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‘He is; he is with Shakespeare.’—Matthew Arnold: ¢ Essay on
Keats.’

“-T'hey are very shallow people who take everything literally, A
Man’s life of any worth is a continual allegory, and very few eyes
can see the Mystery of his life—a life like the scriptures, figurative

—which such people can no more make out than they can the Hebrew .

Bible. Cord Byron cuts a figure but he js no. figurative—Shakespeare
led a life of Allegory: his works are the comments on it.’—Keats’
Letter to George Keats: 18th February 1819,

* When in the reason’s philosophy the rational appears dominant
and sole possessor of the world, we can only wonder what place
would be left to it, if the element excluded might break through the
charm of the magic circle, and without growing rational, might find
expression. Such an idea may be senseless, and such a thought may
contradict itself, but it serves to give voice to an obstinate instinct,
Unless thought stands for something that falls beyond mere intelli-
gence, it *° thinking ” is not used with some strange implication that

hever was part of the meaning of the word, a lingering scruple still

torbids vs to believe that reality can ever be purely rational. It may
come from a failure in my metaphysics, or from a weakness of the
flesh which continues to blind me, but the notion that existence

should be the same as understanding strikes as ¢old and ghost-like as -

the dreariest materialism.’—F. H. Bradley: Principles of Logic.

* I should observe perhaps that if Keats’ position as formulated
above is accepted, the question stiil remains whether a truth which
18 also beauty, or a beauty which is also truth, can be found by man:
and if so, whether jt can, In strictness, be called by either of those

names.’—A. C. Bradley: Oxford Lectures on Poetry: Keats’ Letters. |

" Ethics and #sthetics are one.’—Ludwig Wittgenstein: Tractatus
 Logico-Philosophius.
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PREFATORY NOTE

I REGRET that Miss Amy Lowell’s new biography of Keats was
not published before-this book was completed. By the courtesy of
her English publisher, Mr, Jonathan Cape, I was permitted to read
the rough proofs of a part of her first volume, to which 1 owe my
my knowiedge of the story of Charles Brown’s ‘ marriage’ to Abigail
Donohue and of the text of Keats’ letter to Haydon of 22nd January
1818, concerning Hyperion.

This book is not a biography of Keats. If Miss Lowell’s second
volume is as good as her first, the biography of Keats has been written
once for all; and I sincerely hope that Miss Lowell’s critical idio-
syncrasies will not blind English opinion to the enduring merits of
her work. Neither is this book a criticism of Keats, in the ordinary
sense of the word. I should call it simply an attempt to show what
Keats was, by telling the story of his inward life, as revealed in his
poems and letters during the four years of his poetic caregr,,

Above all, this book is not the exposition of a theory? Ifi criticism
I have but one theory, namely, to be loyal to the reality of the man
whose works move me profoundly. If in any vital point I have mis-
read the reality of Keats, then, so tar as I am concerned, this book
is nugatory. In an introductory chapter I have given the history of
how it came to be conceived and undertaken.

1 wish to express my gratitude to the Master and Fellows of Trinity

Sollege, Cambridge, but for whose invitation to deliver the Clark
ectures for 1924, on which this book is based, the book itself could
ot have been written.

. Ibbotsbury, 25th November 1924.

P.S.—Since the above was written, the two volumes of Miss
Lowell’s FYohn Keats have appeared. Unfortunately, her second
volume is by no means as good as her first. I am afraid I owe to it
nothing except the necessity of elaborately correcting one very
serious mistake in it concerning the composition of Hyperfon. Miss
T.owell’s second volume contains in an appendix a valuable fragment
hitherto missing from Keats’ great journal-letter of February-
“Aay 1819,

X
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ITRODUCTORY 3

There is no logic in that conclusion, for it assumes that the true
et.utters his. own.soul. That to me is a simple and fundamental
ct, though it is tacitly denied by half the criticism that is written.
assert it unequivocally. Without this fundamental belief literature
ouid be meaningless and monstrous to me, an irrelevant and futile
‘ng. To know a work of literature is to know the soul of the man
19’ created it, and who created it in order that his soul should be
cwn. Knowledge of a work of literature which stops short of that
ay be a profound, an inspiring, a bewildering knowledge, but it is
ot the real knowledge. The writer’s soul is that which moves our
uls. Fhat is the truth which, in my belief, must be accepted; when
1at is accepted we can advance towards some understanding of the
wystery why the words of the poert are his soul, and why the greater
he poet the more completely are his words his soul.
It was not strange, therefore, that one who conceived the history
1 the human soul since the Renaissance in these peculiar terms,
ind -found the secret vicissitudes and victories of the general soul
it large (or writ exceeding smalil) in the souls of the great poets,
nould .ave come to conceive of the soul of the greatest of these
oets as prophetic of all that history. Yet, I confess, it took me a
mg while to come to that conclusion. Shakéspeare was, for many
2ars, far too big for me to comprehend T hat movement of the soul
om thie rejection of religion to the rediscovery of religion, which
found so plainly marked in the greatest of his successors, was in
m but fitfully revealed. In Shakespeare 1 was lost; and I had
indered in his works as'in a great and trackless forest for many
ars before I became possessed with the conviction that he also
d gone the same way as his successors, but that he had gone fur-
ier than they. He was the greatest adventurer of all;. his was the
reatest soul; his path thé most dizzy and mysterious; he was him-
oIf werily { the prophetig:soul of the wide world dreaming of things
O comer |
Filled with this conviction, when the invitation came to me to.
ieliver the lectures upon which this book is based, I welcomed the
ypportunity of giving in them a first rough sketch of the develop-
nent of Shakespeare as I had come to conceive it; and I set to work
aily and confidently. I wrote an introductory lecture on the large
nd general movement of tne human soul since the Renaissance, and
nnounced my purpose of following it out in detail in the work of
shakespeare, But when I began upon this part of the work I found .
nyself faced with an unexpected and insuperable difficulty. I sud- Masrbmev
lenly realized that in my study of Shakespeare I had come to take Talals
or granted all manner of conceptions which I could not possibly
:Xxpect an unprepared audience, however sympathetic and generous,
'o take for granted; I had gradually grown accusromed to a kind of
thinking which is not the ordinary kind of thinking at all; I had
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formed the habit first of making certain translations between poet

