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On Fame
E :
aTr{(l)e;l::)ke a vl:'ayward girl, will still be coy
e esse s\:r";)ewgo her with too slavish knees
nder to some thoughtl :
Shfzr;d dofes the more upon a heartgat ::SS:O)',
soahglpsey, willl not speak to those :
) ave not learnt to be content wij
t
A Jl“l,t},1 (:v:}.:).sekeali.l was never whisper'd ‘cvllt::: e
thinks they scandal her wh '
A ‘;r{ glpst;y is she, Nilus born,! S
ister-in-law to jealous Poti ;
T phar;?
Ye Yl:‘l,zvtlcol:- barc:f, repay her scorn for scorn:
n artists, madmen that Jld
'Il\_':‘ake y;)ur be'st bow to-her and bid Zfii:::e-.
en, if she likes it, she will follow you ;

5

10

Sonnet to Sleep

O soft embalmer of the

Shutting with careful fingers and benign

Our gloom-pleas’
pleas’d eyes, embower’ i
Enshaded in forgetfulness d‘:'treilr‘mg: gkt s

(0] ::Otl']j“o Slee.p! if so it please thee, close
eh w:;tl t;t of this thine hymn, my wiiling ey es
W%y e Amen ere thy poppy' throws A
Theroun my bed its lulling charities.
n save me or the passed day will shine

still midnight,

bout her;

10 i
Sa‘lip::]n rpy pillow, breeding many woes:
= st:enr;:;: ;ur:;)ui" conscience, that still hoards
or darkness, b ing li
L ! , burrowing lik ;
ufl;r:“t]llz kletyhde}f;tlyl:n the oiled wardsgz fiagucle;
al the hushed casket :
of my so
Apr. 1819 i
1. Le., born near the Nile, in E
& » in Egypt, wher - i
S it sl G

i Potiph
tian soldier, d phar, an Egyp-
hikad slm?::,r:{ bcfl to seduce Joseph, the

d
she fails, she falsely accuses jzl:::p';no: :-‘x:pew:‘::;

opium poppy.
2. The ridge
notches of the key.

1838

softest

scrupulous

1838

I. Opium is made from the dried juice of the

s in a lock that correspond to the

20

25

30

Ode to Psyche!

O Goddess! hear these tuneless numbers,® wrung
By sweet enforcement and remembrance dear,

And pardon that thy secrets should be sung
Even into thine own soft-conched? ear:

Surely I dreamt to-day, or did I see
The winged Psyche with awaken'd eyes?

I wander'd in a forest thoughtlessly,

And, on the sudden, fainting with surprise,

Saw two fair creatures, couched side by side
In deepest grass, beneath the whisp'ring roof
Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran

A brooklet, scarce espied:

'Mid hush'd, cool-rooted flowers, fragrant-eyed,
Blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrian,?

They lay calm-breathing on the bedded grass;
Their arms embraced, and their pinions® too;
Their lips touch’d not, but had not bade adieu,

As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber,

And ready still past kisses to outnumber
At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love:*

The winged boy I knew;
But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove?
His Psyche true!

O latest born and loveliest vision far
Of all Olympus’ faded hierarchy!®
Fairer than Phoebe’s sapphire-region’d star,®
Or Vesper,” amorous glow-worm of the sky;
Fairer than these, though temple thou hast none,
Nor altar heap'd with flowers;
Nor virgin-choir to make delicious moan
Upon the midnight hours;
No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet

verses

wings

evening star

1. This poem initiated the sequence of great
odes that Keats wrote in the spring of 1819. It is
copied into the same journal-letter that included
the “Sonnet to Sleep” and several other sonnets
as well as a comment about “endeavoring to dis-
cover a better sonnet stanza than we have.” It is
therefore likely that Keats's experiments with
sonnet schemes led to the development of the
intricate and varied stanzas of his odes and that
he abandoned the sonnet on discovering the
richer possibilities of the more spacious form.
Psyc,:e. which gives us our modern term psy-
chology, means “mind” or “soul” (and also “butter-
fly") in Greek. In the story told by the Roman
author Apuleius in the 2nd century, Psyche was a
lovely mortal beloved by Cupid, the “winged boy"
(line 21), son of Venus. To keep their love a secret
from his mother, who envied Psyche’s beauty, he
visited his lover only in the dark of night, and had
her promise never to try to discover his identity.
After l;,sylcht‘ broke “;;zmm;‘dlh; endured vari-
ous tribulations as a penance and then was finall
wedded to Cupid and translated to heaven as nr);

immortal. To this goddess, added to the pantheon
of pagan gods too late to have been the center of
a cult, Keats in the last two stanzas promises to
establish a place of worship within his own mind,
with himself as poet-priest and prophet.

