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Poems by Currer, Ellis and Acton Bell (1846)
                 The Prisoner

(Still let my tyrants know, I am not doomed to wear

Year after year in gloom, and desolate despair;

A messenger of Hope comes every night to me,

And offers for short life, eternal liberty.

(He comes with western winds, with evening’s wandering airs,

With that clear dusk of heaven that brings the thickest stars,

Winds take a pensive tone, and stars a tender fire,

And visions rise, and change, that kill me with desire.

(Desire for nothing known in my maturer years,

When joy grew mad with awe, at counting future tears.

When, if my spirit’s sky was full of flashes warm,

I knew not whence they came, from sun or thunderstorm.

(But, first, a hush of peace--a soundless calm descends;

The struggle of distress, and fierce impatience ends;

Mute music soothes my breast--unuttered harmony,

That I could never dream, till Earth was lost to me.

(Then dawns the Invisible; the Unseen its truth reveals;

My outward sense is gone, my inward essence feels:

Its wings are almost free--its home, its harbour found,

Measuring the gulf, it stoops and dares the final bound.

(O! dreadful is the check--intense the agony--

When the ear begins to hear, and the eye begins to see;

When the pulse begins to throb, the brain to think again;

The soul to feel the flesh, and the flesh to feel the chain.

(Yet I would lose no sting, would wish no torture less;

The more the anguish racks, the earlier it will bless;

And robed in fires of hell, or bright with heavenly shine,

If it but herald death, the vision is divine!’
Wuthering Heights (1847)

Swinburne: It is a poem in the fullest and most positive sense of the term...

Virginia Woolf: Wuthering Heights is more difficult to understand than Jane Eyre because Emily is a greater poet. Charlotte(s experience, though more intense, is on a level with ours. But there is no (I( in Wuthering Heights. There are no governesses, there are no employers. There is love, but it is not the love of men and women. She looked out upon a world cleft into gigantic disorder and felt within her the power to write it in a book. The gigantic ambition is to be felt throughout the novel - a struggle half thwarted but of superb conviction, to say something through the mouths of her characters which is not merely (I love( or  (I hate( but (we, the whole human race( and (you, the eternal powers(.....Hers, then, is the rarest of all powers. She could free life from its dependence on facts; with a few touches to indicate the spirit of a face so that it needs no body; by speaking of the moor make the wind blow and the thunder roar. ((Jane Eyre and Wuthering Heights( in Common Reader II)

–Although a visionary she was a superb craftsman: Combination of the mythic and the realistic–carefully elaborated factual structure belongs to reality: complex family relationships and time system - 1801, 1802. Object faithfully observed and described. Language used realistically in creating characters. Two narrators: Nelly Dean (involved in the story) and Lockwood (complete outsider)

–Concentric circles: in the centre: the two diametrically opposed “homes”: Wuthering Heights and Thrushcross Grange 

–Philosophy: 1.The whole cosmos permeated by two principles: “storm” and “calm” striving towards equilibrium

                     2. These two principles are essential for life (dialectic view of nature)

                     3. no antithesis between human life and nature – kinship of every living thing - nature is not only as metaphor but has a mysterious life of her own

                     4. no antithesis between good and evil – pre-moral condition

                     5. love: attraction between creatures belonging to the same cosmic principle

                     6. no antithesis between life and death (no God is mentioned, there is no Heaven for Catherine) death; release from all restrictions, absolute liberty

The plot seems to be working towards reconciliation – but at the end the wind rises again

– Objects treated symbolically: e.g. windows

I could not think him dead: but his face and throat were washed with rain; the bed-clothes dripped, and he was perfectly still. The lattice, flapping to and fro, had grazed one hand that rested on the sill; no blood trickled from the broken skin, and when I put my fingers to it, I could doubt no more: he was dead and stark. (Chapter XXXIV) 

–Poetic devices in recreation of effects of nature (intimacy of nature and humans):

Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley (1797-1851)
Mary Wollstonecraft (1759-97) A Vindication of the Rights of Woman (1792)

William Godwin (1756-1836) Enquiry Concerning Political Justice  (1793)

1816: Mary Godwin with P.B.Shelley in Switzerland – Lake Geneva – meeting Lord Byron

Byron: “Prometheus”; Manfred (a Promethean character) begun in September

Percy Bysshe Shelley: Prometheus Unbound (in part a reply to Manfred) begun later in 1818

Mary Shelley: Frankenstein or the Modern Prometheus (1818)
Motto:   Did I request thee Maker, from my clay

              To mould Me man? Did I solicit thee

              From darkness to promote me?       (Paradise Lost X. 743-745)

From the suffering champion of mankind Mary Shelley developed Prometheus into the creator:

exploration of the Romantic concept of genius, critique of the myth of Romantic titanism: obsessive search for the secrets of nature, metaphysical origins of creativity–– responsibility of artist, scientist, parent

Aeschylus (Prometheus trilogy) + Milton (Creator and Creature)+ Rousseau (the natural man) 

References to contemporary poetry: Wordsworth, Coleridge, Shelley (“Mont Blanc”), the Byronic hero

Constructed in three concentric layers: Walton, Frankenstein, Monster 

The weight upon my spirit was sensibly  lightened as I plunged deeper in the ravine of Arve. The immense  mountains and precipices that overhung me on every side–the sound of the river raging among the rocks, and the dashing of the waterfalls around, spoke of a power mighty as Omnipotence–and I ceased to fear, or bend before any being less almighty than which had created and ruled the elements here displayed in their most terrific guise. Still, as I ascended higher, the valley assumed a more magnificent and astonishing character. Ruined castles hanging on the precipices of piny mountains; the impetuous Arve, and cottages every here and there peeping out from among the trees, formed a scene of singular beauty. But it was augmented and rendered sublime by the mighty Alps, whose white and shining pyramids and domes towered above all, as belonging to another earth, the habitants of another race of beings. 

