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35.1 OBJECTIVES

You wonld be able 10 achieve threg objectives by reading this unit. They are as
below:

+ Rewiew your study of blocks six and seven ;
Look at the Romantic movement as a whole ; and
»  Gain insights into the writing of critical questions.

352 INTRODUCTION

This is the last unit on the Romantic period. What would we bave done if we had
been in & face to face situation T After having completed 2 period such as the
Romantic Revival we would have thrown the discussion open for your participation.
Perhaps we who had taught this period to yon over a petiod of two or three months
would have taken our seat in the andicnce and asked you to present your papers.
Alternatively we would have given you a set of questions and asked you to wiitc your
answers. We would have then evaluated your answers and may be asked some of you
to read vour essays aloud for the benefit of your friends. As 1 am awarc that quitc a
fow of vou would not visit the study conter dug to your personal problems so this unit
shoutd help vou pantially overcome the handicap.

fn this uni you are going o read five short e3says such gs you might > "~ ~d o

write at the fina) exam. On the one hand they wall help you revide Tave
read in the present and the previons blocks and on the other offer Y0U iuasiE for your
owin angwers 1o critical questions. .

You should net have to spead oo [ong on this block hecause new ideas are not being
presented here; new facts will pat be discussed. What you are going 1o learn is the
manner of prosentation. Each soction in this untt has a question written in the itakics
and the answers to those questions fullow in the remaining part of that section,

352 ROMANTICISM AND THE REAL WORLD

“The peceliar quality of Ropmbicism Ve in this that in apparently detaching ws from
the real world, it restores s ro reality ar a higher poini. " Discuss, iftustrating from

the poetry of the nineicenth century.
45
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The statement presumes that Romanticism detaches us from the real world in some
sensc. This deserves examination.

The Augustan poets took the uroan socicly as their milieu. The British poels of the
carly nineteenth century found this society sot a society in perfection but being made
bad and unhygienic by the Industrial Revolution. Its pelite character was being spoilc
by the increasing number of the uneducated. homeless workers in the towns, This -
society became a symbol of greed and trickery, deceit and kypocrisy and the
Romantic poets, emerged from this old centre and base of enlture and paliteness. This
may be morc true of Blake than of Keats but thers would have been some agrcement

. among the Ronantic poets on this issue.

This social change affected the thoughts of the people. The range of experience of the
previous age was found to be narrow and limited and the permissible interests and
setitiments few and limits of good sense and decency soon—reached. The new themes
thus were the child’s experiences, or interests of peoples remote from the cities or
even national life or the uncxplored buman passions, sentiments and f tings that
were more a part of human existence than just reason.

Coleridge’s The Arcient Mariner, Christabed. and Kubla Khor demonstrare the
effectiveness of the non-rational and discursive in litcrature as vehicle for
communicating states of mind and feeling that cannot be readily justified in oxplicit
statemenis. Fhe Ancient Mariner i5 set in the solitariness of the grucsome sea. 11 is 4
1ale of adventure and mare than that, a tale of adventure into the unexplored arcas of
the psyche. The Mariner is afflicted by a stran- « -1v-¢ to tell his tale 1o someotic who
is fit for it. $till the morality is a mundzuc one, ow e’ "1 that was rot considered
worthy of notice by the predecessors of the Roma:: -

He praveth well who loveth well
Both man and bird and beast.

Christobel has the setting of a medieval castle, where an innocent girl like the kin of
the bridegroom in The Ancient Marinaer is introduced into the complexity of a world
of love, witchery, supernatured elements and scnility. All these pooms express man's
willingnicss 1o pay serious attention to facts of mind untainted by reason.

Coleridge however was not alone in this matter. Blakc had gone farther than
Coleridge and imagined a whole world of beings. America. The Four Zoas. Marriage
of Heaven and Hell and The Book of *Urizen’ are al! inhabited by mythical beings of
Blake’s creation. Bul anatysed ow the level of symbols like Urizen for reason they all
explain their vahdity and meaning.

Words{‘ '?ﬂgii- the subject of his poctry the commaon people, uncorrupted by
civilizatu,,, . 40c child who has not allowed his innocence to get comipted by
understanding. ‘Michael’, “The Cumberand Beggar’ and the girl in “We are Seven’
are symbols of innocence. Michael gets corrupted by the new society which he joins.
Civiltzation has not reached others (in the two poems menticned above), to cotrupt
them. '

In poenis like ‘The Daffodils’ or ‘The Sky Lack” or “The Solitary Reaper” actefacts of
nature are seen as a personal, not a public object.

Whate'er the theme, the Maiden sang
As if her song ¢ould have no cnding;
[ saw her singing at her work

And o’er the sickle bending : -
Tisten’d. motionless and still

And, as I mounted up the hifl,

The music in my, heart T bore

Long after it was heard no m -+,



As the anarchism of Godwin professed man’s complete independence from external Revs
controf the Romantics emphasized the autenomy of a poet's world. erew
Byron was not an cscapist. He remained highly sociable, But while in the society, he

wished to fight with the despotism of his time. He st himself against all the

monarchies of big day. On the question of Gruek independence he recalled Homer, ,

the battlcs of the Greeks against the Trojans; and nearer in time the memory of the

Crusades came surging over his mind. The poetry of Yhe Vision of Judpment in theme

and trcatment is of the previous age. Chtlde Harold and Don Jyon are carthly and

cven profane. But they arc at a great remove from the selting of the poetry of Dryden,

Pope and Dr. Johnson. ' o

Shelley was a revolutionary and joined Byron in his philhellenism. He declared - ‘we
are ail Grecks’. But his pootry is more airy and inore than any other romantic poct,
worthy of Arnold’s sneer.

Ii asseris the romantic heresy which the poetry of the age had commiitad in
proclaiming the sei-sufficiency of the individual. “To & Skylark” is perhaps the most
perfect example of airincss converted inta the chaoms of poctry

What thou art we know not;
What is most like thee?
From rainbow clouds there flow not
Drops so bright to sec
As from, thy presence showers a rain of melody.
In sublimating the concrete Shelley licenses our imagination 1o the extremes of flight
and offers a pottrait of the purest of unan aspirations, pot of concrete objests.

Keats loved the vernal bloom, the taste of wine, the fragrance of flowers, the gentle
breeze and above all 1o be lulled to sleep by the one sweet call of a nightingale

With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,
And purplc-stained mouth;
That I might drink, and leave the world unscen,
And with thee fade away into the forast dim:

Keats later repudiated his cult of beauty. In his Jater poetry such as *Epistic to John
Hamilton Reynolds” he laments,

* .. Oh, never with the prize,
High reason, and the love of peod and ill,
Be my award.” : '

Or agamn,

Or 15 it dhat imagination brought

Beyand its proper bound, yvet stilf confin’d
Lost in a sort of Purgatory blind.

Caomot refer 1o any standard {aw

Of either carth or heaven *

Still the standard law which Kcats and his contemporary pocts adhered to, and
recognized the short-comings of. did restore the honour and mystery that surrounded
human beings. It is in this sense thar they portrayed reality but again it was a part of
the reality. In the change of focus if new areas had been discovered old ones had gone

into the shade, if not completely celipsed.

Dk Rang %7
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353 ROMANTICISM, EMOTION AND IMAGERY

‘Tntenise emorion coupled with awn Intense displav of imagery. swch 1y the frome of
mind which supporis and fevds the new lferatire.” Discuss the Romantic Revival in
the light of this statermeat.

Intense emotions of love, beanty and patriotism are generafly accumpanied with an
intense display of images. But when a pout meditates upon an object ot un idea his
intelect provides him with philosophy or a sublime sirain of poctry rather than the
glimmer of images.

Sheiley’s skvlark is a product of quivening imaginaton. The bird has been comparcd
with a “Cloud of fire’, an “wn-bodicd joy*, a “star of heaven”™, “the arrows of that silver
sphere’, “a poet hidden in the light of thought’, “a high—born maiden’. “a clow—wur
golden” and ‘rose embower’d in its own green leaves . and wath these images po
intense amotions. To quote a Faw stanzas

Likc a poet hidden
In the light of thought,
Singing hyning unbidden
Till the world is wrought
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not.

Or

With thy clear ketn joyance

Languor cannot be
Shadow of annoyance

MNever came near thee; _
Thou lovest—but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety,

Or

Teach me half the gladness
That thy brain must know
Such harmonions madness
From my lips would flow
The world shouald listen then, as | am listening now !

For Shelley, the bird becomes a symbol and then it grows uniil it becomes an agent
which participates with him in his flights of fancy, his passions of 1ifc, his veamings
for freedom.

Keats is anothet poet whose emotional experience is conveyed through images. The
nightingale is called “light—winged Drva.d of the trees’ and Keats thinks of thy
emperors and clowns of the past:

Thou wast not vorn for death, iminortal Bird !
No bungry gencrations tread thee down |

The voice [ hear this passing night was heard
In ancient davs by emperor and clown

But Wordsworth’s emational responsc is For moditation. Much of his imagery is
replaced by a ‘visiomary gleam’. Still his Skvlark is "Ethercal minstrut ! prigrim of the
sky |" And Wordsworth requests humanity to,



Lieave to the nightingale her shady wood -

A prxagy of glerious light is thine,

Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood
Of hammony, with instincl more divine

Type of the wise, who soar, but never roam -
True to the kindred point of Heaver and Home.

This coupling of cmetion and imagery is true in other contexts as well. Byron's
portrait of the ocean is majestic and conveyed through bold images:

Roll on thou deep and dark and biue Ocean - roll !
Ten thousand fleers sweep over there in vain

Man marks the carth with rain - his control

Stops with the shore ; upon the watery plain

The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain

A shadow of man’s ravage save bis own,

When for 2 moment, likc a drop of rain

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan,
Without a grave unknell’d, uncoffin’d, and unknown.

The majesty and grandeur of the occan is put in contrast with the litleness of man
through appropriate images.

Bvron used such images for other purposcs lik: the expression of love of the beauty
of women !

She Walks in beauty, like the night
Of clondbess ¢limes and starry skics
And all that's best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and her eves

The lady is as beautiful and majestic as a cloudless aight, full of stars.
Wordswaorth finds the image of an *apparition’ in his “phantom of delight

A tovely appariuon, end

To be a moment’s otnament |

Hex cyes as stars of twilight fair,

Like twilight's too, her dusky hair

But al} things aisc about her dravm
From May-time and the cheerful dawn
A dancing shape, an imagc gay

To haunt, to startle, and wavlay '

When he sees her from a ncarer view she remains “a spirit, yet a woman oo ¥ and
the last stanza when Wordsworth sees her with his “screne” eyes she appears 10 be

The very pulse of the machinc
A being breathing thoughtful breath
A traveller between life and death.

-r
Shellex's call to hig beloved is the most intens¢ in this series

The fountains mingle with the river
And the rivers with the ocean,

The winds of heaven mix for ever
With a sweet emorion |

Nothing in the world is single,

Alf things by a law divine

B
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In one another’s being nrngle —
Why not T with thine ?

Here ance again intense emotion has been thixed with tatesse imagen with a telling
eftect. The elements of nature wake s 1o the oleme Bls of our own sweet being,

Keats in the *Ode on the Gresian Umn® 1atks of the ", _still unravished bride of
quictness thou foster—child of sikence and siaw time”. The coming together of *sti]
unrzvished bride” with a product of *silunce and slow time” make the portrait on the
Wi a permanent source of inspiration, ‘

This mtensity of emotion when conpled with an intense display of imagery producys
the sweeping. potvasive and permanent efect of Romantic poctry.
Gvan Ratng

354 POLITICAL DISCONTENT AND HUMANITARIAN
ASPIRATIONS

The Romantic mevement oi the end ofthe efghteenth contury expressed the aesthelze
and emotional sensibilities of the age, the poditical discontents, aned the humoniraron
aspiration. fliseuss. .

George I and George I had been interested more in their province of Hanover from
where whey had come than their new kingdom of Great Britain Geonge I ascended
the throte in 1760 and remained on it wntil his death in 1820, He wanted to get back
for himself what his two predecessors had lost. i. e. the power (o reign as well as rul
This involved a great deal of shady dealings and false play. unfair elections and
bribery of parliamentarians and vaters. The society had become corrupt and the clire
wished & change. The days of despotic rule were over and democracy had dawned
across the Atlantic on their {The Englisk men’s) own kins in 1776 in the United
Statcs of America. The poct of The Traveller recorded this passing away of reliance
on the king and the waning of the adoration of authority :

How-amall, of all that human hearts endurg,
That part which laws or kings can causc or cury.

The narrovmess of the urban society and “good sense” in phitosophy and i poetry.
the “ancient rutes’and the crippling medium of the “heroic couplet”. were falt fobe a
burden which the new age wished to discard Writing about the mutre of the PICvVIONS
age, Blake wrote im his Poesical Skerches:

The languid strings do scarcely move !
The sound is forc™d, the notes are fow |

But more than the discnchantment with the old medim was the agpinily lowards the
oid subjects whith desiccated the hearts of men, and rarrpwed the range of the
experience of the educated. These new romantic poets hived in remote places. avay
from the controlroom of the state, The poets of the previons age - Swift and Prior.
Milton, Marvell Addison and Doane - were close 10 the powers that were.

