‘What the Imagination seizes as Beauty must be Truth', we must
look for the answer here. We confess it is not easy to find. Not
for a moment that we believe that the process even then was not
red to Kesats, or that his search after truth by this means was not
productive: our doubt is only whether he knew at dl how to ex-
press what he had found. _

The ardgument to Peona is but a smdl part of Endymion, how-
ever, and though it is worth careful examination in itsdf, it is
in the context of the poem as a whole that it yieds the fullest

I
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meaning. Love, we remember, is kindled in the human soul by
Beauty. The love that iskindled in the soul of Endymion by the
Moon-Goddess is a love of the supreme Beeuty—dmost the
Idea of Beauty, a any rate something between the perf ﬁe
and the archetype of Beauty. In the Third Book (J_’L 24 sq) t
Moon is thus conceived; and the passage which begins "Cynthia,
where art thou now' passes, without our being conscious of much
incongruity, into:

O lovel how potent hast thou been to teach
Strange journeyings! Wherever beauty dwells

In gulf or aerie, mountains or deep dels,

In fight, ingloom, in star or blazing sun,

Thou pointest out the way and straight ‘tis won.

Nothing could show more clearly how completely in the poem the
Moon-Goddess has logt her particularity, and become smply the
symbol of that "Principle of Beauty' to which aone, along with the
Eternd Being and the Memory of Great Men, Kests at this time
sad he paid reverence.

With this to aid us we may fill out the argument to Peona, some-
what thus. Wherever Beauty is perceived, in Nature, in Poetry—
"dl lovely tdes that we have heard or read—in the imaginative
comprehension of history—"the grandeur of the dooms We have
imagined for the mighty dead'—or, finally, in a fellow-morta like
the Indian Maid, the Beauty awakens Love in the percipient soul.
These various kinds of Love are the Passons, which (Kests says)
"in their sublime are crestive of essentid Beauty'. That isto say, he
is not sure whether the Love discovers the Beauty, or the Beauty
cregtes the Love. Sometimes he thought one way, sometimes an-
other. What heismore or less convinced of is that the human being
by yielding to these impulses of pure Love atains finaly to some
perfect communion; his sdf is surrendered, or destroyed, in the
"sublimity" of the passon, and he becomes part of this essentia
B .

Further, the poem as awhole agrees with the argument to Peona,
in placing the passion of love for afellow-morta at the pinnacle of
this process of self-sublimation. The passion for the Indian Mad
is the final step in the ascenson of Endymion. Again, the faith
which he confides to Peonathat Love

might bless
The world with benefits unknowingly -
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receives symbolic expresson in the Third Book, where by follow-
ing the impulse of Love, Endymion—unconscious agent though he
is—liberates not only Glaucus from bondage but thousands of
death-imprisoned souls to happiness.  The meaning of the episode
is clearly reveded by Glaucus words to Endymion.

AKQ hadst thou never loved an unknown power
| had been grieving at this present hour.

On the whole, therefore, when due dlowance is made for the
momentary divagations of a luxuriant fancy, the poem faithfully
bears out the argument to Peona. To obey Love, and to pursue
the essentid Beauty in dl its manifestations, lead to the same end.
They aone lead a man to true happiness, to perfect salf-forgetful-
ness, and to communion with the One.  Further, we may say that
the apprehension of this truth (if it is a truth) is achieved by the
Imagination. It is apprehended under the form of Beauty.

To some, no doubt, a truth of this sort is not a truth at al, but
a mere indulgence of the romantic fancy. And we may readily
agree that in the form in which Keats expressed it in Endymion it
is confused and dudve. He himsdf would have been the firs—
he was the firs—to make a frank acknowledgement of the failure
of his poem; but, he inasted, 'it was as good as he had power to
make it'.

Now there is only one way of proving the truth of such a sur-
mise as that of Keats. It is in redity, immune from intellectua
criticism. The rationalist may say: There is no such thing as this
essentid Beauty, to which our hearts and minds and souls respond
by Love. But the answer is that there is, in men, this response of
Love, whether it be caused by 'essentid B " or not. The
motion, or emation, of Love, exigs and men can follow it, if they
will. They can follow it in their lives and see what happens.

That iswhat Keats did. He was eminently the manto doit. He
had no use for abstract truths. A proverb was no proverb to him.
until his life had illugtrated it. His argument to Peona, however
transcendental it may appear, was not a vague speculation, but
something to be lived. It was not easy to live. 1t meant living by
a kind of indinctive and intuitive faith, that the 'affections of the
Heart' were holy, and that the vison of redity which the Imagina-
tion seized as Beauty must somehow be true.

Much of the dynamic of such afaith depends on what is meant

by Beauty, and this in turn depends upon the capacity of the par-
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ticular soul for Love. For Love is the Sgn of Beauty; Love warns
us of, and warrants, the presence of Beauty. The man who has
within him the power to love dl things, and to welcome dl ex-
perience, finds Beauty where others are blind to it. Not merely
this, but Beauty means for him something utterly different from
what is generdly understood by the name. A Beauty which in-
cludes Ugliness Is ultimate and metaphysical.

This dl-embracing capacity of soul Keats possessed. His whole
life was determined by the ingtinctive passon to achieve within
himsdf that intensty which he discerned in the highest art—'the
intensity capable of making al disagreeables evaporate from their
being in dose rdationship with Beauty and Truth'. He took no
pride in his idiosyncrasy; but he discovered it, and acknowledged
it, in himsalf. He put it to his friend Woodhouse that the poetica
character 'had no character—it enjoys light and shade; it lives in
gusto, beit foul or fair, high or low, rich or poor, mean or elevated.
Beauty was everywhere; and Love was possible for everything.

Endymion does not carry us so far asthat. In Endymion Beauty
is, for the most part, the Beauty of convention. Endymion himsdlf
does not yet possess the universal capacity of soul which his author
had not yet discovered in himself. But the progress of Endymion
is in one cardind respect like the progress of Keats himsdlf, In
following the impulses of Love in his heart, Endymion reaches a
condition of conflict and despair. The 'burden of the mystery'
grows heavy upon his soul. The way to the universal Beauty Is
dark, dl dark; and the faith grows dim. 'We see not the balance
of and evil." To see 'the balance of good and evil'—that and
nothing lessis required if faith in a 'Principle of Beauty' is ever to
become a real conviction, and not remain a dubious idedl.

This inevitable conflict in the being of the seeker after essentid
Beauty, of the follower of the holy affections of the Heart, is, as
we have tried to show, faced by Keats in the Fourth Book of En-
dymion. In the Cave of Quietude the divided being of the seeker
is reborn. There is a region of the soul, reached by submission to
the comﬁlete despair which ensues on complete inward divison,
where the miracle of rebirth is accomplished. This Cave of
Quietude, at crucid moments of his painful life, Keats was destined
to revigt, and to explore. Always he emerged from it as man,
with the courage of his destiny, and as poet, with a more magicaly
natural utterance.

Did he thereby prove the truth of his faith in the Holiness of the
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Heart's affections and the Truth of the Imagination? The question
is hard to answer. What we can say is that his faith was justified.
To believe that what the Imagination seizes as Beauty must be
Truth, and to believe that the Love which is awakened in the Heart
Is sacred and .must be obeyed, are in redity one and the same
belief: for Imagination is the Love of the Mind. To say that what
the Mind can love must be True is for some a meaningless Sate-
ment, for others a secret "caught from the very penetralium of
mystery'. We reach the point where words are impotent. For the
Mind which loves is no longer the Mind. High religion knows
these things, but we live in an age when high reigion is neither
accepted nor understood. But to those who do not forget its lan-
guage we may say that the difference between the Mind that knows
and the Mind that loves, is as the difference between the know-
ledge and the love of God for true Chridtianity. Chridtianity de-
clares that man cannot pass from the one to the other without the
miracle of divine Grace, by which the nature of the Mind is
changed.

No ultimate truth is true, except we loveit. Unless it awvakens
love, it is merely a fact and dien to us. Love aone will change
fact into Truth. And this, however strange it sound, is no foolish
fancy. For Love isafaculty of understanding, and unless it enters
into and transmutes our knowledge of fact, we cannot redly know.
It is not that the fact is changed by Love; but only by Love can it
be fully seen. For the presence of Love in knowledge is the evi-
dence that thetotal, and not merely the partial, man, responds to
the total thing.

That is what Keats meant when he declared that ‘Beauty is
Truth, Truth Beauty'; and that is what he had glimpsed when he
wrote Endymion. Nothing could be true unless it could be loved;
and nothing could be loved unless it could be seen as beautiful.
Without Beauty, therefore, no Truth. To some it is meaningless
or mad, to others the only wisdom. Keats lived and died by it. To
those who understand hisfaith, hisfaith wasjustified. For tothem
his woful and glorious lifeis afact, which they needs must love:
therefore it is a Truth. Thelr minds which love that fact, for the
beauty which is manifestin it, are no longer smply minds: they are
souls. And, in the process of that transmutation, in the despair
and suffering which they re-live in his experience, they discover
that they dso have visted and explored the Cave of Quietude.
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THE FEEL OF NOT TO FEEL IT

KEATS waking tour in Scotland with Charles Brown in the
summer of 1818 is apainful thing to contemplate. We know what
havoc the toil and privation of the journey worked upon him; we
know dso that it was a desperate attempt to prevent himsdlf from
'having time to be glum', and to escape the burden of his dying
brother's presence. Escgpe was not in Keeats destiny; even the
effort after it was an unnatural condition for one who srove in-
ginctively to submit himself completely to lecgoeri.ence _Probably
to this cause, at least as much as sheer physica fatigue, is due the
comparative poverty of the poems which he wrote on his long
journey. Poetry, at that time, did not ‘come natura' to him.

But he wrote one sonnet on his journey which has a strange
dusivebeauty of itsown: On Visitingthe Tomb of Burns. Hecopied
itinto aletter to his brother Tom on July 2nd, with this comment:

You will see by this sonnet that | am at Dumfries. We have
dined in Scotland. Burnss tomb is in the Churchyard corner,
not very much to my taste, though on a scae large enough to
show they wanted to honour him——This sonnet | have written
inastrangemood, haf-adeep. | know not how itis, the Clouds,
the Sky, the Houses, dl seem anti-Grecian and anti-Charle-
magnisn.

The sonnet is this:

The town, the churchyard and the setting sun,
The douds, the trees, the rounded hills, dl seem
Though beautiful, cold—strange—asin adream,

| dreamed long ago, now new begun.

The short-livid, pay Summer is but won
From Winter's ague, for one hour's gleam;
Though sgpphire-warm, their stars do never beam:

All is cold beauty; pain is never done;

For who has mind to reish, Minoswise,

The Red of Beauty, free from that dead hue
Sickly imagination and sick pride

Cast wan upon it? Burns! with honour due
| oft have honour'd thee. Great shadow, hide
Thy face; | an againg thy native skies.

It is somewhat obscure; but the obscurity is lessened if we sub-
ditute (as | have done) the question-mark for the note of exclama:
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tion in 1. 12 This confuson was fairly frequent with Keats; it
happened severd timesin Endymion. And the changeis necessary
to the sense. Tor who', Keats asks, 'has a mind steady and strong
enough to discern and respond to the Real of Beauty, to keep it
unclouded by the dead hue cast upon it by sickly imagination and
sck pride? Possbly dso, as Professor Garrod has suggested, in
1.7 we should read ‘these stars for 'ther sars. It would be some-
what smpler; but | do not fed any great difficulty about 'their
sars—the gtars that belong to, and share their dream-being with,
‘the town, the churchyard, and the setting sun, the clouds, the
trees, the rounded hills.

The main interest of the sonnet is psychological. It centres in
11. 812, 'Painis never done comes with a strange and unexpected
vehemence. Wefed that Keets, at this moment, was redly suffer-
ing. And we should like to understand his suffering.

We may turn for amoment to his comment. 'l know not how it
is, the Clouds, the Sky, the Houses, al seem anti-Grecian and anti-
Charlemagnish’. 'Anti-Grecian' we understand from the lover of
the Elgin Marbles, and the poet of the Grecian Urn; 'anti-Charle-
magnish’ is not quite so smple. The clue to the mood is given
earlier in theletter, in his account of his climbing of Skiddaw. 'All
felt, on arisng into the cold air, that same eevation that acold bath
givesone—I felt asif | were going to aTournament." And another
Is in his account of Loch Lomond a fortnight later (17th July).
‘The banks of the Clyde are extremely beautiful—the north end
of Loch Lomond grand in excess—the entrance at the lower end
to the narrow part from a little distance is precious good—the
Evening was beautiful nothing could surpass our fortune in the
weather—%et was | worldly enough to wish for afleet of chivary
Bargeswith Trumpets and Bannersjust to dieaway beforemeinto
that blue place among the mountains.” Therewas for Kests at that
moment In the clouds, the sky, the houses of Dumfries neither
classicd nor medievd beauty. Not that the beauty which they
had was of another kind than these. It was Keats way of saying
that he could not respond to their beauty. 'All is cold beauty.’

This was the pain: that Keats found himsdf unresponsive. To
use the idiom of the end of our essay on Endymion: the b
which his mind perceived awakened no love within his soul.

For who has mind to reish, Minoswise,
The Red of Beauty, free from that dead hue
Sickly imagination and sck pride

Cadt wan upon it?
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The gptest commentary upon this is a passage from Kegts |etter
to Balley, four months earlier (13th March):

| am sometimes S0 very sceptica as to think Poetry itsdf a
mere Jack o' lantern to amuse whoever may chance to be struck
withits brilliance. As tradesmen say everything is worth what it
will fetch, so probably every mentd pursuit takes its redlity and
worth from the ardour of the pursuer—being in itsdf a Nothing.
Ethereal things may at least be thus redl, divided under three
heads—things red—things semi-rell—and nothings. Things
red, such as existences of sun, moon and stars—and passages of
Shakespeare—Things semi-red, such as love, the Clouds, etc,
which require a greeting of the spirit to make them wholly exist
—and Nothings, which are made great and dignified by an
ardent pursuit.

Keats is there haf-laughing at a mood which he knew well; he
was therefore no longer in it. But that 'greeting of the spirit'
which was necessary to make certain 'ethered things wholly
exigent is precisely what was lacking in him in the churchyard at
Dumfries.

The mood was recurrent in Keats. He described it twice in a
single month (November 1817) to the same correspondent, Bailey.

| wish | had a heart dways open to such sensations [as that
of appreciating Bailey's forbearance and generosity]; but there
IS no dtering aman's nature, and mine must be radically wrong,
for it will lie dormant awhole month. This leads oneto suppose
that there are no men so thoroughly wicked as never to be self-
spiritudized into a kind of sublime misery; but, dad ‘tis but
foranhour....

| beg now, my dear Bailey, that hereafter should you observe
anything cold in me not to put it to the account of heartlessness,
but abstraction—for | assureyou | sometimesfed not theinflu-
ence of apasson or affection during awhole Week—and so long
this sometimes continues, | begin to suspect mysdlf, and the
genuineness of my fedings at other times—thinking them a few
barren Tragedy Tears.

The intensity of this condition, we may suppose, was propor-
tioned to the intengity of the responsiveness which it displaced.
A man who bdieved, as Kests did, in 'the holiness of the Heart's
affections and the creativeness of the ‘passons, in their sublime,
and whose belief was based on the intensity of his actua experience
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of these affections and passons, must have suffered deeply when
the spiritual torpor came upon him. It is easy to understand how a
moment of self-awareness during such a period could bring with
it a 'self-qoiritudization into a kind of sublime misery'.

This 'sublime misery" was precisdy that ‘fed of not to fed it'
which is (as Sr Sidney Calvin rightly maintained) the true and
authentic reading inthelast verse of In adrear-nighted December :

Ah! would 'twere so with many
A gentle girl and boy!

But were there ever any
Writhed not at past annoy?
The fed of not to fed it

When there is none to hed it,
Nor numbed sense to sed it,
Was never said in rhyme.