thought and rational thought, and then of discarding these transl

tions altogether; I had come to assume a whole system of corr
spondences between purely poetic imagery and the steps of discursiv
thinking-—correspondences, I insist, and not equivalences—whic
I could not reasonably require other minds to assume without -
demonstration which to be convincing must not be incidental. Abo

all, by my study of Shakespeare, I had slowly and only haif-ces

sciously formed convictions as to the nature of the human soul ar,
the human universe, which are different from the opinions generall
held to-day. - ) .

I saw that my one chance of making intelligible these slowl
aformed convictions of mine concerning Shakespeare was to_use th
‘greatest of his successors, John-Keats, as though he were a mediatoi
- between the normal consciouspess of men and the pure pogiic con-

sciousness in which form alone Shakespeare remains to us. Ther
was, to my own sense, nothing in the least arbitrary in this method
I myself had made my final approach to Shakespeare through Keats
I had long since formed my own conclusions with regard to XKeats
in some ways novel enough, but which, in so far as they could b
‘expressed by saying that Keats was potentially, at least, our nex
greatest poet after Shakespeare and the only poet who is ke Shake

Rl WNFETE Y

spear€, had the support of Matthew Arnold’s great authorit.

-~ That Keats ‘is with Shakespeare ’ is an assertion which mear
to me something different from what it meant to Matthew Arnol
because Shakespeare himself means something different. But tt
admission of a similarity by a great critic whose methods are oth
than mine was important to me. It confirmed me-in the belief th
Keats was indeed the natural approach to Shakespeare. According,
I once more concentrated upon a study of Keats: 1 carefully re-reac
the whole of Keats—letters and poems together—in chronologica
order, and I found, at once to my excitement and dismay, that m;
old conclusions with regard to Keats, though substantially truize (ir
my own view, of ceurse) were woefully crude and inadequate. I't was
as though in years past I had apprehended only the skeleton and no
the living man. I could scarcely believe my own eyes when I founc
the most essential clues unmarked by my pencil in the littie five
volume edition of Buxton Forman which I have always used. What
evidence I had missed ! What obscurities I had suffered to remair
obscure, whereas now they seemed te me clear as day ! That was
the excitement; but the dismay %as equal. It was utterly impossible
T0 expound Keats in one or two chapters as I had hoped. It was ow
of the question to make use of Keats merely as an approach ftc
Shakespeare. In order that he could serve as an approach tc
Shakespeare, he had to be understood completely in and for him~
self. He also was complete, he also was a ‘ pure poet ’ of the highest




JDUCTORY 5

I must put Shakespeare out of my mind and devote myseif
ts alone.
ordingly I began upon the new task, and this time I pushed
; well as I could, to the end. I made it now my sole object to
;atefthe movement of Keats’ snul during the brief fyears __Qf his

e — = - - Lanini

i life,” Some may call it an imaginative reconstruction; if it is
also an imaginary one that will ﬁe to its advantage. T do not be-

ve it is imaginary; I have based my narrative squarely on the
cts. I have seldom had recourse to conjecture, or to what I should
{1 conjecture. That the result of my examination is different from
1at arrived at by others i® due, 1 should say, simply to my having
yproached the facts without any pare: pris. I have not been influ-
1ced by any conception of an ideal Keats, and I have never taken
_upon myself to say, for instance, that this mood is unworthy of
.eats, or that judgement of his upon his own work untrue. In other
yords, ihava tried to understand Keats as he was, not to fit him to
yme pattern of my own. In this attempt I have found myself con-