–The sublime distinguished from the beautiful: Longinus: On the Sublime (1st c. A.D., in English: 1674), Edmund Burke: A Philosophical Inquiry into the Origins of our Ideas of the Sublime and the Beautiful (1757)

Kant: Critique of Pure Reason (1781)

beautiful: finite (brightness, smoothness, smallness)

sublime: infinite (solitude, emptiness, darkness, terror)

(Gradual secularisation of world view: “God had to be saved, even if He had to marry the world of appearances…The first development was the identification of the Deity’s traditional attributes–infinity, immensity, coexistence–with the vastness of space newly discovered by an emergent astronomy. The emotions traditionally religious were displaced from the Deity and became associated first with the immensity of space and secondarily with the natural phenomena (oceans, mountains) which seemed to approach that immensity.” Thomas Weiskel, The Romantic Sublime: Studies in the Structure and Psychology of Transcendence. The Johns Hopkins UP1976. p. 14.) 

Narrative structure built on the differing perspectives of three narrators: Walton, Frankenstein and the Monster:   Diversity of points of view: ‘The two lines, heteroglot and monoglot, come together and merge at the beginning of the nineteenth century. Although the major representatives of the novel are from that point on mixed, features of the heteroglot line tend to dominate. Because the heteroglot line is more open to difference, it could more easily absorb the increasing tide of self-consciousness. In other words, the heteroglot novel was able to accommodate more of the self because it is more sensible to otherness.’ (Clark and Holquist, Mikhail Bakhtin. Cambridge, Mass., 1984, p. 176, quoted in David Lodge, After Bakhtin, Routledge, 1990, p.95)

                                                *********************

John Clare (1793-1864)  Helpstone (Northamptonshire)

“the Northamptonshire Peasant Poet” 

Influences: the idioms of James Thomson (1700-48), William Cowper (1731-1800), Oliver Goldsmith 

1820: Poems Descriptive of Rural Life and Scenery

His publisher, John Taylor, introduced him to the literary circles (Hayzlitt, Lamb)

Return to Helpstone: recognition of his belonging to neither of the two worlds; a poet with ambitions beyond his station, surrounded by ‘clowns’ who could not read. 

1821:The Village Minstrel and Others Poems

1822-4: writes 'The Parish', a satire

1827: The Shepherd's Calendar, with Village Stories and Other Poems

The polite world has lost interest in him

1835: The Rural Muse

--gradual isolation--mental breakdown, confinement in asylums. Escape: walks 80 miles to the scene of his youth“Journey out of Essex”

Asylum poems: poet of remarkable visionary intensity--search for lost identity

Keats about Clare: [Clare's] images from nature are too much introduced without being called for by a particular Sentiment...the Description overlaid and stifled [what]...ought to be the prevailing Idea.' (Quoted in Andrew Motion: Keats. Faber and Faber, 1997, 480) 

Clare on Keats's Endymion...'when [Keats] speaks of woods Dryads ( Fauns are sure to follow ( the brooks look alone without her naiads to his mind yet the frequency of such classical accomplishment makes it wearisome to the reader where behind every rose bush he looks for a Venus ( under every laurel a thrumming Apollo.'

The Water Lilies

The  Water Lilies, white and yellow flowers ,

   How beautiful they are upon the lake!

I've stood and looked upon the place for hours,

  And thought how fine a garden they would make.

The pleasant leaves upon the water float;

  The dragon-fly would come and stay for hours,

And when the water pushed the pleasure boat,

  Would find a safer place among the flowers.

They lay like Pleasure in a quiet place,

  Close where the moor-hen loved her nest to make,--

They lay like beauty with a smiling face,

  And I have called them 'Ladies of the Lake!'

I've brought the longest pole and stood for hours,

And tried for years, before  I got those flowers!

Song

O wert thou in the storm                The rain should not wet thee,

    How I would shield thee:               Nor thunder clap harm thee.

To keep thee dry and warm,           By thy side I would sit me,--

   A camp I would build thee.             To comfort and warm thee.

Though the clouds pour'd again,     I would sit by thy side love,

    Not a drop should harm thee;         While the dread storm was over,--

The music of wind, and rain,           And the wings of an angel,

    Rather should charm thee.               My charmer would cover.  

O wert thou in the storm,

   A shed I would build thee,

To keep thee dry and warm,--

   How I would shield thee.--

I AM

I feel I am,–I only know I am,

And plod upon the earth, as dull and void:

Earth’s prison chilled my body with its dram

Of dullness, and my soaring thoughts destroyed,

I fled to solitudes from passions dream,

But strife persued–I only know, I am,

I was a being created in the race

Of men disdaining bounds of place and time:–

A spirit that could travel o’er the space

Of earth and heaven,–like a thought sublime,

Tracing vreation, like my maker, free,–

A soul unshackled–like eternity,

Spurning earth’s vain and soul debasing thrall

But now I only know I am,–that’s all.