Blake took for his subject the chimney sweeper or the village green and innocent
children. Wordsworth directed his inferest towards the peor peaple like the
Cumberland beggar or Michael's father and mother. Ap innocent girl like Luey or the
one in “We are Seven” drew his atiention as much as his own childhood, the (3 seed
fime’ in which he was ‘fostered alike by beamy and by fuar.” In this nevel reahzanon
of man a5 an autonomus being, his self-sufficient status, lav the secret of
Wardsworth’s poetic gleams. his aesthetic eXpressions |



An auwxiliary hight

Came feomm my mind, which on the seting sun
Bustowed new splendour ; the melodious birds,
The fluttening breczes, fountains that run on
Murmuring so sweetly in themselves obe: ed

A like dominion, and the midnight storm

Grew darker in the presence of my eye :

Hence my obeisance, my devotion hence,

And hence my transport.

Scott, similarly took Youny Logkinvar or an innocent Maisie for his theee

Proud Maisie is in the wood.
Walking 50 early

Sweet Robin sits on the bush
Singing su rarely.

“Tefl, me thou bonny bard,
When shail T marey me?”’

When six braw gentlemen
Kirkward shall carry mc.

Coleridge's imagination, however, did not turn to things so simple. His imagination
vas conditioned by his addiction to laudanum. Poetry depicts man’s response 10
yncommon situations. “Kubla Khan', said to be written in a dream 18 1 its very
purfection in this class of poetry -

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan

A statcly pleasure—dome decrce
Where Alph, the sacred nver ran
Through caverns mcasureless to man
Down 10 4 sunless sea,

The ‘measurcless caverns” that Coleridge envisioned was a great fact of his
hymanitanian aspiration and in accepting the remotc and the far ferched as a theme for
his poetry. he countenanced the immense possibilities that man was capable of. This
conditioned the music of his poetry and ensured its charm

Weave a circle round me thrice

And close vour eves with holy dread
For he om homey due hath fed

And drunk the milk of paradise,

The music of *The Rhvme of the Ancient Marinet’ is grugsome:

Or

Along, alone, all all alone,
Alone. on a wide wide sca,
And never a saint took pity on,
M5 sou) in agony.

Day after day, day after day .

We stuck nor breath nor motion | -
As idie as a pamicd ship

L'pon a painted occan.

Coleridge s gruesome music occupies its ptace in the full bloom of the joy of
FACFLURE © '
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What loud uproar burst from that door |
The wedding-guests are Lhese

But in the garden-bower the bride

And bride-maids singing are :

And bark the little vesper bell,

Which biddeth me to prayer,

The poetry of Coleridge re—enacis the medieval motif of #st in Arcadi ¢E0 - death
in Arcady, right in the heart of joy of lifc. It responds in this way to a deep seated
psychological aspect of the human mind

But the romanticism of the early generation of the romantic poets did not o farther,
Wordsworth had written of the Fall of Bastifle:

Bliss was it in that down 1o be alive
Bur to be young was very heaven

But when the dawn tumed into a gory aftemoon, repressive and conservative attitdes
took hold of the minds of men. Pitt, who was in favour of reforms set all his energy
against any liberal measure 1ill the Battie of Waterloo retieved the British people of

“the liberal sympathies npsetting the pattern of the society. The second feneration

Camc 1o express views against opression and in favour of libcralism, in support of
reforms and the utopian creed of anarchism of Godwin and Bakunin and of the
sotialistic creed of Robert Owen of New Lanark.

Ajay Kumar

35.5 WONDER OF THE ROMANTICS

The ‘wonder’ of the Romaniics is the enthralling discovery, the Progressive
lightning up of an inner horizom, which extends beyond the linits nf clear
conscinushess. ' How far 1s this an adequaie assessment of the Romantic Movement in
English literamre?

The great neo-classical poets from Dryden to Dr. Johnson wrote on themes of
peoples, which the titles of their pocms bear out — *An Essav on Man”™. "An Fssay on
criticism’, “London”, “The Vanity of Human Wishcs™ or “The Village School-Master”
The Romantic posts took private themes and glorified the individua!. In the abscace
of public themes they looked for private matters as the proper stuff for poetry.

Children, birds, beauty of nature. flowers, remote lands, mysterious and even fear
tnspiring landscape or seascape bocame their themes for poetry. Hence thers could
not emerge an organized society and a familiar sct of norms to which Pope ¢elaimed 1o

That ot in fancy's maze he wander'd long
But stoop’d to Truth, and moralized his song

Keats's and in some ways the dilemma of all romiantics was whether they were
‘fanatics’, i.¢. of the dreamer tribe OF pocts.

Fonaties have their dreams,

Wherewith thev weave

A paradise for a scet;

The savage oo

From forth the lofticst fashion of his slecp
CGiuesses at Heaven



The pact, Keats resolved
.. Is A dage . Review
A humanist physician to all men.

As “physicians” that the Romantic poets were, they reclaimed imagination for the
polite society. A child was bom with the ‘glories of the imperial palace’ whence he
had corne. Wordsworth beholds

... the child amony his newbomn blisses

A six vear's darling of a pigmy size |

See, where ‘mid work of his own hand he lies,
Fretted by sallies of his mother’s kisses

With light upon him from his father’s eyes |

But this was common. What others could nat sce was

... at his feet, seme little plan or chart,
Some fragment from his dream of human life
Shaged by hims<If with newly leamed art ;

Whether Wordsworth succeeded in persuading his contemporaries of the ‘Mighty
prophet ! Scer Blest® we do not know but he did incite caniosity' into a néew field or
rathr & dormant field of human interest.

“The Daffodils” records another aspect, iowands which the romantic poets looked
with wonder -

For oft when on my couch 1 Lic

In vacant or i pensive mooed,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude ; !
And then my heart with pleasore fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

The Leauly of flowers extended to all things of natare. Shelley heard in the West
Wind the “trampet of a prophocy™ |

O wild West wind. thon breath of Auturnn’s being,
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead
Are deiven, like ghosts from an enchanter flesing,
Yellow, and black, and palc and hectic red,

This mighty force gradually poes far away, beyond the range of clear—sight of the
poct somewhat like the two children, in “Degam Children” who from realities slip to
the spectral unrcalities on the shores of Lethe or like the Sky lark which floats and
rums ‘like an wnbodied joy whose race has just begun’ -
Higher still and higher
From the earth thou sprmgest
Like a cloud of fire ;

The blue deep thou wingest _
And singing still dost soar and soaring ¢ver singest.

Keats's nightingale does not soar m the sky. It has its

Melodicus plot
Of beechen green and shadows numberless
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from where it invites Keats and he is ready to ‘fadc far away, dissolve and quite
forget.”

Coleridge’s imaginaiion hardly woke up from the f‘orgcn“ulness imposed upon him by
optm. He heard mysterious voices in the air, in the ghostly moonlit nighes, in the
strikings of the clocks, and in the howls of am old toothless maistifT -

"Tisg the middie of night by the castle elock,

And the owls have awakened the crowing cock ;
Tu~whit ! ~ Tu - whoo !

And bark, again ! The crowing cock.

How drowsily it crew.

What wonder enwrapped the inland objects with the medieval Jeir motif was given 2
ghostly tinge when the scene was the sea or the *ancestra] voices prophecying war’
when the same was Kublai Khan's palace in China,

All the concrete objects in major Romantic poetry except perhaps those of Byvron and
Southiey have a tendency to “dissolve’ into the liquid state and in vapours. Herc is
kets in Hyperion:

His flaming robes steamed out beyond his heels
And gave a roar ag if of carthly fire,

That scar'd away the meek cthereal hours

And rnade their dove wings tremble. On he Rarcd
From stately nave to nave, from vavlt 1o vault,
Through bowers of fragrant and cowreathe * ligh:,
And diamond-paved ustrous long arcades

Until he reached the great m&n Cupola ;

There standing ficree beneath, he stamped his foor,
And from basements doop to the high towers
rarr’d his own golden region.

It was in this ability of the romantic poets to tum a massive character like Hyeprion
into liquid Ere and only sound that the unigue achievements of the romantic poets lic.
Pevray Kumar

35.6 AWE AND WONDER IN THINGS FAMILIAR

By assoctating single sensible experiences with some undefinable superior order of
things the Roromiics have enriched our apprectarion of the famuiar world and
awakened a new awe and wonder ot il ' Discuss,

It is often assumed that there is no human emotion that cannot be found in
Shakespeare. Dryden said, * ... he had the largest and most comprchenstve soul Al
the images of Nature were still present (0 bim ...” Nature, to Dryden and his
contemporanes meant far more than it means to vs and incluaded human nature as
well, but the treatment of natare that we find in the poetry of the Romantic poets was
a revolution in litcratgre, :

The casc of ‘the daffodils’ of wordsworth may be taken for exampic. Wordsworth
reporis,

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



But these “ten thousand’ flowers are immedintely scen against the background of the
milky way, the¢ dance of the waves and the dance of the flowers themselves. As it
were, the enlire creation is seen in a cosmic dance. We are foreed to question whether
Wordsworth knew something bout the cosmic dance of Shiv. Ultimately, he thinks of
the value of this encounter with a ‘never ending line’ of daffodils:

For oft when on my couch I lic

in vacat or in pensive mood

They flash upon that inward ¢y¢
Which is the bliss of solitude,

And then my heart with pleasure fills
And dances with the daffodils

By the time we reach these lines we start questioning about the sources and aims of
romatic peetry. Is Romantic Poetry about nature? Or is it about man. Romantic
poetry 18 primarily about man and only secondarily about nature, bud it is nature—
poetry becawse nature is the measure of all things and both the medim and object of
the search. The poets of the classical age had the urban society as the standard, the
romantic posts replaced it with nature. The song of the solitary reaper reminds
Wordsworth of a grand order: “of old unbappy far off things and batedes long ago’ of
the nightingale and the cuckoo, the travellcr in a desert and the voice of the cuckoo
from Hebrades in spring. Once again 3 common song is heard agaiust the bekground
af entire creation s it were. Once again we got tempted to know whether
Wordswarth had any knowledge of the ‘Natya Shastra® of Bharata and our concept of
Rasas for in one Iynic Wordsworth invokes the entivety and our expericnce becomes
wniversal. The same applies to fearful sights as well. Wordsworth saw his own
boating experience against the background of fearful forms, of the rock extending
toward hum like 2 ghost and the mowntains all around. All his childish delinquencics,
he admus. were reproved by narare’s *ministrics of fear”.

It is tor such a treatment of nature thar commen expericnces became 5o valuable 1o
the people of ningtcenth ¢entury Britain. Coleridge decided to kecp his child in the
midst of nature: :

...thou my babe, shall wander like a breeze
By lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags
Of ancient moutain and bencath the clouds

It was Wordsworth s influence. besides being the influcnee of the age that madc him
think that nature was the repository of grand forms and of Eternity.

.80 shall thou see and hear

The lovely shapes and sounds intelligible
Of that ¢rernal language, which thy god
Utters who from etcenity doth teach
Himself in all and all things in Himself.

Hence it was a common belief among the poets of the romantic revival that in nature
existed somcthing more than the casval more than the eye could meet without the
assitance of the seeking mind. Nature could be a reflection of God haimself, was
whar Coleridge felt. The matin bells, or the bark of the toothless maistiff arc agencies
of some pretematural beings. Cavemns to him were measureless and passed into the
sunlcss sea. The expericnce of marriage was 10 be seen against the perspective of the
experiences of the Ancient Mariner who felt a pain at certain hours and must tell his
experiences o others.

Kuas and Shelley soc things and evaiuate experiences less against the background of
mysterions forces and supematuraf visitations. To the former, love and immortality
are the connectmg principles. To the Jatler, human aspirations of freedom and liberty
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and revolution and reform and the amelioration in the condition of mankind take the
place of Wordsworth's ‘ministencs of nalure’. The nightingalc's voice cannot be
averlooked by generations o come:

Thou wast not born for death immortal bird,
Mo hungry génerations ticad thee down,

The votce | hear this passmg night was heard,
In ancicnt days by emperors and clowns.

And it was hegrd in ancient days by the “emperors and clowns” just like Yeals's
handiwork; '

Once out of pature [ ghall never take

My bodily form from any naturat thing

But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammerad goid or gold enamelting

To keep a drowsy emperer awake

Or set upon a golden bough o sing

To lords and ladics of Byzantium

Of what it past or pasting ar o come.

But the difference is all the more pronounced. Whilc the “golden bird” is a classical
image — Yeats cager to live in his peculiar classical past - the nightingale is
somcthing thal commenicates with us in our real oxistence. The golden bird is part of
a bardic posc. The nightingale is the passionate dream of the poet’s life. The bird
singing on the golden bough is avowedly wnreal and elevates the familiar: the
nightingale so common to our daily kife becomes thoag w.real and awful.