This condition is, | think, definitely to be distinguished from
another characteristic mood of Keats—the warm, ddicious, dili-
gent indolence in which the Thrush spoke to him, and in which
‘neither Poetry, nor Ambition, nor Love had any aertness as they
passed by him' but 'seemed rather like figures on a Greek vase.
Thismood of Kedts, this 'state of effeminacy’ appears to have been
the immediate prelude to a condition of pure crestiveness. witness
the richness and subtlety of the two letters in which he records it.
That of 19%th February 1818 to Reynolds is a perfect thing, cul-
minating in the native magic of 'What the Thrush sad. It has
the misted opulence, the unsmutched bloom of ripeness, which is
50 peculiarly the mark of Keats genius. In this indescribable ill-
ness our heightened sense seems to hear the secret and smple
livingness of Nature. We hear it again and again in Kests, as we
do not hear it in any other poet of the Englisn tongue—not even
in great Shakespeare himself. And | do not think it is fanciful to
believethat condition which seems to have preceded these magical
utterances—'the dtate of effeminacy’ in which, Kests sad, ‘the
fibres of the brain are relaxed in common with the rest of the body"
—was veritably an ingtinctive self-subduing to the creetive power
of that Nature of which man is part and instrument. Kests, then,
indeed re-entered the womb of the great Mother, and surrendered
himself to the unspoken thoughts that stirred within. His utterance
then became drowsy with a pure plenitude of life.

Thou ill unravish'd bride of quietness,
Thou fogter-child of slence and dow time .,
K
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My heart aches and a drowsy numbness pains
My sense ...
Season of migts and mdlow fruitfulness
. Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun ...

Deep in the shady sadness of avde ...

And the ripe plum ill wears its dim attire ...
For shade to shade will come too drowslly

And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul.. .

One cannot copy the lines so fast as they pour into the poised,
remembering mind. They have a qudity such as was never in
English (Foetry before, and perhaps will never be again. Therich-
ness and mystery of life seems to inform the very syllables 'The
fibres of the brain were relaxed’; the conscious mind has yielded
to that which is far older, far deeper, and far richer than itsalf.

All is warm beauty, then; the sonnet in the churchyard at Dum-
fries records the very antipodes to this condition. "All is cold
beauty: pain is never done’ But in the credtive indolence, 'plea
sure had no show of enticement, and pain no unbearable power'.

| have no doubt that here, again, the intengity of the one condi-
tion was proportioned to the intensity of the other. They were the
polar opposites in the wonderful organism which was John Keats.
In the credtive indolence his organic continuity with Nature was
entire; in the churchyard condition the discontinuity was entire.
(These entireties are, of course, relative; but in comparison to any
condition experienced by the ordinary sensitive man, they may be
fairly cdled absolute)) The sense of the discontinuity must have
been agonizing to one who knew such an extraordinary condition
of continuity; it must verily have been 'a sublime misery'.

To determine the sequence of these conditions would be full of
interest. There are precious hints to be had from the fragment of
the Journal Letter of March-April 1819 which Miss Amy Lowel
published a the end of her Life of John Keats, for the
fragment belongs immediately before the description of credtive
indolence which begins: This morning | am in a sort of temper,
indolent and supremely cardless. That was written on 19th March.
The new fragment is dated 'March 17th, Wednesday'. It begins:

On Sunday | went to Davenport's where | dined—and had a
nap. | cannot have a day annihilated in that manner—thereis a
great difference between an easy and an uneasy indolence. An
indolent day filled with speculaions even of an unpleasant colour
is bearable and even pleasant doing when one's thoughts cannot
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find out anything better in the world; and experience has told
us that locomation is no change: but to have nothing to do, and
to be surrounded with unpleasant human identities, who press
upon one just enough to prevent one from getting into a lazy
position; and not enou gh to interest or rouse one: is a capitd
punishment of a capita crime: for is not giving up, through
good nature, one's time to people who have no light and shade
acapita crime? Yet what can | do? They have been very kind
and attentive to me. | do not know what | did on Monday—
noéhing—nothing—nothing. | wish this was anything extra
ordinary.

There is an obvious connexion between this description of 'un-
easy indolence and the letter to Woodhouse of 27th October 1818,
describing 'the poetic character'. In that letter after saying that
the poet ‘enjoys light and shade, and lives in gusto, he continues:

When | am in a room with people, if | ever am free from
gpeculating on creations of my own brain, then not mysdf goes
home to myself, but the identity of every onein the room begins
to press upon me, so that | amin avery little time annihilated—
not only among men,; it would be the same among children.

To systematize these two accounts would be a preposterous
undertaking: Keats was not a'Godwin-methodist’; but it is worth
noticing that this latter kind of ‘annihilation’ was, in Keats view,
desrable. It belonged to the character of ‘the chameleon poet),
and was not an unpleasant condition. It was the condition of 'en-
joying light and shade, and living in gusto’. The attention might
be directed outwards or inwards, to observing the peoplein aroom,
or to 'speculating on creations of his own brain’; the light and
shade might be found in red or imagined characters.

When we compare this with Keats condition at Davenport's
dinner, we find that ‘the pressure of the unpl easant human identi-
ties is very dight. There is no desirable "annihilation’; no poss-
bility of either outward or inward surrender. And, in consequence,
the people are described as "having no light and shade. BUt it is
plain from the former description, where Keats emphaticaly says
that the ‘annihilation’ would take place 'not only among men; it
would be the same in a nursery of children’, that the changeis not
inthe object. Itis not that the particular company at Davenport's
redly had 'no light and shade’; but that, in this condition of un-
easy indolence, Kests is unable to discern or respond to it.
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This 'uneasy indolence is thus virtudly the same as the condi-
tion in the churchyard at Dumfries; it is the painful fed of not to
fed it. There is the same awareness of an absence of 'light and
shade in the object; for that is exactly the meaning of 'l know not
how it is the Clouds, the Sky, the Houses, dl seem anti-Grecian
and anti-Charlemagnish’. The beauty is cold. And in the sonnet
Kests very clearly recognizes that the apparent defect of the object
is a deficiency in his owné)ower of response. Thereis he says, ‘a
Red of Beauty', independent of his momentary capacity of re-
soonse, though he wonders, and very justly, who among mortal
men has power of mind enough to overcome a momentary in-
capacity such as his.

For who hath mind to relish, Minoswise,
The Red of Beauty, free from that dead hue
Sickly imagination and sick pride
Cadt wan upon it?

And perhaps we have a glimpse of the particular meaning of 'sickly
imagination and sck pride’ in this context. Itis the pride of a pre-
conceived imagination, and it is Sck, because it fals to make the
'self-destroying' surrender to the thing that is. And the conscious-
ness of this impotence, this inability to be true to 'the poetica
character'—to be true, in the case of Keats, to his own smple and
profound sdf is an exquisite and intolerable pain. We may well
believe that
The fed of not to fed it
Was never told in rhyme.

If we may trust the account of the somewhat andogous condi-
tion in the description of 'The Cave of Quietude’ in Endymion,
Book 1V, the impotence to respond, when it reached an extremity
of pain, suddenly passed into a condition of total organic respon-
gveness. This is certainly borne out by the fact that his descrip-
tion of his 'uneasy indolence’ at Davenport's is immediately fol-
lowed by one of die most perfect examples of 'delicious diligent
indolence in dl his letters. one to be compared only to that of a
year before expressed in the letter to Reynolds, of 19th February
1818 And that letter in turn seems to have been preceded by a
condition of'uneasy indolence, for on 16th February we find that
he wrote to his brothers:

When a man delays aletter beyond the proper time, he delays
longer, for one or two reasons—first, because he must begin
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in a very commonplace dyle, that is to say, with an excuse; and
secondly things and circumstances become so jumbled in his
mind that he knows not what, or what not, he has said in hislast.

We are reminded of ‘I do not know what | did on Monday—no-
thing—nothing—nothing—' in the letter about Davenport.

The two letters of 19th February 1818 and of 19th March 1819,
deserve therefore to be carefully compared, as expressons of the
same opulent poetic mood. There are indeed no richer expressons
of the peculiar genius of Keats letters than these. | have con-
sSdered them in their due chronologicd postion in Keats and
Shakespeare, and cannot profitably consider them again, except
that | would draw renewed attention to the amazing pregnancy of
the thought in the letter of 19th March 1819. After his memorable
vison of men 'making their way with the same instinctiveness, the
same unwandering eye from their purposes, the same animal esger-
ness as the Hawk', he turns and looks upon himsdf and his own
thinking with the same lucid detachment.

Even here, though | mysdaf am pursuing the same ingtinctive
course as the veriest human animal you can think of, | am, how-
ever young, writing a random, straining at particles of light in
the midst of a great darkness, without knowing the bearing of
any one assertion, of any one opinion. Yet may | not in this be
free from sin? May there not be superior beings, amused with
any graceful, though ingtinctive, attitude my mind may fall into
as | am entertained with the aertness of the Stoat and the
anxiety of a Deer? Though a quarrel in the Street is a thing to
be hated, the energies displayed in it are fine. The commonest
Man shows a grace in his quarrel. [Seen| by a superior Being
our reasonings may take the same tone—though erroneous they
may be fine. This is the very thing in which conggts Poetry ...

With that perfect and inevitable concluson we have a complete
manifestation of the mood of ‘diligent indolence. One might de-
scribe it as the organic advance to an organic sdlf-awareness.
Poetry is the reintegration into organic unity of the would-be
autonomous Mind. When the Mind, as it were, behaves as the
pure ingtinct that it veritably is, when it becomes the willing instru-
ment of the total organism, instead of its separated lord—then
Poetry appears. And precisely this condition it is that Keats has
aready described himself as being in when the letter was foegun—
the condition when 'the fibres of the brain are relaxed in common
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with the rest of the body". In this condition the human organism
can act as a veritable whole: then Poetry comes naturd as the
leaves to atree. The Poetry which camenatural onthismemorable
morning was Prose—the letter itsdlf: with dl thewonderful animal
grace of its unhesitating thought, rich, flexible, swift and unerring,
passing at a bound to that absolute detachment which is beyond
ﬂood and evil. Though a quarre in the streets is a thing to be

aed, the energies displayed in it are fine/ What could have been
more 'anti-Grecian and anti-Charlemagnish’ than a street-row?
But in such amoment of perfect contemplation, al iswarm Bealtty,
and the pain is done.

True enough, neither Keats himsdlf, nor any other morta, could
maintain himsdffor ever, or evenfor long, in astate of such lucid
comprehenson. But once attained, it could never be forgotten.
He had seen what he was; and we ssewhat we are. We aredl in
this profound sense potentia poets, because we are dl capable of
this complete organic unity. Keats held this faith to the last. In
The Fall of Hyperion he wrote:

Who dive can
Thou art no Poet—mayst not tell thy dreams?
Since every man whose soul isnot aclod
Hath visons and would spesk, if he had liv'd,
And been well-nurtur'd in his mother tongue.

It was essentidly the same thought that came to himin his mood
of 'diligent indolence' in February 1818,

Memory [he then said] should not be cadled Knowledge.
Many have origind minds who do not think it—they are led
away by Custom .... Man should not dispute or assart but
whisper results to his neighbour and thus every germ of spirit
sucking the sap from mould etheredl every human might be-
come great, and Humanity instead of being a wide heath of
Furze and Brigrs with here and there a remote Oak or Pine,
would become a grand democracy of Forest Trees.

Toyiddto Life: thiswas, for Kegts, the secret of Poetry and of the
human living. To receive, to lie open, to grow; yet dso to drive,
to saek, to endure: to drive to the uttermost, and when the organ-
ism can no more, to sink back through numbness, and pain, and
despar, into the warm darkness of Nature's womb, thence to
emerge re-born.
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'BEAUTY IS TRUTH ...

Thou shdt remain, in midst of other woe
Than ours, afriend to man, to whom thou say's,
B is Truth, Truth Beauty',—that is dl

Yeknow on earth, and dl ye need to know.

MEN'S reactions to this assertion of Kegts are strangely various.
Take two of the most distinguished literary critics of the older
generations Firgt, Dr..Robert Bridges. His judgement on The Ode
on a Grecian Urnisindividual, and needs to be quoted entire.

- The thought as enounced in the first stanza is the supremacy
of ided art over Nature, because of its unchanging expresson of

- perfection; and this is true and beatiful; but its amplification
In the poem is unprogressive, monotonous, and scattered, the
atention being cdled to fresh detalls without result (see
especidly 1. 214, anticipated in Il. 1516), which gives an
effect of poverty in spite of the beauty. The last stanza enters
stumbling upon a pun, but its concluding lines are very fine,
and make a sort of recovery with their forcible directness.

Thus, in the judgement of Dr. Bridges, it is these concluding
lines which redeem a poorish poem. Sr Arthur Quiller-Couch,
on the contrary, finds them worse than mediocre. He quotes
the two final lines and says:

But, of course, to put it solidly, that is a vague observation—
to any onewhomlifehastaught tofacefactsand definehisterms,
actually"an uneducated conclusion, dbeit pardonable in one o
young ....'

Pardld to these critics of an older generation we may set two of
the most distinguished of ayounger: Mr. |. A. Richards and Mr.
T. S. Eliot. Mr. Richards chooses precisdy these two lines as a
perfect example of what he cdls 'pseudo-statement’  while Mr.
Eliot, commenting upon this view, writes as follows:
| am at first inclined to agree with him, because this statement
of equivalence means nothing to me. But on rereading the
whole Ode, this line strikesme as a serious blemish on a beauti-
ful poem; and the reason must be either that | fail to understand
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it, or that it is a statement which is untrue. And | suppose that
Keats meant something by it, however remote his truth and his
beauty may have been from these words in ordinary use. And
| am sure that he would have repudiated any explanation of the
line which cdled it a pseudo-gtatement.* On the other hand the
line | have often quoted of Shakespeare,

‘Ripeness is dl'
or the line | have quoted of Dante,
la sua voluntade e nostra pace

drikes very differently on my ear. | observe that the propos-
tions inthesewords are very differentin kind, not only from that
of Keats but from eech other. The statement of Keats seems to
>me meaningless. or perhaps the fact that it is grammaticaly
‘meaningless concedls another meaning from me. The statement
of Shakespeare seems to me to have profound emotiona mean-
ing, with, at leadt, no literd falacy. And the statement of Dante
seemstomeliterally true. And | confessthat it has more beauty
for me now, when my own experience has degpened its meaning,
than it did when first | read it. -

Diverdty of opinion could hardly be more extreme than in these
judgements’ For Dr. Bridges the find lines redeemed a poor
poem; for Mr. Eliot they spoil agood one; for Sr Arthur Quiller-
Couch, they are ignorant and uneducated; for Mr. Richards that
dill ambiguous entity which he cdls a 'pseudo-statement'.*

| have no hope, and no desre to convert any one of these
eminent critics | cdl them in evidence smply to show the
astonishing variety of opinion which exigs at this day concerning
the culmination of a poem whose beautﬁ at least has been tacitly
Acknowledged for many, many years. Whether such another cause,
and such another example, of critical diversity exigs, | cannot say;
if it does exi, it is unknown to me.

My own opinion concerning the vaue of those two lines in the
Context of the poem itself is not very different from Mr. Eliot's. At
any rate, | disagree with Dr. Bridges opinion that by their ‘forcible
directness the Odeisenabledto make'asort of recovery'. To myo my.
sensethelinesdisturbthewbtleharmonyoftrcl)ecsjoanTheﬁZEhcir very
difectness di rectnessi sdi sruptivefortheOdeasawholei snot, i nthi ssense,
direct & dl. Anatheren, | think, lies the cause of Dr. Bndges
surprisng condemnation of the Ode, which he places lagt, or
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disputing place with the las' among them dl. He has looked in
it, necessxily in vain, for direct satement of the kind which isin
the lagt lines, and he condemns it for not possessng a qudlity
which, if it did possess it, would inevitably exclude the subtler
richness which it has abundantly.

The direct and enigmatic propogtion disturbs the poem, be-
cause it does not belong to the same kind of utterance. The poem,
as awhole, advances on strongand ddicate” waves of the pure
‘sensuous imagination. It ends dissonantly with astark enunciation
which, to that part of the human mind which is aroused by stark
enunciation, must be a baffling paradox.