— r——

ther critics have concluded that he meant sc:methmg else, and
yove @ll I have found it_impossible to accept the view that Keats’
ind and powers were denatured by disease, or that the love-passion
WhICh hlS Tater life was thrilled and disquieted was..morbid or
nte&que of humiliating. The more deeply l;ava read into Keats’
e thé more obvious it has been to me that( Keats, was a_hgro of
umaiity, and that an attitude of condescension or patronage to-
vards him is utterly impossible. The thing that Keats actually was
s infinitely more perfect than any perfection we can invent for him.
he proper attitude of criticism towards Keats is one of complete
umility,
As invariably happens, when I came to work on the actual material
f his Iife and work, I found that certain threads, of which my con-
.ous mind had been ighorant, began to show themselves clearly
the pattern that was shaping itself. One of these was so remark-
>le that I was rather frightened than rejoiced by it. I had, as I have
1d, approached Keats because he was essentially like Shakespeare,
ecause in the ordinary sense of the phrase we know far more about
leats than we do about Shakespeare, and because I felt that an
nderstanding of Keats would serve as a natural stepping-stone to
> a comprehension of Shakespeare; and, as I have said, I found
hat the reality of Keats was so absurbmg and cnmplete that it
lemanded co be treated as a&»end-m itself and not as a means. I put
'hakespeare cut of my 1d: concentrated whatever pawers of
ncierstandmg I possess upon Kéats alone.
What was my amazement when I ¢iscovered thatyKeats himself

vas far more conscious than ] had evg;hﬂm.ﬂﬂthesﬂa:gexelauﬂn_

etween himself and Shakespeare! At all the crucial moments of




6 ~ INTRODUC

his life his reference and appeal lay to Shakespeare, not to
animate Shakespeare which is the name given to a volume of
words, but to a real presence, a living being whom Keats b
that he intimately understood, and who made demands upon
loyalty from which in his moments of extreme agony he stn
in vain to escape. Shakespeare veritably was Keats’ forerunne.
secret-sharer not merely in literature, but in life. That oppos:
between literature and life is, in the case of pure poets such as Sha
speare and Keats, impossible finally to maintain, but I must us:
now, as I use many other distinctions of which it is not the i
object of this book to prove the ultimate unreality. So I will spe
for the moment of Shakespeare the poet and Shakespeare the ma
and say that the most intimate motion of Keats’ inward life gradua'
revealed itself to me as a motion of loyalty to Shakespeare the ma
» What was to me astoniShing was to find proof that Keats was co
T.
After all, I suppose there was nothing to be astonished about. .
I was right in my view of Shakespeare, and right in my view of Kea
as the only poet who was essentially like Shakespeare, then the i
‘timate connection between them was of such a kind—Shakespes
the forerunner and Keats the spontaneous. follower in the explo
‘tion of life—that it was not possible that Keats should have be
unaware of it. That I think is true. But it is necessary to emphas.
the epithet © spontaneous ’ in my description of Keats as a follow
of Shakespeare. Indeed, it is not possible to follow Shakespea
otherwise than spontaneously, as perhaps I may succeed in showiny
The basis of the likeness between Shakespeare and Keats lies in
similar completeness of humanity confronted with the sameworld
e%p_ggiep;j:e;"fhey are as it were seeds of the same speciés growing
e_same environment, exgept that one is forcéd_ino.-matirity t

= — T L

'an excess of heat years before the other, But their sifiilgrity is reall
« that of the same germ reacting to the same conditions, Shakespc
- followed a predestined path ; so did Keats : and those pathsp,
alike. There is no necessary reason why Keats should have by
condcious of the similarity. . |
And yet, of course, there is a necessary reason{Man is consciot
-and by virtue of his consciousness, kg can leap the bank and sho
- of time and hold converse with™his similars though they have pi
.off this mortality. It was indeed necessary that Keats should tin
to Shakespeare, because there was no one else to whom he coul
turnp This is plain to me now; . but when I began my narrative
Keats’ life it was hidden from me, I was amazed when I found th
in the critical moments of Keats’ }ife his appeal to Shakespeare w:
« inevitable. When preparimg my material, I had copied out passag
after passage of Keats’ letters with no thought of anything but thei
bearing upon the hicden workings of Keats’ soul : they marked th

-
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When I came to read them through in isolation, there, mani-

o my eyes, wag the golden thread— Sgggmem_ﬂha]w
SRR
ay stress, even though it be to my own detriment as a critic,
. my unconsciousness of this: more intimate relation between
its and Shakespeare ; because it may be thought (from the title
the book) that, having the notion that there was some intimate
Aation between Keats and Shakespeare other than the purely tgaar:c
keness between them, I set about to collect the evidence
['hat 1s not so ; and that is why I have found it necessary to tell the -
tory of the genesis of this beek Originally it was to have been a first
ketch of the development of Shakespeare himself: I found it im-
yossible to approach him directly; so I instinctively, turned to Keats
.0 bridge the gap between the normal consciousness and the ure,
1inmediated poetic consciousness of Shakespeare. I found that Keats
vould not suffer himself to be treated as a means and not as an
>nd: so I confined myself to the study of Keats alone. I continued to*
conceive the book under the title I{eata and Shakespeare’ simply
because I still regarded, and do still regard, this study of Keats
primarily as a sort of prolegomena to the study of Shakespeare, n
he sense that I believe that a right understanding of Keits is the
:asiest, and perhaps the only possible, way to a right understanding
f Shakespeare Y Kooore 2l b, S 3 e mepuaninnsd s dhtadom 1 shaliph
That it should have turned out that this title ¢ Keats and Shake-
speare ’ is applicable to these lectures in quite another sense than
that which I first intended is not due to me. That is simply the reality
asserting itself through the medium of my interpretation. I went
ut to reveal a relation of one kind between Keats and Shakespeare;
Reats himself has revealed, through-me, a relation of another kind.
T'hat the relation which I had discerneg between them demands for
its own completeness the relation which I had not discerned has
since become clear to me; it has not only strengthened my convic-
tion that I am right in my view of Shakespeare, but it has enabled
me to make my grasp of my own view mere complete. hrough
Keats the.poet I penetrated morg deeply into Shakespeare the Poet;
and now through Keats the man I have (in my own bell;ef) penetrated
more_deeply into Shakespeare the man
I had finished my reconstruction of {eats’ life when I was com-
“elled to make a journey to the British Museum for the purpose of
confirming certain conjectures made in the course of it. I took ad-
vantage of the opportunity to search out what the most eminent of
my predecessors had written concerning Keats. It may be said that
I should have done this before. That 1§ a matter of opinion: I think
it best in criticism to make one’s approach to an author as direct as
possible. I have read, because I happened to possess, Sir Sidney
Colvit’s Life of Fohn Kaats, Professor de Seliacourt’s edition of hlS
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poems, and above all the little Buxten Forman. five-volume -
of Keats’ Poems and Letters. I hope that T shall not be accus
lacking in courtesy either to Sir Sidney Colvin or to Professc
Selincourt if I say that my chief debt is o the late Mr. Buxton
man. He arranged the material for any and every one to use. .
not conscious of owing a debt to anyone in the prime matter ot
terpretation and reconstruction.