2. Soft and shaped like a seashell.

3. The purple dye once made in ancient Tyre.

4. Aurora was the goddess of the dawn.

5. The ranks of the gods who lived on Mount
Olympus, according to the classical mythology
now eclipsed (made “faded”) by Christianity. “You
must recollect that Psyche was not embodied as a
goddess before the time of Apuleius the Platonist
who lived after the Augustan age, and conse-
quently the Goddess was never worshipped or sac-
rificed to with any of the ancient fervour—and
perhaps never thought of in the old religion—1 am
more orthodox Ihurnl to let a hethen Goddess be
so neglected” (Keats, in a long letter written over
several months to George and Georgiana Keats in
America, April 30, 1819).

6. The moon, supervhcd by the goddess Phoebe
(Diana).
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JOUTRN REATS

% FI‘OI'I'.I chain-swung censer teeming;
o shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat
Of pale-mouth’d prophet dreaming.

O brightest! though too late for antique vows,’
Too, too late for the fond believing lyre :

When holy were the haunted® forest boug,hs
Holy the air, the water, and the fire: )

Yet even in these days so far retir'd
From happy pieties, thy lucent fans,°
Fluttering among the faint Olympians,

I see, and sing, by my own eyes inspired.

So let me be thy choir, and make a moan

UPon the midnight hours;

Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet
From swinged censer teeming;

Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat
Of pale-mouth’d prophet dreaming,

Yes, I will be thy priest, and build a fane®
In some untrodden region of my mind,
Where branched thoughts, new grown with pleasant pain
Instead of pines shall murmur in the wind: P
Far, far around shall those dark-cluster’d trec;s
Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep;®
And there by zephyrs,° streams, and birds, and bees
Th'e moss-lain Dryads® shall be lull'd to sleep; :
And in the midst of this wide quietness '
A rosy sanctuary will I dress
Wlth. the wreath'd trellis of a working brain
WIth buds, and bells, and stars without a ’name
With all the gardener Fancy e'er could feign :
Who breeding flowers, will never breed th’e same:
And there shall be for thee all soft delight '
Tl'iat shadowy thought can win,
A bright torch, and a casement ope at night
To let the warm Love? in! ;

temple

breezes
wood nymphs

Apr. 1819 o

7. Le., of worshipers.
8. Le., the trees shall stand, rank against rank,

like layers of feathers.
9. Le., Cupid, god of love,

spiril-ﬁued

shining Wings

Ode to a Nightingale'
1

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains
My sense, as though of hemlock? I had drunk,
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains
One minute past, and Lethe*-wards had sunk:
*Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,
But being too happy in thine happiness,—
That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees,
In some melodious plot
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,
Singest of summer in full-throated ease.

2

0O, for a draught of vintage!® that hath been
Cool’d a long age in the deep-delved earth,
Tasting of Flora* and the country green,
Dance, and Provencal song,’ and sunburnt mirth!
O for a beaker full of the warm South,
Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,®
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,
And purple-stained mouth;
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,
And with thee fade away into the forest dim:

3

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget

What thou among the leaves hast never known,
The weariness, the fever, and the fret

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs,

Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;’

Where but to think is to be full of sorrow
And leaden-eyed despairs,

Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,

30 Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.

25

977

wine

1. Charles Brown, with whom Keats was then liv-
ing in Hampstead, wrote: “In the spring of 1819 a
nightingale had built her nest near my house.
Keats felt a tranquil and continual joy in her song;
and one morning he took his chair from the
breakfast table to the grass plot under a plum
tree, where he sat for two or three hours. When
he came into the house, | perceived he had some
scraps of paper in his hand, and these he was qui-
etly thrusting behind the books. On inquiry, |
found those scraps, four or five in number, con-
tained his poetic feeling on the song of our night-
ingale.”