Such is my judgement of the poem, even though the paradox
withwhichit endsisfull of meaning for me. And I would support
it by quoting Keats againgt himself:

We hate poetry that has a palpable design upon us, and, if we
do not agree, seems to put its hand into its breeches pocket.
Poetry should be great and unobtrusive, a thing which enters
into one's soul, and does not startle or amaze with itsdf, but
with its subject.

This essentid condition of the greatest poetry, which The Ode
on a Grecian Urn for the most part so marveloudy stisfies, the
last two lines, to my sense, fail to fulfil. -

One further point concerning these contradictory opinions de-
serves to be noticed. Dr. Bridges declares The thought as
enounced in the first stanza is the supremacy of ided art over
Nature, because of its unchanging expresson of perfection; and
this is true and beautiful.’ Possbly this thought IS, indeed, both
true and beautiful. But where in the first stanza of Keats Ode is
it enounced?

Thou 4ill unravish'd bride of quietness,

Thou foster-child of dlence and dow time,
Sylvan higtorian, who cangt thus express

A flowery tale more swestly than our rhyme.

Thethought is surely not enounced inthosefour lines. The beauti-
ful vase, says Kedts, can tdl 'aflowery td€ more sweetly than
ry can. He says more mysterious things than this, he says
whatever it is that he saysin the two marvellous lines:
Thou ill unravish'd bride of quietness,
Thou foster-child of slence and dow time. . .
L
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But, whatever it is that he assarts in that brooding and mysterious
oech, it is certainly not 'the supremecy of ided art over Nature',
Nor isthere any trace of this thought in the remaini n(f:] lines of the
stanza, which ask what is the legend depicted on the frieze which
surrounds the vese.

What | eaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape
Of ddties or mortas, or of both,
In Tempe or the deles of Arcady?.
What men or gods are these? What maidens |oth?
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?
What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy?

It is very remarkable that afine poet and fine critic should be able
to make astatement of fact about thefirst stanza of afamous
which smply isnot true; and it is perhaps equally remarkable that
this statement of fact should never, so far as | know, have been
challenged up to this moment. This curious State of things might
be held to indicate that there is an éement of truth in the theory
which M. Henri Bremond has so ably expounded—namely, thet
'pure poetry’ communicates to its rightly attuned reader a quasi-
'mystical condition of consciousness. _

The amount of truth we dlow to this theory will depend upon
our explanation of this quas-mystical condition. Though we will
reject the epithet 'mystical’ as question-begging, we are inclined
to believe that there Is something peculiar in the condition of con-
sciousness aroused by the first stanzaof a perfectly familiar poem,
if Dr. Bridges is able to say that it contains a Smple assartion
which it manifestly does not contain.

If we spesk, provisondly, of the effect produced by the poem
as the communication to thereader of acertain 'vibration', wemay
fairly say that the kind of'vibration' set up by thefirst verse of the
Ode an a Grecian Urn is one which does not easly permit thet,
activity of the inteligence by which abstract propostions are criti-
cized or corroborated. It seems very probable that the 'vibration'
induced by the poemis such that it is unusudly difficult even for
Dr. Bridgesto attend to what is asserted in the Ode. There comes
amomen, it is true, when a stark assertion ismade-which neither
we or hefind any difficulty in remembering:

‘ ~ Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty. .

We remember it because it excites a sort of intellectual resistance.
But even there we do not remember, do not essly remember,
precisaly how the assartion is made. We forget, in particular, that
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it is the Grecian Urn which says. '‘Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty,
and that it is the poet himse?/who adds:

Thatisdl
Yeknow on earth, and dl ye need to know.*

This putting as it were to degp of the logica intdligence by the
action of such a poem as the Ode on a Grecian Urn, this curious
inhibition of which Dr. Bridges mistaken assertion and his readers
failure to recognize it are examples, is we bdieve, an essentid
matter and not an accidental effect. We surmise that, if it were
examined, it would be shown to have an important bearing on the
various difficulties encountered by the critics we have quoted in
their attempts to understand the poem. Just as Dr. Bridges makes
mistakes in his effort to wrest a clear assartion out of the first
gtanza of the poem, so the other critics may well be nonplussed by
the dlear assertion which is indubitably made in the last stanza
Dr. Bridges, it istrue, findsno difficulty at al in the last stanza: it
is, for him, *forcible and direct. Yet his judgement on the poem
as awhole seemsto be so violently a variance with the consensus,
if not of opinion, of fedling about the éaoem that we are dubious
of his gpparent certitude.  And this dubiety is increased by his
collocation of ‘'true and beautiful’ in his mistaken assertion with
regard to the first stanza The 'thought of the supremacy of art
over Nature, because of its unchanging expresson of perfection’
IS, he says, 'true and beautiful'. And indeed it may be. But the
words suggest that Dr. Bridges believes that the refation between
truth and beauty which is manifest in that thought (if it is both
true and beautiful) is the same relation between the same quéities
or essences as is proclamed by Keats in the last stanza. This, a
any rate, we are convineed, is not true. The identity of Truth and
Beauty which may, or may not, be manifest in the thought that
Art is supreme over Nature because of its unchanging expression
of perfection, is emphaticaly not the same as the identity of Truth
and Beauty which is asserted in the |last stanza of the poem. "

We suspect that Dr. Bridges believes that it is; that he believes
that the poem redlly condsis in the enunciation of the 'true and
beautiful’ thought that Art is supreme over Nature; and that this
thought and the assertion that 'Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty' are
the same. If our suspicion is founded, it can be eedly understood
why the development of the thought in the poem seems to him
‘unprogressive and monotonous, and why the last stanza seems
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to him to make 'a sort of recovery by itsforcible directness. What
has happened is that Dr. Bridges has misinterpreted the last Sanza
as an assartion of the supremacy of Art over Nature, he has then
read this misinterpretation by main force into the first stanza, and
has finally judged the poemel:c)iy its inevitable failure to develop a
thought which is not contained inthepoem at dl. -

That Truth and Beauty of the kind which are manifest in the
thought of the supremacy of Art over Nature are not the Truth
and Beauty whose identity is asserted in the last stanza is obvious
from one smple consderation. The vase whispers, and will
whisper, to minds aching with the thought of human misery,
[bBeeuty is Truth, Truth Beauty'; and to the poet this whisper
’hri ngs the comfort of a great finality. When he hears the words,

e cries. -

Thatisdl
Y e know on earth, and dl ye need to know.

That is of course, in the literd and grammatica sense, untrue.
Itis not 'dl we know'; and some of us do not know it at dl. But
Keats meaning is unmistakable. |f we know that '‘Beauty is Truth,
Truth Beauty', we have attained the topmost stretch of human
knowledge; weknow, asit were, the secret—theonething needful.

| do not bdlieve that anybody could, and | am quite certain that
Keets could not, have found thisfinality in the mere thought that
Art is supreme over Nature, because of its unchanging expresson
of perfection. Had this been the thought which the Grecian Urn
awakened in his mind, Keats would never have written his poem;
nor would he have written a poem at dl. His mood would have
been the mood of

Though beautiful, cold, strange asin adream . . .
All is cold beauty: pain is never done.

Themood of the Odeon a Grecian Urnisthe sheer opposteofthis.
The beauty is warm; the pain is done. Nor again, it his thought
had been the smple one of the supremacy of Art over Nature,
would he have said:

Thou, dlent form, dogt tease us out of thought
As doth eternity.

The thought awakened in him by the Grecian Urn is a thought
beyond thought. Arslongo, uttabrevisis not such a thought; nor
does it become such a thought even in the form given to it by
Leonardo: 'Cosa bella mortal passa e non d' arté.  And, findly,
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Kests could not have expressad this smple thought %the drange
and myderious assartion that '‘Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty'.

" What is it, then, that Keats was saying? We must pick upthe
dues to his meaning as we can. But one thing is certain. The,
message of the Grecian Urn is a messageof comfort m human woe.
Thatthisisnovagueandcasud assertion,nopiece ar an
uneducated aestheticism, Keats life must be sufficient witness,
Thetime at which he wrote the Ode on a Grecian Urn was a time
of grinding misery. Everything was being taken from him, a bro-
ther dead, a brother exiled—and their love was 'passing the love of
women—rhis new-born love strangled at birth, his money gone, his
lifein question. Such was Keets share of the human woe to which,
he declared, the Grecian Urn brought comfort. It was more than
afair share of the miseries of the world; and those who are tempted
to find the message of peace which the Grecian Urn whispered to
him vulgar and uneducated must be very sure, before they publicly
declare their finding, that they th ves have borne a heavier
loed of human agony. _

- What meaning, we have to ask, could the words 'Beauty is Truth,
Truth Beauty' bear to aman who was suffering as Keats was suffer-
ing then, which could bring to him findlity and peace? We do not
have to ask, coldly, what is the meaning of 'Beauty is Truth'? We
have to ask what meaning it could possbly bear to such a man at
such amoment in order to assuage his pain. Again, we have to ask
this as men to whom hitter experience is not dien and remote; as
men aware that comfort in such an extreme of misery is not to be
hed for a song. It is not some Smple panacea which can be had
for the asking.- If we know anytning of human life we know that
words which contain a messege of peace in moments such as Kests
was then enduring will not be easy words. They may be smple
but they will not be easy, And as human beings we know more
than this; we know that they must contain a gest Denunciation.
Such a message is in the words: 'Not my will, but Thine be done;
or, in the words of Dante in which Mr. Eliot finds an ever degpen-
ing meaning:

La sua voluntade é nostra pace.

It is meaning of this kind, and of this order, that we must seek
in 'Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty', if we are ever to know what
they meant to Keats or what Keats meant by them.
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~The relation between Beauty and Truth was one which exer-
dsed the mind and heart of Kests throughout his life. This was
the chief form into which his search for a purposein life was cat.
Thewords recur condtantly, and aways sgnificantly, in his Letters.
They are a the core of his famous definition: "The excelence of
every art is its intendty, capable of making dl disagreesbles
?an%wmrme from their beingin dosereationship to Beauty and

The bearing of this statement on the last stanza of the Ode on a
Grecian Urn, and upon the whole poem, isimmediate. The Sate-
ment was made long before the Ode was written, while Keats was
dill comparatively ahappy man. In the ensuing time the 'disegree,
ables which his art had to 'evaporate had come to desarve a
harsher name He had been ‘convinced on his nerves that the
world is full of heart-bresk, misery, pain and oppresson. The
evaporating of disagresables had passed into the litting of the bur-
den of misery. Thetoneis degper, as the experience Is more pro-
found. Nevertheess, the words are, as continudly in Kests, per-
fectly prophetic of the last stanza of The Grecian Urn.. '

.+ TheUrn is such awork of art; it is capable of making ‘dl dis-
agreegbles evaporate from their being in dose reationship to
Beauty and Truth': The thought came to Kests as he was medi-
tating on the effect of a painting; it was exemplified, he sad,
throughout King Lear — a dramatic poem. And the Grecian Urn,
as it Is depicted in Keats Ode, is something between a painting
and a dramatic poem. It is asculptured. drama. And this is as
important to remember as it is readlly forgotten. The Grecian
Urn of Keats poem is not some hypothetica actud vase, but the
Urn of his imagination. To know what it was, we are not to con-
cave some hypothetical origina, but Smply to read his poem.

No doubt, a some time or other, Keats had actualy seen and
delighted in the beauty of a Greek vase. But that may have been
long before he wrote his poem. It probably was long before. The
vison lay somewhere in the deeps of his being, to apéJear a
moments before his conscious imagination. In the Third Book of
Endymion (11 29-32) weread:

Aye, 'bove the withering of old-lippd Fate
A thousand Powers keep religious Sate,
In weter, fiery redlm, and airy bourne;
And, silent as a consecrated urn,
Hold sphery sessons for a season due*
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It appeared more vishly, a year before he actudly wrote The
Grecian Urn, in aletter to Reynolds, where he complained of the
ugly visons which haunted him when he lay degpless. Perhaps,
he said, some were more fortunate than himsdlf, and escgped these
evil vistaions What these fortunate ones would ssg in ther
happier visons, would be:

Some Titian colours touch'd into red life—

The sacrifice goes on; the pontiff knife

Gleams in the sun, the milk-white heifer lows,

The pipe goes ghrilly; the libation flows:

A white sail shows above the green-head cliff,
Moves round the point, and throws her anchor stiff;
The mariners join hymn with those on land.

There is the frieze of another Grecian Urn—manifestly no red
one, in the practical and tangible sense, but as beautiful and of the
samekind as the vase of the Ode. The Greek vasewas aforminto
which Keats sensuous imagination could naturally be cast*

Later, and near to the time of writing the Ode, the vision came

agai n—On the morni ng when, he said, ‘thefibres of the brain were
relaxed in common with the rest of his body, and to such a happy
degree that pleasure had no show of enticement nor pain no un-
bearable power'. ‘Neither Poetry, nor Ambition, nor Love, he
wrote, 'have any dertness of countenance as they pass by me; they
seem rather likefigureson a Greek vase—a Man and two women
whom no one but myself could distinguish in their disguisements.’
This vison formed the whole theme of the Ode on Indolence. The
Greek vase, with its surrounding frieze, was a form congenid to
Keats richly plastic imagination; it was a means by which he
could immobilize, in 'a frozen moment', the beauty of an imagined
action.
" The Grecian Urn may have been in part actud, or wholly an
imaginative creation; that is indifferent. The |mportant thing is
the action depicted upon it—the drama, the thing doing, in the
actual sense of the Greek word. That is evident enough to any one
who smply reads the poem; the vase is primarily a sculptured
frieze, an arrested action, of the same kind as the Parthenon pedi-
ment.

It is on this arested action that Keats imagination intensely
plays. He envies the fdicity of the participants who are immune
from mortality and decay. But they are human ill. Mortaity
and decay have dipped from them, like a garment; but that is al.
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They are mortals as we are; who have wandered unawares into an
enchanted |and, whence they can never return. Their felicity has
its tinge of sorrow; the poet who began by envying, ends dmogt
by pitying. They are, as it were, lod to humanity.

And, little town, thy dtreets for evermore

Will slent be; and not a soul to tell
Why thou art desolate, can €er return.

The happening is utterly human. It is to misconceive the poem
completely to concelve it as a theorizing on some exquisite piece
of decorative art. Itisadramaof the pureimagination. A destiny
f;%llls upon spme human beings; they pass into the spellbound land
of eternity,

All bresthing human passion far above

and the poet who watches them, who indeed himsdf has cast the
el of eterna immohility upon them, envies and grieves for them.
The Urn is the record of the lovely and yet fatal enchantment.* -

_More exectly, the Grecian Urn is the symbol of a possibility of
vison. All human action, dl human experience, can be thus
arrested in enchantment. All the visible and invisble drama of
human life can be thus seen, or imagined, under the aspect of
eternity, sub specie aeternitatis. That is why the 'silent form doth
tease us out of thought as doth eternity'. It Is not that it is incom-
prehensible as is the abstract concept of eternity; but that it is
terribly smple and lucid as is the eternal aspect of things of which
it isasymbol. This aspect of things is beyond thought, because it
is prior to thought; and beyond thought because it is the end of
thinking. Under this the innocent vison of the child doubt-
less beholds existence; the grown man can recapture it only when
he has struggled onward towards a second innocence. And then
he is unable to declare what it is that he sees; it is too smple for
goeech. What words can there be to describe this seeing of the
world and of ourselves with a vison from which dl passon has
been dissolved away; with a vison which is unclouded by any
desre or any regret; by any belief or any anxiety: this moment of
untroubled lucidity in which we are unmoved spectators of the
great drama of human destiny?