Shelley’s treatment of the skylark make the romantic stance clear once agamn. It is
raiscd to the highest heavens:

Hail to thee blithe spirit
Bird thou never wert,
That from Heaven or near it
Pourcst thy full heant
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.

Although the bind is unreal when looked through Shetley's eves - “bird thon never
wert’, - it can shill give a message to humanety

Teach me half the gladness
That thy brain must know
Such harmonious madness
From my lips would flow
The world should listen ¢hen, as Tam histening now!

However unreal the bind may become in the intensity of experience, of aspiration.
drcams or desires it siill communicates with humanity whercas the golden bandiwork
of Yeats, or any other classicist for that martter, speaks only to lords and ladics of the
august company. It is for this reason that nature, before the Romantic pocts staned
writing was neves seen with the wonder and awe with which it came to be seen after
them, Wordsworth expressed the ethos of his age in just two lines:

To me the meansst Aower that blows ¢an give
. Thoughts that do often lie too deep for toars.

The meanest flower, the Cumberland bepgar, Peter Bell, Michael, the river Duddon
were ngver seen before in the same spitit nor were the matin bells or the marriage
songs heard with the same intensity or the dance of iovers oh a grecian urn seen with



the same passion or the west wind welcomed as ‘destroycd or preserver’ with the
sam¢ compelling force that it was by the great Romantics.

Upendra Sharma

35.7 LET'S SUM UP

In this unit you revicwed the poetry of the Romantic Revival as a whole and gained
msights into the craft of writing onswery of critical questions that you may be ashed
irs the term-end (i.c. fina!) examination. Hope you fourdd the unit useful for your self-
study. Would you like to read out some of vour essays before your friends ar the
Swudy Centre or a self-organised group as some students did in this class?
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THL TRIUMPH OF LIFE
PR SHELLEY

Swifl as 4 spirit hastering to his task
Of glory and of good, the Sun sprang forth
Rejoicing in his splendour, and the mask

Of darkncss fell from the awakened Earth.
The smokeless altars of he mountain snows
Flamed above crimson clouds, and at the birth

Of hight, the Occan's orison arose
To which the birds tempered their matin lay.
All flowers i field or forest which unclose

Their trembling eyelids to the kiss of day,
Swinging their censers in the clement,
With orient mncengs Iit by the now ray

Burned slow and inconsemably, and sent
Their odorous sighs up to the siiling air,
And in succession duc, did Comntinent,

(sle, Ocean, and all things that in them wear
The form and character of mortal mould
Rise as the Sun their fathcr rose. to bear

Their portion of the toil which he of ald
Taok as his own and then imposed on them,
But I, whom thoughts which must remain ontold

Had kept as wakeful as the stars that gem
The conc of night, now they were laid astecp,
_ Stretched my faint limbs bencath the hoary sicm
Which an old chestnut flung athwert the sicep
Of a green Apennine: before me fled
The night; bechind me cose the day, the Deep

‘Was at my feet, and Heaven above my head
When a strange trance over my fancy grow
Which was oot slumbcr, for the shade it spread

Was o transparcnt that the seene came through
As clear as when a veil of Light is drawn
& er cvening hills they plimmer; and [ knew

That [ had Elt the freshness of that dawn
Bathed in the same cold dew my brow and harr
And sate as thus upon that slope of lawn.

Under the self same bough, and heard as there

The birds, the formains and the Ocean held
Sweet tlk in music through the enamoured air.

And then a Vision on my brain was rofled. . .
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As i that trance of wondrouws thought 1 lay
This was the tenour of my waking drcam.
Mcthought I sate beside a public way

Thick strewn with summer dust, and a great stream
Of people there was hurrying to and fro
Numerons as gnats upon the evehing gleam,

All hasterming onward, yet nonc scemed to know
Whither he went, or whence he came, or why
He made one of the multitude, vet so

Was borne amid the crowd as through the sky
Ong of the million leaves of summers bier -
Old age and vouth, mankood and infancy,

Mixed in onc mighty torrent did appear,
Some flving from the thing they feared and some
Sceking the object of another’s fear,

And others as with steps towards the tomb
Pored on the trodden wonms that crawled beneath,
And others moumfully wathin the gloom

Of thear own shadow walked, and called it death..,
And some fled from it as it were a ghost,
Half fainting in the affiction of vain breath.
But more with motions which each other erost
Pursued or shunncd the shadows the clonds threw
Or birds within the noonday cther Losi,

‘Upon that path where flowges never grew,
And weary with vain o1l land faint for thirst
Heard not the fountains whose melodious dew

Out of cheir mossy colls forever burst
Nor felt the breeze which from the forest told
Of grassy paths, land wood lawns interspersed

With overarching ¢ims and cavems cold,
And violet banks where sweet dreams brood, but they
- Pursuad their serious folly as of old. ... .

And as 1 gazed methought that in the way
The throng grew wilder, as the woods of June

When the South wind shakes the extinguished day.— .

And a cold glare, mtenser than the noon
But icy cold. obscured with [blinding] light
The Sun as he the stars  Eike the voung Moon

Wher on the sunhit Lnits of the night
Her white shell trembles amid crimson air
And whilst the slecping tcmpest gathers right

Doth. as a herald of iis coming. bear
The ghost of the her dead Mother, whose dim form
Sends in the dark ether from her infant’s chair.
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So came 2 charict on the silent storm
Of ns own rushing splendour, and a Shape
Sa sate within as one whom years deform

Bcencath a dusky hood and double cape
Crouching within the shadow of a tomb,
And o’er what seetned the head™a eloud bike crape

Was bent, & dun and faint etherizl gloom
Tempering the light; upon thechariot's beam
A Janus-visaged Shadow did assume

The guidance of that wondcr-winged tcam.
The Shapes which drew it in thick lightnings
Woere fost: [ heard alone on the ais’s soft stream

The music of their ever moving wings.
All the four faces of that chancteer
Had their eycs banded. Titte profit brings

Speed in the van and blindness in the rear,
Nor then avail the beams that quench the Sun
Or that these banded eyes could pierce the sphere

~ Of ali that is, has been, or will be done—
S0 ill was the car guided, but it past
With solemn speed majestically on

The crowd gave way, and I arosc ghast,
Or semed to rise, so mighty was he trance,
And saw like clouds upon the thunder blast

The million with fierce song and maniac dance
Raging around; such seemed the jubilce
As when 1o greet some conqueror’s advance

Imperial Rome powrcd forth her living sea
From senatchouse and prison and theatre
When Freedom left those who upon the free

Had bound 4 yoke which soon they stoaped to bear.

Nor wanied here the just similitude
Of a ttiumphal pagcant, for whers"er

The chariot rolled a caprive multitnde -
Was driven; all those who bad grown old in power
Ot misery, —all who have their age subdued,

By action or by suffering, and whose hour
Was drained to its last sand in weal or woe,
So that the trunk survived both fruit and Aower;

All those whose fan or infamy must grow
Till the great winter tay the form and name
Of their own earth with them forcver low—

All but the sacred faw whao could not tame
Their spirits tot he Conqueror, but as soon
As they had touched the world with living flame
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Fled back like eagles tot their native noon,
Or those who put aside the diadem
Of earthly thrones or gems, till the Iast one

Were there; for they of Athens and Jerusalem
Were neither mid the mighty captives seen
Nor mid the ribald crowd that followed them

Or fled before. .. Swift, ficrce and obscene
The wild dance maddens in the van, and those
Who kad it, flcet as shadows on the green,

Outspecd the chariot and without repose
Mix with each other in termpeéstious measore
To savage music. . Wilder as it grows,

They. tortured by the agonizing pleasore,
Convulsed and on the rapid whirlwinds spun
Of that tierce spirit, whose untholy Icisure

Was soothed by mischief since the world begun,
Throw back their heads and loose their streaming hair,
And in their dancc round her who dims the Sun

Mardens and ¥ouiths fling their wild arms in air
As their feet twinkle, now recede and noaw
Sending within cach other’s atmosphere

Kindlc invisibly; and as they glow
Like moths by light attracted and repclled,
Oft to new bright destruction come and go,

Tl like two clouds into one vale impelled
That shake the mountains when their lightnings mingle
And dic in tam, —the fiery band which keld

Their nautres, snaps......ere the shock cease to tingle
One falls and then another in the path
Semseless, nor iy the desolation single,

Yet ere ! cah say where the charict hath
Past over them, nor other trace [ find
But as of foam after the Ocean’s wrath

i3 spent upoa the desart shore. —Behind,
Old men, and women doully disarrayed
Shake their grey hair in the msulting wind,

Limp m the dance and stram with limbs decayed
To reach the car of light which leaves hem still
Frther behind and decper in the shade.

But not the less with impotence of will
They wheel, though ghastly shadows interpose
Round them and round each other, and Rutfill

Their work and to the dust whence they arose
Sink and corruption veiis them as they lie—
And frost in these performs what fire in those.
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Struck to the heart by this sad pageantry,
Half to mysclf] said, “And what ig this?
 Whose shape is that within the car? And why™-

I wonld have added-“is all here arniss?™
But a voice answered..” Life™ I turted and knew
{0 Heaven have mercy on such wietchedngss!)

That what I thought was an old root which grew
To strange distortion owt of the hill side
Was indeed one of that deluded crew,

And that the grass which methought hung so wide
And white, was but his thin discoloured hair,
And that the holes it vainly sought to hide

Were or had becn oyes.-If thou canst forbear
To join the dance, which | had well forborne,”
Said the gritn Feature, of my thought aware

“1 will tell all that which to this deep scorn
led me and my companions, and relate
The progress of the pageant since the mom;

“If thirst of knowledge doth not thus abate,
Follow it cven 1o the night, but [
A Weary”., Then like one who with the woight

Of his own words is stnggered, weanly ¢ '
He paused, and erg he could resume, [ cried,
“First who art thou?"..."Before thy memory

“T feared, boved , hated, suffered, did, and died,
and if the spark with which Heaven lit my spinit
Earth had with purer nutrimient supplied

“Cormuption would not now thus muoch inherit
Of what was oncc Rousscau-nor this disguise
Stain that within which still disdains to wear it.-

“If I have becn extinguished, yet there rise
A thousand beacons from the spark I bore.™

*And who are those chained to the car?” “The Wise,

“The great, the wnforgoiten they who wore
. Mitres and helms and erovwns, or wreathes of light,
Signs of thought's empire over thought; their lere

“Taught them not this-to know themselves; their might

Could not repress the mutiny within,
And for the morn oftruth they feigned, deep night

“Caught them ere cvening.” “Who is he with chin
Upon his breast and hands crost on his chain?™

“The Child of a fierce hour; he songht to win

“The xtrorid, and lost atl it did contain
OF greastness, in its hope destroved, and more
Of frame and peace than Vire's self can gam
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Without the opportumty shich bore
Him on s cagle’s phition to the peak
Fram which a thousand chmbers have before

“Fall'n as Mapeleon felt.”-I felt my check
Alter 10 see the great form pags away
Whose grasp had leht the giaut world so weak

Thag every pigmy kicked it as it lay-
And much [ grieved to think how power and will -
[n opposition relc our mortal day-

And why God made irceconcilable
od and the means of good; and for despair
1 haif disdained munc cve s desire o fill

With the spent vision of the times that were
Anii scarce have ceased to be..."Dost thou behold,” _
Said then my guide, “those spoilers speiled, Voltaite,

“Fredene. and Kant. Catherioe, and Leopold,
Chained hoary anarchs, demagogue and sage
Whosc name the fresh world thinks already old-

“For 1n the battle Life land they did wage
she remained congueror-l was overcome
By my own heart alone, which neither age

“Mar rears nor infamy nor now the tomb
could temper to its object.”™~"Let them pass ™~
1 cried-“the world and its mysterious doom

[s not 50 much more glorious than it was
That I desire to worship those who diew
New figures on ils false and fragite glass

"As the old faded”-F igures ever new
Rise on the bubble, paimt them how you may;
We have but thrown, as thase before ps threw,

“Our shadows on it as it past away,
But mark, how chained to the triumphal chair
The mighty phaatoms of an elder day-

“Al] that is mortal of great Plato there
Expiates the joy and woe his master imew not,
That star that ruled bis doom was far too far:-

~And Life, where Jong that flower of Heaven grew net,
Conquered the heart by love which gold or pain
(i age or sloth or stavery could subdue not-

And near fhim| walk the [Macedpmoam) twaom.
The tuter and his pupit, whom Dominicn
Followed as tame as vulture in a chain. -

“The world was darkened beneath ¢ither pinion
Of him whor from the flock of sonquerors
Famy singled as her thunderuearing minon:
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“The other long outlived both woes and Wars,
Theoned i new thoughts of men, and still had kept
The jealows keys of truth’s eternal doors

“If Bacon’s spirit feagle] had not leapt
Yake hightning out of darkness; he compeiled
The Proteus shape of Nature's as it slept

