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Those who have at least a working knowledge of the life and
accomplishment of Keats will always think of him essentially, if not
exclusively, as a poet of acute sensibilities and endowments, an extraordi-
nary imagination, and, chiefly, a particular obsession with the idea and
physical manifestation of beauty. Perhéps more than any other poet the
life and work of Keats exemplified those qualities which found prominence
in the nineteenth certury and which we have labelled as "romantic." Those
who know something of his brief life, doomed as it was to the omnipotent
domination of a tubercle bacillus, will regard it as almost a stereotype
of those gifted, vivid, and intriguing personalities who delighted and dis-
turbed, pacified and provoked the bourgeoisie of Europe., For all practical
purposes these quite superficial impressions are fairly justified and per-
missible,

But for the more discerning and curious minds such generalized
thinking will prove inadequate and dissatisfying. It is certainly hoped
that this will be the case. For them Keats and the other dashing romantics,
pursuing beauty, relying on sensation and intuition, will not be classified

as enfants terribles or negligent and irresponsible escapists., Uther ob-

servers will see the romantic period as a natural and desirable successor to
the eighteenth century, however excellent and indispensable it may have
been, Everything that was, no longer was considered necessarily right.
Heeding Pope's exhortation, men became intensely interested in themselves;
truly, for them the proper study of mankind was man =--all of man, including
the darker and deeper labyrinths of the human psyche, Whereas the inverted

romanticism of the eighteenth century had deliberately, if also valiantly,
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compressed the multiplicities of human nature into the neatest and most conven—
ient compartments (to the extent that Dryden was to inform us "The things we
must believe are few and plain®), irresponsibly ignoring some perhaps dis-
tracting and disturbing facets of men, the romanties of the nineteenth century
were to return again to grander thoughts of greater men--=to ponder with
Shakespeare this

piece of work cwhich> is a manl! how noble

in reason! how infinite in faculty! in

form and moving how express and admirable!

in action how like an angel! in apprehension

how like a god!
The shackles and limitations of theory and raison which had found such ready
expression in devices like the heroic couplet simply would not suffice and
certainly would be tolerated no longer. The best-laid schemes of miéz men,
and philosophers were going awry. Men were ready to admit and rejoice in
the fact that intuition and sensation often struck straight to the heart of
the matter and problem, whereas the more laborious syllogisms and epigrams
of eighteenth century thinking were proving embarrassingly inadequate, un-
satisfying, and intolerably boring, Not merely the politiecal revolutions
of 1848 were inevitable; conjoint with these insurrections were the perhaps
even more significant developments in the poetry of a Keats or Shelley, the
music of a Beethoven, Brahms, or Wagner., The stars and Iieas sbove were
beckoning with an inexorable force, and the most highly wrought vehicles of
reason were proving inadequate to reach those things which transcend human
logic, the epigram, heroic couplet, or philesophical syllogism,

But constant with the desire of the moth, with the return to

nature, the melancholy, medieval revival, sentimentalism, primitivism,
exoticism, and individualism was a natural humanitarianism., Poets and

thinkers were both forced and willing to occupy a position which is termed
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in the present century as gggggé; there was no escaping the miseries; re=-
pressions, and fetters of one's self or his fellows., The squalor of the
ﬁame and factory, the tyranny of monarchs, the lack of employment, the
enclosures, poverty, and disease could leave only the most insensate and
callous minds at rest; in proportion to one's sensitivity arose increasing
concern, which culminated in various reform movements and legislation. In
conjunction with this the retreat to the pastoral landscape was more a
necessity for sustained and objective thinking than an opportunity for the
celebration of pantheistic rites, such as is commonly assumed. The easy
resignation and detachment which found expression in "Whatever is, is right,"
as welcomed by the noblesse, were not merely outmoded but also a ridiculous
rejection of the inherent dignity, worth, and potentiality of the human
organism to help himself and to improve his environment. The beauty of
streben, the individual or organized endeavor, was supreme. Along with

Ts 8, Eliot of our own period the meny Goethes and Fausts of the nineteenth
century were to realize conclusively that "For us, there is only the trying
eveeWho are undefeated Because we have gone on trying." Though Protestant
theology taught that men are saved by faith alone, men vented their impulse
to charity, inherent long before the advent of any Christian ethic, in kind
thoughts and philanthropic works,

Keats was such a man, The ardency, comprehensiveness, and constancy
of his endeavor were a tribute to the potential of humanity itself., From
early manhood through the last rending labors with tuberculosis Keats strove
and fought==-~for a set of resolutions and convictions which would express
conclusively the meaning and destiny of life and poetry; his sense of mission
and dedication as a man and an artist were in themselves comparable only to

that of Christ Himself, In a tribute which she wrote in the March 21, 1954,



edition of the Chicago Tribune some time after the death of the brilliant
young American pianist William Kapell, Claudia Cassidy said:

No, it is not a gay life, this world of the
supreme artist who is of necessity unique,
It is lonely and perilous, exposed in a way
the man in the mob can never comprehend,
Every such artist must at times wonder if
he knows he has no choice, I doubt if he
would change if he could, once he glimpses
his mountain top through the mists of that
struggle, and knows what it holds in air
and View.

No one knew better than Keats this exposed and lonely world, == but no one
had a better vision with which to perceive through the mists of the struggle,
or a finer faculty with which to deseribe what he saw, Professor Douglas
Bush of Harvard has written:

As he said himself, the genius of poetry
must work out its own salvation in a man,

and we cannot guess, if he had had health
and some measure of contentment, what would
have been his ultimate sclution and achieve-
ment, His house was, most of the time,
divided against itself, but his conscious-
ness of the fissure, his unceasing endeavor
to solve the problem of sense and knowledge,
art and humanity, are in themselves an index
of his stature, No other English poet of the
century had his poetic endowment, and no
other strove so intensely to harmonize what
may, without undue stretching of the terms,
be called the Apollonian and the Faustian
ideals of poetry. However high one's estimate
of what he wrote, one may real%y think=—-to
use an often meaningless cliche~~-that Keats
was greater than his poems., 1

Using Dr. Bush's statement as a thesis, this paper will survey
the 1life and work of Keats as an Apollonian and Faustian man., The problem
of definition and semantics is a constant one, and has certainly.proved it
self to be a source of chaotic confusion and misunderstanding, I shall first
define the terms "Apollonian" and "Faustian," using as my sources Nietzsche's

Birth of Tragedy, 2 lecture by A, C., Bradley entitled "Poetry for Poetry's



Sake," and Uswald Spengler's Decline of the West.
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Nietzsche described the separate art worlds of dreamland and
drunkenness as Apollonian and Dionysian, He credited the artist with the
ability to perceive a variety of visions and figures in his dreams:

The beauteous appearance of the dream-
world, in the production of which every

man is a perfect artist, is the presupposi-
tion of all plastic art, and in fact, as we
shall see, of an important half of poetry
also, We take delight in the immediate
apprehension of form; all forms speak to

us; there is nothing indifferent, nothing
superfluousy. But, together with the highest
life of this dream - reality, we also have,
glimmering through it, the sensation of its
appearance! ...,. indeed, the man of phil=-
osophic turn has a foreboding that under—
neath this reality in which we live and have
our being, another and altogether different
reality lies concealed, and that therefore it is
also an appearance ,... Accordingly, the man
susceptible to art stands in the same
relation to the reality of dreams as the
philosopher to the reality of existence;

he is a close and willing observer, for

from these pictures he reads the meaning

of life, and by these processes he trains
himself for life., And it is perhaps not
only the agreeable and friendly pictures
that he realises in himself with such perfect
understandings the earnest, the troubled,
the dreary, the gloomy, the sudden checks,
the tricks of fortune, the uneasy presentiments,
in short, the whole "Divine Comedy" of life,
and the Inferno, also pass before him, nob
merely like pictures on the wall =-- for he
too lives and suffers in these scenes, ===
and yet not without that fleeting sensation
of appearance, 2