For this vison there are indeed no words. _Kests declared it in
the form: 'Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty." The words to man
aremeaningless. And it is certain that by no poring over the words
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themsdlves can the vison which they express be atained. Nor,
probabé?/, if we turn them about, like a jewel of many facets, will
Ithey reflect a gleam. ‘

We may turn them in many ways. We may say that the Redl is
Beautiful. The answer straightway is that the Red is full of ugli-
ness and pain. And thisis true: who will deny it? But the Beauty
of the Redl is a Beauty which resides as surdy inaﬁ)a'n and ugliness
asin beauty itself. Thereis the sorrow which makes

Sorrow more beautiful than Beauty's sdif.

But that sorrow may ill be cdled, by our human standards, beauiti-
ful. The Beauty of the Red is beyond this. It liesin the perfection
of uniqueness which belongs to every thing, or thought, Ssmply
because it is.

But thisis not Beauty. And indeed it is not what men commonly
cdl Beauty, any more than the Love with which dl high religion
invedts its Deity is what is commonly cdled Love among men,
any more than the Perfection which, Spinoza sad, belonged to
every exisence is what men commonly cal perfection. None the
less the great sayingsthat ‘God is Love, and that 'Omnis exigtentia
et perfectio, have their meaning for those who understand them.
Keats uttered another saying worthy to stand with these smple
and lucid findities. 'Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty' belongs to the
same order as they; nor can any one truly understand any one of
these sayings without understanding the others: ’

For the only name for the faculty by which we can discern that
element of Beauty which is present in every Fact, which we must
discern in every Fact before it becomes Truth for us is Love.
Whether it is Love which discovers the Beauty in Fact, whereby
it becomes Truth; or whether it is the Beauty of Fact which causes
the motion of Love to arise in our souls, and o to discern its Truth
— to such quegtions there is no answer, nor any need to answer
them. The relation between these things is smple and inextric-
able. When we |ove a Fact, it becomes Truth; when we attanlhat
detachment from our passions whereby it becomes possble for us
to love dl Facts,_then we have reached our Peace. If a Truth can-
‘not be loved, it is not Truth, but only Fact. But the Fact does not
change, in order that it may become Truth; it is we who change.
All Factisbeautiful;itiswewhohavetoregainourinnocencetoseeitsBeauty
see 1ts Beauty. ~ .

" But thisis inhuman, it may be said. "And if it is indeed inhuman
to be detached for a moment from dl human passon, to see for a
M
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moment dl things that happen as sheer happenings, to cease for a
moment to feel what men cdl love and hate in the peace of a Love
that is diginct from, and beyond them both, then it is inhuman.
But this ultimate disnterestedness begins a home. It is achieved
only by disnteresedness towards the pain and ugliness of onée's
own experience; and it is achieved chiefly by those to whom the
pan of others has been as their own pain. This detachment is
_reeclheglb Inot through insenghility, but through senshbility grown
intolerable.

None can usurp this height
But those to whom the miseries of the world
Are misery, and will not let them rest. -

Whether or not it is easly intdligible, there is a meaning in
‘Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty' which satisfies the conditions
which we proposa as necessary. Itis smple, but not easy and it
involves a great renunciation. That the first condition is satisfied
is abundantly evident from our effortsto expound it. Itisits utter
amplicity which makes it so impossble to explain. In endeavour-
ing to explain it we feel as aman might feel who should try to ex-
plain colour to another man born blind; or it is as if we were re-
quired to demongtrate the existence of an object that is actually
before our eyes—we could only point to it and say 'There it id'

And perhaps it is equally evident that it involves a greet re-
nunciation. To attain the vison which Keats describes as the
knowledge that 'Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty' we are required
to put away al our human desres and beliefs and anxieties. We
have to forget dl those cares, ddightful or painful, which appertain
to our anima existence. Our joys and sorrows must become re-
mote as though they happened to others than oursalves, or to our-
sves in some other mode of exigence from which we have
awakened asfrom adream. All theinfinite, the dl but total activi-
ties of man, conscious or unconscious, which are directed towards
the maintenance and assartion of the ingtinctive will to live, must
be put away. Ceasethey cannot, nor can we make them cease; but
we must cease to be identified with them. They are the substrate
of our vison; without them we cannot see as we desire to see. But
when we have become an Eye, the Eye cannot belong to them, or
they toiit. It sees them with the same utter detachment with which
it sees dl things dse. And this detachment is a redl detaching.

Than this no greater renunciation is possible. All we are is be-
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come object to the pure vison of this Eye. Our secretest desres
our most precious aspirations, the finest point of our being—l is
‘out there,, naked to the contemplation of eternity, of which con-
templation we are the momentary instruments. A chesm, divides
the being that we are from the seeing that is ourseves. The re-
nuncigtion is entire, the spirit is pure. _

We must descend. Where we have been we cannot live, but we
can aways return again. Nor is it by our will that we return; the
possihility of this detachment hovers about us henceforward
our lives. We passinto it and out again; we do not know when it
may liein wait for us. A trivial sound or Sght may take us there.
Butif we need it, then it is at our command. We have only to pay
the same price for our liberty—the price of an entire renunciation,
whereby we separate from our pure consciousness even the finest
tendril of the pain which drives us to seek the anodyne.

"To be detached from ourselves—that is the positive and ethicd
implication of 'Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty,' and the act of
entire salf-renunciation which is necessarily involved in achieving
that self-detachment is the justification of Keats assertion that

That isal
Yeknow on earth, and dl ye need to know.

The Red has its perfect and inalienable uniqueness, which when
we behold, we are content. The Red is not there to satisfy our
human desires; it is we who must submit ourselves to the Red, not
the Redl to us. And the only way to purify our vison and our
thought from the contamination of our desires is to see our desires
—al our dedres, base or noble, high or low—as implicit in our
animal exigence. We do not thereny annihilate them; they exist
as we exig; they belong to the Red, and share the perfect and in-
dienable uniqueness which belongs to every part of it. But they
become Obyject, where before they were Subject, and by their ps
ing to the other side of the gulf that divides these two the Subject
is cleansed of their secret and pervasive influences.

'Poetry’, said Francis Bacon, 'submits the shows of things to the
desires of the mind.' If this be indeed the function of poetry, then
the wisdom of Kests was non-poetical. We are not surprised a
the paradox; Keats himsalf had exactly anticipated it. 'A Poet', he
sad, 'is the least poetical of anything in existence: heisfor ever in
for, and fulfilling some other object.’ Kests was theinward view
of poetry—the sdf-knowledge of a great poet; Bacon's the ex-
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terna view. So far from its being the function of Poetry to submit
the shows of things to the dedres of the mind, its sole am (for
Kests) was utter submisson to the red. No doubt there is and
Keats would have admitted it, and would have put forward certain
of his early works as examples of it, a Poetry which does submit
the shows of things to the desires of the mind. But this Poetry he
vehemently disowned; it was the work not of the true Poet, but
of the Dreamer.

The Poet and the Dreamer are didtinct,
Diverse, sheer oppodte, antipodes.

The one pours out a balm upon the world,
The other vexes it.

And the world is vexed by those dreamy imaginings of a Land of
Heart's Desire in their response to which the majority of men con-
fuse their own narcotic comfort with an idea of poetic excdlence.
But the balm which the true Poet pours out upon the world is not
this drowsy syrup; it is astringent, awakening, purifying, clarify-
ing. Itinduces no dumber, but drives us on towards the lucid and
complete activity of consciousness that is peace.

Keats left one unique and priceless record of his progress to-
wards this comprehension of the function of Poetry. It is a docu-
ment which, | believe, as the years go on will be more and more
deeply studied, not merely as a self-revelation of arichly endowed
poetic nature, but as a testament of perfect human wisdom. It is
that part of his long letter to his Brother and Sister of February-
April 1819, which begins with a confession of one of his charac-
teristic moods of 'Indolence.  This is one of those passages of 'full
Poesy or didilled Prosg of which Keats once said: 'Let a man
wander with it, and muse upon it, and reflect upon it, and bring
home to it, and prophesy upon it, and dream upon it, until it be-
comes stale—but when will it do so? Never.' Its sgnificance is
iréexhajstible; it is an organic whole in which every word is
relevant.

This morning [he beging] | am in a sort of temper, indolent
and supremely cardess—I long after a stanza or two of Thom-
on's Cedtle of Indolence—my passons are dl adegp, from my
having dumbered till nearly eeven, and weskened the anima
fibre dl over me, to a ddightful sensation, about three degrees
on this 9de of faintness. If | had teeth of pearl and the breath
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oflilies | should cdl it languor, but as | am | must cdll it laziness
In this gtate of effeminacy the fibres of the brain ate rlaxed in
common with the rest of the body, and to such a happy degree
that pleasure has no show of enticement and pain no unbearable
frown. Neither Poetry, nor Ambition, nor Love have any dert-
ness of countenance as they pass by me; they seem rather like
figures on a Greek vase—a man and two women whom no one
but mysdf could distinguish in their disguisement. This is the
only happiness, and is a rare instance of advantage in the body
overpowering the Mind.'

That is the prelude. That the experience, though characteridtic,
was memorable for its completeness and intensity is evident from
its forming the whole theme of the Ode on Indolence. From that
Ode we can learn more distinctly what he meant by 'his passons
being dl adeep.

Ofolly! What is Love? and whereisit?
And for that poor Ambition! it springs
From a man's little heart's short fever-fit;
For Poesy!—no,—she has not a joy,—
At least for me—s0 sweet as drowsy noons,
And evenings steep'd in honied indolence.

These are the three ruling passions of Kesats life at the moment
—the Verse, Fame, and Beauty which appesar in the sonnet, Why
did I laugh to-night? which he copied at the end of this portion of
hisletter. The sonnet is evidently arecord of agrim and victorious
struggle to detach himsdf from those passions, they dissolved
away from himin atriumphant acceptance of Death; he saw them
as fevers of mortdity, and put them away. On this ‘indolent’
morning, which may well have been the morning following that
night of inward struggle, as his long eep may well have been the
recuperation of the anima body from itsinevitable exhaustion, the
three passions are remote. The organism is & one. From this
unity Its ingtinctive and total progress begins.

This overpowering of the body by the mind, Kests has just said,
is the only happiness.

| have this moment received a note from Hadam in which he
expects the degath of his Father, who has been for some time in
a gtate of insengibility; his mother bears up he says very well—I
shdl go to town to-morrow to see him. Thisistheworld—Thus
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we cannot expect to give way many hours to pleasure.  Circum-
gances are like Clouds continudly gathering and bursting. While
we are laughing, the sead of some trouble is put into the wide
arable land of events—while we are laughing it sprouts, it grows,
and suddenly bears a poison fruit which we must pluck. Even
S0 we have leisure to reason on the misfortunes of our friends;
our own touch us too nearly for words.

Very few men have ever arrived at a complete disnterested-
ness of Mind; very few have been influenced by a pure desire of
the benefit of others—in the greater part of the Benefactors to
Humanity some meretricious motive has sullied their grestness
—some melodramétic scenery has fg[s|cinated them. From the
manner in which | feel Hadam's mistortune | perceive how far
| am from any humble standard of disinterestedness. Yet this
feding ought to be carried to its highest pitch, as thereis no fear
of its ever injuring Society—which it would do, | fear, pushed to
an extremity. For in wild nature the Hawk would loose his
breakfast of Robins and the Robin his of Worms—the Lion
must starve as well as the swallow.

The easy snuous movement of Keats thought is a thing to be
wondered at. It is so perfectly natural, so quiet, o swift.

The greater part of Men make their way with the same in-
dinctiveness, the same unwandering eye from their purposes,
the same animal eagerness as the Hawk. The Hawk wants a
Mate, so does the Man—Ilook at them both, they set about it and
procure on[€] in the same manner—they get their food in the
samemanner. Thenoble anima Man for his amusement smokes
his pipe—the Hawk baances about the Clouds—that is the only
difference of their leisures. Thisit is that makes the Amusement
of Life to a speculative Mind--I go among the Felds and catch
aglimpse of a Stoat or afieldmouse peeping out of the withered
grass—the creature hath a purpose, and its eyes are bright with
it. | go amongst the buildings of acity and | see aMan hurrying
aong—to what? the Creature has a purpose and his eyes are
bright with it.

To the eye of contemplation, men are the same creatures of in-
dinct as arethe animas. Thereis an unbroken continuity between
them.

But then, as Wordsworth says, ‘we have dl one human heart'
—there is an dectric fire inhuman nature tending to purify—
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s0 that among these human cresture[g thereis continualy some
birth of new heroism. The pity is that we must wonder at it,
as we should at finding a pearl in rubbish. | have no doubt that
thousands of people never heard of have had hearts completely
disinterested: 1 can remember but two—Socrates and Jesus—
their Higtories evince it. What | heard a little time ago, Taylor
observe with respect to Socrates, may be said of Jesus—That he
was SO great a man that though he transmitted no writing of his
own to posterity, we have his Mind and his sayings and his grest-
ness handed to us by others. It is to belamented that the history
of the latter was written and revised by Men interested in the
piousfrauds of Religion. Yetthroughdl this| see his splendour.

There is within the al-comprehending ambit of animal ingtinct
some secret urge which drives chosen men towards the transcend-
ing of anima 1mpulse. This transcending of animd impulse is
manifest as complete disnterestedness. The urge of the anima
ego is completely disregarded; and the evidence of this disregard
is awilling submission to a self-sought death, an acceptance of the
annihilation of the anima ego though dl the forces of animd in-
dinct are arrayed againg this acceptance. On the side of this com-
plete disnterestedness, which is the only heroism, Keats had
ranged himsdf months before. In April 1818 he wrote to Rey-
nolds: 'l would jump down Atnafor any great Public good—but
| hate amawkish popularity’; and in the following June to Bailey:
‘Now | am never aone without rejoicing that thereis such athing
as death—without placing my ultimate in the glory of dying for a
greathumanpurpose.’ But therecord of the supremeexampleof this
disnterestedness marching to its inevitable end—namely, Jesus—
has been corrupted by that very thing—interestedness—which he
gave up his lifeto overcome. Yet through dl this Keats sees his
splendour.

Even here though | mysdlf am pursuing the same indinctive
course as the veriest human animal you can think of—[though]
| am however young writing at random—straining at particles
of light in the midst of a great darkness—without knowing the
bearing of any one assartion of any one opinion. Yet may | not
in this be free from sin? May there not be superior beings
amused with any graceful, though ingtinctive attitude my mind
may fal into, as | am entertained with the dertness of a Stod,
or the anxiety of a Deer? Though a quarrel in the Streets is a
thing to be hated, the energies displayed in it are fine; the com-



88 ‘BEAUTY IS TRUTH'

monest Man shows a grace in his quarrdl. [Seen| By a superior
being our reasonings may take the same tone, though erroneous
they may be fine. Thisisthevery thing in which congss poetry;
and if s0 it is not so fine a thing as philosophy—for the same
reason that an eagle is not so fine a thing as a truth.

| have commented dready on this passage a some length in
Keatsand Shakespeare. What | wish now to emphasizeis the per-
fect act of sdf-detachment of which it is the record. The letter,
thus far, has been a magnificent revelation of the identity of Beauty
and Truths Keets has been smply describing the Facts of human
life as they were present to his contemplation; as Facts, they are
bitter and ugly, but, being seen with that same disinterestedness
which he prizes and towards which he is gtriving, they have the
perfect Beauty of the Truth.

Then, in a swift crescendo, he himsalf becomes Fact for his own
contemplation, and he looks upon himsf in this very moment of
his striving towards disnterested contemplation with the same
utter disinterestedness. The John Keatswhom weloveis separated
out from the perfect impersonal consciousness of which he was the
vehicle. John Kests is 'out there': one with the anima world,—
his swift thoughts, his seeing of the Truth whigh is Beauty, his
draining after particle of light in the midst of a great darkness—
al these are reintegrated into the world of animal impulse to which
they owe, and wherein they have, their being. Nothing remains
on the Subject Sde but a pure awareness. Heistransformed into
that Superior Beingjvhom he imagines.