2. A poisonous herb, not the North American

evergreen tree; a sedative if taken in small doses.
3. River in Hades whose waters cause forgetful-
ness.

4. The Roman goddess of flowers or the flowers
themselves.

5. Provence, in southern France, was in the late
Middle Ages renowned for its troubadours—
writers and singers of love songs.

6. Fountain of the Muses on Mount Helicon,
hence the waters of inspiration, here applied
metaphorically to a beaker of wine.

7. Keats’s brother Tom, wasted by tuberculosis,
had died the preceding winter.
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4

fly to thee,
y Bacchus and his pards,
ss wings of Poesy,®

Il brain perplexes and retards:
35 Already with thee! tender is the night,

And hapI): the Queen-Moon is on her throne,
Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays;°
But here there is no light,

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown
40 Through verdurou

Away! away! for I will
Not charioted b
But on the viewle

Though the du

5

rs are at my feet,

se hangs upon the boughs,
rkness, guess each sweet :
sonable month endows

t, and the fruit-tree wild:
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;®

Fast fading violets cover'd up in leaves;
And mid-May’s eldest child,
The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,
The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.

I cannot see what flowe

Nor what soft incen

But, in embalmed® da
Wherewith the sea

4 The grass, the thicke

50

6

Darkling® | listen; and,

I have been half in lo

Call'd him soft names i

To take into the air

55 Now more than ever s

To cease upon the midnight with no pain,

While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad
In such an ecstasy!
Still wouldst thou sin

60 To thy high requie

for many a time

ve with easeful Death,

N many a mused® rhyme,
my quiet breath;

eems it rich to die,

8, and I have ears in vain—
m° become a sod.

7

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!

No hungry generations tread thee down;
he voice I hear this passing night was heard
In ancient days by emperor and clown:°

s Perhaps the self-same song that found a path
Through the sad heart of Ruth,' when, sick for home
She stood in tears amid the alien corn;® :
The same that oft-times hath

8. l.:-,. by getting drunk not on wine (the “vin-
tage” of stanza 2) but on the invisible (“viewless")
wings of the poetic imagination. (Bacchus, god of

N, fpademoy o ¢y

drawn by “pards"—leopards,)
9. Sweetbrier or honeysuckle.
1. The vouno wided

s° glooms and winding mossy ways.

g

ODE ON A GRECIAN URN | 979

i indows
Charm’d magic casements,® opening on the foam wi

Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.

8

Forlorn! the very word is like a bell '
" To toll me back from thee to my sole self!
~ Adieu! the fancy? cannot cheat so well
As she is fam'd to do, deceiving elf.
Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem® fzfdes
Past the near meadows, over the Stl!l stream,
Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep
In the next valley-glades:
Wias it a vision, or a waking dream?
Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep?

y 1819

fairies

green-foliage

1819
perfumed

Ode on a Grecian Urn'
1

Thou still unravish’d bride of quietness,
Thou foster-child of silence and slow time,
Sylvan? historian, who canst thus express
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:
s What leaf-fring'd legend haunts about thy shape
Of deities or mortals, or of both,
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady?* . i
What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?
What mad pursuit? What struggle to e§cape? .
10 What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy:

in darkness

meditated

2

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, pl?y on;
Not to the sensual ear,! but, more endear'd,
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone: o
15 Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be b'are;
Bold lover, never, never canst thou Kiss,

mass for the dead

s A
i ¢ in a world of change. The
i ing for permanenc

interpretation of the details with which he devel-
::;)s this concept, however, is hotly dlspulcd“. Ths
disputes begin with the openin phrasc:-is still
an adverb (“as yet"), or is it an adjective (“motion-
less”), as the punctuation of the Annals version,
which adds a comma after “still,”" suggests?

2. Rustic, representing a woodland scene.

3. The valleys of Arcadia, a state in ancient
Greece often used as a symbol of the pastoral
ideal. Tempe is a bcnutlfur valley in Greece that
has come to represent rural beauty.