But when I came to read my eminent predecessors in criticism
Keats it appeared to me that two among them towered high above a
nthers—[}m&_B‘éiqsges_, the Poet Laureate, and Professor A. C., Bradley
Had the scopé of this book been other than it is, I am sure that -
should have been deeply indebted to them. 1 'he Poet Laureate’s essa;
on Keats’ poetry (which is, alas, very difficult to procure) and Pro
fessor Bradley’s lecture on Keats’ letters and his little essay on wha,
“ Philosophy’ meant for Keats are masterly. For what may be called
inthehighest sense a ‘technical’ criticism of Keats’ poetry and diction
Dr. Bridges’ essay will hardly be surpassed: while it seems only an
accident that Professor Bradley did not treat of Keats’ letters and
poetry together as a kind of preamble to his famous lectures an
Shakespeare—in which case, 1 fear, the best part of my present
occupation would be gone, Time and again in his lecture and hi:
essay, Professor Bradley seems to me on the brink of formulating
the view and the doctrine I have been driven to expound in thit
book. Time and again he marshals the evidence, in his massterly
fashion, so that tFégEﬂnclusion to which I have been forced appears

* Inevitable: yet for some reason he does not draw it. Perhaps, by
reason of his instinctive avoidance of that conclusion, his criticisme
remains on the safe side of the river of oblivion, whereas mine, by
reason of my acceptance of that conclusion, has taken the fatal plunge
I hope it will not prove to be so: but I am conscious of having taken
a risk, .

But what I wish to emphasize at this moment are the more com-
fortable conclusions I derived from my reading of what the Poet
Laureate and Professor Bradley have written about Keats. These
two finely critical minds—in theijr separate provinces the finest
critical minds we have in England to-day—approach Keats’ work
under iwo separate aspects. Dr. Bridges considers his poetry in
itself, Professor Bradley considers his letters in themselves. Yet
both alike declare their conviction of an essential similarity betweei™

| Keats and- Shakespeare—not casually or incidentally, but delibera-

\.{ tely, as an article stantis aur cadentis philosophice, At the end of his
essay the Poet Laureate, after specific and detailed criticism of the
separate poems, thus continunes - .

7 Many of the main qualities of Keats’ poetry have been inci-
) tdentaﬂy brought out; there is one, as yet unmentioned, which
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the first place in a general description, and that is the very
“his poetic birthright, the highest gift of all in poetry, that
1 sets poetry above the other arts: 1 meantthe power of con-
ating all the far-reaching resources of langifage on one point,
aat a single and apparently effortless_expression rejoices the
aetic imagingtion at the moment when it is most expectant and
wcting and at the same time astonishes the intellect with a new
vect of the truthpyThis is only found in the greatest poets, and
rate in them ; and it is no doubt for the possession of this power
1at Keats has often been likened to Shakespeare, and very justly,
or Shakespeare is of all poets the greatest master of it; the differ-
nce between them here is that Keats’ intellect does not supply the
econd factor in the proportion or degree that Shakespeare does:
ndeed, it is chiefly when he is dealing with material or sensuous
bjects that his poems afford illustrations; but these are, as fat as
hey go, not only like Shakespeare, but often as good as Shake-
peare when he happens to be confining himself to the same limited
teld.

r my owi part, I subscribe to that final limitation with reluctance,
ugh I know that it is inevitable, considering the amount of Keats’
try and his length of years compared with Shakespeare’s., But
at is more important is to insist on the real scope of Dr. Bridges’s
ture and deliberate judgement. Keats’ poetry, he says, has the chief
cellence of all, an excellence which sets poetry above all the other
s, 4 quality which is found only in the greatest poets, and is rare
:n in them; of this quality Shakespeare is of all poets the greatest
ster. A declaration of an essential likeness between Shakespeare
} Keats could hardly be more categorical, above all when we
nember that Dr. Bridges’s compari3on is deliberately restricted to
it poetry alone, considered as an independent object of @sthetic
" 7sis, not as the expression of a mind. )
i the other hand, in the different but complementary province
eats’ letters considered as the expression of 3 mind, Professor @ y,
w

lley, whose familiarity with Shakespeare’s mind will not be
bted by any reader of his lectures on Shakespeare, is no less
shatic. ¢ Keats,” he says, ‘ was of Shakespeare’s tribe. . . . . In
1ity—and I speak of nothing eise—the mind of Shakespeare at
ee-and-twenty may not have been very different.” The Shake-
arean reference is, indaed, the continual undertoge of Professor v
adley’s Tecture on Keats’ letters, If is by T&ason of his,essential
eness to Shakespedre that © while Keats’ mind had much general |
wer, he was, more than Wordsworth or Coleridge or Shelley, a .~
et pure and simple.’ And again in regard to Keats’ light-hearted _>
1 flippant comment on La Belle Dame sans Merci (which has the \
cidenta: importance of showing that Keats dia not make quite so Y.