“To wake and to unbar the caves that held-
The treasure of the secrets of its regr- .
See the great bards of old who inly quelled

“The passions which they sung, as by their strain
May well be known.: their living melody
Tempers its own contagion to the vein

“OF those who arc infacted with it-]
Have suffered what [ wrote, or viler pain!-

“And so my words wesc seeds of misery-
Even as the deeds of others™-*“Not as theirs,"
I said-he pointed to a company

In which I recogmized amid the beirs
- Of Cagsar’s crime from him to Constantine.
The Anarchs old whose force and murdergus snares

Had founded many a sceptre beariang line .
And spread the plague of blood and gold abroad,
And Gregory and John and men divine

Whe rose like shadows between Man and god
Till that eclipse, still hanging under Heaven,
Was worshipped by the world o’er which they strode

Far the true Sun it quenched,-“Their power was given

But do destroy,” replied the leader-“1

Am one of those who have created, cven

“If be but a warld of Sgony -
“Whence camest thou and whither goast thou?
How did thy course begin.” [ said, “and why? :

“Ming eyes are sick of this perpetral Alow
Of people, and my heart of one sad thougiv -
Speak” “Wheace | leame, partly I seem 1o know,

“And how and by what paths [ have [becn brought
To lthis dread pass, methinks cven thou mayst guess;
Why this should be Imy mind can compass not;

“Whither the conqueror hurries me still less
But follow thou, and from spectator tum
Actor or victim in this wretchedness,

“And what thou wouldst be taught 1 then may Jezm
From thee-Now listen ... In the April prime
When all the forest tops began to bura
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“With ktndiing green, touched by the azre clime
Of the voung vear, [ found myself aslecp
Under a mountam, which from wnkoown time

“Had vawned o a cavern high and deep
And from 1t came a geatle nvalet
Whose waiter like clear air in its calm sweep

“Bent the soft prass and kept for ever wet
The stems of the sweet flowers, and filled the grove
With sound which all who hear must needs forgel

“All pleasure and all paiw, all hate and love,
Which they had known before that hour of rest:
A sleeping motiker then would dream not of

The only child who died upon her (breast
At cventide, a king would moum no more
The crown of which his brow ws dispossest

“When the sun lingered o’er the Qcean floor
To gild his eival’s new prosperity-
Thou wouldst forget thus vainly to deplorc

“Hls, which if 11]3, can find no cure from thee,
The thought of which no other sleep will quell
Nor other music blot from memory-

“So sweet and deep is the obliviows spell.-
Whether my life had been before that slecp
The Heaven which I imagine, or a Hell

“Like this harsh world in which 1 wake to weep,
L kngw not. [ atose and for a space
The scene of woods and warers seemed 10 keep

“Though it was now broad day, a gentle trace
Of light divaner than the common Sun
Sheds on the commeon Earih, bui all the place

“Was filled with many sounds woven imo one
Oblivious melody, confusing sense
Amid the gliding waves and shadows duan:

“And as | looked the bright omnipresence
Of moming through the prient cavern flowed.
And the Sun's image radiantly intcnse

“Burned on the waters of the well that glowed
Ltke zold, and threaded all the forest maze
With winding paths of cmerald five-there stood

“Armid the sun. as he amid the blaze
Of tus own glors, on the vibrating
Foor of the fountain, paved with flashing rays

"A shape all Tight. which with one hand did fling
Pew on the carth, as of she were the Dawn
Whose mvisibla rai forever secmed to sumg
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“A sibver music on the mossy lawn,
And eii]] before her on the du. - v grass
Is her Imany coloured scarf kad drawn.-

In her eight hand she bore a chrysial gli;ss

Mantling with bright Nepenthe, —the fierce spiendour
Fell from her as she moved under the mase

Of the deep cavern, and with palms so tender
Theit tvead broke not the mirror of its bllh:m

Glided along the nver, and did bend her

“Head wnder the dark boughs, tll ke a willow
Her fair hair swept the bosom of the stream
That whispered with delight to be their pillow, —

“As one enamoneud is upbome in dream
O'e- aly-paven lakes mid silver mist
To wondrous music. so this shape might seem

“Partly to tread the waves with feet which Kist
The dancing foam, partly 1o glide along
The airs that roughened the moist amuthvst,

“Or the slant noring beams that fell among
The trecs, or the soft thadows of the trees:
And her feet ever jo the ceascless song

“OF leaves and winds and waves and birds and bees
And falling drops moved tn a measure new
Yet sweet, as on the summer evening brovze

*Up from the lakc 2 shape of golden dow
Between two rocks, athwart the rising moon,
Dances!” the wind where eagle nover flew. —

“And still her foet, no less than the sweet tune
To which they moved, seemed as thev moved, to blot
The thoughts of him who gazed on them, and soon

“AN that was scemed as if it had been not,
As if the garer's mind was strewn bencath
Het feet like embers, and she, thought by thought,

“Trampled s fires into the dust of death,
As Dav vpon the threshold of the east
Treads ont the lamps of aught, until the breath

“Of darkness reillumines even the least
Cf heaven's living eves—Ilike day she came,
Malksng the night a drcam; and ere she ccased

“To move, as one bebween desire and shame

Suspended, 1 said—if, as it doth seem, ¢
Thou comest fren the realm without a name,

“EInto thes valley of perpetual drcam,
Shew whence | came, and where | am. and why-

Pass not away upon the passig stream
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‘Arise and quench thy thirst. was by reply. 400
And as a shut lily. stricken by the wand
Of dewy moming s vital alchcmy,

“[ rosc and, bending at ber sweet command,
Touched with faint lips the cup she rased,
And suddenly my brain became as sand 45

“Where the first wave had more than half erased
The ack of deer on descrt Labrador,
Whilst the fierce wolf from which they fed amazed

“Leaves bis stamp visiblyv upon the shere
Entil the second bursts——so on my sigh R
Burst a new Vision never seen befors—-

~And the fair shape wancd m the cosnng hight
As vei| by veil the silent splendour drops
Frem Luciter. anud the chrvsoire

“(;" 3unnse ore I strike the mountain tGps— SRR
And as the presence of that farrest planet
Althoer ol unseen is felt by one who hapes

“That lws day’s path may end s he bogan it
Inthat star's smile, whose light 15 hke the scent
Of a jonguil when cvening brevzes faa b, al

O the sedl notes enowhich his dear lament
The Brescian shepherd breathes, or the carcss
That wrned his weary slumber (o content. —

“Co knew [in that kight’s severe excess
The pres . w..¢ of that shape which on the strcam W
4 ed, as [ moved slong the wilderness,

“Maose dimly than a day appearing deeam,
The ghost of a forgotien foray of sleep,
A hpie from Heaven whaose half extinntished beam

. “Through the sick day in which we wake to weep
Glimmurs, forever sought. forever lost, —
So did shat shape its obscure tenour keep

“Reside my path. as sileat as a ghost.
But the new Vision, and ite cold bright car,
KT 59 YaRe MuSLE. SILNNIDE MUSIC, CTost

“Vhe forest, and as if from some dread war
Trivauphanthy ecturmnng, the loud million
Frerecis cxtolled the fortune of her star, —

& moving arch of victory the vermilion
And green and azere plumes of Eris had 148
Built uph over her wind-winged pavilion,

*And poderacath acthenal glory clad
The wildernsss, and Far befors bor flow
The wempsest of e splendour which forbade
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“Shadow to fall from lcaf or stone;-the crew ,
Scemed in that light like atomies that dance

Within 3 sunbeam. —Some wpon the neww

“Embroidery of flowers that did cabance
The prassy vesture of the desart, played,
Fargetful of the chariot’s swift advance;

“Others stood gazing till within the shade
Of the great mountain its light Ieft them dim, ~—
(thers outspeeded it, and others made

“Circles around it fike the clonds that swim
Round the high moon in a bright sea of air,
And more did foliow, with exulting hymn,

“The chanot and the captives fenered there,
But all ke bubbles on an eddying flood
Fell into the same track at last and were

“Bomc onward—I among the multitude
Was swept; me swoetest flowers delayed not long,
Me not the shadow nor the solitude.

“Me not the falling stream’s Lethean sonf®
Me, not the phantom of that early form
Which moved upon its mation=but among

“The thickest biliows of the living storm
[ plunged, and bared my bosom to the clime
Of that cold light, whase airs too soon deform-

“Before the chariat had begun to climb
the opposing stecp of that mysterious dell.
Behold a wonder worthy of the thyms

“0f him who from the lowest depths of Hell
Through ¢very Patadise and through all glory
Love led serene, and who returned to o]

“In words of hate and awe the wondrous stery
How all things are transfigurcd, except Love,
For deaf as is a sea which wrath makes hoary

“The world can bear not the sweet notes that move
The spherc whose light 15 meiody to lovers-
- A wander worthy of bis ryme-the grove

“Grew dense with shadows to its inmost covers,
The earth was grey with phantoms. and the air
Was peopled with dim forms, as when there hovers

A flock of vampire-bats before the glare
Of the tropic sun, brining re cvening
Strange night upon some Indian isle, -thus were

Phamtoms diffused around, and some did fting
Shadows of shadows, yet unlike themselves,
Behind them some like caglets on the wing
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“Werc lost in the white blaze, others like elves
Danced tn a thousand unimagined shapes
Upon the sunny streams and grassy shelves,

“And others satc chattaring like resthess apes
On vulgar paws and voluble like fire
Some made a cradf€ of ermined capes

“Of kinghy mantles, some upon the tiar
of poutiffs sale like valtures, others played
Within the crown which gin with empire

“A bgbyv's or an idoit’s brow, and made
Their nests in it; the old anatomies
Sale harching their bare brood under the shade

“Of demon wings, and laughed from their dead eyes
To reassume the delegated power
Arraved in which these worms did mooaschize

“Who make this earth their channel-Others more
Humble, like falcons sate upon the fist
Of commor men, and rownd their heads did soar,

~Or like small gnats and flies, as thick as mist
Om ¢vening marshes, thronged about the brow
Of lawyer, statesman, priest and thoorist.

*And others like discoloured flakes of snow
On faicest bosoms and the sunniest hair
Fell, and were melted by the youthful glow

“Which they extinguished, for like tears. they were
A veil to those from whose faint lids they rained
In drops of sormow-1 became aware

“Of whence those forms proceeded which thus siained
The track in which we moved; aficr brief space
From every form the beauty slowly waned.

“From every fimest limb and fairest face
The strength and freshness fell like dust, and left
‘The action and the shape without the grace

“Of life. the marble brow of vouth was cleft
With carc, and in the eves where once hope shone
Desire Iikc‘a lioness bereft

*Of its lasi cub, glared ere it died; cach one
Of that great crowd sent forth incessantly
These shadows, numerons as the dead beaves blown

“In Auturn cvening from a poplar tnge-
Each, like himself and Yike each other were,
At first, but soon distorted, seemed to be

“Obscor; clouds movided by the casual air
And of this stuff the car's creative ray
Wrought all the busy phantoms that were there.
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“As the sun shapes the clouds—thus. on the way
Magk after mask fell fromt the countenance -
And Form of all, and long before the day

“Was old, the joy which waked litke Heaven's giance
The sicepers in the oblivious valley, died, )
And some grew weary of the ghastly dance

“And tell, as £ have fallen by the way side,
. Those soonest from whose forms most shadows past
And least of steength and beauty did abide.” —

“Then. what is Life?" I said. .. the oripple cast
His cve upon the car which now had rolled | '
Onaward; as if that look must be the last,

A anawered. .. ... "Happy thosc for whom the fold
OF
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HYPERION: A FRAGMENT

JOHN KEATS

HYPERION. BOOK 1

Deep in the shady sadness of a vale

Far sunken from the healthy breath of mom,

Far from the flery noon, and eve's one star,

Sat grev-hair'd Saturn, quiet as a stone,

Suil as the siience about his lair, '

Foucst on forest hung about his head

Like clowd on cloud. Mo stir of air was there,
Not so much life as on a summer’s day

Rabs not one Jight sead from the feather’d grass,
But where the dead lezf fall, thers did it rest.

A stream went voiceless by, soll deadened more
By reason of tus fallen divinity

Spreading a shade: the Naad 'mid her reeds
Pressd her cold finger closer to her hips.

Along the margin-sand large foot-marks went,
Mo Further than 1o where his feet has stray'd,
And stept there since. Upon tae sodden ground
His old right hand las nerveless, listless. dead,
Linsceptred: and his realmless eves were closed;
While his bow'd head seem’d list ning to the Earth,
His anctent mother, for some comfort vot.

It seem’d no force couid wake him from his placc:
But there came ong, who with kindred hand
Touch'd his wide shoulders, after bending low
With reverence. though to one who knew it not.
She was i Goddess of the infant werld,

By her in stature the tall Amazon

Had stood a pigmy s height: she would have @a’en
Achilles by the hair and beot his neck;

Or with a finger siay'd bxion’s wheel.