"And what he sees he tries to state in language at the very ex-
treme of compression and pregnancy. He says that this posture of
thetotal human being which he has before hisvison, this swiftness
of apprehension when the Mind is become an ingtinct, is the very
thing in which Poetry conssts. But he himsdf a this moment is
beyond Poetry; Poetry, and John Kests the Poet, are 'out there.
Thereis therefore a condition beyond Poetry; the condition of that
impersona vison for which Kests the Poet can become the object
of Keats the Eye. And this is hard, if not impossible, to express.
Keats says it in the words: Poetry ‘is not so fine a thing as Philo--
sophy—for the same reason that an eagle is not so fine a thing as
atruth. The expresson is not exact; but it seems impossible to
makeit exact. All we need to recognizeis that, no matter by what
nr?me we cdl this condition that is beyond Poetry, Keats was in it
then.



'‘BEAUTY IS TRUTH' 89

Now we do not know whether Kestswould have cdled the actud
content of the letter he was writing Poetry or Philosophy. No
doubt he believed that the 'reasonings contained in it were not
erroneous, as | believe they were not erroneous. If they were
erroneous, provided that they issued from an ingtinctive attitude
of mind, the\é would dill be poetry; if they were not erroneous,
thef would be—what? Philosoph%/, we suppose. But if 9, this
Philosophy would bevery different fromwhat generdly goesunder
the name. It would be more nearly akin to the Philosophy which,
he once imagined, the nightingale would Sng in Elysum,

Where the nightingale doth sing
Not a sensdess, tranced thing,
But divine mdodious truth;
Philosophic numbers smooth.

IAnd it is of such a Philosophy that he goes on to spesk in his
etter.

Give me this credit—Do you not think | strive—to know my-
sef? Give methis credit [of knowing myself], and you will not
think that on my own account | repeat Milton's lines—

'How charming is divine Philosophy
Not harsh and crabbed as dull fools suppose
But musical asis Apollo's lute—

No—no§t) for myself—feding grateful as | do to have got into
a state of mind to relish them properly. Nothing ever becom
red till it is experienced—even a Proverb is no proverb to you
till your Life hasillustrated it.

It is evident that the Philosophy of which he is spesking—the
Philosophy which is beyond Poetry—is that of which he has just
had so exciting a glimpse. (His intense excitement is manifest in
the haste of his writi ng.? He suddenly knows what Philosophy is;
and he bdieves that Milton meant the same as he does by Philo-
sophy. And indeed this Philosophy is

Not harsh and crabbed, as dull fools suppose,
But musicd asisApalloslute.

But not many philosophers have made its acquaintance. This
Philosophy is precisdy that vison of the universe in which Beauty
and Truth areidentical.

N
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Wherein does it differ from Poetry itsdf? If the condition of
Poetry, as Kesats a this moment of ingght declared it to be, is the
indtinctive posture of the human mindrthe posture taken by the
mind when it has become once more the faculty of sense whichin
redity it is what is the condition of Philosophy? Surely the same,
but with one momentous and self-transfiguring addition, that the
Pogt, to become Philosopher, is now detached even from the totdl
condition of his being, in which mind is reintegrated as a faculty
pf sense. Heis now aware of himsdf as this total animal; and this
animal integrity is the necessary condition of a total detachment
fromit. The sdf must bewhole, before he can be wholly detached
from it. And since the detachment can now be complete, and is
complete, it is no longer he who is detached. All that the word he
could ever mean is become the object of a vison which is, neces-
S&‘Il%/ no longer his own.

en heis becomeaPhilosopher. Insofar ashewasaPoet—and
aPoet, in Keats sense, he must have been in order to become the
total animal—his errors are no longer errors, but smply happen-
ings. For error is possible, and the conception of error has mean-
ing, only in the reim of anima exisence. With that ream of
anima existence, the Poet, so long as he is merely Poet, is wholly
identified. But that power of vison, by the awakening of which he
becomes Philosopher, while it relegates him wholly as Poet to the
realm of animal existence (of which heis the perfect type), liberates
him wholly from it as pure Spirit, or perfect Consciousness. For
Bgre Spirit, there can be neither error nor truth, just as there can
neither good nor evil, neither beauty nor ugliness, for pure
Spirit thereis only pure Being—that which is, not merely the frac-
tion of it which dso exigsOf the ream ofﬁure Being it may be
sad, as Keats sad, that there Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty': and
it may be said because in that relm neither truth nor falsehood
beauty nor ugliness can be. The words are metaphors, borrowed
necessarily from the realm of anima existence, to which al speech
belongs. Therefore whatever words, whether spoken by thetongue
of men or angds, might be used to describe the ream of pure
Being which the pure Spirit contemplates, must be a paradox,
andI must moreover be, in the literd sense of the adjective, mean-
ingless.

That redlm, which the pure Spirit contemplates, is unutterable;
unutterable not because it is hard, or remote, or strange; but be-
cause it is ample, and near, and lucid. The child rgoices in it,
unknowing; knowledge takes us farther and farther away from it;
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we return to it, like prodigd sons to ther father's house, with a
grave and serious joy, becauseit isindeed dl

We know on earth, and dl we need to know.

Of this vison of pure Being only symbolic expresson is possible.
It is not a world of new objects, but of perfectly familiar things,
seen in anew light. If it were a seeing ofthe physical world, and
with the physica eye, we could say that the new light was red or
green, or even make afortune by sdling the appropriate spectacles.
But in this world, as objects of this vison, are dl the thoughts
which have ever been thought and dl the imaginations which have
ever been imagined. True, we cannot see them dl, but only an
incredibly infinitesimal fraction of them. But their status as
ble objects of this vison could not be of another kind than the
status of the objects which come before the fraction of the eterna
vison that is ours. The strange things would be familiar, even as
the familiar things are strange.

And we can imagine, or rather we cannot withhold ourselves
fromimagining, an Eyeto which dl that has ever been, and dl that
will ever be, should be present in the same quiet lucidity—a mind
which embraced the totality of Being under the aspect of eternity.
Such an imagination has its status with the rest in the realm of pure
Being; and isjustly evocative of awe and humility. But to ascribe
exigence to this dl-seeing Mind is a strange confusion, a perver-
son of Philosophy. He who cannot grasp the difference between
Being and Existence must never lay claim to the title of Philosopher.

All Existences have their part in the realm of Being, but only a
fragment of Being suffers—we know not how—the accident of
Existence. But snce every exigence has its part in the redlm of
Being, any existence may become a symbol for us of that totality
of Being to which it dso belongs. So soon as we contemplate any
exising thing without desire or regret, without belief or anxiety,
without the stirring of any anima impulse towards it, in a pure
experience of it as a thing which simply is, we have gained our
entrance into the world of Being: the first gleam of that which can
become, if we will suffer it, atotal vison, is ours.And thisis the
mighty function of Art; it is the record of many moments in many
minds of lucid contemplatlon whether of few things or many. By
adding one object to the world of existences, it takes away from
many that vell of exigence which at first prevents them from
awakening our vison with the naked and austere loveliness of Be-
ing which they possess Art purifies the world of existence of its
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gpped to anima impulse, so that we may retain a possibility of a
different vison. Whenwehave undergone the discipline of art and
made the vison ours, then Existence can never again becomeavall
drawn over the face of Being; it no longer concedls pure Being
from our view, but becomes an added wonder—a gratuitous and
lovely miracle, of which we oursaves, in the completeness of our
anima and persona exigence and the possible purity of the im-
persona vison, which we may drive to achieve until it achieves
itsdf in us, are perfect manifestations.



Vi

KEATS USE OF 'SPECULATION'

IN the first edition of Keats and Shakespeare there appeared,
through my inadvertence, an asterisk which promised a note on
Keats use of the world 'speculation’. The note was written and
logt, and | had not time to re-compose it. The following may
savein its place. _

| think that Keats dmost aways used the word 'speculation’
either whally with the meaning which it had in the Elizabethan
poets of ‘contemplation’, or 'smple vison, or with a meaning in
which the contemplative element predominates. Possibly, he took
the word from the memorable use of it in Macbeth (Il1. iv. 95),
which Professor Whitehead in The Concept of Nature (p. 6) attri-
butes to Hamlet.

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes
Which thou dogt glare with.

It is interesting to note that Professor Whitehead is anxious to re-
edablish for the purposes of his philosophy the ancient use of the
word; for, if | understand his argument rightly, he is returning
somewhat cumbrously to the fundamental philosophic smplicity
of which Mr. Sentayana is the incomparable modern master.
This philosophy, or metaphysic, | believe, was aways implicit in
Keats thinking; and, as his mind swiftly ripened, it became ex-
plicit. One of the main obstacles in the way of its comprehension
IS his use of words in senses which are not familiar. Perhaps the
most important of these words is 'speculation’. _

~ That heused it in his poetry as the equivalent of ‘contemplation'
is, | think, amply evident from three quotations. Onefrom/stood
tip-toe upon a little hill (L 189):

The pillowy silkiness that rests
Full in the speculation of the stars ...

The second from Isabella (XXI11), where the stanza needs to be
quoted entire:

So on a pleasant morning, as he leant
Into the sun-rise, Oer the balustrade
Of the garden-terrace, towards him they bent
Their footing through the dews; and to him sad
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'You seem there in the quiet of content,
Lorenzo, and we are most loth to invade

Cdm speculation; but if you are wise

Bedtride your steed while cold is in the skies!

The third is a canceled line in the manuscript of Hyperion
(L 334). The find text reads:

Now | behold in you fear, hope, and wrath;
Actions of rage and passion; even as

| see them, on the mortal world benesth,
In men who die.

The manuscript origindly ran:

evenas
In widest speculation do | see ...

In dl theseinstances—and | know of no other uses of the word in
Keats poetry—the meaning of the word is, dmost precisdly, ‘con-
templation’. 'Observation' does not fit quite sowdl. Itisthesm-
pleact of vison. Inadl threeingtancesit isphysica vison, asinthe
linefrom Macbeth. Thereisabsolutely no trace of the usua mean-
ing of the word 'speculation’ to-day: namely ‘cogitation’. To-day
we 'speculate about' problems and possibilities; Kests, it is to be
noticed in afollowing passage from his letters, ‘speculates on), i.e.
looks on'. | believe | am right in saying that ‘to speculate about'
occurs nowhere in his writing.

The importance of the distinction is obvious when we consider
the famous letter to Woodhouse on the poetica character (27th
Oct. 1818), in which the word occurs twice. First:

As to the poetica character itself... it is not itself—it has no
self—It is everything and nothing—It has no character—it en-
joyslight and snade; it lives in gusto, be it foul or fair, high or
low, rich or poor, mean or elevated.—It has as much ddight in
concalving an lago as an Imogen. What shocks the virtuous
philosopher delights the chameleon poet. It does no harm from
Its relish of the dark side of things, any more than from its taste
for the bright one, because they both end in speculation.

The inadvertent or unprepared reader of the last sentence, who
naturally supposes that 'speculation’ is being used here in its
modern meaning, misses the red point of it. Thefinal Sate, Keets
says, is a sate of'contemplation’, of disinterested beholding of the
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dark and the bright sde of things. And that is utterly different
from speculating about the problem of good and evil.
The word occurs in the same letter a second time:

When | am in a room with people, if ever | am free from
Speculating on cregtions of my own brain, then not mysdlf goes
home to mysdlf, but the identity of everyone in the room begins
to press upon me, so that | am in avery little time annihilated.

Here, no doubt, the nuance of meaning inclines a little towards
the modern usage; but | am pretty sure that this 'speculation on
the creations of his own brain' is a direct sensuous imagination of
them—an experience of the kind which he described at about the
same time in his letter to his brother and sister:

No sooner am | done than shapes of epic greatness are
gationed around me, and serve my Spirit the office which is
equivalent to a king's body-guard.

Keeping off, one might say, the pressure of the throng of 'un-
pleasant identities. The bias of the word 'speculate’ is indeed so
strong in Kesats that | am inclined to think that his question to
Woodhouse: 'Might | not at that very instant have been cogitating
on the Characters of Saturn and Ops? means rather musing on the
actual figurespresent to his imagination than pondering about their
psychology.

The word occurs again in a context equaly important for an
understanding of Keats thought, when, on 28th December 1817,
he writes to his brothers concerning Benjamin West's picture,
'Desath on the Pde Horse':

It isawonderful picture, when Wedt's age is consdered; but
thereis nothing to be intense upon, no women onefeels mad to
kiss, no face swelling into reality. The excdlence of every art is
its intengity, capable of making dl disagreeables evaporate from
their being in close relaionship with Beauty and Truth. Ex-
amine King Lear and you will find this exemplified throughoui:
but in this picture we have unpleasantness without any momen-
tous depth of speculation, in which to bury its repulsveness.

The nuance of the word 'speculation’ is of obvious importance
here. Keats is not saying that repulsveness, in a work of the
highest art, is buried in the profundity of the thoughts which it
arouses, not the depth of what we think about the work of art or
about its subject-matter is the Sgn of its excdlence, but the depth
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of the direct vison which it embodies and which it communicates
to us. This 'momentous depth of speculation’ is infact, a synonym
for 'intengty’. And, like 'intengty’ it is both in the object and the
responsve subject. West's picture lacks ‘intendty’; it contains
nothing for Keats 'to be intense upon’. Likewisg, it manifests no
‘momentous depth of speculation’ and arouses none.

It would not be essy to decide whether 'speculation’ or ‘intensity’
is the more crucid of these two key-words in Keats thinking.
It is not redly possble to define either of them; they have to be
gudied in their context, and indeed intensdly speculated on (not
about), before they will yidd their secret. Inevitably, they are
closdy connected with one another, as in the account of West's
picture above. Another exampleisin hisletter to Haydon of 10th
April 1818

| have ever been too sensble of the labyrinthian path to emi-
nence in art (judging from Poetry) ever to think | understood
the emphasis of painting. The innumerable compostions and
decompositions which take place between the intdlect and its
thousand materids before it arives at that trembling delicate
and snal-horn perception of beauty. 1 know not your many
havens of intenseness—nor can ever know them; but for [dl]
this 1 hope nought you achieve will ever be lost upon me: for
when a schoolboy the abstract 1dea | had of an heroic painting
was what | cannot describe. | saw it somewhat sideways, large,
Promi nent, round and coloured with magnificence—somewhat
ike the fed | have of Anthony and Cleopatra. Or of Alcibiades
leaning on his Crimson Couch in his Galey, his broad shoulders
heaving imperceptibly with the sea.

Theword 'speculation’ is not there; only the word ‘intenseness.
But that description of the imaginary heroic picture is | should
say, an excdlent description of ‘the depth of speculation’ which
Keats found lacking in 'Death and the Pde Horse. The af)asage
incidentaly gives another example of Keats very persona use of
words. Nothing could well be more remote from "an abstract ides!
as ordinarily understood than his imagination of a heroic picture.

To consder these personal uses of words at dl fully would de-
mand a smdl volume. The idiosyncrasy of language, of course,
has its roots in the idiosyncrasy of the poet's mind. Abstract think-
ing, in the ordinary sense, was quite aien to Keats; the movement
of his thought was richly imaged, and amazingly concrete—'sensa
tions rather than thoughts. Hence the recurrence of 'intensity’.
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Verse, Fame and Beauty are intense indeed;
But Desath intenser—Desth is Life's high meed.

These four things, as then experienced by Kedts, belong to the
order of 'sensations rather than thoughts. So, to return to our
origind word, 'speculaion’ is a sensation rether than a thought.
From the same OI’I%:I‘I proceed nearly dl those arresting casud
phrases with which his letters are so richly strewn, such as:

We no sooner get... into the Chamber of Maiden Thought,
than we become intoxicated with the light and the atmosphere,
we see nothing but pleasant wonders, and think of delayi n%_ther_e
for ever in delight. However, among the effectsthisbreathingis
father of is that tremendous one of sharpening on€'s vison into
the heart and nature of Man—of convincing one's nerves that the
world is full of Misery and Heartbreak, Pain, Sckness and
oppression.

| haveitalicized the two casud phrases that no one but Keats would
have employed: but they areinnumerablein hisletters. He 'proves
things on his pulses. Thought was sensation with Keats—a man
of 'more than ordinary organic senshility’, if ever there was one.
So far from making him less of a philosopher than those who do
not Possas his incapacity for abstract thinking, 1 am convinced it
made him a better one. He might have made a poor Platonist; but
he was a magnificent materiaigt, in the full and true meaning of
that grosdy abused word.
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Two reviews of Keats 'Poems (1817) by B. R. Hay don and George

Felton Mathew.