"L_.”:
)
NS
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much of this lovely poem as certain enthusiastic Pre-Raphaeli
Professor Bradley says : ¢ This is not very like the comment o
worth on his best poems, but I daresay the author of Ham
such jests about it.” Indeed, I do not think it would be in :
straining the actual sense or the underlying intention of Pr
Bradley’s essay to say that he is inclined even in the details ¢
perament to see a fundamental likeness between the man Kea
actually know and the man Shakespeare whom _We conjecture,
‘This independent corroboration of tE'@EEHEtic and ethical ju
ment, from which this book takes its origin, by the two modern cf
for whom I have the deepesf regard, is: naturally precious to me,
more precious because I was ignorant of 1t; andft may be profit:
to consider for a moment what points there are in commmon betw
the Poet Laureate and Professor Bradley. First, in the general aws
.they are at one with Matthew Arnold when he cries: ¢ He is: h
‘with Shakespeare > ; but they are more specific than Atiold. T
fessor Bradley declares that Keats, though his mind had m
general power,* was, more than Wordsworth or Shelley or C
ridge, a poet pure and simple.” ‘A poet pure and simple’—it is ain
‘i double~edged phrase; but Professor Bradley’s meaning is sing
he means that Keats is a poet pure and simple, as Shakespeare
‘poet pure and simple. His poetic gift has little or no admixtur:
non-poetic elements, And it is precisely in this question of ‘p
poetry ’ that the Poet Laureate is most iltuminating, for he cla
for Keats the supreme and quintessential poetic gift, and he has
courage to define it. It is ° thie power of concentrating all the f
reaching resources of language on” gne point, so that a single :
apparently effortless expression rejoices the ssthetic imaginatior
the moment when it is most expectant and exacting, and at.the.se
time astonishes the intellect with a new aspect of truthd. That see
to me in itself as fine a definition of pure poetry as any critic has e
giveny I am, however, immediately struck with its fidelity tyy

own dictum at the close of the Ode on a Grecian Urn : i
Beauty is truth, truth beauty—that is ail " _1{
Ye know on earth and all ye need to know. Al

_ : W
No doubt the echo was unconscious—after-all, there can bev
one truth in such a matter—but it is at least curious that we “
find the Poet Laureate in his definition expanding Keats’ own «
- tral thought : ;‘QW_ hat the imagination seizes as beauty must be try
in orderto define that supreme quality of * pure poetry ’ which Ke
possessed 1n common with Shakespeare.. .

If, then, we combine the declarations of Dr. Bridges and P
fessor Bradley something of this kind will emerge. Keats and Shal
. 8peare are alike, because they are both pure poets, and pure py
© <onsists in the power so to express g perception that it uppears



'DUCTORY

1e time to reveal a new aspect of beauty and a new aspect
Though I claim no Tinatity fof the phrasing of that efinition,
jsuffice for the mgment to indicate the scope and aim of the
nder of this book{ Essentially it is an attempt to examine the?
re of pure poetzy, to discover what it is, what is its significance,
1 what kind of human being it is produced, and, as far as possible,
causes which make that kind of mitnan being what he is. Of
se, there is a limit to the possibilities of such an inquiry, We
ot search out the means by which the pure poet actually obtains-
command over language, much less can we elucidate the causes

y he is endowed with a certain gift of * more thdn ordinary organic

isibility > at birth. All that one can hope to have done is to have:

aminated some of the inward processes of the pure poet, and by:
is means to have proved at least one thing, that§he pure. poet is-

e highest of all poets, not because he turns his face away from life.

devote himself to some abstract and ideal perfection, but precisely

cause he, more than any other kind of poet, submits himsel
adily, persistently and unflinchingly to life. He, more than any
her poet, has the capacity to see and to.feel what life is. Because of
\is, the pure poet is the complete man. "That, more. thag any other
ngle thing, is what I hope to have proved in this book. } .- -
“The complete man ’ is a vague phrase. I hope tha the «
is book a real, if not a definable, significance will have been poured
to it, and that I shall have been able to show that the’ pure poct
eserves the name of  the complete man ’ in a special and pecuitar
nse, that the name belongs really to him pre-eminently among
en. Just as I believe that there is a final human truth which men:
in attain, and that the pure poet eXpresscs this- truth; so also I .
elieve that there is an actual human completeness which men can
ttain, and that the pure poet attains this completeness more fully
1an others. I hope to have shown in what that completeness con-
sts, and why the pure poet is recompensed for his exceeding suffer-

g by the exceeding great reward of achieving this completeness to
1e uttermost. | ':