Her face was large as that of Memphian sphinx,
Pedestal'd haply in a palace court,

When sages look d to Egypt for their lore.

Fut oh! how unlike marble was that face:

How bheautiful, if sorrow had not made

Sorrow more beautiful than Beauty's self.

There was a listening fear in her regard,

As if calamity had but begun;

As if the vanward clond of evil days

Had spent their malice, and the sullen rear

Was wath its stored thunder labouring up.

One hand she press’d upon that aching spot
Where beats the human heart. as 1f just there.
Though and irsmorial, she el crucl pamy

The other upon Satumn’s bended neck

She laid, and to the level of his car

Leaning with parted lips, some words she spake

" sotemn tenour and desp organ tone:

aime mourning words, which in our feebie tongue
Would come in these like accents; O how frail

T. that isrge utterance of the carly Gods!

~Sutugm, Jook up!__though whercfore, poor ofd King?

10

20

i

40

3

17



Tewts

| have no comfort for thee, no not anc.

[ eannnt say, () wherefors slecpest thou
For heaven is parned from thee. and the earth
Knows thee net, thas afheted. tor 2 God,
And occan too with all ris solemn neAsSe,
Has ttom thy sceptre pass'd. and alk the air
Is empticd of tha hoar magests.

Thy thunder, conscious of the new command
Fuambles retactant o'cr our fallen house,
And thy shan [ipbang in unpractised hands
Storches and bums our onee serene domain
O achiag um:' O moments big ay vears!

All as ve pass swell out the monstrous tnal,
And press it so tgom Our wearv griefs

That unbelict has not space 1o breathe
samm, sleep on. _ O thoughtless, why did |
‘Thus violate thy slumbrous solityde?

Why should I gpe thy melancholy eyes”
Samm, steep on! whike at thy feut 1 weep.”

As when, upon a tranced summer-night,
Those green-robd senators of mighty woods,
Tall oaks, branch-charmed by the carnest stars,
Dream, and so dream all night without a stir.
Save from one gradual solitary pust
Which comes upon the silence, and dies off.

As if chbing nir had bt one wave:

So came these words and went; the while in icars

She touch’d her fair large forchead to the ground,

Just where her falling hair might owtspread

A soft silken mat for Satumn’s fool.

Cne moon, with altcration slow, had shed

Her silver seasons four upen the night,

And stiil these two were postures motionless,

Like natural sculpture in eathedral cavern:

The frozen God still couchant on the carth,

And the sad Goddess weeping at his feet:

Until at length old Sabum lifted up

His faded cyes, and saw his kingdom gone,

And all the gloon and sorrow of the place.

And that fair kneeling Goddess; and then spake.

As with a palsied tongue. and while his beard

Shook horrid with such aspen-malady

"0 tender spause of gold Hyperion,

Thea. ] focl thee cre [ see thy face;

Look up, and let me see our doom in it:

Look up. and tell me if this facble shape

Is Satwrn’s; tell e, i thow hear’st the voice

OF Sturn. tel] mee, 1f this wrinkling brow,

Maked and bare of its great diadem,

rsers hike the froni of Satum. Who had power
- emake me desolate” whence came the strength?
Pt wanal nurtue’d e such bursung forth,

il e seem’d strangled in my nervous grasp
it s e Lad e smuother d up,

And butid eom al godhihe exergize

OF acfio s Bertor an phuis pale
THOdincncons Qi wonds and s

OF P ful s sbove man s harvesong,
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And ail those acts which. Doty supreme

Roth case is hean of love . ! am gone
Away from my own basom ! have lefi

My strong identits, my real self,

Somewhere batween the throne. and where 1 sit
Here on ths spot of vanth, Scarch. Thea. scarch!
Open thing cves eterne, and sphere them rgund
Upon all space. space stanr'd, and lom of light:
Space rewon’d with lifc-air: and barren voud;
Spaces of Fire. and all the yawn of hell.
Search. Thea, search! and tell me . if thou scest
A eettaan shape or shadow, making way

With wangs or chariot Beree to repossess

A beaven he lost eeewhile: it must_ it must
Ecur npe progress__Satum must be King.
Yes. there must be a golden victory,

Thure must be Gods thrown down, and trumpets blewn
OF inwrmph calin, and hvmns of festival

Upon the gold ¢louds metropokitan,

Yoices of soft proclaim, and silver stir

Of strings in hollow shells: and there shall be
Beautiful things made new, for the surprisc

Of the sky-children: [ will give command:
Thea ! Thea! Thea! where is Satuen?”

T passion litted him upon his teet.
And made his hands 10 struggle ta the air,
His Druid locks 1o shake and ooze with sweat,
His oves to fever ot his voict to cease.
He stood, and heard not Then's sobbing deep;
A [itde nme. and then again he snatch™d
Utterange thus. . “Bat caanot I create”
Canmnot | form? Cannot  fashion forth
Another world, another universe,
Tor overbear and crumbie this to naugin?
Where 1s another chaos? Where?™ _That word
Fourd way anto Qlympus. and made quake
The rebel three __Thea was startled op,
And in her bearing was 4 som of hope.
As thus shu quick-vete’d spake, vet full of awe,

“This cheers our fallen house: come to our friends,
Q Saturn! come away, and give them heart:
I knew the coverl, for thence came § hither.”
Thus briet. then with beseeching cyes she went
Witk backward footng through the shade a space:
He foliow"d, and she turn'd to lead the way
Throuch aged boughs, that viclded ke th: meist
Whech cagles cleave upmounting frow their nest,

Mueamuhite in other realms big tears were shed,
More sorrow like to this. and such fike woe,
Too huge for mortal tonguc or pen of scribe
The Tians fierce, self-hid. or prison -bound.
Groan'd for the old allegiance once more.
And hsten™d in sharp pain for Satumn’'s voice
But ong of the whoilc mammoth-brood stll kept
His sonreignty, and nile, and maiesty
Blazing Hyvperion an his orbed fiec
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Still sat, stilt snuff d the incense, teeming up
From man o the sun’s God; yet uasecure:

For as among us morals omens drear

Fright and porplex, so also sheddered he

Mot at dog’s howl, or gleom-bird’s hated screech,
Or at the familiar visiting of one .
Upon the first toll of his passing-betl,

Or prophesvings of the midmight lamp,;

But homors, portion’d to a giant nerve,

0Of made Hypenon ache. His palace bright
Bastion'd with pyvramids of glowing pold,

And touch’d with shade of branzed obelisks,
Glar'd a blood-red through all its thonsand courts.
Arches, and domes, and fiery gallerics:

And all its cunains of Aurortan clonds

Flush'd angerly: while sometimes cagle’s wings.
Unseen before by Gods or wondering men.
Darken'd the place; and neighing stecds were heard,
Not heard before by the Gods or wondering men.
Also, when he would tasie the spicy wreaths

OF incense, breath'd aloft from sacred hills,
Instcad of swects, his ample palate took

Savour of poisonous brass and metal sick:

And so. when harbour™d in the slecpy west,

After the fol! completion of fair dav.__

For rest divine upon exalted couch

And slvmber i the amms of melody,

He pac d away the pleasant hours of ease

With stide colossal, an from hall to hatl:

Whilc far wathip cach aisle and deap reeess,

His winged minions 1n ¢lose clusters stood.
Amaz'd and full of fear: like anxious men

Who on wide plains gather in panting troops.
When sarthquakes jar their battlements and towers.
Even now, while Sanim, rous’d from icy trance,
Went step for step with Thea through the woods.
Hyperion. Icaving twilicht in the rear,

Came slope upon the threshold of the west;

Then. as was wont, his palace-door flew ope

1n smoothest silence, save what solemi tubes.

_Blown by the serious Zephyrs, pave of swedt

And wandering sounds, slow-breathed melodies:
And like a rose in vermeil tint and shape.

In fragrance soft, and coolncss to the eve.

That inlet to severe magnificence

Stood full blown, for the God o eater m.

He enter'd. but he enter'd full of wrath:
His flaming robes stream™d out beyond his heels.
And pave a roar, as if of carthly firc,
That scar’d away the meek ethereal Hours
And made their dove-wings tremble. On he flared,
From statcly mave to nave. from vault to vault,
Through bowers of fragrant and enwreathed light,
And diamond-paved lustrous Jong arcades.
Uil he reach’d the great main cupola;
There standing fierce bencath, he stamped his foot.
And from the basements decp o the high towcrs
Jarr'd his own golden region: and before
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The quasenng tmnder thercupon had cens’d.
His voice beapt out. despite of godlike curb,
Tao this resule. "0 dreams of day and night!

O monstrous forms! O effisies of pant

O spectres busy tha cold, cold gloom!

O lank-car’d Phantoms of black-weeded pools!
Why do [ know ye? why have T scen ye? why
Js mv cternal essence thus distraught

Ta see and 10 beheld these horrars new?

Satum is fallen, am | too to fall?

Am | 10 Yeave this haven of nmy rest,

This cradle of my glory, this soft clime,

Thus calm fuxurance of bhissful light,

These crystailine pavilions, and pure fancs,

Of ali mv locent erapire? It is loft

Descried. void, nor any haunt of trvine.

The blaze, splendour, and the svimmetry.

{ camnol see__bul darkness, death and darkness.
Even here. into my centre of repose,

The shady vistons come Lo domsinger,

Insule, and blind, and sofle up mv pomp.__
Fall!__ o by Tellus and her briny robes!
Over the fiers fromtier of my realms

Ewill advance a 1errible right arm

Shall scare the intant thunderer, rebel Jove,
And bid old Satum take his throne again,”__
Hz spake, and ceas’d. the while a heavier threat
Held struggle with his throat but came not forth,
For as m theatres of crowded men

Hubbub increases more they call sut “Hush!™
S0 at Hyperion's words the Phantoms pale
Bestur'd themseives, thrice horible and cold.
And frone the mirror'd level where he stood

A mist rose. as from a scummy marsh.

AL this. through all kis bufk 1n agony

Crept gradual. from the feet umo the ¢crown,
Like o ithe scrpent vast and muscular

“aking slow way, with head and neck convuls'd
From over-strained might. Releas’d, he fled
To the eastern gates, and full six dewy hours
Before the dawn in scason dug should blush,

He breath 'd fierce breath against the sieepy portals,

Clear'd them of heavy vapours, bursl them wade
Suddenlv on the ocean’s chilly streams.

The planct orb of fire. whereon he rode

Each dav from east to west the heaveas through,
Spun round im sable curtaimng of clouds:

Not therefore veited quite, blindfold. and hid,
Bui ever and anon the glancing spheres,

Circles, and arcs. and broad-belting ¢olure.

Glow d throueh. and wrought upon the muitling dark:

Swect-shaped lightnings from the nadir decp
Up to the zenith,__hieroghphics old

Which sages and keen-eved astrologers

Then Living on the earth. with labouring thought
Wen from the gaze of many centuries:

WNow last, save what we find on remnanis huge
Of stone, or marble svart; their impost gone,

Their wisdom long since Bed_ Two winys this orb
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Possess'd for glory, two Fair argent wings.

Ever exaited at the God's approach:

And now, from forth the gloom of their plumes immense
Rose. one by one, till all outspreaded werc:
While still the dazzling globe maintain'd echipsc,
Awaiting for Hyperion’s command,

Fam would he have commanded, fain took throne
And bid the day begin if but for change.

He might rot:_ No, though a primeval God:
The sacred scasons might not be disturb'd.
Therefore the opetations of the dawn

Stay'd in their birth, even as here ‘tis told,
Thos: silver wings expanded sisterly.

Eager to sail their orb. The porches wide
Upen'd upon the dusk demesnes of night;

And the bright Titan, phremzied with new woes,
Unus'd to bend, by hard compulsion bent

His gpirit to the sorrow of the time:

And all along a dismal rack of clouds,

Upon the boundarics of day and night,

He streteh’d himselfin gricf and radiance faint.
There as he lay, the Heaven with its stars
L.ook'd down on him with pity. and the voice
Of Ceelus, from the universal space,

Thus whisper'd low and solemn 1o his ear,

“0 brightest of my children dear, earth-born
And sky-engendered, Son of Mysicnies

All unrevealed even 10 the powers

Which met at thy creating; at whose joys

And palpitations sweet, and pleasuras soft,

1. Ceelus, wonder, how they came and whence,
And 21 the froits thereof what shapes they be,
Distinct, and visible, symbols divine,
Manfestations of that eauteans life

Diffus’d unsecn thraughout etcrnal space:

Of these new-form'd art thou, oh brightest chiig!
Of these, thy brethren and the Goddosses!

There is sad fewd among ye, and rebellion

Of son against his sire. 1 saw him fall,

[ saw my first-born twmbled from his throne!

To me his arms were spread, 1o me his voice
Found way from forth the thunders ronnd his head®
Pale wox I, and m vapours hid my face.