This cheerful acquiescence in the
dream-experience has likewise been embodied
by the Greeks in their Apolle; for Apollo,
as the god of all shaping energies, is alsc
the soothsaying god, He ... is the "shining
one," the deity of light, also rules over
the fair appearance of the inner world of
fantasies, The higher truth, the perfection



of these states in contrast to the only
partially intelligible everyday world, ay,
the deep consclousness of nature, healing
and helping, in sleep and dream, is at the
same time the symbolical analogue of the
fagulty of scothsaying and, in general, of
the arts, through which life is made possible
and worth living., ... And so we might apply
to Apollo, in an eccentric sense, what
Schopenhauer says of the man wrapt in the
veil of Maya: Welt als Wille und Vorstellung,
(I, Pe “16 H

tJust as in a stormy sea, unbounded in every
direction, rising and falling with howling
mountainous waves, a sailor sits in a boat
and trusts in his frail bargue: so in the
midst of a world of sorrows the individual
sits quietly supported by and trusting in
his principium individuationis. Indeed
we might say of Apollo, that in him the
unshaken faith in this principium and the
quiet sitting of the man wrapt therein
have received their sublimest expression;
and we might even designate Apollo as the
gloricus divine image of the principium
ndividuationis, from out of the gestures
and looks of which all the joys and wisdom
of "appearance," together with its beauty,

speak to us, 3
Nietzsche proceeded to explore the structure of Apollonian culture, in which
Apollo stands among the Ulympian figures as an individual deity. The impulse
embodied in Apollo gave birth to the entire Olympian world., At this point
Nietzsche inserted what would appear to be a crucial ancient story of
Midas's hunt for Silenus, who told him:

Oh, wretched race of a day, children of

chance and misery, why do ye compel me to

say to you what it were most expedient for

you not to hear? What is best of all is

for ever beyond your reach: not to be born,

not to be, to be nothing, The second best

for you, however, is soon to die, 4

The sensitive and contemplative Greeks were painfully aware of

the tragedy of existence., It was only through the medium of artistic ex-

pression that they felt they could in some way surmount the dark veil of
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From the original thearchy of Titan terror evolved an Ulympian

thearchy of Jjoie de vivre-——through the Apcllonian impulse to beauty which

complemented the bare means of existence,

But how seldom is the naive --- that complete
absorption is the beauty of appearance =-—
attained! And hence how inexpressibly
sublime is Homer, who, as unit being, bears
the same relation to this Apollonian folk=
culture as the unit dream artist does to the
dream=~faculty of the people ard of Nature

in general, The Homeric "naivete" can be
comprehended only as the complete triumph

of the Apollonian illusion: it is the same
kind of illusion as Nature so frequently
employs to compass her ends, The true

goal is veiled by a phantasm: we stretch

out our hands for the latter, while Nature
attains the former through our illusion,

In the Greeks the "will" desired to con=-
template itself in the transfiguration of
the genius and the world of art; in order

to glorify themselves, its creatures had to
feel themselves worthy of glory; they had

to behold themselves again in a higher
sphere, with ut this consummate world of
contemplation acting as an imperative or
reproach., Such is the sphere of beauty, in
which, as in a mirror, they saw their images,
the Ulympians, With this mirroring of
beauty the Hellenic will combated its talente——
correlative to the artistic =~- for suffering
and for the wisdom of suffering: and, as a
monument of its victory, Homer, the naive
artist, stands before us. 5

Subordinate to the Apollonian world of beauty was the terrible

wisdom of Silenus; the two were mutually dependent, Apollo appeared as

the apotheosis of the principium individuationis,
in which alone the perpetu attained end
of the Primordial Unity, its redemption
through appearance, is consummated: he
shows us with sublime attitudes, how the
entire world of torment is necessary, that
thereby the individual way may be impelled
to realize the redeeming vision, and then,
sunk in contemplation thereof, quietly sit
in his fluctuating barque in the midst of
the sea,



This apotheosis of individuation, if
it be at all conceived as imperative and
laying down precepts, knows but one law =~
the individual, i.e., the observance of the
boundaries of the individual, measure in the
Hellenic sense. Apollo, as ethical deity,
demands due proportion of his diseiples,
and that this may be observed, he demands
self-knowledge, And thus, parallel to the
aesthetic necessity for beauty, there run
the demands "Know thyself" and "not too
much," while presumption and undueness
are regarded as the truly hostile demons of
the non—-Apollonian sphere, hence as
characteristics of the pre-Apollonian age,
that of the Titans, and of the extra-
Apollonian world, that of the barbarians .... 6

We maintain rather, that ,.. the antithesis
between the subjective and the objective is
quite out of place in aesthetics, inasmuch
as the subject, i,e., the desiring individual
who furthers his own egoistie erds, can be
conceived only as the adversary, not as the
origin of art, In so far as the subject is
the artist, however, he has already been
released from his individual will, and has
become as it were the medium, through which
the one verily existed Subject celebrates
his redemption in appearance, For this one
thing must above all be clear to us, to our
humiliation and exaltation, that the ertire
comedy of art is not at all performed, say,
for our betterment and culture, and that we
are just as little the true authors of this
art-world: rather we may assume with regard
to ourselves, that its true author uses us
as pictures and artistic projections, and
that we have our highest dignity in our
significance as works of art --- [or only
as an aesthetic phenomenon is existence and
the world eternally Jjustified: .... Hence
all our knowledge of art is at bottom quite
illusory, because, as knowing persons we
are not one and identical with the Being
who, as the sole author and spectator of
this comedy of art, prepares & perpetual
entertainment for himself, Only in so far
as the genius in the act of artistie
production coalesces with this primordial
artist of the world, does he get a glimpse
of the eternal essence of art, for in this
state he is, in a marvellous manner, like
the weird picture of the fairy-tale which
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can at will turn its eyes and behold itself;
he is now at once subject and object, at
once poet, actor, and spectator, 7

Nietzsche proceeded to emphasize limits, self-knowledge, and proportion as

absolute neceseities for the Apollonian way of life., In order to insure a

moderate existence in all facets, however, Nietzsche saw the importance of

the Dionysian strain in Greek civilization which restrained the one~sided

Apollonian "will® from confining the Hellenic world, Nietzsche continued:

With the immense potency of the image, the
concept, the ethical teaching and the
sympathetic emotion<--the Apollonian influ-
ence uplifts man from his orgiastic self-
annihilation,,..8

Speaking specifically of the effect of a tragedy on the spectatcr, Nietzsche

perceéived ‘that

While he {the spectator >thus becomes
conscious of the highest exaltation of

his instincts for conspicuousness and
transfiguration, he nevertheless feels

with equal definitiveness that this long
series of Apollonian artistic e.fects still
does not generate the blissful continuance
in will-less contemplation which the plas-
ticist and the epic poet, that is to say,

the strictly Apollonian artists, produce’

in him by their artistic production: to

wit, the justification of the world of the
individuatio attained in this contempla-
tion=--which is the objeet and essence of
Apollonian art, He beholds the transfigured
world of the stage and nevertheless denies
it, He sees before him the tragic hero in
epic ciearness and beauty, and nevertheless
delights in his annihilation, He comprehends
the incidents of the scene in all their
details, and yet loves to flee into the
incomprehensible, He feels the actions of
the hero to be justified, and is nevertheless
still more elated when these actions anni-
hilate their originator., He shudders at the
sufferings which will befall the hero, and
yet anticipates therein a higher and much more
overpowering joy. He sees more extensively
and profoundly than ever, and yet wishes to be
blind, 9