These two reviews, as wdl as the poem by Mathew To a Poeticd
Friend'" were discovered by Miss Roberta Corndius, an American
student of Keats, and published by her in the Publications of the
Modern Language Society of America, vol. xI, No. I. To her done
belongs the honour of the discovery. The verses of Mathew were
previoudy known to us only from a transcript in the Woodhouse
Book inthe J. P. Morgan Library. The reviews are reprinted here
in order that they may be more readily accessble.

[From The Champion, March 9,1817]
LITERATURE

POEMS: BY JOHN KEATS, Price 6s. LONDON. OL-
LIER, WELBECK-STREET. 1817.

Hereis alittle volume filled throughout with very graceful and
genuine poetry. The author is a very young man, and one, as we
augur from the present work, that is likely to make agreat addition
to those who would overthrow that artificia taste which French
criticism has long planted amongst us. At a time when nothing is
talked of but the power and the passion of Lord Byron, and the
playful and eegant fancy of Moore, and the correctness of Rogers,
and the sublimity and pathos of Campbell (these terms we should
conceive are kept ready composed in the Edinburgh Revi aN-shc()dp)
ayoung man starts suddenly before us, with a genius that is likely
to edipse them dl. He comes fresh from nature—and the
originds of his images are to be found in her keeping. Young
writers are in generd in their early productions imitators of their
favorite poet; like young birds that in their first songs, mock the
notes of those warblers, they hear the most, and love the best: but
this youthful poet appears to have tuned his voice in solitudes—
to have sung from the pure inspiration of nature. In the smple
meadows he has proved that he can

’ See shapes of light, aerid lymning,
And catch soft floating from a faint heard hymning.'
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We find in his poetry the glorious effect of summer days and
leafy spots on rich fedings, which are in themsaves a summer.
He rdies directly and wholly on nature. He marries poesy to
genuine smplicity. He makes her artless—yet abstains carefully
from giving her an uncomely homdliness—that is, he shows one
can be familiar with nature, yet perfectly strange to the habits of
common life. Mr. Keats is fated, or ‘we have no judgment in an
honest face;" to look at natural objects with his mind, as Shake-
gpeare and Chaucer did—and not merely with his eye as nearly
al modern poets do,—to clothe his poetry with a grand intellectua
light—and to lay his name in the lap of immortality. Our readers
will think that we are speaking too highly of this young poet,—but
luckily we have the power of making good the ground on which
we prophesy so hardily. We shdl extract largely from his volume:
—It will be seen how familiar heis with dl that is%reen, light, and
beautiful in nature;—and with what an originadity his mind dwells
on dl great or graceful objects. His imagination is very powerful,
—and one thing we have observed with pleasure, that it never at-
tempts to soar on undue occasons. The imagination, like the eagle
on therock, should keep its eye constantly on the sun,—and should
never be started heavenward, unless something magnificent marred
its solitude. Again, though Mr. Keats poetry is remarkably ab-
dracted, it is never out of reach of the mind; there are one or two
established writers of this day who think that mystery is the soul
of poetry—that artlessness Is a vice—and that nothing can be
graceful that is not metaphysical;—and even young writers have
sunk into this error, and endeavoured to puzzle the world with a
confused senghility. We must however hasten to the consideration
of the little volume before us, and not fill up our columns with
observations, which extracts will render unnecessary.

The first poem in the book seems to have originated in a ramble
in some romantic spot, ‘with boughs pavillioned." The poet de-
scribes a ddlightful time, and alittle world of trees—and refreshing
sreams—and hedges of filberts and wild briar, and clumps of
woodbine

—taking the wind
Upon their summer thrones

and flowers opening in the early sunlight. He connects the love
of poetry with these natura luxuries.

For what has made the sage or poet write,

But the fair paradise of Nature's light?
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This leads him to spesk of some of our olden tales; and here we
must extract the passages describing those of Psyche, and Narcis-
sus. The fird is exquisitely written.

So felt he, who firdt told, how Psyche went

On the smooth wind to redms of wonderment;
What Psyche fdlt, and Love, when their full lips
Firgt touched; what amorous and fondling nips
They gave each other's cheeks, with dl their Sghs
And how they kist each other's tremulous eyes,
The slver lamp—the ravishment—the wonder—
The darkness—loneliness—the fearful thunder;
Their woes gone by, and both to heaven upflown,
To bow for gratitude before Jove's throne.

The following passage is not less beautiful,

What firgt inspired a bard of old to sng
Narcissus pining o'er the untainted spring?

In some ddicious ramble, he had found

A little with boughs al woven round;
And in the midst of dl, a clearer pool

Than €er reflected in its pleasant cool,

The blue sky, here and there serendly peeping
Through tendril wreaths fantastically creeping.
And on the bank alonely flower he spied,

A meek and forlorn flower, with nought of pride,
Drooping its beauty o'er the watery clearness,
To woo Its own sad image into nearness:

Dedf to light Zephyrus it would not move;
But till would seem to droop, to pine, to love.
So while the poet sood in this sweet ot
Some fainter gleamings o'er his fancy shot;
Nor was it long ere he had told the tde

Of young Narcissus, and sad Echo's Vae.

This Poem concludes with a brief but beautiful recitd of the tale
of Endymion,—to which indeed the whole poem seems to lean.
The Address to the Moon is extremely fine.

—Or by the moon, lifting her slver rim
Above a cloud, and with a gradual swim
Coming into the blue with dl her light,

O maker of sweet poets, dear ddight

Of this fair world, and dl its gentle livers,
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Spangler of douds, hdo of chrystd rivers,;

Mingler with leaves and dew and tumbling streams.
Closer of lovely eyes to lovely dreams,

Lover of londiness, and wandering,

Of upcast eye, and tender pondering!

Thee must | praise above dl other glories

That amile us on to tel delightful Sories.

‘The Specimen of an induction to a poem, is exceedingly
spirited—as is the fragment of a Tade of Romance immediaely
following it; but we cannot stay to notice them particularly. These
four lines from the latter piece are very swest.

The sde-long view of swelling leafiness,
Which the glad setting sun in gold doth dress;
Whence ever and anon the jay outsprings,
And scades upon the beauty of its wings.

The three poems following, addressed to Ladies, and the one to
Hope are very inferior to their companions—but Mr. Keats in-
forms us they were written a an earlier period than the rest.
The imitation of Spenser is rich. The opening stanza is a fair
Specimen.

Now morning from her orient chamber came,
And her first footstep touch'd a verdant hill;
Crowning its lawny crest with amber flame,
Siv'ring the untainted gushes of its rill;
Which, pure from mossy beds, did down ditil,
And after parting beds of smple flowers,

By many streams alittlelake did fill,

Which round its marge reflected woven bowers,
And, in its middle space a sky that never lours.

Thetwo Epiglesto hisfriends, and oneto his brother are written
with great ease and power. We shdl extract two passages, both
equdly beautiful.

But might | now each passing moment give
To the coy muse, with me she would not live,
In this dark city, nor would condescend
Mid contradictions her ddights to lend.
Should €er the fine-ey'd maid to me be kind,
Ah! surely it must be whene'er | find

~ Some flowery spot, sequester'd, wild, romantic,
That often must have seen a poet frantic;
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Where oaks, that erst the Druid knew, are growing.
And flowers, the glory of one day, are blowing;
Where the dark-leav'd laburnum'’s drooping clusters
Reflect athwart the stream their yellow ludtres,

And intertwined the Cassas arms unite,

With its own drooping buds, but very white.

Where on one sde are covert branches hung,

‘Mong which the nightingales have aways sung

In leafy quiet: where to pry aoof,

Atween the pillars of the sylvan roof,

Would be to find where violet beds were nestling,
And where the bee with cowdip-bells was wrestling.
There must be too a ruin dark, and gloomy,

To say 'joy not too much in al that's bloomy'.

The next passage is from the opening of the poet's letter to a

friend.

Oft have you seen a swan superbly frowning,

And with proud breast his own white shadow crowning;
He dants his neck beneath the waters bright,

So dlently, it seems a beam of light

Come from the galaxy: anon he sports—

With outspread wings the Naiad Zephyr courts,
Or ruffles dl the surface of the lake

In gtriving from the chrystal face to take

Some diamond water drops, and them to treasure
In milky nest, and sip them off at leisure.

But not a moment can he there insure them,

Nor to such downy rest can he dlure them;

For down they rush as though they would be free,
And drop like hours into eternity.

Just like that bird am | in loss of time,

Whené'er | venture on the stream of rhyme;

With shatter'd boat, oar snapt, and canvass rent,

| dowly sail, scarce knowing my intent;

Stll scooping up the water with my fingers,

In which a trembling diamond never lingers.

Except in a little confusion of metaphor towards the end, the
above passage is exquistely imagined and executed.
A few Sonnets follow these epistles, and, with the exception of
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Milton's and Wordsworth's, we think them the most powerful ones
in the whole range of English poetry. We extract the first in the
collection, with the assurance that the rest are equaly grest.

TO MY BROTHER GEORGE

Many the wonders | this day have seen;

The sun, when first he kist away the tears

That fill'd the eyes of morn,—the laurell'd peers,
Who from the feathery gold of evening lean,—
The ocean with its vastness, its blue green,

Its ships, its rocks, its caves its hopes, its fears—
Its voice mysterious, which whoso hears

Must think on what will be, and what has been.
E'en now, dear George, while this for you | write,
Cynthiais from her slken curtains peeping

So scantly, that it seems her brida night,

And she her haf discover'd revels keeping.

But what, without the socid thought of thee,
Would be the wonders of the sky and sea?

We have been highly pleased with that Sonnet which speaks—

Of fair hair'd Milton's eloquent distress,
And dl his love for gentle Lycid drown'd,—
Of lovely Laurain her light green dress,
And faithful Petrarch glorioudy crown'd.

But the last poem in the volume, to which we are now come, is
the most powerful and the most perfect. It is entitled* Seep and
Poetry’. The poet past a wakeful night at a brother poet's house,
and has in this piece embodied the thoughts which passed over his
mind. He gives his opinion of the Elizabethan age—of the Pope's
school,—and of the poetry of the present day. We scarcely know
what to select,—we are so confused with beauties. In spesking of
poetry, we find the following splendid passage—

Also imaginings will hover

Round my fire Sde, and haply there discover
Vidas of solemn beauty, where I'd wander,

In happy slence, like the clear meander
Through its lone vaes, where | found a spot
Of anfuller shade, or an enchanted grot,

Or a green hill o'er spread with chequer'd dress
Of flowers, and fearful from its loveliness,
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Write on my tablets al that was permitted,
All that was for our human senses fitted.
Then the events of this wide world I'd saize
Like a strong giant, and my spirit tease,

Till a its shoulders it should proudly see
Wings to find out an immortality!

The following passage relaing to the same, is even greater. It
is the very magic of imagination.

— Forlo | e dfar,

O saling the blue cragginess, a car,

And gteeds with streamy manes—the charioteer
Looks out upon the winds with glorious fear:
And now the numerous tramplings quiver lightly
Along a huge cloud's ridge; and now with sprightly
Whed downward come they into fresher skies,
Tipt round with slver from the sun's bright eyes.
Sl downward with cagpacious whirl they glide;
And now | see them on a green hill's Sde,

In breezy rest among the nodding stalks,

The charioteer with wondrous gesture talks

To trees and mountains——

We have not room to extract the passages on Pope and his
followers, who

—-With a puling force,
Sway'd them about upon a rocking horse,
And thought it Pegasus

Nor can we give those on the modern poets. We shdl conclude
our extracts with the following perfect and beautiful lines on the
busts and pictures which hung around the room in which he was
resting.

Sappho's meek head was there haf smiling down
At nothing; just as though the earnest frown

Of over thinking had that moment gone

From off her brow, and |eft her al done.

Great Alfred's too, with anxious pitying eyes,
As if he aways ligen'd to the Sghs

Of the goaded world; and Kosciusko's worn
With horrid suffrance—mightily forlorn.
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Petrarch, outstepping from the shady green,

Starts at the Sght of Laura; nor can wean

His eyes from her sweet face. Most happy they!
For over them was seen a free display

Of outspread wings, and from between them shone
The face of : from off her throne

She overlook'd things that | scarce could tell.

We conclude with earnestly recommending the work to dl our
readers. It is not without defects, which may be easly mentioned,
and as eagly rectified. The author, from his natural freedom of
versification, at times passes to an absolute faultiness of measure:
—This he should avoid. He should dso abstain from the use of
compound epithets as much as possble. He has afew faults which
youth must have—he is apt occasonaly to make his descriptions
overwrought,—but on the whole we never saw a book which had
0 little reason to plead youth as its excuse. The best poets of the
day might not blush to own it.

We have had two Sonnets presented to us, which were written
by Mr. Keats, and which are not printed in the present volume.
We have great pleasure in giving them to the public—as well on
account of their own power and beauty, as of the grandeur of the
subjects; on which we have ourselves so often made observar
tions.

TO HAYDON, WITH A SONNET WRITTEN ON SEEING THE
ELGIN MARBLES

Forgive me, Haydon, that | cannot speak

Definitively on these mighty things—

Forgive me that | have not eagle's wings—

That what | want, | know not where to seek:

And think that | would not be overmeek

In rolling out up-follow'd thunderings,

Even to the steep of Heliconian springs,

Were | of ample strength for such a freak.

Think too that dl those numbers should be thine;

Whose ds2? In this who touch thy vesture's hem?

For where men stared at what was most divine,

With browless idiotism—o'erweening phlegm;—

Thou hadst beheld the Hesperean shine

Of their gtar in the eadt, and gone to worship them,
P
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ON SEEING THE ELGIN MARBLES
My spirit is too wesk—mortality
Weighs heavily on me, like unwilling degp—
And each imagined pinnacle and steep
Of godlike hardship, tdls me | must die,
Like a 9ck eagle looking at the sky.
Yet 'tis a gentle luxury to weep,
That | have not the cloudy winds to keep
Fresh for the opening of the morning's eye.
Such dim concelved glories of the brain,
Bring round the heart an undescribable feud;
So do these wonders a most dizzy pain,
That mingles Grecian grandeur, with the rude
Weasting of old Time—with a billowy main—
A Sun—a shadow of a magnitude!

[From the European Magazine, May, 1817, pp. 434-437]
Poems by John Keats. Foolscap, 8vo. pp. 121

There are few writers more frequent or more presumptuous in
their intrusions on the public than, we know not what to cdl them,
versfiers, rhymists, metre-balad mongers, what you will but poets.
The productions of some among them rise, like the smoke of an
obscure cottage, dog the air with an obtrusive vapour, and then
fade away into oblivion and nothingness. The compostions of
others equaly ephemerd, but possessang, perhaps, afew eccentric
features of origindity, come upon us with aflash and an explosion,
risng into the air like a rocket, pouring forth its short-lived splen-
dour and then falling, like Lucifer, never to rise again.

The attention of the public, indeed, has been so frequently
arested and abused by these exhaations of ignorance, perverted
genius, and presumption, that 'poems has become a dull feature
upon atitle page, and it would be well for the more worthy candi-
dates for regard and honour, particularly at this physiognomica,
or, rather craniologicd period, could the spirit of an author be re-
flected there with more expressive fidelity. A quotation from, and
a wood-engraving of Spencer, therefore, on the title page of Mr.
Keetss volume, Is very judicioudy and appropriately introduced
as the poeticd beauties of the volume we are about to review,
remind us much of that degant and romantic writer.