Art thou, too, near such doom? vague fear there is:
For 1 have seen my sons most unlike Gods,
Diving ye were created, and divine

In sad demeanour, solemn, undisturb'd,
Unruffl’d, tike high Gods, ve liv'd and nul’d;
Now I behold in you fear, hope, and wrath;
Actions of rage and passion; even as

I see them on the morts! world beneath,

In men who die.__This is gricf, O Son!

Sad sign of min, swdden dismay, and fall!

Yet do thou strive. as thow art capable,

As thou canst move about, an evident God:

And canst oppose to cach malignant hour
Ethereal presence: T am but 3 voice;

My life is but the life of winds and tides,

No mwore than winds and tides can T avail;
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But thou canst. _ Be thou therefore i the van
OF cireumstance; vea. seize the arrow's barb
Before the tense strang mumuyr. __To the earth!
For there thou wilt $ind Salum, and his woces.
b T wall keep warch on thy boght sun,
Ml Uiy seasons be a careful nurse,”

e 0alt this region-w husper had come down,
Fyoagom arose, nand on the stars

Lficd s cueved bds and kept them wide
Urnlir ceas’d: and sulf he kept them wide:
‘wnd still they were the same bright. patient stars,
Tlien with a slow incline of his broad breast,
Like to a diver o the pearly seas,

Farward he stoop d over the airy shore,

And pling'd all noisetess into the deep night

HYPERION. BOOK 11

Just at the selt-same beat of Time’s wide wings
Hypenon shd tma ihe rustivd air,

And Saturn gain'd with Thea that sad place
Where Cuvbele and the bruised Titans moumn’d.

It was a den where no Jnsuiting light

Could glimmer on their tears. where their awn groans
They feli. but heard mot, for the solid roar

Of thenderous water falls and torrents hoarse.
Pourmg a constant bulk, uncertain where

Crag jutting forth 10 ¢rag. and rocks that seem'd
Ever as if nsing from a sleep,

Forchead to forehead held their monstrous homs:
And thus in thousand hugest phantasics

Made a fit roofing for this nest of woe.

Instead of thrones, hard flint they sat upon,
Couches of ugged stone. and skaty ndge
Stubbarn’d wath iron. AlF were not assembled:
Some chain'd in torture. and some wandening,
Carus. and Gyges, and Briareis,

Trphen, and Delon, and Porphyrion,

With many more, the brawniegt in assault,

Were pent in regions of laborious breath:
Donguon’d in apaque clement, to keep :
Their clenched teeth still clench'd, and ¥l their limbs
Lock'd up like veins of metai, cramp't and screw’d:
Without a motion. save of their big hearts
Heaving in pain, and horribly convuls’d

With sangnine feverous beiling gurge of pulse.
Mnemosyne was strmving in the warld;

Far frone her moon had Phocbe wandered:

And many else were free to toarm abroad.

Bur for the main, here found they covert drear.
Scarce imsges of life. one here, one there,

Lay vast and edgeways: like a dismal cirque

Of Druid stones, upon a forlorn maar,

Whan the chill rain begins ar the shut of eve.

in dull November, and their chancel vault,

The Heaven uself, is blinded thioughout night.
Each one kept shroud, nor his neighbour gave
Crword, or look. or action of despair.

Creus was one: his ponderous iron mace
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Lay b him, and a shatter™d rib of rock

Told of his rage, erc he thus sank and pined.
Lipetus another: 1n has grasp,

A serpent’s plashy neck, its barbed tongue
Squecz’d from the gorge..and all his uncurl™d kength
Dead: and becanse the creature could mot spit
lts poison i the eyes of conquering Jove.
Next Cottus: prone he lay. ¢hin uppermost,

As though in pain, for still upon that flint

He ground severe his skull, with open mouth
And eves a1 hornd working. Nearest him

Asia, born of most ensrmous Caf,

Who cost her mother TeBus keener pangs.,
Though feminine. than any of ficr sons:

More thought than woe was on her dusky face,
For she was prophesying of her glory,

And in her wide imagination stood
Palm-shaded wemples, and high rival fanes.

By Oxus or in Ganges™ sacred 1sles.

Even as Hope wpon her anchat leans,

So lcant she, not so fair, wpon a tusk,

Shed from the broadest of her elephants.
Abowve her, on a crag’s uncasy shelve,

Upon his elbow rais’d, all prosirate else,
Shadowed Enceladus; once tame and mild

As prazing ox onworried in the meads;

Now tiger-passion’d, lion-thoughted, wroth,
He meditated. plotied, and even now

Was hurling mountains in that second war,
Not long delayed, that scar’d the younger Gods
To hide themselves in forms of beast and berd.
Nod far hence Atlas; and beside him prong
Phoreus, the sire of the Gorgons. Neighbour™d clase
Oceanus, and Tethys, in whosc lap

Sobb’d Clymene among her tangled hair.

fn midst of all lav Themis, at the fect

OF Ops the gucen all clouded from the sight:
No shape distinguishable. more than when

Thick night confounds the pine-tops with the ¢louds;

And many else whose names may not be told.
For when the Musc's wings are air-ward spread,
Who shall delay her flight? and she must chaunt
OFf Satum, and his goide. who now had climb’d
With damp and slippery footing from a depth
More hormd sull. Above a sombre cliff

Their heads appear’d, and up their staturc grew
Tl on the kevel height their steps found ease:
Then Thea spread abroad her trembling amas
Upon the precincts of this aest of pain,

And sidelong fix’d her eye on Satumn’s face:
There saw she direst strife: the supreme God

At war with the frailty of grref,

Of rape, of fear. anxicty, revenge,

Remorse, spleen, hope, but most of att despair.
Against these plagues he strove 1 vas; for Fate
Had poui'd a mortal oil upon his bead,

A disanointing poson: 50 that Thea,
Affriehted, kept her still, and Jet him pass

First onwards in, ameng the fallen tribe.
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A3 with us mortal men, the laden heart
[s persecuted more. and fever'd more,
Whert it 15 nighing to the mournful house
Where other hearts are sick of the saroe bruise;
Sa Saturn, as he waik'd into the midst,
Felt faint, and wouid have sunk among the rest,
But that he met Enceladus’s eve,
Whosge mightiness, and awe of him, at once
Came like an inspiration; and he shouted,
“Titans, behold your God!™ at which some groan’d:
Some staried to their feet; some also shoured;
Some wept. some wail’d, all bow’d with reverence:
And Ops, uplifting her black folded veil,
Show’d her pale cheeks, and al! her forehead wan,
Her eye-brows thin and jet, her hollow eves.
There is a roaring in the bleak-grown pines
When Winter Lifts his voice; there is a noise
Among the immonrtals when a God gives sign,
With hushing finger, how he means 10 load
His tongue with the full weight of witerless thougit,
Wiih thunder, and with music, and with pomp:
Such noise is like the roar of bleak-grown pines:
Which, when it ceases in this mountain®d world,
No other sound succeeds: but ceasing herc,
Amaong these fallen, Saturn’s voice therefiom
Crew up like orpan, that begins anew
L sirzin, when other hannonies, stopt short,
L: ~ve rhe dinn’d air vibrating sitverly.
This grow it wp_ “Not in my own sad breast,
Wh. -1 13 ils own great judge and searcher out,
Car * finn. reason why ye should be thus:
Not - Ui legends of the first of days,
Stuel - o} {1 mibat old spint-leaved book
Whiv 1 star v Uranus with finger Bright
Sav ' vem the shores of daskness, when the waves
Low-e! »'d still hid it up in shallow gloom,
And th book ye know 1 ever kept
For my rirm-based footstool: __Ah, infirm!
Not therc. nor e sign, symbol, or portent
Of clement, earth, water, air, and fire,
AT war, at peace. of inter-quarreling
One agmmn<t one, or two, or three, or all
Each several onc against the other three,
As firc with air {oud warring when rain-floods

Drown botih, and press them both against the earth's face,

Where, finding sulphur, a quadruple wrath
Unhiages the poor wodld;_ not in that strife,
Wherefrom [ take strange lore, and read it deep,
Can | find reason why ye should be thus:

No. no-where can wnriddle, though | search,
And pour on Namre's universal scroll

Even to swoening, why ye¢, Divinities,

The first-bom of all shap'd and palpable Gods
Should cower bencath what, in comparison,

ts untremendous might. Yt ve are here,
Ocrwiim'd. and spum’d, and batter'd, ye are here!

O Titans, shall | say, "Anse!”_ Ye groan. What can [ then?

0 Beaven wade! O unseen parent dear!
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Wha can [ Tell me, all y¢ brethron Gods.

How we can war. how engine our greal wrath!

Q speak vour counsel now, for Saturn’s car

ts all a-huneer™d. Thou, Oecanus,

Ponderest hogh and deep. and io thy face

1 see, agionred, that Severe content

Which comes of thought and musing: gis ¢ us help!”

So ended Satorn: and the God of the Sca
Sophist and sage, from no Athenian prove,
But cogitation in his watery shades,
Arose, with lochs not cozy, and began,
I murmurs . which his first-endcavournng ongue
Caught infant-likc from the far-foamed sands.
"0 ve. whom wrath consumes! who, passipn-stung.
Writhe at defeat, and nurse vour agonius!
Shut up vour senses. stifle up vour cars,
My voice is not bellows unio ire.
Yet Bsten. v¢ who will. whilst 1 bring proof
How ve, perforce. must be confent 10 stoop:
And in the proof much comfort will ] give.
Ef ve will take that comfort in its truth,
W Fall by course of Natre's law, nok foree
Of thundcr. or of love, Great Satum, thou
Hast sified well the atom-uniserse,
Bt for this reason. that thou art the King,
And only blind from sheer supremagy,
One avenue was shaded from thine eves,
Through which | wandered to eternal teuth.
And First, as thou wasi not the first of powurs,
So art thou not the last; it cannot be:
Thou art not the begirmimy nor the end.
From chaos and paremtal darkness caume
Laght, 1he first fruits of that inteatine broil,
That zullen ferment. whicn for wondrous ends
Was ripening in itself. The ripe hour came.
And with 5t light. and light, engendcering
Upon its own producer. forthwith touch’d
The whole cnormous matter into life.
Upon th * very hour. our parcntage,
The Heavens and the Earth, were manifost.
Then thou first-bom, and we the giant race,
Found ourselves ruling new and beautecus realms.
Now comics the pain of truth, to whom “tis pamn;
O follv! for to bear all naked truths,
And to envisage ciecumstance, all calm,
TEat is the top of suvercignty. Mark weil!
Ay Heaven and Eacth are far, fairer far
Than Chioz and blank Darkness. though noce chiefs.
And as we show bevond that Heaven and Larth
In torm and shape compact and beautiful,
In will, in action free. companionship.
And th asand other signs of purer hifc,
So on our hecls a fresh perfection reads,
A power mokc Strong in buauty, bor of us
And fated to excel us, a5 we pass
tn glory that old Darkness nor are we
Thereby more conquer'd. than by us the nule
OF shapeless Chaos. Say, doth the dull soil
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Texts

There came enchantment with the shifling wind.
That di both drown and keep alive my ears.

1 threw my shell away upon the sand,

And a wave fill’d it, as my sense was fill'd
With that new blissful golden mclody.

A living death was in each gush of sounds,
Each family of raptwroys hurried notes,

That fell. one after ons, vet all at once,

Like pearl beads falling sudden from their string;
And then another, then ancther stram,

Each ke a dove leaving its olive perch,

With music wing™d insiead of silent plumes,

To hover round my head, and make me sick

Of joy and gnict at once. Grief overcame,

And | was stopping up my frantic zars,

When, pasi all hindrance of my trembling hands,
A voice came swecter, sweeter than all cune,
And stll it cried, Apolie! voung Apollo!

The moming-bright Apclio! voung Apollol”

I fled, it follow™d me, and cried " Apollo!”

O Father, and QO Brethren, had ve felt

Those paing of mine; O Satumn, hadst thou felt,
¥e would not call chis too indulged tonpgue
Presumpmuous, in thus veniuring to be heard.™

So far ket voice flow’d on, hike a hmarous brook
That, lingering along a pebbled coast.
Doth Fear 10 meet the sea: but sea it met,
And shudder'd; for the overwvhelming voiee
Of buge Enceladus swallow’d it in wrath:
The ponderous syllables, bke sullen waves
In the hatf-glutted hollows of reef-rocks,
Came booming thus, swhale still upen his arm
He lean’d; not rising, from supreme conterpt.
“Or shall we listen to the over-wise,
1 to the over-foolisk, Giant-Gods?
Not thunderbelt on thunderbelt, till all
That rehel Jove’s whole armoury were spent,
Noz world upon world these shoulders piled,
Could agonize me more than baby-words
In mudst of this dethroncmcnt horrible.
Speak! roar! shout! yelll ve sleepy Titens all.
Do yc forget the blows? the buffets vile?
Arc ye not smitten by a youngling arm?
Dost thou forget, sham Monarch of the Waves,
Thy scaking in the seas? What, have | rous™d
Y our splcens with so stmplc words as these?
Q jov! for now [ sev ye are not lost:
Q yov' for now 1 sez a thousand eves
Wide-glaring for tovenge!”__ As this he said,

- He lifted up his stature vast, and stood,

Still without intermission speaking thus:
~Mow vi are flames, It tell vou how to bura,
And purge the ether of our enemies:

How to feed fierce the ¢rooked stings of fire,
And singe away the swollen clouds of Jove,
Stifling that puny essence 1n is tent.