If we could conceive an incarnation of
dissonance-=--and what is man but that 7=
then, to be able to live this dissonance
would require a glorious illusion that
would spread a veil of beauty over its
peculiar nature, This is the true function
of Apollo as deity of art: in whose name
we comprise all the countless manifestations
of the fair realm of illusion, which each
moment render life in general worth living
and make one impatient for the experience
of the next moment., 10

It is perhaps amusing to note, in the light of the large volume
which Nietzsche wrote on tragedy, of which so much is devoted to a dis~-
cussion of his term "Apollonian," that his sister, in the Biographical
Introduction to the book, ft an obligation to explain briefly herself what
her brother meant by his use of the term:

esothe word 'Apollonian' stands for that
state of rapt repose in the presence of a
visionary world, in the presence of the
world of beautiful appearance designed as
a deliverance from becoming.... 1l

Spengler told us that whereas the classical world chose the
Apollonian ideal with its emphasis on the present and the sensuously real,
the modern world has selected a Faustian Weltanschauung, which he symbolizes
as pure and limitless space.

The Apollinian (sic) existence is that of
the Greek who describes his ego as soma
and who lacks a'1 idea of an inner develop-
ment and therefore all real history, inward
and outward; the Faustian is an existence
which is led with a deep conscicusness and
introspection of the ego, and a resolutely
personal culture evidenced in memoirs,
reflections, retrospects and prospects and
conscience, 12

Actually, Spengler had selected many aspects and creations of Western civili-
gation as typically Faustian; these include, especially, the window, the

violin, chamber music, Galileian dynamics, Catholic and Protestant dogmatics,
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lear's destiny, and the modern drama, among many others, which are unnecessary
for our consideration here, But, perhaps of greatest import, Spengler saw
our dynamic syntax, the first person idiom, our ggo habeo factum as perhaps
most characteristic of the Will-Culture of Faustian culture.

We, as Faustian natures, are accustomed

to take note of the individual according

to his effective and not according to his
plastic-static appearance in the field

of our life-experience, We measure what

a man is by his activity, which may be

directed inwardly or outwardly, and we

judge all intentions, reascns, powers,

convictions and habits entirely by this

directedness, The word with which we sum

up this aspect is character. And the deep
relation between this word "character" and

the word "will® is unmistakable; what will

is in the soul image, character is in the

picture of life as we see it, the Western

life that is selfwevident to western men.

It is the fundamental postulate of all our
ethical systems, differs otherwise as they

may in their metaphysical or practical precepts,

that man has character., Character, which forms
itself ip the stream of the world —- the
ersonality, the relation of living to do -

is a Faustian impression of the man made by

the manj eseses it is impossible to draw a strict dis-

tinction between will and soul, character and life,

The overcoming of resistances may
far more justly be called the typiecal
impulse of the Western soul, Activity,
determination, self«control, are postulates,
To battle against the comfortable foregrounds
of 1life, against the impressions of the
moment, against what is near, tangible and
easy, and win through to that which has
generality and duration and links past and
future == these are the sum of all Faustian
imperatives {rom earliest Gothic to Kant and
Fichte, and far beyond them again to the
Ethos of immense power and will exhibited
in our States, our economic systems and our
techniecs, The carpe diem, the saturated
being, of the classical standpoint is the
most direct contrary of that which is felt
by Goethe and Kant and Pascal, by church
and Freethinker, as alone possessing value ===
active, fighting and victorious being. 13
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Strength and distinctness of this conscious~
ness are the marks of higher Faustian man,

but it is not wholly absent in the most
insignificant of the breed, and it distinguishe
es his smallest acts from those of any and
every classical man, It is the distinction
between character and attitude, between
conscious becoming and simple accepted
statuesque becomeness, between will and
suffering in tragedy,

In the world as seen by the Faustian's
eyes, everything is motion with an aim., He
himself lives only under that condition, for
to him life means struggling, overcoming,
winning through., 1,

Spengler continueds:

It is not attitude and mien, but activity
that is to be given form, A4s in China and
in Egypt, life only counts in so far as it
is deed. And it is the mechanicalizing of
the organic concept of Deed that leads to the
concept of work as commonly understood,
the civilized form of Faustian effecting.
This morale, the insistent tendency to give
to Life the most active forms imaginable,
is stronger than reason, whose moral programge=
be they never so reverenced, inwardly
believed or ardently champicned=--are only
effective in so far as they either lie, or
are mistakenly supposed to lie, in the
direction of this force, Utherwise they
remain mere words....The Socialist—--the
dying Faust of Part II = is the man of
historical care, who feels the future as his
task and aim, and accounts the happiness of
the moment as worthless in comparison, The
classical spirit with its oracles and its
omens, wants only to know the future, but the
Westerner would ghape it. 15

Though Spengler had in his Decline of the West popularized and
defined the term "Faustian® so conclusively, to the extent that it has become
a term of common parlance, I think that an even more explicit comprehension
of the term can best be realized in a thorough reading of Goethe's Faust

itself,



Here, rich in hope and firm in faith,

With tears, wrung hands and sighs, I've striven,
The end of that far-spreading death

Entreating from the Lord of Heaven!

Now like contempt the crowd's applauses seem:
Couldst thou but read, within mine inmost spirit,
How little now I deem

That sire or son such praises merit! 16

What thinker or "striver®" has not pondered this thought, painfully cognizant

that the deed, the action, is its own reward and justification, and that there

is nothing else? And, a little later, in this second scene of Book I Faust

bewails:

O happy he, who still renews

The hope, from Error's deeps to rise forever!
That which one does not know, one needs to use;
And what one knows, one uses never,

But let us not, by such despondence, so

The fortune of this hour embitter!

Mark how, beneath the evening sunlight's glow,
The green-embosomed houses glitter!

The glow retreats, done is the day of toil,

It yonder hastes, new fields of life exploring;
Ah, that no wing can 1lift me from the soil,
Upon its track to follow, follow soaring!

Then would I see eternal Evening gild

The silent world beneath me glowing,

On fire each mountain=—peak, with peace each valley filled,
The silver brock to golden rivers flowing,.

The mountain-chain, with all its gorges deep,
Would then no more impede my godlike motion;
And now before mine eyes expands the ocean
With all its bays, in shining sleep!

Yet, finally, the weary god is sinking;

The new-born impulse fires my mind, ==

I hasten on, hi~ beams eternal drinking,

The Day before me and the Night behind,

Above me heaven unfurled, the floor of waves beneath me,=—=
A glorious dream! though now the glories fade,
Alas] the wings that 1ift the mind no aid

Of wings to 1lift the body can bequeath ne,

Yet in each soul is born the pleasure

Of yearning onward, upward and away,

When o'er our heads, lost in the vaulted azure,
The lark sends down his flickering lay, ==
When over crags and piny highlands

The poising eagle slowly soars,

And over plains and lakes and islands

The crane sails by to other shores, 17

But it is the aged Faust, the Faust who is saved in spite of his
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gross hubris because he has gone on striving, because eventually, at least,
he recognizes his obligation as a human being and then attains the highest
social responsibility, who especially interests ust

I only through the world have flown:

Bach appetite I seized as by the hair;

What not sufficed me, forth I let it fare,

And what escaped me, I let it go,

I've only craved, accomplished my delight,

Then wished a second time, and thus with might

Stormed through my life: at first it was grand,
completely,

But now it moves most wisely and discreetly.