FOrL . TTUWIEITIA

BRRE b AL A AT E T oall apial, Sioe . ol d

2, Le., imagination, “the viewless wings of Poesy”
of line 33. "

1. Another poem that Keats published in Hay-
don's Annals of the Fine Arts. This urn, with its
sculptured reliefs of revelry and panting young
lovers in chase and in flight, of a Pas(ornl piper
~ under spring foliage, and of the quiet pl’OCeuiot}
of priest and townspeople, rcsen}blt.:s Pa:’t(:(
various vases, sculptures, and paintings, iu t
existed in all its particulars only in Keats's l:\ngr
ination. In the urn—which captures momen 'n
intense experience in attitudes of grace and

wheat
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Though winning near the goal—yet, do not grieve;
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss
20 For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair! 1

3

Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed
Your leaves, nor ever bid the spring adieu;
And, happy melodist, unwearied,
For ever piping songs for ever new;
25 More happy love! more happy, happy love!
For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d,
For ever panting, and for ever young;
All breathing human passion far above,
That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy'd,

30 A burning forehead, and a parching tongue

4

Who are these coming to the sacrifice?
To what green altar, O mysterious priest,
Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,
And all her silken flanks with garlands drest?
35 What little town by river or sea shore,
Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel,
Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn?
And, little town, thy streets for evermore
Will silent be; and not a soul to tell
40 Why thou art desolate,

5

can e'er return.

O Attic® shape! Fair attitude!® with brede
Of marble men and maidens overwrought,’
With forest branches and the trodden weed;’
Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought

4

M

When old age shall thi

As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral!
S generation waste,

Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe
| Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,
Beauty is truth, truth beauty,”—that is all
50 Ye know on earth, and all ve need to know.

1819

5. Greek. Attica was the regio ce i
which Athens was located, R R
6. Probably used in its early, technical sense: the
pose struck by a figure in statuary or painting.
7. Ornamented all over ("over'wroughl') with
an interwoven pattern (“brede”). The adjective
overwrought” might also modify “maidens” and
even “men” and so hint at the emotional anguish
of the figures portrayed on the urn.
8. The quotation marks around this phrase are
found in the vol Keats published i
1820, but there are no quotation marks in the ver-
sion printed in Annals of the Fine Arts that same
year or in the transcripts of the poem made by

¢ ol p

1820

Keats’s friends. This discrepancy has multiplied
the diversity of critical interpretations 0’ the
last two lines. Critics disagree whether the whole
of these lines is said by the urn, or “Beauty is
truth, truth beauty” by the urn and the rest by the
lyric speaker; whether the “ve” in the last line is
addressed to the lyric speaker, to the readers, to
the urn, or to the figures on the urn; whether “all
ye know” is that beauty is truth, or this plus the
statement in lines 46-48; and whether “beauty is
truth” is a profound metaphysical proposition or
an overstatement representing the limited point
of view of the urn.

ODE ON MELANCHOLY | 98I

is i / - tatement of his recurrent

Melanchol This is Keats's best-known s : .

ke (:)lflthe mingled co)l,urarieties of life. The remarkablfe .lasl stanza, ll'll. wh;::l:
m::choly becomes a veiled goddess worshiped in secret religious rites, implies tha

the tragic human destiny that beauty, joy, and life itself owe not .only the‘lr qu;:nly
their value to the fact that they are transitory and turn |nlt;) thelr‘opposnese.ng;
3 - ;i 3 2 i
ion, involving a paralyzing self-consciousne
oly—a synonym for depression, i ik e
—is a highly literary and even bookish ailment,
by an excess of thought—is a hig ind h i
g ilton’ aker in “II Penseroso” are the diso
. Shakespeare’s Hamlet and Milton's spea ‘ ' ;
t famous I;ufferers. Keats was also an admirer of Robert Burton's encyclopedic

y of Melancholy (1621). iel 3
e poem once had the following initial stanza,

pt:

which Keats canceled in manu-

Though you should build a bark of dead men’s bones,
And rear a phantom gibbet for a mast,
Stitch creeds together for a sail, with groans
To fill it out, bloodstained and aghast;
Although your rudder be a Dragon’s tail,
Long sever'd, yet still hard with agony,
Your cordage large uprootings from the skull
Of bald Medusa: certes you would fail
To find the Melancholy, whether she
Dreameth in any isle of Lethe dull.