O let him feel the evil he hath done;

For though 1 scom Oceanus’s lore,

280

PALS)

320



Much pain have I for more than logs of realms:
The day s of peace and slumberous calm ase fled.
These davs, all innocent of scathing -var.

When all the fair Existenees of heaven

Came open-vved 1o guess what we would speak:_
That was before our brows were tawght to frown,
Before pur lips knew eise hut solemn sounds:
That was before we kniw the wingex: thing,
Vietors, rpht be lost, or might be von,

And be vet mundful that Hyperion,

Owur brightest brother, still is undisgraced
Hyperon, 0! his radiance is heret”

All eves were on Enceladus™ face.
“And thew beheld, while sull Hyperion's name
Flew from his lips ap to the vanked rochs,
A pallid oteam across his features stem-
Not savage. for he saw full many a God
Wroth as himself. He look’d upon them all.
And in cach face he saw a gleam of light,
But splendider in Satum's, whose hoar iocks
Shorne like the bubbling foam aboeut a keel
When the prow sweeps imto a midaight cove,
In pate and silver silence they eeniain’d,
Till suddeniy a splendour, like the morn,
Pervaded all the bestling gloomy stecps,
All the sad spaces of oblivion,
And «very gulf, and every chasm old.
And every height. and every sullen depth,
Voiceless, or hoarse with loud tormenred streams:
And all the everlasting cataracis,
And all the headlong torrents far and near,
Mantled before in darkness and huge shade,
Mow saw the heht and made it terrible.
It was Hyperion:__a granite peak
His bright feet touch’d, and there he stay d (o view
The musery his balliance had betrav'd
To the most hatcful seaing of itself
Golden his hair of short Numidiar curl,
Regal his shape majestic, a vast shade
Lo mudst of bis own brighiness, Jike the bulk
Of Memnon's image ai the set of the sun
To one whe travels from the dusking East:
Sighs. 100, as that Memnon’s harp
He uiter'd, while his hands conremplative
He press’d together, and in silence stood.
Despondence seiz'd again the fallen Gods
At sight of the deyected King of Day,
And rany hid their faces from the hight
But fierce Enceladus sent forth hig eyes
Among the brotherhood: and, at ther glare,
Uprosc Liapetws, and Cruiis too,
And Phorcus, sea-bomn, and together strode
To where he towered on his emanence.
There were four shonied forth old Satum™s namc:
Hyperion from the peak loud answered. ~Saturm!™
Saturn sat near the Mother of the (rods,
In whose face was oo jor, though all the Gods
Gave from their hollow throats the name of “Saturt!
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HYPERION B{OK 1t

Thus wt aitwrnaw uproar and <ad peacs

Amezed werg those Ticans unerh

Q leave them, Muse! O Teave them Lo the vine

For thou art weak 1o sing sach tumudis dis,

A solitary sorrow best befits

Thy lips. and antheming a lonely gred

Leave them, O Muse! for thou anon wibl find

Manv a fallen old Davinaty

Wandering i vain abour bewalderad shorcs

mleantime touch pienshy the Delphic harp, [
And ot awandt of aven bus will breathy

In i soft wark!: o the Dotan Dat..

For lo! 1 for 1+ * ther of all vers.

Flosh ¢very lang i1 hath o venineal hue,

Lot the rose glow wicnsz and wann the ar
And let the clowds of cver and mom

Float in voluptuous flecces o’er the hills:

Ler the wine within the goblet bodl,

Cold as a bubbling well; Jet famt-lippd <hells,
O <ands. or in great deeps. vrmilion tum
Tihromgh all their labysinths; amd [e1 the maid
Blush keenly, as with some wanmn kiss surpris™d.
Chief isle of the corbowered Cyvelades.
Reioice. O Delos, with thine olives groen,
And poplars, and lawn-shading palms, and beech,
In which the Zephyt breathes the loudest sonp.
And hazels thick. dark-stemm’d bencath the shade:
Apollo s once more the golden theme!

Where was he. when the Geant of the Sun
Stood bright, amid the sormow of his peers? it
Together had hw left his mother tair

And twin-sister sleeping in their bower,

And i the morning twilight wandered fnth

Beside the osiers of a rivalt,

Full ankle-deep in lilics of the vale.

The mghtingaie had ccas’d, and a few stars

Were hingering in the heavens, while the thrusa

Bepan calm-throated. throughout alt the 1sle

There was 50 coven. no ectired cave

Unhaunted by the mupmuarous noise of waves.

Though scarcely heard in many a grecn teerss

He listen’d, and he wept, and his bright teas

Went tnickling down the golden bow he helll

Thus with half-shut sutfused ¢y cs I stood

Whil: trom benemb some cumbrous boughs hard by

Witl solemp step and awful Goddess ramie.

And thore was purport in her looks for him,

Which he with wager guess heman to 1ea)

Perplux'd, the while mebadieusly i <and

“How cam st thow over the snfouted ey

O hath that antique micn and robued lorn

Moy 'd in these vales imvisible | mow™

Surz Thave heard those vestmonts swevgs s ¢ o

The fallen leaves, when Thase sat b .

In cool mud-forest, Surely | have traw

The rustle of those ample skirls whuug



These wrassy solitades, and seen the fowers

Laft upr thew heads. as suell the whisper pass ¢,

Goiddexs' [ bave beheld those eves before,

And ther cternal calm, and alk that face,

Dr 1 have dream’d. " Y es. " sand the suprogue shape,
The st dreant’'d of me, and awaking up

[hast find 2 bere all polden by thy side,

Wheose sinogs wuch d by thy fingers, all the vast

Unmwearnied car of the whaole unrverse

Listen ' d e paan ansl pleasure it the birth

(K such new tunchul wonder. [s°t not strange

That thow shouldst weep, so gifted? Tel] me, youth,

What sorrow thou canst tiel For [am sad

When thou dost shed a tear: explam thy gricfs

‘To one wha in this lonely isle hath bgen

The watcher of thy sleep and hours of life,

From the voung day when first tliy infant hand

Pluck d witless the weak Mowers. tll thine arm

Could bend that bow heroic to all times.

Show thy heart’s sceret to an ancicnt Power

Why bath torsaken old and sacred thrones

Far prophecics of thee. and For the sake

Of los cliness new born.”™_ Apollo then,

With sudden scoutiny and gloomicss eves,

Thus answee 'd. whale his white melodicus throat

Theobb'd with the svllables. ~Mnemosyne!™

Thy name is un my tongue, [ now not how.

Why should 1tell thee what thou so well seest?

Wiy should 1 strive to show what from thy lips

Would come no mysteny? For me, dark, dark,

And painful vile oblivion seals my cves:

1 strsve t seareh wherefore | am so sad,

Uinul o melancholy numbs my limbs,

And then upon the grass | sit, and moan,

I.ike ong who once had wings. O why should |

Fiel furs'd and thwarted when the liegeless air

Yields to my step aspirant? why should |

Spum the green wirf as hateful to my feet?

Goddess benipn, point forth some unknown thing:

Arc thore oot other regions than this isle?

What are the staes? Thers is the sun, the sun!

And the mast paticnt brilliance of the moon!

And stars by thousands! Point me out the way

To anyv one paricuiar beaulcous siar,

And 1 w1l flit w0 it with my {yre,

And make 1ty silvery splendour pant with bliss,

I have heard the cloady thunder: Where is power?

Whose hand, whose esscnee, what divinity

Makes this alarum in the elements.

While ] here idle sit an the shores

In fearless vet in aching ignorance?

O tell me. lonely Goddess. by thy harp.

That waileth every morn and evenride.

Tefl mc why thus 1 rave, about these groves!

Mute thou remainest _mute! vot I can read

A wondrous icsson in thy sillent face;

Knowledee emormons miakes a God of me

Names, deeds. grev legends, dire events, rebelhons,

Maleslics. SOVIn yOIccs. 2gonies,
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Creations and destrovings, all al onee

Pour imto the wide holiows of my brain,

And deify me, as if some blithc wine

Ot bright glixir peerless 1 had drunk,

And so become immorial.”__Thps the God.,
While hig enkindled eyes, with level glance
Bencath his white soft temples, stedfast kept
Trembling with light wpon Mnemosyne.

Soon wild commations sheok him, and made ﬂush
All the immortal fairness of his limbs;

Most like the struggle at the gate of death:

Or tike still 10 one who should take leave

Of pale immortal death, and with a pang

As hot as death’s is chill, with fierce convulse
Dic into life: so young Apollo anguish’d:

His very hair, bis golden treases famed

Kept undulation round his eager neck.

During the pain Mnemosyne upheld

Her anms as one who prophesicd. At Jengh
Apolto shriek'd; and lo! from all his limbs
Cc]es-tlal L] L ] L ] * ]

it
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{Written in 1819, Published in the volwne Lomia, Isahella, The Eve of St Agnes. and

Cther Poems, 1820]
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1
ROMANTICISM AND CLASSICISM
T E NULME

! want to mtaintans that after a loadred s ears of comanticism. we are in for a clagsical
revival, and that the paricidar weapon of this new classical spirt. when it works 10
varse, will be fancy And in this § imply the superionty of fancy - not supenor
generally or absolutely, for that would be obvious nonscnsa. but supurior in the sense
that we wse the word good in empirical ethics - good for something, supcerior for
something | shall have to prove then two (hing. first that a clasgicat revival is
conung, and sccondly, for its particular purposes, fancy will be superior 10
Imaginanon,

So banal have the terms Imagieation and Faney become that we inagine they must
have always been in the language. Their history as o diffening terms m the
voeabulany of criticism is comparatively short. GUriginally, of course, (hey both mean
the same thing, they first began 1o be differentiated by the Genman writers an
acathetics 1n the cighteenth century.”

I know that in using the words “ciassic™ and ‘romaniic’ | am doing a
dangerous thing. They represent five or six different kinds of antitheses. and
while | inay be using them in one sense vou mav be ipterpreting them
another. In this prescnt commection | am using them wm a perfectly precise and
limited sense. T ought really to have comed a couple of new words. but §
prefer to use the ones ) have used, as  then conform (o the practice of the
- oup of polemical writers who make most use of them at the present day.

ad have almost succeeded in making them political catchwords

I mean Maurras. Lasserre and all the yroup connected with L Lo Fremate”

At the presear ime this 5 the pariienlor growg with which the distinction s masi
wicad Becatse 1 has become @ parny syahol ff von asbed g omaa of o Corlon et
whether he preferred the classics or the romantics, you cowld dedice from that swho
his polttics were,

The best wav of gliding into a proper definitian of my terms would be 1o start with a
sct of people who are prepared o fight about it - for in them you will have mo
vagueness. { Other people take the mfanous attitude of the person with catholic tastes
who savs he hkes both, )

About a vear ago, 8 man whaose name | thmk was Fanchois gave a lecture a1 the
Odeon on Racine, in the course of wineh he made soine disparaging remarks about
his dul{ness, lack of invention and the rest of i1, Thas caused an imanediate not: fuzhts
took place all over the honsc; several people were amnesied and imprisoned. and the
rest of the series of lectures took place with hundreds of gendarmes and detectives
scattered all over the place. These people intermupied buecanse the classical ideal s a
living thing to therm and Racine 15 the great classic. 'Fhat s what | call a real vitas
interest in literature, They regard romanticism as an awful discase from which Franey
had just recovered.

The thing 1s complicatcd m their case by the fact that it was ronanticism that made
the revolution. They hate the revolution, so they hate romauticism

[ make no apelogy Tor dragging i poiitics hore; romanticrsm both o Engiand and
France is associated with cortun pohital vicws, and 1t 18 & 1aking o conerete
example of the working ont of a principle in achioin 1hat you van get s best defintlon

What was the positive praceple bebid alt the other prineiples of 17497 Fam Latlking
here of the revelution = as far as it was an ide, T leas o out nateril canses - thy
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nuly produge the Forees. The barriers which could casily hawe resisted or guided these Hulme
imces bad been provioushy romed away by ideas, This always seems to b the cast w

anceessfil changes: the privileged class is beaten only when tf has st faih in itself,

wheeo 1 has sl been pencerated with the tdeas which are workaing agasust 1

I was not the nehts of man « that was a good sobid practical war-cry The thing which
created enthusiasm. which made the revolution practically a mew religion. was
sometlyng tore positive than that. People of all classes. people whe stoud to Jose by
i, were in a positive ferment about the idea of liberty . There must have been somie
«dea which enabled thum to think that something positive could cont aet of 50
cssentially megative a thing There was, and here | get my defimtiun of romanticism.
They had been taught by Rousscau thal man was by mature good, that it was only bad
1aws and customs that had suppressed him, Remove all these and the mtine
posaibilities of man would have a chance This is what made them thiok that
something postive could come out of disorder. this 15 what creatcd the reingzious
enthusiasm Here is the root of all romanticisor ; thiat man, the individuat, is an
infimite reservowr OF possibilities: and f ¥ou can 5o reareanie societs by 1be
Jestruction of eppressive order then these possibilities will have a ¢hance and you
will get Progress. )

Onc can define the classical quite clearly as the cxach opposite (o this. Man 15 an
axtraordinaridy fixed and limited animal whose nature 1s absolutely constant. It 18
oul by tradition and organizacion that anything docent can be got out of Jum.