The sphere of Earth is known enough to me;

The view beyond is barred immutably:

A fool, who there his blinking eyes directeth,

And o'er his clouds of peers a place expecteth!

Pirm let him stand, and look around him well}

This World means something to the Capable,

Why needs he through Eternity to wend?

He here scquires what he can apprehend.

Thus let him wander down his earthly day;

when spirits haunt, go quietly his way;

In marching onwards, bliss and torment find,

Though, every moment, with unsated mind} 18

I think the ultimate paradox of any endeavor to distinguish between
the terms "Faustian® and "Apollonian" is readily apparent., Even in his old
age, in the midst of all his philanthropic activity, Faust remains, as it
were, Apollonian; he is never satisfied; his capacity for visionary imaginings
is inexhaustible; and we can rightly suspect that to the very end his inner-
most soul forever longs to transcend its boundaries of human flesh and reason,
But, in the finest classical tr.dition, Faust remains sensitive to the
tangibly sensuous appearance of all material things; his sensitivity as an
aesthete serves as his constant source of the highest joy -~ but it also
culminates in the tragic association with Margaret., The Apollonian and
Faustian dichotomy in his character results in his misery and decline but
also his redemption, Victor Lange, Professor of German at Princeton, has

written in his introduction to the Modern Library edition of Faust:



It is not until his end that he (Faust)}
succeeds in freeing himself of the deceptive
magic which tends to obscure the infinite
magnitude of man's task to maintain himself
between cosmos and chaos, His titanic
wavering between superhuman longing and
radical self-debasement, between his will to
transcend and his suicidal paralysis, between
his curse of all faith, hope, love and
patience at one time and his ecstatic
praise of a pantheistic Godhead at another
---these are the extremes of experience
between which Faust must go his way,

To his very end Faust is not a “good
man,® What Goethe has represented in the
person of Faust and in the poem as a whole
is not, after all, a model either of excellence
or of depravity. It is rather an account,
rendered with compassion as well as critical
intelligence, of modern man, Faust's "two
souls," his extremes of effusion and action,
are the source of his highest as well as
his lowest aspirations., But between
ultimate knowledge of good and evil and
unexceptionable, virtuous deeds, there lies,
for Faust, a gulf which is, in the pursuit
of our earthly life, unbridgeable, His
last speeches acknowledge the tragic,
the ultimately ambiguous nature of all human
effort,...faust's quest on earth is given its
true meaning only within the frame of
"divine reconciliation™: the forgiveness
that is commensurate with his striving
must come from above; it can be shown only
poetically in symbols of extremely rarefied
spirituality. 19

On the other hand, we have seen, or, we shall agree for the purposes

of this paper, that the Apollonian Weltanschauung implies a state of visionary

repose-—a view and insight which transcend mortal and finite existence and
yet are grounded in its material and sensuous objects., The Apollonian, in
the finest Faustian tradition, "longs" and "strives" for something above
and beyond,

Keats, Mr., Bush has told us, attempted to harmonize the Apollonian
and Faustian ideals of poetry. He came to realize that no matter how alluring

might be the Apollonian world of the fancy and imagination, which was his
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birthright, poetry and life must also be grounded in the realm of the
tangible real, As we shall see, there was no alternative or choice to be
made, He wanted and knew that he must, in respect to his status as a human
being and member of society, whose privileges he enjoyed, concern himself
with the workaday and eventful world which pressed on all sides around him;
yet, for the purpose of his own sanity and in order to write the sublimest
and purest poetry, Keats took resort to the land of the Lotus—-eaters, where
he found the necessary leisure for philosophic contemplation and imaginative
indolence,

To yield to Life: this was, for Keats, the secret

of poetry and of human living., To receive, to lie

open, to grow; yet also to strive, to seek, to endure:

to strive to the uttermost, and when the organism

can no more, to sink back through numbness, and pain,

and despair, into the warm darkness of Nature's womb,

thence to emerge re~born. 20

The “pure" poetry which resulted from Keats's excursions into

lotus~land is to be found in such péﬁhes as La Belle Dame Sans Merei or The
Eve of St, Agnes. But we must not use the term "pure poetry" too loosely,
as many critics have warned, Mr. A, C, Bradley in one of his OUxford Lectures
On Poebry outlined three characteristics of "pure” poetry:s first, that the
experience of poetry is an end in itself; second, that the poem's poetiec
value is this intrinsic worth alone; and, third, that the consideration of
any "ulterior" ends tends to 1 ver the worth and excellence of the poetry,
because it removes the poem from its own atmosphere, which is a totally
independent world.

The formula only tells us that we must not

place in antithesis poetry and human good,

for poetry is one kind of human good; and

that we must not determine the intrinsic

value of this kind of good by direct reference

to another, If we do, we shall find ourselves
maintaining what we did not expect ..es 21
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When poetry answers to its idea and is purely
or almost purely poetic, we find the identity
of form and content; and the degree of purity
attained may be tested by the degree in

which we feel it hopeless to convey the
effect of a poem or passage in any form

but its own, Where the notion of doing so

is simply ludierous, you have quintessential

poetry.

Pure poetry is not the decoration of a pre-
conceived and clearly defined matter: it
springs from the creative impulse of a
vague imaginative mass pressing for develop~
ment and definition, 22

I certainly should take issue with Mr, Bradley's third character-
istic of pure poetry; in the case of Keats, I see it as an evidence of his
genius that he was able to incorporate in the most adroit manner many
"ulterior® considerations and ends., It was John Middleton Murry's

essconviction that pure poetry is not
irrelevant to life, but on the contrary
more exactly relevant to it than any other
creation of the human spirit., I believe,
for I have found it so by experience, that
pure poetry containe a revelation, and I
would far rather stand with the ancients in
their belief that the poet is a lusus naturae
and poetry an amusing accident, What, the
ancients said---though I might not care,

or dare, to use their language---corresponds
with my experience; their explanation is

at least adequate to the revelation which
pure poetry brings: what the moderns say
is almost an insult to my knowledge. 23
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From the testimony and memoirs of his many friends, Keats had a
seamingly innate hatred of rank and degree, which often vented itself in a
supercilious disdain for others, DBenjamin Bailey, perhaps his dearest
intimate, reported that all discussions of oppression, falsehood, fraud,
and general wrongdoing would excite Keats to the point of fierce indignation.
All of this was especially remarkable in light of the fact that his normal
countenance and bearing radiated sweetness and light. An early acquaintance
with the somewhai radical journal, the Examiner, to which the father of his
friend Charles Cowden Clarke subscribed, helped confirm at an early age any
tendencies towards liberal and free political thinking, and religious
liberty., In his Recollections of Writers Clarke mentioned Keats's avid
interest during his last eighteen months at the Enfield school in Burnett's
History of Our Uwn Times, Mevor's Universal History, and the histories of
Scotland, America, and Charles V by Robertson, which were popular at that
time, Headings in Spenser's faerie M and special attention to Achilles!
battle scenes in Homer helped develop a healthy identification with masculine,
heroic actions; Keats's imaginative capacities and a vicarious spirt of ex~

ploration are early apparent in the On First Looking into Chapman's Homer.

All of this points to an early boyish interest, romanticized as it was, in
the typical Heldenleben, which iater assumed the natural proportions of adult
citizenship and responsibility,

Though most eritics see in Sleep and Poetry, composed in November
and December of 1816, the first evidences of the major conflict in Keats's
mind as to his destined function and that of his medium, poetry, it seems
readily apparent that there are many tangible evidences before this.