Ode on Melancholy
1

No, no, go not to Lethe,! neither twisf cbl
Wolf’s-bane, tight-rooted, for its p'ms:onous wine;
Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kiss d R
By nightshade, ruby grape of P::ose‘rpme;
Make not your rosary of yew-berries,’
Nor let the beetle,* nor the death-moth be
Your mournful Psyche,’” nor the downy owl
A partner in your sorrow’s mysteries;’ .
For shade to shade will come too drowsily, P
And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul.

2

But when the melancholy fit shall fall
Sudden from heaven like a weeping cloud,
That fosters the droop-headed flowers all,
And hides the green hill in an April shroud;

15 Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose,

1. The waters of forgetfulness in Hades.
2. The wife of Pluto and queen of the under-
world. “Nightshade” and “wolf’s-bane” (line 2)

Yl e skull-like markings on its back.

| of death.
-30. : :zi"::‘:)eonc(:- to replicas of the large black bee-

. which were often placed by Egyp-
tle, the scarab, which were G46p placec by gyl

sity.

secret rituals

5. In ancient times Psyche (the soul) was some-
times represented as a butterfly or moth, flutter-
ing out of the mouth of a dying man. The a_llusmn
may also be to the death’s-head moth, which has

6. Le., sorrow needs contrast to sustain its inten-
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Or on the rainbow of the salt sand-wave,
Or on the wealth of globed peonies;
Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows,
Emprison her soft hand, and let her rave,
20 And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes.

3

She’” dwells with Beauty—Beauty that must die;
And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips
Bidding adieu; and aching Pleasure nigh,
Turning to poison while the bee-mouth sips:
25 Ay, in the very temple of Delight
Veil'd Melancholy has her sovran shrine,

Though seen of none save him whose strenuous tongue

Can burst Joy’s grape against his palate fine;®
His soul shall taste the sadness of her might,
30 And be among her cloudy trophies hung,’

1819

Ode on Indolence!
“They toil not, neither do they spin.”

One morn before me were three figures seen,
With bowed necks, and joined hands, side-faced;
And one behind the other stepp'd serene,
In placid sandals, and in white robes graced:
s They pass'd, like figures on a marble urn,
When shifted round to see the other side;
They came again: as when the urn once more
Is shifted round, the first seen shades return;
And they were strange to me, as may betide
10 With vases, to one deep in Phidian? lore.

2

How is it, shadows, that I knew ye not?
How came ye muffled in so hush a masque?
Was it a silent deep-disguised plot

7. Usually taken to refer to Melancholy rather
than to “thy mistress” in line 18.

the only happiness; and is a rare instance of

8. Sensitive, refined.

9. A reference to the Greek and Roman practice
of hanging trophies in the temples of the gods.

1. On March 19, 1819, Keats wrote to George and
Georgiana Keats: “This morning | am in a sort of
temper indolent and supremely careless. . . . Nei-
ther Poetry, nor Ambition, nor Love have any
alertness of countenance as they pass by me: they
seem rather like three figures on a greek vase—a

Man and two women—whom no one but myself
o TR TN, W ait T - m R B ot

advantage in the body overpowering the Mind.”
The ode was probably written soon after this
time, but was not published until 1848, long after
the poet’s death.

2. Matthew 6.28. Christ’s comment on the lilies
of the field—a parable Justifying those who trust
to God rather than worry about how they will
feed or clothe themselves,

3. Phidias was the great Athenian sculptor of

the Sth century B.C.E. who designed the marble
sculptures for the Parthenon.

20
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30
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To steal away, and leave without a task
My idle days? Ripe was the drowsy hour;
The blissful cloud of summer-indolence
Benumb'd my eyes; my pulse grew less and less;
Pain had no sting, and pleasure’s wreath no flower.
O, why did ye not melt, and leave my sense
Unhaunted quite of all but—nothingness?