These things, and other things closely knit with them, I hope to
ave shown in the actual case of Keats. If I have been successtul, it
ill not be because they have been demaonstrated in the sense of a
»gical demonstration. Many of these things are, in the exact meaning
f the word, mysteries: that is to say, they can be shown, but they
annot be demonstrated. T have the sense of being a pioneer in an
nknown country, of having embarked on a voyage of exploration
vithout a map to guide me; I have no conviction that the road 1
ave taken is either the easiest ot the best; and 1 have sometimes
1ad difficulty in clearing a trail at all. Such weaknesses and defects
-annot but be obvious. I ask the reader not to bear too hardly upon

hem, but to remember that I am struggling tu eXpress conceptions
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~aich I do not fully possess—that, as Keats himself said in
which will occupy us deeply, concerning this very myster
which I am engaged: ‘I can scarcely express what I but diml
cetve—and yet I think I perceive it >; and I ask this above all «
reader that he will not allow his logical mind to obstruct his .
immediate understanding, because the things I am trying to inv
gate—the nature of pure poetry and the character of the pure
—are not rational at all. | o
Finally, though it proved to be utterly impossible to deal ..
Shakespeare as I planned, the reference to Shakespeare is impl
in every page that I have written. Whateyer I may have been a
10 show to be true in the case of Keats—I speak of movements of
soul, more than of external circumstances—I believe to be true
Shakespeare also. I cannot ask that that statement should be accept
on my bare word at this moment. But if I shall in the end have p
\/suaded the reader that what is said of Keats is substantially tr
then perhaps my bare word will have acquired a validity which
does not now possess. It was through an understanding of Ke.
that I came to understand what I call the reality of Shakespeare; b
it was through my understanding of Shakespeare that I came -
understand the full reality of Keats. These realitiés, of course, 2
simply realities for me: whether they are realities for others t
event alone will show. But if I succeed in convincing-others in t
case of Keats, then there will be, in my own mind at [east, no dou
that 1 should have been able—had I had the opportunity—to ca
vince them also in the case of Shakespeare. That is the regason wh
although my original plan has gone by the board, .I.¢ling.to n
. original title: ‘ Keats and Shakespeare.” This book is, in-my ow
* mind, still nothing more than an ‘ Introduction to a Study.&f Shak
. Speare.’



CHAPTER 11
THE FIRST YEAR: ‘ SLEEP AND POETRY’

E whole poetic story of Keats is contained in four years. He died
23rd February 1821; his fatal ha@morrfidge, after"which he
te practically no poetry, occurred in February 1820. Four years:
re that time he was a medical student in the Borough, who
but just begun to write verses—or perhaps more truly—but
begun to feel himself devoured by the ambition to become
oet. 'Those four years are the most prodigious four years in
life of genius of which we have recme, as far as ]
W, In any nation or at any time, has travelled so far along the
'p road of poetic achievernent in such a space of years certainly
me in England{In four years to have achieved, with no advantages
:ducation and against the dead-weight of a Cockney tradition}
opulent perfection of language, the living depth of poetical
ugEt which is in Hyperion and the Eve of St. Agnes and the grea#
es ! It is a miracle] - | |
(et this miracle hdppened, and we have a record of the Proe€ess.
appears to us as a quite natural miracle. The more. closely we
mine it, the less of a problem it presents, except in so far as the
ation of every true work of art is an eternal problem. But the
re fact of this natural miracle must be emphasized, for a whole
ishroom growth of literature has arisen out of the impossibility
certain minds of admitting a smaller miracle of the same kind for
akespeare. How (it is asked) could a grammar-school boy from
country, without contact with the university, without experience
the refinements eftivilizatioh, have written Shakespeare’s plays ?
¢ sole and sufficiefit answer to such a question is that Shakespeare
naged to do what he did precisely as Keats managed to do what
did, and that Keats managed to do far more in his four years than
akespeare managed to do in the same space. Shakespeare could
¢ his time: Keats had the vague foreboding of death uncon-
dusly. driving him to pack ‘hours intéo minutes and years 31’1:9
nths. %hakespeﬁr"e had thirty years, where Keats had fqu.tﬂm

At the beginning of his four yearsin 7836, Keats had written a hand-

of raw sonnets, from which I doubt whether the most perceptive
critics cnme deduced even amoderate harvest to come; and he
1 written one longer piece—The Epistle to George Felton Matthew
which might have given our imaginary critic pause. There is some-
ng about it—a blend of fluency and. enthusiasm—which might
aceivably have impressed him. There is a mefody in the rippling

X3 |
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movement of the verse: with 311 its faults of taste and . weaknes.
rhyme, the piece comes naturally. Knowing the after-

. think of Keats’ own words: Poetry must come * as mﬁ-event

/4 i Wﬂ Whether I, or any other of my tribe, wou ﬂ{ dﬂi
had the confidence and goodwﬂl to ignoré the fifults and rec o
the quality of effortlessness in thought and diction I cannot gt
Probably fiot. But the quality is there. The thought is the ordin
-romantic thought that the cares of the practical Wnrld are fetter:
~ hamper meén from ascending i into the true poetic heaven. In orde
hold communion with the true spirit of poetry, Keats declares
must be in

Some flowery spot, sequester’d, wild, romantic,

‘That often must have seen a poet franuc

There he and his companions would

Sit, and rhyme and thifik on Chatterton;
v~ And that warm—hearted _Shakespedre sent to meet him

FFﬁur laurell’d spiFits, heavenward to entreat him,

With Teverence would we speak of all the sages

Who have left streaks of light athwart their ages:

And thou shouldst moralize on Milton’s blindness,
- And mourn the fearful dearth of human Kindness

'T'o those who strove with the bright golden wing

Of genius, 1o flap away each sting -

Thrown by the pitiless world. We next could tell

Of those who in the cause of freedom f:ll

Of our own Alfred, of Helvetian Tell;

Of him whose name to ev’ry heart’s 2 sclame,

High-minded and unbendmg William: Waﬂacc.