For the grand, daborate, and abstracted music of nature our
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author has afine ear, and now and then catches afew notes from
passages of that never-ending harmony which God made to retain
In exdtation and purity the spirits of our first parents. In ‘places
of Nestling-green for poets made/ we have this gentle address to
Cynthia:

O maker of sweet poets dear delight

Of this fair world, and dl its gentle livers,

Spangler of clouds, hao of crystd rivers,

Mingler with leaves, and dew, and tumbling streams,

Closer of lovely eyes to lovely dreams,

Iéfover of Ionelin&?j anddwaﬁdeai ng,

u es and tender pondering!
Theapcrﬁaﬁsﬁ prase, abovepaci)l othergglories
That smilest us on to tell delightful Sories.

And dso in his last poem, concerning deep, the following in-

terrogations and apostrophes are very pleasing:
What is more gentle than awind in summer?
What is more soothing than the pretty hummer
That stays one moment in an open flower,
And buzzes cheerily from bower to bower?
What is more tranquil than a musk rose, blowing
In agreen idand, far from dl men's knowing?
More healthful than the leafiness of dales?
More secret than a nest of nightingales?
More serene than Cordelids countenance?
More full of visons than a high romance?
What but thee, deep?

The volume before us indeed is full of imaginations and descrip-
tions equ%lclf/ delicate and eegant with these; but, athough we
have looked into it with pleasure, and strongly recommend it to
the perusal of dl lovers of red poetry, we cannot, as another critic
hasinjudicioudy attempted, roll the name of Byron, Moore, Camp-
bell and Rogers, into the milky way of literature, because Kests is
pouring forth his splendors in the Orient. We do not imagine that
thefame of one poet, depends upon thefall of another, or that our
morning and our evening stars necessarily eclipse the congtdlations
of the meridian.

Too much praiseis more injurious than censure, and forms that
magnifying lens, through which, the faults and deformities of its
object are augmented and enlarged; while true merit looks more
lovely beaming through the clouds of prejudice and envy, because
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;‘Eael adds to admiration and esteem the associaion of superior
ings.

We cannot then advance for our author equal dam to public
notice for maturity of thought, propriety of feding, or fdlicity of
syle. But while we blame the dovenly independence of his vers-
fication, we must dlow that thought, sentiment, and fedling, par-
ticularly in the active use and poeticd display of them, belon
more to the maturity of summer fruits than to theinfancy of vern
blossoms, to that knowledge of the human mind and heart which
is acquired only by observation and experience, than to the early
age, or fervid imagination of our promising author. But if the gay
colours and the sweet fragrance of bursting blossoms be the pro-
mise of future treasures, then may we prophesy boldly of the
future eminence of our young post, for we have no where found
them so early or so beautifully displayed as in the pages of the
volume before us.

Theyouthful architect may be discovered in the petty arguments
of his principal pieces. These poeticd structures may be compared
to no gorgeous paaces, no solemn temples; and in his enmity to
the French school, and to the Augustan age of England, he seems
to have a principle, that plan and arrangement are prgjudicia to
natura poetry.

The principa conception of hisfirst poem is the same as that of
a contemporary author, Mr. Wordsworth, and presumes that the
most ancient poets, who are the inventors of the Heathen Mytho-
logy, imagined those fables chiefly by the personification of many
appearances in nature; just as the astronomers of Egypt gave name
and figure to many of our congtdlations, and as the late Dr. Dar-
win ingenioudy illustrated the science of Botany in a poem cdled
'the Loves of the Plants'

After having painted a few ‘places of nestling green, for poets
made' thus Mr. Kesats:

What first inspired a bard of old to sng
Narcissus pining O'er the untainted spring?
In some ddicious ramble he had found

A little space, with boughs al woven round,
And in the midst of dl a clearer pool

Than were reflected in its pleasant codl,

The blue here, and there, serendly peeping
Thro' tendril wreaths fantasticaly creeping.
And on a bank alondly flower he spied,
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A meek and forlorn flower, with nought of pride.
Drooping its beauty Oer the watery clearness

To woo Its own sad image into nearness,

Desf to light Zephyrus, it would not move;

But ill would seem to droop, to pine, to love—
So while the poet stood in this sweet o,

Some fainter gleamings o'er his fancy shot;

Nor was it long ere he had told the tale

Of young Narcissus and sad Echo's bale!

In the fragment of a Tde of Romance, young Cdidore is
amusing himsdf in a little boat in the park, till, hearing the trum-
pet of the warder, which announces the arriva of his friends at the
cadle, he hastens home to meet them: in after times we presume
heis to become the hero of some marvellous achievements, devot-
ing himsdf, like Quixote, to the service of the ladies, redressing
wrongs, digpdling the machinations of evil genii, encountering
dragons, traversing regions aerid, terrestria, and infernal, setting
a price upon the heads of dl giants, and forwarding them, trunk-
less, like 'a cargo of famed cestrian cheese,' as a dutiful tribute to
the unrivaled beauty of his fair Dulcinea del Toboso. This frag-
ment is as pretty and as innocent as childishness can make it, save
that it savours too much,—as indeed do amost dl these poems—
of the foppery and affectation of Leigh Hunt!

We shdl pass over to thelast of some minor pieces printed in the
middle of the book, of superior versfication, indeed, but of which,
therefore, he seems to be partly ashamed, from a declaration that
they were written earlier than the rest. These lines are spirited
and powerful:

Ah! who can €er forget so fair a being?
Who can forget her half retiring sweets?
God! sheis like a milk-white lamb that bleats
For man's protection. Surely the All-seeing,
Who joys to see us with his gifts agreeing,
Will never give him pinions, who intreats
Such innocence to ruin; who vilely chesats

A dovelike bosom. . . .!

There are some good sonnets; that on first looking into Chap-

man's Homer, although absurd inits gpplication, is afair specimen:
Much have | travell'd in the reelms of gold,
. And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;
Round many western idands have | been,
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Which bards in fedty to Apallo hold:

Oft of one wide expanse have | been told,

That degp brow'd Homer ruled as his demesne;
Yet did | never breathe its pure serene,

Till 1 heard Chapman spesk out loud and bold.
Then felt | like some watcher of the skies
When a new planet swims into his ken;

Or like stout Cortez when, with eagle eyes.

He stared at the Pacific—and dl his men
Looked at each other with awild surmise,
Slent, upon a peak in Darien,

Till I heard Chapman spesk out loud and bold' however is a
bad line—not only as it breaks the metaphor—but as it blows out
the whole sonnet into an unseemly hyperbole. Conggent with
this sonnet is a passage in his' Seep and Poetry.’

A schism
Nurtured by foppery and barbarism,
Made great Apollo blush for this his land,
Men were thought wise who could not understand
His glories: with a puling infant's force
They swayed about upon a rocking-horse,
And thought it Pegasus. Ah! disma soul'd!
The winds of heaven blew, the ocean roll'd
Its gathering waves—ye felt it not. The blue
Bared its eternd bosom, and the dew
Of summer nights collected dill to make
The morning precious. beauty was awake!
Why were ye not awake? but ye were dead
To things ye knew not of,—were closdy wed
To musty laws lined out with wretched rule
And compass vile: so that ye taught a school
Of dalts to smooth, inlay, and dip, and fit,
Till, like the certain wands of Jacob's wit,
Their verses tdlied. Easy was the task:
A thousand handicraftsmen wore the mask
Of poesy. llI-fated, impious race!
That blasphemed the bright lyrist to his face,
And did not know it,—no! they went about,
Holding a poor, decrepid standard out,
Marked with most flimsy mottoes, and in large .
The name of one Bailleau!
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These lines are indeed sdtirica and poignant, but leveled at the
author of Eloise, and of Windsor Forest; of the Essays and the
Sires, they will form no sun, no centre of a system; but like the
moon exploded from the South Sea, the mere satdlite will revolve
only around the head of its own author, and reflect upon him an
unchanging face of ridicule and rebuke. Like Badaam's ass before
the angd, offensive only to the power that goads it on.

We might transcribe the whole volume were we to point out
every indance of the luxuriance of his imagination, and the
puerility of his sentiments. With these distinguishing festures, it
cannot be but many passages will afopear abstracted and obscure.
Feeble and false thoughts are easily lost sight of in the redundance
of poetica decoration.

To conclude, if the principle is worth encountering, or the pas-
sage worth quoting, he says.

Let there nothing be
More boisterous than alover's bended knee;
Nought more ungentle than the placid look
Of one who leans upon a dosad book;
Nought more untranquil than the grassy dopes
Between two hills—All hail delightful hopes!
As she was wont, the imagination
Into most lovey labyrinths will be gone,
And they shal be accounted Poet Kings
Who smply tell the most hearteasing things.
O may these joys be ripe before | die.

Though he well adds:

Will not some say that | presumptuoudy
Have spoken? that from hastening disgrace
"Twere better far to hide my foolish face?

Let not Mr. Keats imagine that the sole end of poesy is attained
by those
Who dgtrive with the bright golden wing
Of genius, to flap away each sting
Thrown by the pitiless world.

But remember that there is a sublimer height to which the spirit
of the muse may soar; and that her arm is able to uphold the
adamantine shidd of virtue, and guard the soul from those in-
snuating sentiments, so fatally inculcated by many of the most
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popular writers of the day, equaly repugnant both to reason and
religion, which, if they touch us with ther poisoned points, will
contaminate our purity, innoculate us with degeneracy and corrup-
tion, and overthrow among us the dominion of domestic peace and
public liberty.

Religion and the love of virtue are not incongstent with the cha-
racter of a poet; they should shine like the moon upon his thoughts,
direct the course of his enquiries, and illuminate his reflections
upon mankind. We consider that the specimens here presented to
our readers, will establish our opinion of Mr. Keatss poetica
imagination; but the mere luxuries of imagination, more especialy
in the possession of the proud egotist of diseasad fedlings and per-
verted principles, may become the ruin of a people—inculcate the
falsest and most dangerous idess of the condition of humanity—
and refine us into the degeneracy of butterflies that perish in the
deceitful glories of a destructive taper. These observations mi ght
be consdered impertinent, were they gpplied to onewho had dis-
covered any incapecity for loftier flights—to one who could not
appreciate the energies of Milton or of Shakspeare—to one who
could not soar to the heights of poesy,—and ultimately hope to
bind his brows with the glorious sunbeams of immortality.

G.F.M.
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l,p.7.
Pcannot resst quotin?, in partial explanation of Mathew's étti-
tude to Keats, apassage from Leigh Hunt's till too much neglected
volume. Imagination and Fancy (2nd ed., p. 315). This volume
oonta;'] ns some of Lhe finest criticiam of goetry av&/ritt?w in tkr]]e nine-
teenth century. The passage appropriately is taken from the essay
on Kesats hirqus;eIf: the referena(?gisgto thg attack on Kesats in The
Quarterly Review.

But the secret a the bottom of such unprovoked censure is
exasperated inferiority. Y oung poets, upon the whole—at leedt,
very young poets—had better not publish at dl. They are pretty
sure to have faults; and jealousy and envy are as sure to find
them out, and wreak upon them their own disappointments.
The critic is often an unsuccessful author, dmost always anin-
ferior one to aman of genius, and possesses his sensibility neither
to beauty nor to pain. If he does—if by any chance heis a man
of genius himsdf (and such things have been), sure and certain
will be his regret, some day, for having given pains which he
might have turned into noble pleasures, and nothing will con-
sole him but that very charity towards himsdlf, the grace of
which can only be secured to us by our having denied it to no
one.

| wonder whether in the last sentence of this beautiful passage,
Hunt had in mind Byron's criticism of Kesats.

I, p. 10.

Leigh Hunt, in his Examiner review of the 1817 volume, was
even more severetowards them, when he said that the earlier poems
might well have been omitted, ‘epecidly the string of magistrate-
interrogations about a shell and a copy of verses. But since that
review was not published till June 1817, it is doubtful whether
Mathew could have seen it before writing his. Haydon's review
of 9th March 1817 must have appeared immediately after, or even
before, the book was published.

Ilp. 17-
Thisis the origina text of the sonnet as given by Charles Cow-
den Clarkein hisRecollections of a Writer. Inthefina formline7

Q
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became: 'Yet did | never breathe its pure serene; and line 11, 'Or
like stout Cortez, when with eagle eyes. Leigh Hunt, in his essay
in Imagination and Fancy, seems to suggest that the 'eagle eyes
came from Titian's portrait of Cortez, when he says. 'His "eagle
eyes' are from life, as may be seen by Titian's portrait of him.’

[l,p. 18

Leigh Hunt, in publishing the poem in The Examiner, Decem-
ber 1816, objected to the vagueness of the phrase.

Il,p. 19

This is precisaly the criticism which Keats, in 1820, wished to
impress upon John Clare, as may be seen by the extracts from two
letters written to Clare by Taylor the publisher, published by Mr.
Edmund Blunden in his little volume, Shelley and Keats; as they
struck their Contemporaries (pp. 72 and 77). In the first letter
(16th March 1820), Taylor wrote:

Kests came to dine with me the Day before yesterday for the
first time snce hisillness—Hewas very sorry he did not seeyou
—When | read Solitude to him he observed that the description
too much prevailed over the sentiment.

Apparently, in this form, as given a second-hand, the criti-
cism was obscure to Clare. Clare, who shared Taylor's great ad-
miration for Keats, seems to have been anxious to have it made
?:Ilain. And in the second letter (29th Sept. 1820) Taylor wrote to

ae

If he [Keats] recovers his Strength he will write to you. |
think hewishesto say toyouthat your ImagesfromNaturearetoo
much introduced without being caled for by a particular Senti-
ment. To meddle with this Subject is bad policy when | amin
haste, but perhaps you conceive what it is he means. his
Remark is only gpplicable now and then when he feds as if the
description overlaid and stifled that which ought to be the pre-
valing ldea

Put ‘the particular Sentiment' and ‘the prevailing Idea together,
blend them into one, and we have ‘the predominant passion’ of
Coleridge. This cardina point of poeticd criticism, so cealy
grasped by Coleridge and Kests, is but rarely recognized to-day.
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Therefore we take the opportunity of quoting a passage from Leigh
Hunt's ariticism of The Eveof St._égne_s_i nImaginationand Fanc
(p. 334) wherethis axiom of poeticd criticismis equally recognized.
Leigh Hunt is commenting on the last lines of stanza xv.

But soon his eyes grew brilliant, when she told
His lady's purpose; and he scarce could brook
Tears, & the thought of these enchantments cold,
And Madeline asleep in lap of legends old.

The itdics are Hunt's.

This passege [he says], ‘adegp in lgp of legends old!, is in the
highest imaginative taste, fusing together the imaginative and
the spiritud, the remote and the near. Madelineis adegp in her
bed; but sheis aso adeep in accordance with the legends of the
season; and thereforethe bed becomestheir [ap aswell asdegp's.
The poet does not criticaly think of dl this; hefedsit: and thus
should other young poets draw upon the prominent points of
their fedlings on a subject, sucking the essence out of them in
anaogous words, instead of beating about the bush for thoughts,
and perhaps getting clever ones, but not thoroughly pertinent,
not wanted, not the best. Such, at least, is the difference be-
tween the truest poetry and the degrees benegth it.

I, p. 30.

‘Unconscious is here used quite arbitrarily, to denote aless com-
plete awareness than that of the final act of creation. The nature
of this 'unconsciousness is sufficiently defined in the course of the
essay.

11,p. 41.

Compare with this Monetas address to the poet in The Fall of
Hyperion, lines 163-70:
Thou art a dreaming thing,
A fever of thysdf; think of the earth;
What bliss, even in hope, is there for thee?
What haven? every creature hath its home,
Every sole man hath days of joy and pain,
“Whether his labours be sublime or low—
Thepain alone, thejoy alone, distinct:
Only the dreamer venoms all his days,
Bearing more woe than all his sins deserve.

Q2
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V,p.72.

The name 'pseudo-statement’, given by Mr. |. A. Richards to
such a declaration as 'Beauty as Truth', is unfortunate. A 'pseudo-
statement’ sounds a very poor thing—a sham statement. But |
find, on consulting Mr. Richardss admirable essay 'Science and
Poetry', that this apparently contemptuous nuance in the word is
unintentiona. Mr. Richardss intention is more clearly given in
the following passage from his essay:

A pseudo-statement is ‘true’ if it suits and serves some dtti-
tude or links together attitudes which on other grounds are de-
grable. Thiskind of truth is so opposed to scientific ‘truth’ that
itis apity to use so smilar aword, but at present it is difficult
to avoid the mapractice. ... A pseudo-statement is a form of
words which is justified entirely by its effect in releasng or
organizing our impulses and attitudes (pp. 58-9).

