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Lower-middle-class background Trained at Guy’s Hospital, 25 July 1816:licensed apothecary, reads Spenser’s Epithalamion, Faerie Queene,  gives up surgical career  
„Here lies one whose name was writ on water”

Poems 1817

Endymion 1818

Lamia, The Eve of St Agnes and other Poems  1820

Early production: unreflected sensuous delight

Maturity: poet of genuine moral commitment

  evolution from an adolescent poet of luxurious sensation to a mature poet of moral reflection

   September 1818–Blackwood’s Magazine: Tory attack on the Cockney poet:”No man, whose mind has ever been imbued with the samllest knowledge or feeling of classical poetry or classical history, could have stooped to profane and vulgarise every association in the manner which has been adopted by this ‘son of promise’”.

   1824 Hazlitt compiled a “Body of English Poetry”= anthology to “satisfy individual curiosity and justify our national pride”

                            the 4 great English poets (Chaucer, Spenser, Shakespeare and Milton)

                            second class of poets (Wordsworth, Coleridge, Byron, Shelley and Keats)

      prototype of the modern canon

             Keats regarded as a Cockney poet “of great promise”

“He gave the greatest promise of genius of any poet of his day. He displayed extreme tenderness, beauty, originality and delicacy of fancy; all he wanted was manly strength and fortitude to reject the temptations of singularity in sentiment and expression.”

Shift    Adonais (quasi-divine status) Shelley and Keats coupled together

Arthur H. Hallam (review of Tennyson’s Poems, Chiefly Lyrical, 1830) Keats, Shelley, Tennyson: “poets of sensation” opposed (and also superior) to Wordsworthian poets of “reflection.”

Aesthetic Movement (Pre-raphaelites)  art self-sufficient without needing moral or political purpose; 1887 Oscar Wilde: “priest of Beauty” (Babits and Szerb)

T. S. Eliot of the letters “the most notable and the most important ever written by any English poet”

Political reading of Keats: (cultural materialism) – vulgarity: Marjory Levinson

Keats as a middle-class poet: rehabilitation of the Cockney school of poetry

Politicizing Keats: external, material and social sphere

Shelley: Adonais 
   He is made one with Nature: there is heard

   His voice in all her music, from the moan

   Of thunder, to the song of night's sweet bird;

   He is a presence to be felt and known

   In darkness and in light, from herb and stone,

   Spreading itself where’er that Power may move

   Which has withdrawn his being to its own;

   Which wields the world with never wearied love,

Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above.

Keats's letter to Shelley: A modern work, it is said, must have a purpose which is God. An artist must serve Mammon...You, I am sure, will forgive me for sincerely remarking that you might curb your magnanimity and be more of an artist, and load every rift of your subject with ore. (August 1820)

On First Looking into Chapman’s Homer (Oct. 1816)

Much have I travelled in the realms of gold,

   And many goodly states and kingdom seen;

   Round many western islands have I been

Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.

Oft of one wide expanse have I been told

   That deep-browed Homer ruled as his demense;

   Yet did I never breathe its pure serene

Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold.

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies

   When a new planet swims into his ken;

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes

   He stared at the Pacific, and all his men

Looked at each other with a wild surmise -

   Silent, upon a peak in Darien.

Sleep and Poetry (Oct.1816)

  Stop and consider! Life is but a day;

  A fragile dew-drop on its perilous way

  From a tree’s summit; a poor Indian's sleep

  While his boat hastens to the monstrous steep

  Of Montmorenci! Why so sad a moan?

  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 school-boy, without grief or care,

  Riding the springy branches of an elm. (85-95)

Letter (19 February, 1819): “...circumstances are like clouds continually gathering and bursting

– while we are laughing the seed of some trouble is put into the arable land of events.”

"I stood tip-toe upon a little hill" (Dec. 1816)

Open afresh your round of starry folds,

Ye ardent marigolds!

Dry up the moisture from your golden lids,

For great Apollo bids

That in these days your praises should be sung

On many harps, which he has lately strung.

And when again your dewiness he kisses,

Tell him I have you in my world of blisses,

So haply when I rove in some far vale,

His mighty voice may come upon the gale.