3

A third time pass'd they by, and, passing, turn'd
Each one the face a moment whiles to me;
Then faded, and to follow them I burn’d
And ached for wings, because I knew the three:
The first was a fair maid, and Love her name;
The second was Ambition, pale of cheek,
And ever watchful with fatigued eye;
The last, whom I love more, the more of blame
Is heap'd upon her, maiden most unmeek,—
I knew to be my demon* Poesy.

4

They faded, and, forsooth! I wanted wings:
O folly! What is Love? and Whel‘(? is it?
And for that poor Ambition—it springs
From a man’s little heart’s short fever-fit;
For Poesy!—no,—she has not a joy,—
At least for me,—so sweet as drowsy noons,
And evenings steep’d in honied indolence;
O, for an age so shelter'd from annoy,
That I may never know how change the moons,
Or hear the voice of busy common-sense!

5

A third time came they by;—alas! wheref:ore?
My sleep had been embroider'd with film dreams;
My soul had been a lawn besprinkled o'er .
With flowers, and stirring shades, and baffled beams:
The morn was clouded, but no shower fell,
Though in her lids hung the sweet tears of Mf:y; sk
The open casement® press'd a new-lea’ved vine, window
Let in the budding warmth and throstle’s lay; thrush's song
O shadows! 'twas a time to bid farewell! .
Upon your skirts had fallen no tears of mine.

6

So, ye three ghosts, adieu! Ye cannot raise
My head cool-bedded in the flowery grass;
For I would not be dieted with praise,

e BA s Lok dauil andl et IBECEEREEEEE L TR ST
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A pet-lamb in a sentimental farce!’
ss  Fade softly from my eyes, and be once more
In masque-like figures on the dreamy urn;
Farewell! I yet have visions for the night,
And for the day faint visions there is store;
Vanish, ye phantoms, from my idle spright,°
60 Into the clouds, and never more return!

Spring 1819

Spirit

1848

Lamia In a note printed at the end of the poem, Keats cited as his source the
following story in Robert Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy (1621):

One Menippus Lycius, a young man twenty-five years of age, that going betwixt
Cenchreas and Corinth, met such a phantasm in the habit of a fair gentlewoman
which, taking him by the hand, carried him home to her house, in the suburbs ut'"
Corinth. . . . The young man, a philosopher, otherwise staid and discreet, able to
moderate his passions, though not this of love, tarried with her a while to his
great content, and at last married her, to whose wedding, amongst other guests,
came Apollonius; who, by some probable conjectures, found her out to be a ser-
pent, a lamia; and that all her furniture was, like Tantalus'’s gold, described by
Homer, no substance but mere illusions. When she saw herself descried, she
wept, and desired Apollonius to be silent, but he would not be moved, and there-
upon she, plate, house, and all that was in it, vanished in an instant: many thou-
sands took notice of this fact, for it was done in the midst of Greece. '

In ancient demonology a lamia was a monster in woman'’s form who preyed on
human beings. Several passages of Keats's romance seem, however, to call on read-
ers to sympathize with this monster, as one might with Coleridge’s Geraldine or
Landon’s Fairy of the Fountains. In the contest between Lamia and Apollonius it is
hard to know what side to take.

The poem, written between late June and early September 1819, is a return, after
the Spenserian stanzas of The Eve of St. Agnes, to the pentameter couplets Keats
had used in Endymion and other early poems. Keats'’s friends Charles Armitage
Brown and Richard Woodhouse commented in letters on how Lamia was influ-
enced by the characteristic meter of the Restoration poet John Dryden.

Lamia
Part 1

Upon a time, before the faery broods
Drove Nymph and Satyr' from the prosperous woods,
Before King Oberon’s bright diadem,
Sceptre, and mantle, clasp’d with dewy gem,
s Frighted away the Dryads and the Fauns
From rushes green, and brakes,” and cowslip'd lawns,* thickets
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The ever-smitten Hermes* empty left
His golden throne, bent warm on amorous theft:
From high Olympus had he stolen light,
0 On this side of Jove’s clouds, to escape the sight
Of his great summoner, and made retreat
Into a forest on the shores of Crete.
For somewhere in that sacred island dwelt
A nymph, to whom all hoofed Satyrs knelt;
15 At whose white feet the languid Tritons* poured
Pearls, while on land they wither'd and adored.
Fast by the springs where she to bathe was wont,® accustomed
And in those meads where sometime she might haunt,
Were strewn rich gifts, unknown to any Muse,
20 Though Fancy's casket were unlock’d to choose.
Ah, what a world of love was at her feet!