In the finest nationalistic sense, Keats was proud of being a



Briton, The 1814 Peace of Paris found Keats, along with most of Europe,
breathing a united sigh of relief at the removal of the Napoleonic menace,
Composing a sonnet On Peace in April, 1814, Keats's pacifist sympathies
were balanced by an expression of his republican and British sentimentst

With England's happiness proclaim Eurcpa's Liberty.

O Europel! let not sceptred tyrants see

That thou must shelter in thy fomer statej

Keep thy chains burst, and boldly say thou art free;

Give thy kings law---~leave nol uncurbed the great;

So with the horrors past thou'lt win thy happier fate!

Keats enjoyed several friendships with various types of people,
many of whom were crucial factors in molding his personality, attitudes, and
thought-patterns, These included Leigh Hunt, a minor poet of the period,
whose importance for us lies in the fact that he marshalled the group of
liberals demanding reform in spite of the conservative reaction which ensued
in England resultant to the disastrous and retroactive events across the
Channel, As editor of The Examiner, avidly read by Keats, Hunt blatantly
declared his preference, if the choice had to be made, for the tyranny of
Bonaparte over that of the Bourbons. Though, in his autobiography, he stated
his main objective of producing reform in Parlisment and inculcating liberal,
objective opinions, he did not restrict his comments to events on the home
front; nothing was exempt from his acrid tongue or pen. But he went too far;
his ebullience in the cause of reform was surpassed only by a curious lack of
discretion and careful restraint, George, the Prince of Wales, had along
with the Whigs supported numerous liberal demands, including emancipation
for the Catholics; after being appointed Regent, George became increasingly
deceitful and retained both the Tory ministry and all the policies of their
party. The March 22, 1812, Examiner retaliated with scathing attacks on the
Regent. A conviction for libel and a two-year imprisonment ensued. Hunt's

release on February 3, 1815, inspired Keats's sonnet Written On the Day
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That Mr, Leigh Hunt Left Prison, in which Keats, as well as saluting the un-

conguerable sovereignty of the human spirit, also suggested a course of action
which Keats himself was often later to follow---the retreat to Parnassus:

What though, for showing truth to flatter'd state,
Kind Hunt was shut in prison, yet has he,
In his immortal spirit, been as free
As the sky-searching lark, and as elate,
Minion of grandeur! think you he did wait?
Think you he naught but prison walls did see,
Ah, no! far happier, nobler was his fatel
In Spenser's halls he stray'd, and bowers fair,
Culling enchanted flowers; and he flew
With daring Milton through the fields of air:
To regions of his own his genius true
Took happy flights, Who shall his fame impair
When thou art dead, and all thy wrstched crew? 24

An apostrophe, To Hope, composed this same month, again showed
Keats's concern for the continuing welfare of his country and the cause of
freedom; in the sixth and seventh stanzas we read:

In the long vista of the years to roll,
Let me not see our country's honour fades
0O let me see our land retain her soul,
Her pride, her freedom; and not freedom's shade.
From they bright eyes unusual brightness shede—w—-
Beneath thy pinions canopy my head}

Let me not see the patriot's high bequest,
Great liberty! how great in plain attire!
With the base purple of a court oppress'd,
Bowing her head, and ready to expire:
But let me see thee stoop from heaven on wings
That fill the skies with silver glitterings! 26
Three months later, on May 29, Keats paid tribute to some English
patriots of whom he had read in Bishop Burnet's History of My Own Time during
his stay at the Clarke School, These included Algernon 3ydney, Lord William
Russell, and Sir Henry Vane, all of whom were executed during the reign of
Charles II, whose restoration he observed on the May 29 anniversary:
Infatuate Britons, will you still proclaim

His memory, your direst, foulest shame?
Nor patriots revere?



It would certainly be wrong to think of Keats as any sort of

Ah, while I hear each traitorous lying bell,
'Tis gallant Sydney's, Russel's, Vane's sad Knell,
That pains my wounded ear, 27

propagandist or rabble rouser; he was too intelligent and dedicated a poet

and enjoyed toc great a sense of perspective to descend to any such activity,

But, he did realize that, as a respected poet, whose star was definitely

in the ascendant, his powers upon his fellows were limitless; at this early

period in his life he was not certain precisely how to employ those powers}

certainly, with such dear friends as Leigh Hunt falling victim to tyranny

round about, Keats could hardly remain aloof from contemporary events,

November, 1815, marked the composition of the Epistle to George

Felton Mathew, a young sentimental poet with whom Keats had enjoyed a brief

friendship.

in Keats's mind between Apollonian versifying and Faustian actiont

Sweet are the pleasures that to verse belong,

And doubly sweet a brotherhood in song;

Nor can remembrance, Mathew] bring to view

A fate more pleasing, a delight more true

Than that in which the brother Foets joy'd,

Who with combined powers, their wit employ'd

To raise a trophy to the drama's muses.

The thought of this great partnership diffuses

Over the genius=loving heart, a feeling

Of a2ll that's high, and great, and good, and healing.

Too partial friemd! fain would I follow thee
Past each horizon of fine poesy;

Fain would I echo back each pleasant note

As o'er Sicilian seas, clear anthems float
tMong the light skimming gondolas far parted,
Just when the sun his farewell bsam has darted:

But 'tis impossible; far different cares
Becicon me sternly from soft 'lydian airs,!
And hold my faculties so long in thrall,

That I am oft in doubt whether at all
I shall again see Phoebus in the morning:

But might I now each passing moment give
To the coy muse, with me she would not live
In this dark city, nor would condenscend
'Mid contradictions her delights to lend.

. A - L A .

Here, for the first time, was explicitly revealed the dichotomy



-23-

There must be too a ruin dark, and gloomy,

To say 'joy not too much in all that's bloomy,!
Yet this is vain -—~ O Mathew lend thy aid

To find a place where I may greet the maid ===

ere we may soft humanity put o

And sit, and rhyme and think on Chatterton;

And that: warm=hearted Shakespeare sent to mee. him
Four laurell'd spirits, heaven-ward to intreat him,
With reverence would we speak of all the ages:
~And thou shouldst moralize on Milton's blindness,
And mourn the fearful dearth of human kindness

To those who strove with the bright golden wing
Of genius, to flap away each sting

Thrown by the pitiless world, We next could tell
Of those who in the cause of freedom fell;

Of our own Alfred, of Helvetian Tell;

Of him whose name to ev'ry heart's a solace,
Higheminded and unbending William Wallace,

While to the rugged north our musing turns

We well might drop a tear for him, and Burns, 28

Claude Lee Finney saw the conflict here between versifying and,
specifically, a career in medicine. Though it is true that at the time he
was studying and working as a dresser to a surgeon in a London hospital, I
see no reason for restricting the "far different cares" to medicine, At
any rate, the Keats of twenty years of age felt he was being sternly beckoned
from "soft 'lLydian airs'™ to the extent that he feared he would lose his
powers of communication with the Muses. Apparently, as much as he sensed an
impulse to humanitarian activity, he also felt a compulsive allegiance to
the Muses of Parnassus, The tone of this poem is tenderly pensive and
nostalgic; but there is especially something more than a goupgon of regret
for "the fearful dearth of humen kindness" and the ill treatment towards the
greatest spirits, both literary and otherwise, in English history. This
realization plagued Keats all of his life and was, I feel, a positive factor
in his occasional, if vehame;t, rejection of the pupuluce; On his trip to
Scotland a year later he especially bewailed the condition of Burns's
existence as he saw it, and again pondered the treatment by the English

people of their poets, But note again the freedom-{ighters whom he saluted:
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King Alfred, William Wallace, and William Tell}

The Epistle to My Brother George, composed in August of the follow-

ing year, marked Keats's first serious consideration of poetry as a profession
for his future. The rigorous training in surgery which he aad undergone was
now past; with it had fled all the fever and fret, especially the fear that
he had alienated his lMuse and that poetic inspiration was now a thing of the
past. Apparently, Keats was painfully conscious of the prerequisite need for
a proper climate and environment for creative activity., His residence was
now in Margate, his habitat was nature herself, and Apollo was near:

But there are times, when those that love the bay,

Fly from all sorrowing far, far away;

A sudden glow comes on them, naught they see

In water, earth, or air, but poesy. 29
Keats continued with an abundant description of all the knights in armor,
steeds, ladies, fairies, and bowers, which he was able to see in this Apollonian
state of "visionary repose," as Nietzsche's sister described it, But Keats
did not dwell in this dream; the tension in the poem is paramount, and he
Juxtaposed a long description with thoughts on the more serious work of the
poet s

These are the living pleasures of the bard:

But richer far posterity's award.