‘While to-the rugged north our m¥singtufns =

We well n'ught drop a tear for him; and Bums

That 1s, I thm‘lj,,a fair example of poetry atthe begmmng
the four years~=crude and naive, but Spontaneous in feching and 1
ashamed in phrase, a confession of generops enthisiasi in thoug
and act, for the poem itself is an act of enthusiasty. - £

It was written in Novemiber 1815, when Keéats was ]ust twen
, Within a year from that titwe he Fad written’ the immortal sonn
- On  first looking into Chgpman’s Homer. That sénnet was prnphet

“in advance of the rest of his work igthe moment—sect

it was far in
and mas terly throughout, where his other poems were secure a
masterly in parts only. But the sonnet: itself is' a monument mq
enduring than brass to the excited and.thrilling turmoil of his mi
. during the year in which he entered a circle ofg men whose ntere



AND POETRY’ | 15
1usiasms, if not their powers, were of the same order as his
» had, as far as a man of supreme genius can do so in the
nrld come into his own country and among his own friends;
=ntered into .the companionship of men who were, in the
wved by the same consuming and unselfish ambition which
., to seck out great literature and add to its treasures—1o live in
company and be themselves worthy of it. :
w many times must Keats have trod on air as he returned from
h Hunt’s cottage in Hampstead to his lodgings in the Borough
Cheapside! How deeply he must have thrilled to the sense that
id entered into his birthright! It is difficult for those who have
born into the atmosphere of a liberal education and nurtured’at
versn‘y to realize precisely'what those nightly meetings at Leigh-
’s cottage meant to Keats. It was as though he had been taken;
1to a mountain like Moses and looked upon the riches of g
ised land—the realms of gold, indeed—and even those who:
had the rapture of a like experience, have not possessed what
s possessed, the secret knowledge that in this golden kmgdnmme
10t a sojourner only, but one of the blood-royal, No wonder then.
ne was in a fevér of noble emulation; no wonder that ene night
1 he came away early from Hunt’s he should have written this: °

Give me a golden pen, and let me leard
On heap’d up flowers, in regions clear, and far;
Bring me a tablet whiter than a star,
Or hand of hymning angel, when ’tis seen
The silver strings o %heavenly harp atween:;
And let there glide by many a pearly car,
Pink robes, and wavy hair, and diamond jar,*
And half-discovered wings, and glances keen.
The while let music wander round my ears
— And as ¥ reaches each delicious ending,
Let me write down a line of glorious tone,
And full of many wonders of the spheres:
- For what a height my spirit is contending |
*Tis not content sorsoon to be alone.

t 1s the very ecstasy uf youthful power. The voice trembles a
1tterance ! To what should we naturally cumparé' it, but to the
r music of Shakespeare ?:Shakespeare also, when he came from
ite and placid Stratford to the fervid lifesof London, must have
he same Lhnuafcnmmg his own kmgsiom and_th;smadam_
‘onsciousness of power.
bhrough all the poetry of Keats’ firgt : 9?31?;:, met:gjﬂr the_{r}gght
written-at the age of twenty-one, we feel this tremulous expec-
¥, th1s half-fledged confidence, this boyish €il '
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things are being done, and he isi'_'p‘riv:ilego;-:_d to have a hand ;
* Great, spirits now on earth are sojourning,’ and he has the

‘%o be joined to their company.

V"G - » L - - .
reat spirits now on earth are sojourning;
e e cloud;, the cataract, the Jake,

Who on Helvellys’s summit, wide awake,
Catches his freshness from Archangel’s wing:
He of the rose, the viblet, the spring,
The social smile, the chain for Freedom’s sake:
And lo I~whose steadfastness would never take
£ meaner sound than Raphael’s whispering.
And other spirits there are standing apart
Upon the forehead of the age to come;
These, these will give the world another heart,
And other pulses. Hear yve not the hum
Of mighty workings ?—
Listen awhile, ye nations, and be dumb.

It is impossible not to feel the consciousPéss of election,
the voice of power in that poem-—the more clearly because
the unselfish proclamation of the.genius of others. But how
_claimed ?

\j And other spirits there are standing apart
Upon the forehead of the age to come.