Here are sweet peas, on tip-toe for a flight,

With wings of gentle flush o’er delicate white,

And taper fingers catching at all things

To bind them all about with tiny rings.

Endymion (1817)   (Shelley(s Alastor)

 A thing of beauty is a joy for ever,

  Its loveliness increases, it will never

  Pass into nothingness; but still will keep

  A bower quiet for us, and a sleep

  Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing.

(Hellenism: Homer, Lempri(re, the Elgin Marbles: Phideas, 5th c. BC: Parthenon)

             Neoclassicism: Winckelmann: Poussin, Claude Lorrain, Titian (Mozart) Ian Jack: Keats(s Mirror of Art

Annus mirabilis c. September 1818-September 1819
Hyperion (Hesiod: Theogony: initiation of Apollo by Mnemosyne-Memory)
The Eve of St Agnes

La Belle Dame Sans Merci (a ballad, modelled upon (Thomas the Rhymer( and Chartier(s (La belle dame sans merci( - point of departure ofr the Pre-Raphaelites
Odes (to Psyche, to a Nightingale, on a Grecian Urn, on Indolence, to Melancholy, To Autumn)
 Sonnets:  Why did I laugh to-night;   When I have fears; On Sitting Down to Read King Lear Once Again;   On the Elgin Marbles

The Fall of Hyperion (Personal (Induction(: development of the poet(s sensibility and mind, Mnemosyne replaced by Moneta-Memory)

Keats's letter to Reynolds (22 Nov. 1817) (One of the three books I have with me is Shakespeare's Poems: I never found so many beauties in the Sonnets--they seem to be full of fine things said unintentionally--in the intensity of working out a conceit. Is this to be borne? Hark ye!

    When lofty trees I see barren of leaves

      Which erst from heat did canopy the herd

    And Summer's green all girdled up in sheaves,

      Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard.(
Caroline Spurgeon: Keats(s Shakespeare

Letters: 22 Dec.1817: several things dove-tailed  in my mind, and it struck me what quality went to form a Man of Achievement, especially in literature, and which Shakespeare possessed so enormously - I mean Negative Capability, that is, when a man is capable of being in uncertainties, mysteries, doubts without any irritable reaching after fact and reason...

27 Oct. 1818: As to the poetic character itself (I mean that sort of which, if I am anything, I am a member; that sort distinguished from the Wordsworthian or egotistical sublime...)
it is not itself - it has no self - it is everything and nothing - it has no self - it has no character - it enjoys light and shade, it lives in gusto, be it foul or fair, high or low, rich or poor, mean or elevated - It has as much delight in conceiving an Iago as an Imogen. What shocks the virtuous philosopher delights the chameleon poet. It has no harm from its relish of the dark sides of things any more than from its taste for the bright one; because they both end in speculation.

Letter from Winchester, 21 Sept. 1819: How beautiful the season is now--How fine the air. A temperate sharpness about it. Really, without joking, chaste weather--Dian skies--I never lik'd stubble fields so much as now--Aye better than the chilly green of spring. Somehow a stubble plain looks warm...this struck me so much in my sunday's walk that I composed upon it.

To Autumn

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,

   Close bosom friend of the maturing sun,

Conspiring with him how to load and bless

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

To bend with apples the mossed cottage-trees,

  And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;

    To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells

  With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,

And still more, later flowers for the bees,

Until they think warm days will never cease,

    For summer has o’er-brimmed their clammy cells.

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?

  Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find

Thee sitting careless on a granary floor,

  Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind;

Or on the half-reaped furrow sound asleep,

  Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook

    Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers;

And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep

  Steady thy laden head across a brook;

  Or by a cyder-press, with patient look,

    Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours.

Where are the songs of spring? Aye, where are they?

  Think not of them, thou hast thy music too--

While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day,

  And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue.

Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn

  Among the river sallows, borne aloft

    Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;

And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;

  Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft

  The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft;

    And gathering swallows twitter in the skies.      (September, 1819) 
Sleep and Poetry

  ...A drainless shower

  Of light is Poesy; 'tis the supreme power;

  'Tis might half-slumbering on its own right arm. (235-7)

King Lear: V.2.          Men must endure 

                      Their going hence even as their coming hither: 

                      Ripeness is all.