What does he murmur with his latest breath,

While his proud eye looks through the film of death?

'What though I leave this dull, and earthly mould,

Yet shall my spirit lofty converse hold

With after times.~--The patriot shall feel

My stern alarum, and unsheath his steel;

Or, in the senate thunder out my numbers

To startle princes from their easy slumbers,

The sage will mingle with each moral theme

My happy thoughts sententious; he will teem

With lofty periods when my verses fire him,
And then I'll stoop from heaven to inspire him, 30

The pull towards opposing poles and counterpoint in thought continues as

the Apollonian man soars upward:



Fair world, adieul

Thy dales, and hills, are fading from my view:

Swiftly I mount, upon wide spreading pinions,

Far from the narrow bounds of thy dominions,
But Keats never could soar from the earth very long withoui being soon drawn
back to it. The very fact that he drew so much ecstasy from the sensuous
and material aspects of earthly things constrained him from overstepping his
bounds, Unlike Icarus in this respect, and, especially different from Faust,
Keats never would have sold his soul for supernatural powers, The beauties
of the earth ravished his sensibilities so completely that it was a great
enough challenge in the twenty-five years preceding his premature death to
enjoy them alone and to pay a humble tribute of appreciation in his poetry,
which would immortalize those beauties long after they had passed from the
earth, Curiously, the most seemingly irrelevant things which his vision
caught often would channel his mind into thoughts of other problems, such
as in this ssme poem, in which the red poppies broﬁght reflections on the
British redcoats whom he hated:

On one side is a field of drpoping oats,

Through vhich the poppies show their scarlet coats;

S0 pert and useless, that they bring to mind

The scarlet coats that pester human-kind, 31

The influence of the friends and asaocié$es on an individual can

never be underestimated, Throughout the course of history the {ruits of
friendship have been both good and ill, depending, of course, on the situa-
tions and persons involved., For some one of so gregarious and impressionable
a nature as Keats, it was inevitable that he should remain sensitive to the
thoughts and actions of others, The debt which Keats felt he owed one early
friend was paid in his Epistle to Charles Cowden Clarke, the son;/ of the

8choolmaster of the Clarke 8chool which Keats had attended. In the poem
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which traced his poetic evolution culminating in the decision to devote his
life to poetry, Keats credited the younger Clarke with introdueing him to
the medium, teaching him the art of poetry itseli‘, and awakening a long
dormant love for poetry. Various allusions to particulars in Spenser and
Milton and the composers Mozart and Handel suggest the types of poetry and
music which they enjoyed together. But, as Finney wrote, it was Clarke
who helped influence Keats's awareness of contemporary religious, pelitical,
poetic, and social forces, which, in turn, shaped the content and composition
of Keats's large group of juvenile poems:

Who read for me the sonnet swelling loudly

Up to its climax and then dying proudly?

Who found for me the grandeur of the ode,

Growing, like Atlas, stronger from its load?

Who let me taste that more than cordial dram,

The sharp, the rapier-pointed epigram?

Show'd me that epic was of all the king,

Round, vast, and spanning all like Saturn's ring?

You too upheld the veil from Clio's beauty,

And pointed out the patriot's stern duty;

The might of Alfred, and the shaft of Tell;

The hand of Brutus, that so grandly fell

Upon a tyrant's head. 32

The extraordinary sense of mission and dedication which all creators
in the arts have shared is now a known commonplace., As Miss Cassidy wrote,
in the excerpt which I quoted earlier, though the artist may in the throes
of his struggle question the worth of his endeavor, he knows he has never
been given a choice., Certainly, it would hardly seem likely that he would
ever turn back, once he has been granted the vision. At this point, with
his total being he makes a consummate affirmation of "Yes"; the point of no
return has been reached,
Keats's guardian Richard Abbey had opposed his poetic endeavors

from the beginning., The result of some fiery interviews with Abbey was the

sonnet To a young lady who sent me & laurel crown, Miss Georglana Augusta
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Wylie, whom his brother George was later to marry. The call from Parnassus
had made Keats almost belligerently unrelenting in his desire to be a poet:

lo! who dares say, 'Do this'? Who dares call down
My will from its high purpose? Who say, 'Stand,'
Or 'Go'? This mighty moment I would frown
On abject Caesars---not the stoutest band
Of mailed heroes should tear off my crown: 33

The Pebruary 16, 1817, edition of The Exsminer published a new
sonnet, written in December, 1816, To Kosciusko, in the memory of the valiant
Pole who had dedicated his life to the cause of liberty---another in the long
line of favorite herces for Keats, A bust of the Polish hero is described
in the fragment of Sleep and Poetry devoted to a description of Hunt's study,
Keats included Kosciusko in that special group of courageous favoriteg——
among them, Alfred, William Wallace, and William Tell:

Good Kosciusko, thy great name alone
Is a full harvest whence to reap high feeling;
It comes upon us like the glorious pealing
Of the wide spheres---an everlasting tone, -
And now it tells me, that in worlds unknown,
The names of herces, burst from clouds concealing,
And change to harmonies, for ever stealing
Through cloudless blue, and round each silver throne,
It tells me too, that on a happy day,
When some good spirit walks upon the earth,
Thy name with Alfred's, and the great of yore
Gently commingling, gives tremendous birth
To a loud hymn, that sounds far, far away
To where the great God lives for evermore, 34

Before we pass from this early group of Jjuvenile poems, all of
which were written before Keats was twenty-two years of age, I would
emphasize that Keats hed not in his early manhood been devoting himself
excluslvely to topics of political and social importance; for each one
of the poems from which I have quoted above, there were many more little
pleces, some of which were conscious imitations of Spenser and the large
group of minor eighteenth century poets., Keats was at this point in what
might be called the gestation period of poetic development; uncertainty,

doubt, fear, naivete~-—clements such as these are readily apparent in all
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his early poems, He was groping his way awkwardly and ingenuously; new
thoughts, books, and persons were finding an unusually fallow mind on which
to impress themselves; this may be seen in the titles of some of the poems
themselves:

t1 stood tip-toe upon a little hill', On receiving a curious Shell, and a

Copy of Verses, from the same Ladies, Imitation of Spenser, 'How many bards

d the lapses of time.,'' '0 Solitude! if I must with thee dwell'!, and On
mmgwmw T A N w— - i e R

first looking into Chapman's Homer. The point I wish to meke is that,
contrary to the notions of so many people who see Keats and, indeed, so many
of the Romantic poets as escapists only, this young man was keenly aware of
current events and concerned to the extent that he wrote about them.