It is the very voice of Shakespeare, compelling langmage to"¢
one knows not what spirit of beauty and of truth. What does it m
that of these three ‘ great spirits > only Wordsworth has beet
cepted by the after-times as truly great ? Héydo: Ahe. naing
remembered chiefly for the contrast betweei-his own bomlk
achieveguent and the profound impression he made upon his fri
and eontemporaries. A man whom the matare Wordsworth an
wise Lamb believed to be of commanding genius could not
ceivably have been les$ to Keats at twenty-one. And.as for L

./ Hunt, if he was not great, he has:suffered «'great injustice in b
set so far beneath the level of greatness as.he has been: Hupt v
man of great gifts who, when men’s vision has cleared a little n
will be seen not only as one of the bravest 4nd most generous
who have suffered for the populaf cause, but as oné pf the ;
natufal critics of poetry England has ever possessed. ! He ha
intuitive understanding of the essence of poetty, of the order
nature of poetic creation, not inferior to that of *ﬁoleﬁ&ge. Tha
was himself but a second-sate poet, and that in some -respects
influence on Keats at this moment may have been harmful, :

- e T —— [ T S R ———— )
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> denied. But these things are nothing compared with the fact
more than any other single man Hunt encuuraged Keats in his
;innings, and defended and justified him when he was dead.*
e dedicatory sonnet to Keats’ 1817 volume was a tribute to Hunt
t was his due: it was also an exactly fitting acknowledgment, for
t was largely through Hunt that Keats surrendered to the senti-
ntal weakness of the ending, it was largely through Hunt also
t he had come so quickly to ccrmmand the lovely music of its

:ning lines.

Glory and loveliness have passed away ;
For if we wander out in early morn,
No wreathed incense do we see upborne
Into the east, to meet the smiling day: '
No cloud of nymphs soft veic’d and young, and gay,
In woven baskets bringing ears of corn,
Roses, and pinks, and violets, to adorn
The shrine of Flora 1n her early May.
_But there are left delights as hlgh as these,
And I shall ever bless my destiny .
That 1n a time, when under pleasant trees
Pan 15 no longer sought, I feel a free,
A leafy luxury, seeing I could please
With these poor offerings, a man like thee.

Glory and loveliness have passed away ’; ¢ Great spirits nowgg
th arrg sojoutiiing.” These It:.*lm.nt::- hnes, apparently contradictory,
rk the range of Keats’ thou ght during the first tumultuous yeaf
his entry into his poetic bthhnght They are not contradictory

: great spirits were great in Keats’ eyes because thﬁIﬂd_ﬂlﬁy /
re bent with all the force of genitis to the task o restoring glary
1 loveliness to the earth. They were vindicating man’s freedo
perceive and to create beauty against the ﬂrthﬂdnxy and dngmﬂ
m that had chilled g century. \

[n the closing mbnths of this first year Keats wrote. two 1
ems. which more fully reveal this- domigant thought. I sroog tip-

: upon a Litle kall opens with a beautiful and biving dgscn ion-of

early summer’s day. Enraptured by it, his mind is ﬁlled with
:asant visions of still more beauties of nature, flowers and §tréants,
odbine and marigolds and minnows, each in his particular and all
sether calling to thé foet to sing them. Fof the poet is their brother,
low-child w1th them of that Na\t\uﬁ? whc;m Keats at once inwokes :

A 4 g A .
O Maker of sweet poets, dear delight |
Of this fair world, and all its gentle livers;
Spangler of clouds, halo of crystal rivers,
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Mingler with leaves, and dew and tumbling strear
Closer of lovely eyes to lovely dreams,
Lover of loneliness, and wandering,
Of upcast eye, and tender pondering!
Thee must I praise above all other glories
That smile us on to tell delightful stories.
' For what has made the sage or poet write
" But that fair paradise of Nature’s light ?

“That is the burden of the poem in all its meanderings. Natuge is 1
perennial source of poetry: all the tales that have encharted m
tales of Psyche and Narcissus and Endymion, have sprung from
“poet’s ecstasy of delight in nature. - T
" In Sleep and Poetry the thought is developed. Poetry, which
‘even higher than the great gift of sleep, is the natural song of rejc

ing which springs from the heart in response to Nature.

No one who once the glorious sun has seen,

- And all the clouds, angd felt his bosom clean
For his great Maker’s presence, but must know
What ’tis I mean, and feel his being glow.

Nevertheless, as the next invocation shows, Poetry is someth
motre than this to Keats: it is a power, a pote which exists in
own right, and of itself will bring to him " the fair visions of
places,” and inspire him to set down all beauties seen or remembe.
or imagined; it will carry him even beyond this :

Then the events of this wide world I’d seize

Like 4 strong giant, and my $pirit tedze

Till at its shoulders it should proudly see e
Wings to find out an immortality.

Tt is hard in a sense to follow Keats’ thought, not only because
mind is filled to overflowing, but more because his thought now s
henceforward is not of a kind that can be paraphrased. It is, with
its crudities and imperfections, essentiaily poetic thought, a co.
prehension by and through the concrete and particular, of whicl
magnificent and famous example follows immediately in the sudd
balancing of one vision of life-against another: ' |

Stop and consider ! life is but a day;

A fragile.dewdrop on its perilous way -

From a tree’s summit ; a poor Indian’s sleep -
While his boat hastens to the monstrous stecp -
Of Montmorenci. Why so sad a moan ?°
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Life is the rose’s hope while yet unblown ;
The reading of an ever-changing tale;
The light uplifting of a maiden’s veil;
A pigeon tumbling in clear summer air;
A laughing schoolboy, without grief or care,
Riding the springy bran<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>