Itis clear from this that Mr. Richardss term 'pseudo-statement’
IS not derogatorﬁ in intention, however much it may be in effect.
A little later in the same essay, Mr. Richards writes:

On the whole true statements are of more service to us than
fase ones. None the less we do not and, at present, cannot
order our emotions and attitudes by true statements aone. Nor
IS there any probability that we ever shal contriveto do so. This
is one of the great new dangers to which civilization is exposed.
Countless pseudo-statements—about God, about the universe,
about human nature, the relations of mind to mind, about the
soul, its rank and destiny—pseudo-statements which are pivota
points in the organization of the mind, vital to its wel-being,
have suddenly become, for sincere, honest and informal minds,
impossible to beieve. For centuries they have been believed;
now they are gone, irrecoverably; and the knowledge which has
killed them is not of a kind upon which an equally fine organization
of the mind can be based (p. 60).

Here a 'pseudo-gtatement’ is equivaent to a ‘fase statement,
an equivaence which is, surdy, unwarrantable. For in that case
we are involved in the necessity of organizing our emotions and
attitudes by statements which we know to befalse.

A potic or metaphorical statement, because it is not 'true’ in
a certain limited sense of correspondenceto 'fact', isnot false. Take
Shakespeare's 'Ripeness is dl'. It is an assertion concerning the
mora (or as | should say) the metabiologicd nature of man.
Neither logic nor science have any means of checking it. If we



NOTES 117

paraphrase it into 'Maturity is the most necessary achievement of
man’, most of the unique suggestion is logt; but even in that im-
poverished form, it is not false. It may perfectly wel be true.
The assertion that 'God is Love may perfectly well bear, for one
who does not believe in the existence of God, a profound meaning;
to such a mind it is neither true nor fase. It is an inevitably
metaphorica expresson of something which, for lack of a better
phrase, we will provisondly cdl 'spiritua truth*. Take again this
passage from a sermon of Meister Eckhart:

There is something in the soul wherein God smply is and
thisis a nameless thing and has no proper name. It neither has
nor is a definite entity, for it is not this nor that nor here nor
there; what it is, it is from another, wherewith it is the same;
the One dreams into it, and it into the One. (Sermon XCIV.)

For most peoplethisis purenonsense; for afew it isfull of mean-
ing. Itis | should say, a true description of a rare and highly
desrable condition of the human organism.

Hereisthe point. By what means are these and similar rare and
desirable conditions of the human organism to be described? The
conditions are redl; they are not delusons. Maodern psychology s,
as yet, quite incompetent to furnish a description comparable in
delicacy with that of Eckhart given above. Yet the description is
wholly metaphorical. To say that ‘it helps to organize our emo-
tions and attitudes may be true enough; but that gives us no help
at dl in our effort to understand such a statement. We must have
actualy experienced, in full or in part, a Smilar condition of the
organism.

Very likely, as moderns, we no longer believe in the existence
of the soul as a separate entity. But the innumerable poetic and
religious statements in which the soul plays part, do not thereby
lose their meaning. The conception of the soul was necessary to
explicate and communicate certain common or rare conditions of
the organism. Itis by no means certain that it is not still necessary.
The difference is that now, for many, the metaphor is become a
conscious metaphor.

It is this attainment of a condition in which very many tradi-
tiona metaphors have become wholly conscious which makes Mr.
Richardss cleavage into 'pseudo-statements and 'true statements
inadequate. We have actualy reached a condition of awareness of
which one essentid characteridtic is that we see immediately that
such a"cleavage does a certain violence to the facts. Statements
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concerning the intimate nature of man are neither true nor false;
they correspond to experience (not 'fact’) or they do not.

But even that account is inadequate. For a condition of the
organismis surdly afact. By saying that a certain condition of the
human organism (commonly called ‘spiritud’ or ‘mord’) is a com-
plex combination of emotions and attitudes, we do not abolish its
datus as afact. The problem is to give accurate descriptions of
these facts. Poetry done seems able to do this.

We may digtinguish two problems, though they are only two
agpects of a gngle problem: the accurate description of objects,
and the accurate description of experiences. When John Clare
Speeks of the primrose

With its crimp and curdled leef
And its little brimming eye,

hisis surely an accurate description: but accurate with an accuracy
unknown to and unachievable by science. When Catullus says:

Soles occidere et redire possunt
Nobis cum semd occidit brevis [ux
Nox est perpetua una dormienda,

he is accurately describing an experience. Quite possibly we may
beieve in the immortdity of the soul—that makes no difference
to the accuracy of Catullus description of his experience.

All objects and al experiences are unique. When their unique-
ness is adequately communicated, then, no matter what unveri-
fiable subsidiary statements are incorporated into the language by
which they are communicated, the total statement isin avery red
and practicd sense 'true’. To deny 'truth’ to such tota statements
isavery arbitrary limitation of the word, ‘truth’. | should say that
Mr. Richardss name of ‘Bsaldcrstatements could only be accepted
asfairly applicable to subsidiary statements forming part of a total

ic Statement, when these are wrenched from their context.

It is thus with the 'pseudo-statements of religion. They have
to be reingtated in the context of the total statement of which they
arepart. 'GodisLove isnot nonsense, neither isit amagicd tdis
man by which emotions and attitudes can be efficaciousy orga
nized; itis a detached phrasetaken from atota statement about the
nature of human experience. When we understand the statement
in its totdity, we have no difficulty in accepting it for true. All
we have to redlize is that other tota statements about the nature
of human experience, which include within them 'pseudo-date-
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ments utterly at variance with the 'pseudo-statements of Chris-
tianity, are equdly true. Naturally, Chrigianity cannot admit this;
but that is no reason why enlightened minds should not.

'Pseudo-gtatements, therefore, appear to be necessary as ameans
of making a total Statement that is true ooncerning human ex-
perience. Reigions indg that their necessary 'pseudo-statements
are true; they are not true, they are merely necessary to one par-
ticular totd statement. Religion (or rather every particular religion)
errsby inggting on thetruth of its necessary 'pseudo-statements; its
critics generdly err no less by supposing that when they have
denied Its 'pseudo-statements  they have proved its total statement
fase. For mysdf, | suspect that no total statement of any kind
about human experience, however seemingly 'scientific', can be
made without 'pseudo-statements.

This is hardly the appropriate place to develop the discusson;
but it may be remarked in conclusion that the argument indicated
here avoids the pessmigtic conclusion to which Mr. Richards is
driven, when speaking of the various religious and mora "pseudo-
satements that are now 'gone irrevocably’, he says:

The knowledge which has killed them is not of a kind upon
which an equally fine organization of the mind can be based.

If my argument is, as | beieve, correct, no 'pseudo-statement'
which has been an integrd part of a true total statement concern-
ing human experience is ever gone ‘irrevocably’. It has merely

iven place to other ‘pseudo-statements. But the modern mind
?or that enlightened part of it represented so admirably by Mr.
Richards himself) is now capable of recognizing its own "pseudo-
satements at the very moment of formulating them: and this
capecity, which is at present only faintly developed, will enable
men to accept, conscioudy and provisondly, the 'pseudo-date-
ments of the past. The true tota statements of which these
‘pseudo-statements were the temporary vehicles will thus remain
perfectly vaid. The fine organization of the mind, which Mr.
Richards and dl good men desre, will not be logt. 1t will merdy
be carried on into a dightly finer organization of mind—finer by
this one new capacity, of receiving a true total statement without

accepting the truth in isolaion of the ‘pseudo-statements by
which it was necessarily mediated.

V, p. 75.
I\F/)Ir. Frederick Page has pointed out to me that Dr. Bridges
may have had not the first, but the second stanza, of the
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Odein his mind. And, certainly, it would be possble to interpret
the second stanza as an assertion of 'the supremacy of ided art
over Nature, because of its unchanging expresson of perfection'.
But | am persuaded that the interpretation would be mistaken. It
may seem meticulous to distinguish very grictly in such a matter;
but the track of Keats thought is both smple and tenuous, and
the matter is of high importance/The supremacy which he asserts
IS the supremacy of the changdess, and in the strict metaphysica
snge, eternd world of the Imagination. He is not asserting the
supremacy of Art over Nature; but of the Imaginative vison of
Nature over theimmersion in Nature to which, in our total anima
exigence, we are ‘condemned'.

Further, Mr. Page reminds me that there are two transcripts of
the poem in which there are no inverted commeas to the assertion
‘Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty'. But the evidence is that Keats
corrected his 1820 volume with great care, and the presence of the
inverted commas suggests to me that Keats thought the distinction
between the utterance of the Urn and his own endorsement of it
to be of someimportance. Thevers on of the poem which appeared
in Annalsofthe FineArts(No. XV, Jan. 1820) printsthelinesthus:

Beauty is Truth, Truth Beauty— That is dl
Y e know on Earth, and al ye need to know.

A form which, in the late Mr. Buxton Forman's opinion and my
own less authoritative one, confirms the reading of the 1820
volume.

V,p.78.

This passage from Endymion, to which my attention was drawn
by Mr. Frederick Page, Is deeply interesting. If the thought be
carefully followed, it will be seen to contain the germ of one essen-
tial thought inthe Ode ona Grecian Urn. Thereisatrueregdity
beyond the earthly, says Kesats. It cannot be reached

But by a patient wing, a constant spell,
Or by ethered things that, unconfin'd,
Can make aladder of the eternd wind
And poize about in cloudy thunder-tents
To watch the abysm-birth of dements.

The 'eternd wind' is obvioudy a metaphor; it is not an ascenson
into remoter regions of physica space that Keats is imagining, but
from Time into Eternity, from Existence into Being—to a redm
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‘above the withering of old-lippd Fate. In that relm unknown
Powers keep rdigious state

And, Slent as a consecrated urn,
Hold sphery sessons for a season due.

Here 'the fogter-child of dlence, the 'slent form', definitely ap-
pears as the symbol of Eternity, and its Towers.

For ‘ethered things compare the passage from the Letters
quoted on p. 64.

V,p.79-

A habit of visua imagination in profile gppears to have exised
in Keats even as a schoolboy, for in his letter to Haydon (10th
April 1818) he wrote: "'When a schoolboy the abstract idea | had
of an heroic painting was what | cannot describe. | saw it some-
what sideways, large, prominent, round and coloured with magni-
ficence. ..." Which suggests that the frieze of a Greek vase rather
satisfied an existing habit of the visua imagination, than originated
anew one.

One may perhaps relate with this three characteristic uses of the
word sidelong:

Berthawas amaiden fair,

Dwelling in th' old Minster-square,

From her fire-sde she could seg,

Sdelong, itsrich antiquity.—(The Eve of . Mark.)

| sat her on my pacing steed
And nothing else saw dl day long
For sidelong would she bend and sing
A faery's song.—(La Belle Dame; 1st version.)

Nymph of the downward smile, and sidelong glance.
(To %.A.W)

Compare with this last the picture of Madeline in The Eve of
S. Agnes, VII.

V,p.80.

The impossibility of rendering in my clumsy prose the full sug-
gedtion of the fourth stanza is some measure of its perfection.
The town the enchanted ones have left is sad and londy at ther
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loss Thereis a gap in Nature; not that thrilling one made by the
ar which, 'but for vacancy,

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too.

This is the subtler emptiness which must needs descend upon
Nature if, by an impossibility, the Eternity of Imagination were
embodied and made sensuoudy apprehensble. Imagination (the
Eye which beholds Eternity) is beyond the senses (of which the
Mind is one) as its objects are beyond Existence: the sensuous—
the perceived and the thought—can be only the symbol of the
imagined.

Eternity is not amode of Existence; if it were, it could exigt only
a the cogt of other modes of Exisgence. The eterndly existent
would be merely a dass of exiding things, or beings, deriving its
own pre-eminence from their degradation, and batteni n? its sub-
gtance upon their emptiness. This is the tragedy of dl specific
religions. At this tragedy Kests glances, in the slent desolation of
the little town, which has, so to spesk, sacrificed its inhabitants to
Heaven. But Keats knowsthat Eternity is not amode of Existence,
though it can only be represented in the guise of Existence. This
is if we will, the tragedy of Art. Therefore Kests says:

Thou, slent form, dost tease us out of thought
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!

V,p. So.

Mr. Frederick Page has drawn my attention to the relation which
exigds between the Odeona Grecian Urnand Fancy. | amunable
to accept his suggestion that the ‘ingle’ in which we are invited to
gt in Fancy corresponds to the Cave of Quietude in Endymion,
Book 1V; for | do not bdieve that the ingle has any symbalic in-
tention. Itis surely, a concrete and mundanefireside, such as that
by which he was stting on the night of 2nd January 1819 when
he copied the lines

What do then?
Sit thee in an ingle when
The sear faggot blazes bright,
Spirit of a winter night;
When the soundless earth is muffled
And the caked snow is shuffled
From the Ploughboy's heavy shoon:
When the night doth meet the noon
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In a dark conspiracy

To banish vesper from the sky.
Sit thee then and send abroad
With a mind sdf-overaw'd
Fancy high-commissioned.

But | agree with Mr. Page that what Kests here cdls Fancy, is
really much more akin to Imagination; and that the contrast be-
tween the fading pleasures of sense (in the widest meaning) and
He eterna delights of the Imagination drawn by Keats in Fancy
has a close rdation to the thought of the Ode on a Grecian Urn. It
is pitched, throughout, in aminor key; but the messageis the same.

Bresk the Mesh
Of the Fancy's slken leash
Where she's tethered to the heart.

In other words, let not the Imagination be chained to our dreams
of a mortal happiness. Set her free from the aching demands of
our anima exisgence. (‘Pleasureé—true Pleasure—'never is at
home, i. e. in the sensud and anima man.) Sdf-detachment is
necessary to red Imagination.

The same thought, 1t may be noted, occurs dso in Bards of Pas-
sion and of Mirth, written at the same time and in the same form.
(A proof, if any were needed, that the verses were not addressed
to Beaumont and Fetcher.) It is on ‘the double immortality of
poets. They are immorta in Eternity, symbolicaly imagined as
a Paradise; they are immortal in Time dso, where

The souls ye left behind you
Teach us here the way to find you
Where your other Souls are joying
Never dumber'd, never cloying.

'Cloying—the epithet occurs in Fancy ('Not a mistress but doth
cloy’) and in The Grecian Urn.

All breathing human passion far above
That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd.

It is the Sgn of Existence; inseparable from 'the little week' which
mortals must 'sojourn with their cares. But the poets ‘teach us
here the way to find them', in Eternity; teach us ‘what doth
srengthen'’, which is detachment from, ‘and what mainm', which is
identification with, anima existence, the desres of the heart.
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The note has not yet the depth it atains in the Odes More
experience, of lifeand of poetry, was required. At the very moment
he wrote these two 'rondesus, Keats was conscioudy struggling
for an ampler poetic form. The 'rondeaus themsdlves were an
experiment; and on 3rd May, when the Ode to Psyche had been
written, he was dill experimenting, witness the beatiful 1 by dull
rhymes our English must be chained, which begins to gpproximate
cosdly to the magnificent Ode form, only half-achieved in Psyche,
which was Keats unique crestion.

This smultaneous struggle for content and for form, for pure
experience and pure utterance, is in itsdf a supreme victory of
detachment. It is thiswhich makes Keats agreat poet, aswell as a
grest man. The whole period, December 1818 to May 1819, is a
conquest of detachment; and the detachment of the man is secured
and consolidated by those so-celled technical' advances by which
he brings his new knowledge to utterance. Utterance is itsdlf de-
tachment. Therefore the great poet is the perfect type of man;
therefore aso there has been no truly wise man who has not been,
in some radical sense, a poet—a master of utterance.
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