But it is time to turn to the first poem of major importance,

Sleep and Poetry, composed during November and December of 1816, Keats's

mind had been maturing rapidly. His knowledge from both experience and
reading; the influence of the poetic principles of Hunt; the stages of natural
education outlined by Wordsworth in Tintern Abbey; the figure of the charioteer
taken from Plato through Shelley; a thorough knowledge of the various schools
of English poetry, which he critically surveys=--all show a pronounced
development and a more acute cognizance of external issues,

The first section of the poem describes, exactly as Nietzsche and
his sister wrote, the state of visionary repose which the typical Apollonian
man and poet can enjoy; in the case of Keats, the visions appeared during
sleep; with Coleridge, for example, the use of narcotics brought about such
trances., Under such a condition Keats was quite ready to throw over every-
thing in surrender to his Muse:

O Poesy! for thee I hold my pen
That am not yet a glorious denizen
Of they wide heaven=---Should I rather kneel

Upon some mountain-top until I feel
A glowing splendour round about me hung,
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And echo back the voice of thine own tongue?
O Poesy! for thee I grasp my pen

That am not yet a glorious denizen

Cf thy wide heavenj yet, to my ardent prayer,
Yield from thy sanctuary some clear air,
Smooth'd for intoxication by the breath

Of flowering bays, that I may die a death

Of lwry, and my young spirit follow

The morning sun-beams to the great Apollo
like a fresh sacrifice; or, if I can bear
The o'erwhelming sweets, 'twill bring to me the fair
Visions of all places: a bowery nook

Will be elysium=== 35

It was this consummate surrender to his Muse, this total commitment,
the desire to be absorbed and consumed by beauty and poetry, which I consider
or define as the Apollonian Keats, Intimations of the problem which was to
vex him for the rest of his life, and which turned him towards the Apollonian
life in art=---the mutability of life and the perm%ﬁbe of Arte--follows:

Stop and consider! life is but a day;
A fragile dew=drop on its perilous way
From a tree's summit;

Lifa is the rosa'a hOpé while yet unblown}
The reading of an ever-changing tale; 36

What follows is another affirmation of his dedication to poesy, and an
ardently poignant (in light of the few years remaining) one:

0 for ten years, that I may overwhelm

Myself in poesy; so I may do the deed

That my own soul has to itself decreed.

Then will I pass the countries that I see

In long perspective, and continually

Taste their pure fountains. First the realm I'll pass

Of Flora, and old Pan: 37
Keats thought that ten years would be adequate to develop his poetiec powers
to the level necessary to "do the deed" which his soul had ™o itself decreed."
The reader now finds a passage charged with typical Keatsian imagery, an
imagery which generally represents all five of the human senses, Corres-
ponding to the second and third stages in a man's natural education as out=

lined by Wordsworth in Tintern Abbey Keats now turned his attention to the



second realm of poetry, which is concerned with the human heart.,

And c% I ever bid these joys farewell?

Yes, 1 must pass them for a nobler life,

Where I may find the agonies, the strife
£ human hearts, 38

Keats now incorporated the figure of the charioteer, t aken from

Plato's Phaedrus, to symbolize the poet's imaginationt

The charioteer with wond'rous gesture talks

To the trees and mountains; and there soon appear
Shapes of delight, of mystery, and fear,

Pagsing along before a dusky space

Made by some mighty ocaks: as they would chase
Some ever~ileeting music on they sweep

lo! how they murmur, laugh, and smile, and weep:
Some with upholden hand and mouth severe;

Some with their faces muffled to the ear

Between their arms; some, clear in youthful bloom,
Go glad and smilingly athwart the gloom;

Some looking back, and some with upward gaze;
Yes, thousands in a thousand different ways

Flit onward=-- 39

But painfully conscious of the letdown feeling, of the gravitational pull
which prevented any such disastrous fate as lcarus suffered, Keats described
the dénouement following the flight of his faney:

The visions all are fled--—the car is fled

Into the light of heaven, and in their stead

A sense of real things comes doubly strong,

And, like a muddy stream, would bear along

My soul to nothingness: but I will strive

Against all doubtings, and will keep alive

The thought of that same chariot, and the strange
Journey it went. 40

The rending realization of the limits of mortality was only too clear, as
it would be for the rest of his life; it plagued his Apollonian soul but
also nurtured the Faustian ment

Is there so small a range
In the present strength of manhood, that the high
Imagination cannot freely f{ly
As she was wont of 0ld? prepare her steeds,
Paw up against the light, and do sirange deeds
Upon the clouds? Has she not shown us all?



From the clear space of ether, to the small
Breath of new buds unfolding? From the meaning
Of Jove's large eye-brow, to the tender greening
Of April meadows? 41

" A second division, critically surveying the divers schools of
BEnglish poetry, especially attacking Pope and his followers and Wordsworthian

naturalism, contains Keats's famous definition and statement of the purpose
of poetry:

A drainless shower
Of light is poesy; 'Tis the supreme of power;
'"Tis might half slumb'ring on its own right arm,
The very archings of her eye-~lids charm
A thousand willing agents to obey,
And still she governs with the mildesf sways
But strength alone though of the Muses born
Is like a fallen angel: trees uptorn,
Darkness, and worms, and shrouds, and sepulchres
Delight it; for it feeds upon the burrs,
And thorns of life; forgetting the great end
Of poesy, that it should be a friend
To soothy the eares, and 1ift the thoughts of man. 42

Of this passage John Middleton Murry wrote a rather facile, if
not altogether convincing, explanation, which I gquote:

This intuition of the nature of poetry is very

difficult to apprehend or to express, because it is

the most essential., Poetry is a thing~in-itself, unique,
and the more truly it is poetry the less possible it is
to assimilate the elements which compose it to the
things which ordinarily bear the names of those elements.
We speak, for instance, of thought in poetry; but if the
poetry is pure and uncontaminated, the thought it contains
is of a different kind from what is ordinarily called
thought s it is a perception, not a cogitation, and in
the finest kind of poetry it is a perception of the
general in the particular, But there again, and quite
inevitably, by dragging in these words 'general' and
fparticular,! as we are forced to do, we are doing
violence to the unique thing, We are,in spite of
ourselves, assimilating poetic thought to ordinary
thought. We cannot do otherwise: exposition in such a
case is necessarily transposition, from one order of
reality into another., 43

This explanation, cogent as it may seem, is unsatisfying to me
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and almost beside the point, as far as the passage cited from Keats is
concerned, There does not seem to me to be any consistent decision reached
as to the aim of poetry., From the consensus of the critics, we may assume
that in this particular fragment Keats was attacking Byron and, especially,
Wordsworth's naturalism, for feeding on and employing the "burrs, and thorns
of life," losing sight of the ultimate purpose of poetry-—to tranquillize
the cares and 1ift the thoughts of man, A little later we are tolds

And they shall be accounted poet kings
Whe simply tell the most heart-easing things,
0 may these joys be ripe before I die. 44

Taken at face value all of this seems a total contradiction of
passing these joys for a nobler life,

Where I may find the agonies, the strife
Of human hearts:

Keats continued quite buoyantly in this vein, quite forgetting those agonies
and strifes:

But off Despondencel miserable banel

They should not know thee, who athirst to gain
A noble end, are thirsty every hour.