Thas vicw was 2 linde shaken ar fhe time of Danwio. You remember his parteular
hypothesis. thal new species camye into existence by the cumulative effect of stall
wnrations - this seems to admit the possibility of future progress. But ak the prusent
dav the contrary hypothesis makes headway in the shape of De Vries's smutanion
theory, that each new specics comes into existense, not gradually by the
aceumutation of small steps, but suddenly in a jump. a kind of sport, and that once 1n
cxistenee 11 pemains absolutely fixed. This enables me 1o keep the classical view with
an appearance of scientific backing.

Put shortly, these are the (wo views. then, One, that man 1s intrmsseal 1y good. spoilt
by cirentustance: and the other that he 15 intringicatly mzeed. but dusciphned by order
and tradition to somcthing fairdy decent. To the one pariy man s nature 58 hke a well,
1o the ather like a bucket, The view which regards man as 2 well. a reservoit [oll of
passibilitics. [ call the romantec; the one which regards hum as a very finite and tixed
creature. T eall the classicoi.

(e may note here that the Chuech has always taken the classicat view smee the
defear of the Pelagian heresy” and the adoption of the sane classicat dogna ol enginal
i

It woutd be a rstake to dentify the classical view with that of imaterrlism. Onhe
centran it is absolutely identical with the normal religious attitude. ¥ shonld put at 1=
this way - That part of 1he fixed nature of man is the elict i the Dty This shoald
fhe aa lised ared true For every mas as belief i the existence of matier and m the
objective world. 115 paralled 10 appetiti. the wstnct of sex. and alk the ether fimed
qualities, Now at cerrain imes, by the usc of either force o rhetatic. these instincls
have heen supprossed - i Florenee under Savanarcla, in Ciencviunder Calvih, and
here imder the Roumndhiads. The inevitable rdsult of sucls a process i thu U
repressed mnstinet barsts out in same abnormal direction Sowith religien By the
penverted rhetone of Ragonnlism. vour natral instinets are sappressei aned v e
cemverted into an agnostic. Just as in the case of the other msiets, [\ (30T PRI A 5
rovenge The instncts that tind thor ieht and proper smtiet it rchigion st Lo
it sume other way You don't believe i a God. se son boem bo badnymor et s s
pod ¥You don't believe in Heason, s yon begin toheliers i canes coaorts In

ather wards, vow ectponantcisn The coarepts at e inedd s 307 ot thooan \
h i
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sphere are spread over, and so mess up, falsify and biur the clear outkines of human
experience. Il is like pouring a pot of treacle over the dinner table, Romanticism then.
and this is the best definition I can give of it, is spilt religion.

| must now shirk the difficuity of saying exactly what I mean by romantic and
classical in verse. | can only say that it means the result of these two attitudes towards
the cosmos, towards man, in so far as it gets reflected in verse. The romantic, because
he thinks man infinite, must always be talking about the infinite; and as there 15
always the bitter contrast between what sou think vou ouglit to be able to do and
what man actually can, it always tends, in its later stapes at any rate, to bo gloomy. |
really can’t go any further than to say it is the reflection of these two tempesaments,
and point out examples of the different spirits. On the onc hand | would take such
diverse people as Horace, most of the Elizabethans and the writers of the Augustan
age. and on the other side Lamartine, Hugo, parts of Keats, Coleridge, Byron, Shelles
and Swinbume.

I know quite well that when people think of classical and romantic in verse. the
contrast at once cames inte their mind between, say, Racine and Shakespears. 1 don't
mean this ; the dividing line that [ intend is here misplaced a litthe from the true
middie. That Racinc is on the extreme classical side | agree, but if vou call
Shakespeare romantic, vou are using a differont definition to the one 1 give. You zre
thirtking of the difference between classic and romantic as being merclv one between
restraini and exuberance. I should say with Nictzsche that there are two kinds of
classicism, the static and the dynamic. Shakespeare is the classic of motion.

What [ mean by classical in verse, then, is thie. That even in the most imaginative
flights there is always a holding back, a reservation. The classical poet never forgets
this finiteness, this limit of man, He remembers ahways that he is mixed up with
catth. He may jump, but be always retums back: he never flies away into the
circumambeent gas.

You might say if you wished thal the whole of the tomantic attitude seems Lo
crystallize in verse round metaphors of flight. Hugo is always flying, flving over
abysses, flying up into the ctemal gases. The word infinite in evers othur line.

In the classical attitude you never seem io swing right along 1o the infinite nothing, If
you say an extravagant thing which does cxeeed the Fimits inside which you know
man o be fastened, vet there is always conveyed in some way at the end an
impression of yourself standing outside it. and not guite believing it, or consciously
putting it forward as a flourish. You never go blindly into an atmosphere more than
the truth, an atmosphere too rarefied for man 1o breathe for fong. You are alwavs
faithfui 10 the conception of a limit. It is a question of pitch; in romantic verse vou
move at a certain pitch of rhetoric which you know, man being what be is, to be a
liitle high-fabutin. The kind of thing you get in Huge of Swinbume. In the coming
classical reaction that will feel just wrong. For an sxample of the opposite thing. a
verse written in the proper classical spirit, I can take the song from Cvmbeline
beginning with “Fcar no more the heat of the sun’. 1 am just using this as a parable. |
don’t quite mean what I say here. Take the last two lines:

Ciolden lads and lasses must,
Like chimney sweepers come 1o dust.

Now, no romamtic would have ever written that. Indeed. so ingrained 15 romanticism,
so objectionable is this to it, that people have asserted that thcee were not part of the
original song,

Apart from the pun, the thing that { think quitc classical is the word lad. Yonr modern
romantic could never write that. He would have to write golden vouth, and take up
the thing at least a couple of notes in pitch.



I want now to give the reasons which make me think that we are ncaring the ond of
the romantic movement.

he first lies in the nature of any convention of tradition n art, A particular convention
or aftitude in art has a strict analogy o the phenomena of ongamic life. It geows old
and decays. It has a definite period of fifc and must dic. All the possible wunes get
plaved on it and then it is exhausted. moreover its best period is its youngoest. Take
the case of the extracrdmary cfflorescence of verse in the Elizabethan period. All
kinds of reasons have heen given for - this the discovery of the new world and all the
rest of it. There is a much simpler one. A new mediom had been given them to play
with - namely, blank verse. It was new and s¢ it was easy to play new tuncs on it

The same law holds in other arts. All the: masters of painting are born imo the world
at a time when the particular tradition from which they stan 1s imperfect. The
Florentine tradition was yust shert of full ripeness when Raphacl came to Florence,
the Bellinesque was still young when Titian was born n Venice. Landscape was still
a toy or an appanage of figure-painting when Turmer and Const e arose to reveal its
independent power. When Tumner and Constable had done with landscape they lefl
titthe or nothing for thetr successors 1o do on the same lines. Each ficld of antiztic
activity is exhausted by the first great artist who gathers a full harvest from it.

This period of exhaustion seems to me to have been reached in romanticism. We shall
not get any new efftoreseence of verse until we get a new lechnique, a new
convention, (2 tm owrselves (0ose In.

Objection might be taken to this,. I might be said that a century ag an organic uoity
doesn’t exist, that ] am being deluded by a wrong metaphor, that 1 am, treating a
coliection of Iterary people as if they were an organism or state department.
Whatever we may be in other things, an objector might urgs, 1o literatusc in as far as
we are anything at all - in as far as wo ar¢ worth considering - we are individuals, we
are persons, and as distinct persons we cannot be subordinated to any general
treatment. Al any period at any time, an individual poet may be a classic ora
romantic just as he feels hke it. You at any paticolar moment may think that vou ¢an
stand outside a movement. Yoo may think that as an individual vcu cbserve both the
classic and the romantic spirit and decide from a purely detached point of view that
one 1s supetior to the other.

The answer (o this is that no one, in a matter of judgment of beauty, can take a
detached standpoint in this way. Just ag physically you are not born that abstract
entity, man, but the child of particular parenis, so you are in matters of Hiterary

Judgment. Your opimion is almost entirely of the fiterary history that came just before

vou, and vou are governed by that whatever you may think. Take Spinoza's example
of a stone falling to the ground. If it had a conscigus mind it woukd, he sand, think it
was going to the ground because i wanted to, So you with your pretended free
Jjudgment about what is and what is pot beautifil. The amount of freedom in man is
much cxaggerated, That we are free on certain rare o¢casions, beth my religion and
the views I get from metaphysics comvinee me. But many acts which we habitually
label free are in reality automatic. It is quite possible for a man to write a book almost
amomatically. § have read several such products, Some obuervations were recorded
more than twenty vears ago by Robertson on reflex spesch. and he found that in
certain cases of dementia, wherc the people werc quite unconsc:ous so far as the
exercise of reasoning went, that very intelligent answers were piven 1o a succession
of question on politics and such matters. The meaning of these Guestions could aot
possibly have been understood. Language here acted after the maanes of a reflex. So
that certain extremely complex mechanisms, subtle encuyh to imttate beauty, can
work by themselves - | corntatnly think that this is the caro with judgments about
beaunty.
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Reseddings

| can put the same thing (n stightly different form. Here 15 a question of a conthict of
two attitudes, as it aught be of two technigues The erie. while he has 1o admi thag
changes from one to the other occur. persists i regardeng them as mere vanauons e
a cortain fixed normal, just as a pendulum ought swing. 1 admit the analogy of the
pendulum as far as movement, but Edeny the Burther conseguence of the analogs . the
existenee of the point of rest, the normal point

When T say that 1 dislike ibe romantics, T dissociate two things: the pant of thew
which they resemblc afl the great poets, and the part i which thev differ and whnch
gives them their character as romantics. Itas this minor ¢lement which consutines the
panicular note of a contury, and which, while it €xcites copiemporarics, annoys the
next gencration. fr was precisely thae quality in Pope whick pleased his friends. which
we detest. Now, anyone just before the romantics who felt that, could have predrcicd
that a change was coming. It scoms to me that we stand just in the same postticn Ttk
1 think that there is an inereasing proportion of people who simply can’t stamd
Swinbume.

When [ say that there will be another classical sevival 1 don't necessarily anticipate a
return to Pope. | say merely that now is the time for such a revival, Given peaple of
the necessary capacity. it may be a vital thing, without them we may get a formalizm
something like Pope. When it does come we may not even recognize 1t as classical
Although it will be classical it will be differcot becavse it has passed through a
romantic period, To take a parallel example : 4 remember being very surpnsed, after
seeing the Past Impressionists. fo find in Maurice Dems’s account of the matter thar
they: consider themsclves classical in the sense that * -v v e trving (o impose the
same order on the mere flux of now material provided by the impressionist
movement, that existed in the more limited material of the painting before.

There is something now to be cleared away before [ get on with my argument. which
is that while romanticisme i dead in reality, yet the critical atitude appropnats 1o it
still continues to exist. To nake this a little clearer: Foe cvery kind of verse. there is a
corresponding receptive aftitude. In a romantic period we derand from verse certam
qualitics. In a classical period we demand others, At the present ime [ should say that
this receptive attifude has outlasted the thing from which it was formed But while the
ramantic tradition has run drv, vet the critical atatude of aund. which demands
romantic qualities from verse, still survives, So that if good classical verse were to be
written tomorrow very few people would be able to stand 1L

1 objeet even to the best of the romantics. 1 object still inore to the reveptive aatude. |
objcct to the sloppiness which docsn’t consider that a poem 1s & poem unless it (s
moaning or whining about something or other. Talways think in thrs conncction of
the last ling of a pocm of Tohn Wehbster's” which ends with a request I cordially
endorse;

End your moan and come away

The thing has got 3¢ bad now that a poesa which is alt dry and hard, a properly
classical poem, would net be considered poctry at all. How many ncople acw can (o
their hands on their hearts and say they like eithes Horace of Pope? They foel a kind
of chill when they read them.

The dry hardness which you get in the classics 1s absolutcly repuginant to them
Poetry that isn't damp isn’t poetrv at alt. They cannot seethat accueae descriplion is
a legitimate objett of verse. Verse to thent always means a bnagang in of soms of the
cmotions that are grouped round the word infinite

The essence of pootry to most people is that it must lead them to 2 hryond of sume
kind. Verse strictly confined to the cantt  and the definite ( Keats s full of it ) o
seem 1o them to be excellent writing, excelient crafismansinp, but not poetry, So
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