2 So Hermes thought, and a celestial heat

Burnt from his winged heels to either ear,
That from a whiteness, as the lily clear,
55 Blush'd into roses 'mid his golden hair,
Fallen in jealous curls about his shoulders bare.’

From vale to vale, from wood to wood, he flew,
Breathing upon the flowers his passion new,
And wound with many a river to its head,

50 To find where this sweet nymph prepar'd her secret bed:
In vain; the sweet nymph might nowhere be found,
And so he rested, on the lonely ground,

Pensive, and full of painful jealousies
Of the Wood-Gods, and even the very trees.

35 There as he stood, he heard a mournful voice,
Such as once heard, in gentle heart, destroys
All pain but pity: thus the lone voice spake:
“When from this wreathed tomb shall I awake!
When move in a sweet body fit for life,

s And love, and pleasure, and the ruddy strife
Of hearts and lips! Ah, miserable me!”

The God, dove-footed,® glided silently
Round bush and tree, soft-brushing, in his speed,
The taller grasses and full-flowering weed,

55 Until he found a palpitating snake,

Bright, and cirque-couchant” in a dusky brake.

She was a gordian® shape of dazzling hue,
Vermilion-spotted, golden, green, and blue;
Striped like a zebra, freckled like a pard,® leopard
5o Eyed like a peacock,” and all crimson barr'd;

5. In a letter of June 9, 1819, Keats wrote: “I
have been very idle lately, very averse to writing;
both from the overpowering idea of our dead
Kocls and from abatement of my love of fame. |
ope | am a little more of a Philosopher than |
was, consequently a little less of a versifying Pet-
lamb. . . . You will judge of my 1819 temper when
aino UG Wilijuage O Rtatae- aminst -y

year has been writing an ode to Indolence.”

1. Nymphs and satyrs—like the dryads and fauns
in line 5—were minor classical deities of the
woods and fields, said here to have been driven oft
by Oberon, king of the fairies, who were super
natural beings of the postclassical era.

2.' Cowslips are primroses, here blooming amid

3. Or Mercury; wing-footed messenger at the
summons of Jove (line 11), Hermes was notori-
ously amorous.

4. Minor sea gods.

5. Le., the curls clung jealously to his bare
shoulders. This line is the first of a number of
Alexandrines, a six-foot line, used to vary the
metrical movement—a device that Keats learned

occurring first in lines 61-63.

6. lLe., quietly as a dove.

7. Lying in a circular coil. Keats borrows the
language of heraldry.

8. Intricately twisted, like the knot tied by King
Gordius, which no one could undo.

9. Having multicolored spots, like the “eyes” ina
peacock’s tail.
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To Autumn!

S 4
eéion olf mists and mellow fruitfulness
v ’
ose bosom-friend of the maturing sun;
’

Conspiring with him how to load and bless

With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run:

5 T()Al)e(l;(fii with apl.?les the moss'd cottage-trees
l?]‘ I all fruit with ripeness to the core;
o swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells

With a sweet kernel; to set budding more
’

. Gnd.lstill more, later flowers for the bees
ntil they think warm days will never ce,ase

]0!‘ summer has Oel-blll!llll d the" CIa"""y Ce”s-

2
Who hath not seen the
Sometimes whoeve
Thee sitting careles

15 Thy hair soft-lift

e oft amid thy store?
r seeks abroad may find
ij (Ln a hgranary floor,
Ited by the winnowing? wind:
OrDon a l‘lalf-.rcap d furrow sound aslgt‘e;g) S
rst‘)v:‘srd w;:h the fume of poppies, wh’ile thy hook®
Lo ng;sir:‘ees ?iixt swlath and all its twined flowers:
: e a gleaner thou d .
gteddy thy laden head across a bro(())it' X
l"r l;]y a cyder-press, with patient look’,
ou watchest the last oozings hours by hours