What though I am not wealthy in the dower

Of spanning wisdom; though I do not know

The shiftings of the mighty winds that blow
Hither and thither all the changing thoughts
Of man: though no great minist'ring reason sorts
Out the dark mysteries of human souls

To clear conceiving: yet there ever rolls

A vast idea before me, and I glean

Therefrom my liberty; thence too I've seen
The end and aim of Poesy. 45

But Keats did not continue long in such totally detached Apollonian
reverie and vision; the make-up of his own psyche did not permit him; if

he had been able, we can perhaps imagine that he would have been superficially



a happier man, But, his Faustian humanitarian concerns made him beth a
better and greater man, if not necessarily a greater poet, At this tender
age of twenty-one, he knew the long, arduous process which he would have
to undergo; any attempted deviation could only result in an ersatz kind of
poet and poetry, which would be anathema to such an honest and dedicated

person as Keats, However strongly the Apollonian vision had and would

repeatedly d?aw him, the thought of excellence and perfection had no slight
attraction; accepting the circumstances in the most intelligent philosophic
manner, he wished to descend to the hardest, most fruitful path, to feel
the necessary agony and suffering of himself, but also of others:

Ah! rather let me like a madman run
Over some precipice; let the hot sun
Melt my Dedalian wings, and drive me down
Convuls'd and headlong! Stay! an inward frown
Of conscience bids me be more calm awhile,
An ocean dim, sprinkled with many an isle,
Spreads awfully before me, How much toil}
How many days! what desperate turmoil!
Ere I can have explored its widenesses.
Ah, what a task! upon my bended knees,
I ¢ould unsay those=---no, impossiblel
Impossiblel ’

For sweet relief I'll dwell
On humbler thoughts, and let this strange assay
Begun in gentleness die so away.
Eten now all tumult from my bosom fades:
I turn full hearted to the friendly aids
That smooth the path of honour; brotherhood,
And friendliness the nurse of mutual good.
The hearty grasp that sends a pleasant sonnet
Into the brain ere one can think upon it; 46

It seems to me that the very words and images which Keals used
in this passage are indicative of a most warmly humane person=——e.g.,
"humbler,” "gentleness," "full hearted," "friendly aids," "brotherhood,"
#friendliness," "mutual good," and, .especially, "The hearty grasp."
Again, in this poem, Keats paid another tribute to his old and favorite

men of Faustian actiont Alfred and Kosciusko, in describing busts of them



in Hunt's homes

Great Alfred's too, with anxious, pitying eyes,
As if he always listened to the sighs.

Of the goaded world; and Kosciusko's worn

By horrid suffrance~--mightily forlorn. 47

The coming of Endymion was foreshadowed by the minor sonnet On
receiving a laurel crown from Leigh Hunt; its significance for us lies
in its tone of exuberant imaginings of new revolutions and liberties which
would be acquired, though Keats never knew it, in the revolutions of 1848:
Still time is fleeting, and no dream arises
Gorgeous as I would have it--~only I see
A Trampling down of what the world most prizes,
Turbans and Crowns, and blank regality;
And then I run into most wild surmises
Of all the many glories that may be, 48
"Turbans," "Crowns," and "regality" were to be used again in the opening of

Book III of Endymion.
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Right from the beginning of the year 1817 there was apparent
an increasing introspection, development, and maturity in Keats, The
conflict between Apollonian repose and Faustian effort was becoming an
ever-widening breach in his soul, As he worked with growing intensity on
his poetics and his profession in general, and as he met more and more
people, some of whom loved him while others rejected him, his greatest
challenge came from one indulgent and forgiving part of his heart, which
begged him not to become embittered, while his intellect and sensibilities
said they could no longer withstand intolerance, depravity, wickedness,
gossip, stupidity, and malice---all of which he saw with greater clarity
among an increasing number of people, He was never sure that he had chosen
the right path; inevitably he became certain that he had tsken the wrong one.
The result, for us, is a rather confused and totally contradictory set of
statements, one as strong as the others. For a man of so delicate a nature,
equally susceptible to the little acts of kindness, celebrated by Wordsworth,
as well as the darker, more invidious labyrinths of human nature, it was
quite impossible for him to reach any final conclusions, As is so often the
case, pride saved him, Even after the mortal blow following the publication
of Endymion was dealt him by the critics, Keats remained confident in his
own endowments; he was himself keenly aware at all times of both the defects
and virtues of his work, and that was, essantially; all that mattered to him,
When his spirits were right down to ebb tide, his pride prevented his show=
ing any outward signs of defeat or melancholy, though I think he must have
suffered much more than many critics seem willing to believe.

Though he often became disgruntled with people, Keats never for-
sook his Muse; indeed his entire life is the history of an ever-increasing

love of poetry. To John Hamilton Reynolds he wrote on April 17-18, 1817:



3w

I find that I cannot exist without poetry---without
eternal poetry-—-half the day will not do=-=the whole
of jt---1 began with a little, but habit has made me
& Leviathan. ’4:9

In the throes of composing Endymion he wrote to Leigh Hunt on May 10,
18172

These last two days however I have felt more confidente—-
I have asked myself so often why I should be a Poet more
than other Men---gseeing how great a thing it is,~-~how
great things are to be gained by it---what a thing to

be in the Mouth of Fame--~that at last the Idea has grown
so monstrously beyond my seeming Power of atiainment

that the other day I nearly consented with myself to

drop into a Phaeton=--yet 'tis a disgrace to fail even

in a huge attempt, and at this moment I drive the thought
from me, e

The same day he wrote Benjamin Robert Haydon:

++o] hope for the support of a High Power while I clime
this little eminence and especially in my Years of more
momentous Labor, I remember your saying that you had
notions of a good Genius presiding over you. I have of
late had the same thought——-for things which I do

half at Random are afterwards confirmed by my Jjudgment

in a dozen features of Propriety...l am glad you say

every Man of great Views is at times tormented as I am..,. 51

You tell me never to despair---I wish it was as easy for
me to observe the saying—-truth is I have a horrid
Morbidity of Temperament which has shown itself at inter-
vals=~=it is 1 have no doubt the greatest Enemy and
stumbling block I have to fear---There is no greater

8in after the seven deadly sins than to flatter oneself
into an idea of being a great Poet, 52

In this letter was expressed Keats's theory that the poet's function is to
express ethereal matters, a theory which formed the basis of the allegory
of Book II of ons

I know no one but you who c¢an be fully sensible of the
turmoil and anxiety, the sacrifice of all what is called
comfort the readiness to Measure time by what is done and
to die in 6 hours could plans be brought to conclusiong———
the looking upon the Sun the Moon the Stars, the Earth

and its contents as materials to form greater things==-
that is to say ethereal things=--but here I am talking
like a Madman greater things that our Creator himself
madel! 53
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But Keats never soared in the realm of the ethereal for very long;

I do not think that he ever really wanted to, Certainly, the highly charged
political and social scene around him did not permit his Faustian manhood
any extended imaginative flights., About the time that he was beginning
woik on Endymion two important cases involving freedom of the press were
causing much concern in the British nation., One involved Jonathan Wooler,
publisher of an obscure journal, The Black Dwarf, which had attacked the
ministry, accusing it of designs to conquer all of England, The second case,
considerably later, involved a publisher by the name of Hone, who had
cleverly parodied various practices in the Church, and who was eventually
acquitted., On Deceamber 21, 1817, rejoicing that subscriptions were being
raised for the publisher, Xeats wrote to his brothers George and Thomas,
expressing grave concernt

Hone, the publisher's trial, you must find very amusing;

and, as Englishmen, very encouraging---his Not Guilty is

a thing, which not to have been, would have “dulled still

more Liberty's Hmblazoning---Lord Ellenborough has been

paid in his own coin---~Wooler and Hone have done us an

essential service---, 34

The backgrounds of Endymion are rather involved and long. DBut

some knowledge of what was going on in Keats's mind, especially as revealed
in his letters, is necessary for a proper appreciation, Keats divided
Shakespeare's poetry into three categoriest the poetry of historical fact,
the poetry of human emotions, and the poetry of romance, the last being that
which he preferred. Prior to setting his pen to Endymion, he had been read-
ing some essays by Hazlitt, whose thought he found very harmonious to his
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