20

3

W.l;il:e lz:re the songs of spring? Ay, where are they?
. Whilénba?;td()f]thi]m’b;hou hast thy music too _)’-
clouds bloom the soft-dyi ’
ThAn(! touch 'thc stubble-plains with ﬁ;:fl:’:r
/;:n in a wailful choir the small gnats mour ’
n(1)0ng_ dl:e river sallows,® borne alof:t d
r sinking as the light wind lives ies;
30 Angcf;llj;l-gr(?w"(n lambs loud bleat from zzlijyui:(;urn i
¢-crickets sing; and now with treble s ;
Th{: rgd-breas't whistles from a gardo.::-cfosf(t)'f‘t
nd gathering swallows twitter in the skies

Sept. 19, 1819

' was composed, Keats
I never liked stubble
ve, better than the chilly
omehow a stubble plain
me way that some pictures
k me so much in my Sun-

day’s walk that | composed upon

see "Poems in Process,” in the NAEI
2. To "winnow" is to fan th, s

3. An enclosed plot of farmland

scythe

willows

region

1820

it.” For the

author’s revisions while composing “To Autumn,”

Archive.

e chaff from the grain.
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he Fall of Hyperion: A Dream Late in 1818, while he was serving as
urse to his dying brother Tom, Keats planned to undertake an epic poem, modeled
n Paradise Lost, that he called Hyperion. Greek mythology gave Keats its subject—
e displacement of Saturn and his fellow Titans by a new generation of gods, Zeus
nd the other Olympians. But in engaging this topic Keats addressed the epic ques-
on at the center of Paradise Lost: how did evil come into the world and why? The
itans had been fair and benign gods, and their rule had been a golden age of hap-
iness. Yet at the beginning of the poem all the Titans except Hyperion, god of the
n, have been dethroned; and the uncomprehending Saturn again and again raises
e question of how this injustice could have come to be.
In book 3 of the original Hyperion, the scenes among the Titans are supplemented
the experience of the Olympian Apollo, still a youth but destined to displace
yperion as the sun god among the heavenly powers. He lives in “aching ignorance”
the universe and its processes but thirsts for knowledge. Suddenly Apollo reads in
e face of his tutor Mnemosyne—goddess of memory, who will be mother of the
uses and so of all the arts—the silent record of the defeat of the Titans and at once
ars to the knowledge that he seeks. Apollo cries out:

Knowledge enormous makes a God of me.

Names, deeds, gray legends, dire events, rebellions,
Majesties, sovran voices, agonies,

Creations and destroyings, all at once

Pour into the wide hollows of my brain,

And deify me. . . .

This opening out of Apollo’s awareness to the tragic nature of life is what the Titans
lacked. As the fragment breaks off, Apollo is transfigured—not only into one who
has earned the right to displace Hyperion as god of the sun, but also into the god of
the highest poetry.

Keats abandoned this extraordinary fragment in April 1819. Late that summer,
however, he took up the theme again, under the title The Fall of Hyperion: A Dream.
This time his primary model is Dante, In Dante’s Divine Comedy all the narrated
events are represented as a vision granted to the poet. In the same way, Keats begins
The Fall of Hyperion with a frame story whose central event is that the poet-
protagonist, in a dream, falls from a paradisal landscape into a wasteland and there
earns the right to a vision. That vision reincorporates the events narrated in the first
Hyperion: Moneta (her Latin name suggests “the Admonisher”), who stands in the
same relationship to the poet as, in the earlier tale, Mnemosyne stood to Apollo, per-
mits, or challenges, this protagonist to remember, with her, her own memories of the
fall of the Titans. By devising this frame story, Keats shifted his center of poetic con-
cern from the narration of epic action to an account of the evolving consciousness of
the epic poet.

Keats abandoned this attempt at The Fall of Hyperion at the sixty-first line of the
second canto. (A fragment was published, against his wishes, in his 1820 volume of
poems.) He wrote to Reynolds on September 21, 1819:

I have given up Hyperion. . . . Miltonic verse cannot be written but in an artful
or rather artist’s humour. I wish to give myself up to other sensations.
In the same letter Keats mentions having composed two days earlier the ode “To

Autumn.” In this, the poet had envisaged the circumstance of the cycle of life and
death, and had articulated his experience in his own poetic voice.



