
COURSE OUTLINE
ENGLISH LITERATĮJRE FROM ROMANTICISM To MODER}ĮISM

Estonian: Inglise kirj andus romantismist modernismini
Code: FLGR 01.186
Semester:
When/where:
Lecturer: Pilvi Raj amäe
Office hours:
Fotmat: lecturę/seminar
Credits: 3 EAP
Aim: an overview of English literature from the late eighteenth to the early twentieth century

Exam: written, 2 hours, 4 questions, 2 of them general (i.e. on textbook material), 2 with text
analysis (i.e. your analysis of the texts we have been discussing in class, based on the material
in the textbook, your notes from the ļectures/seminars and your own reading of the texts; the

author's name, the title and the full texts concerned will be provided at the exam together with
the questions which will speciį the angle from which I would like you to consider the texts)

Requįred readįng:
Andrew Sanders. The Short oxford History of EngĮish Lįįerature. oxford UniversĘ
Press, !996, ISBN 0-19-871 157-3 (Pbk)

Chapter 6: The Literature of the Romantic Period.
Chapter 7: High Victorian Literature.
Chapter 8 : Late VictoriarVEdwardian Literature.

And also the material from
Roy Strong, The Spirit of Britažn. A Narratįve History of the Arts. Pimlico, 2000
Walter E. Houghton. The Vįcįorįan Framc of Mind, 1830-1870. New Haven and London:
Yale University Press, 1985
Marie Mulvey_RobeĖs (ed.) The Handbook to Gothįc Lįterature. London: Macmillan,
1998
included in the present course book.

NB ! Note concerning requįred/obligatorv reading
At our University to get 3 EAPs for a course a student is required to participate in 16 90-

minute seminars/lectures in a semester, which makes a total of 24 hours, and spend the sąņę
amount of time (i.e.24 hours) on independent work. The regulations laid down by the Faculty
of Philosophy decree that the amount of scientific literature for a student to be studied
independently is 10 pages per 60 minutes, which in the case of our 2 AP course makes 240
pages of independent reading. Please note that while the Chapters 6 to 8 from Sanders make
up 170 pages, the amount of material you will actually have to use to prepare for the exam
will amount only to 1 l8 pages. The extracts in this course book from Strong, Houghton and

Mulvey-Roberts taken together will amountto 122 pages, the total for your independent
homework thus being the required 240 pages.
The limit imposed by the Faculty has also relegated all the novels I would ideally have liked
you to read to the list of suggested (i.e. NOT obligatory) reading (see below).

Anthologies you might want to consult:



The Norton Antholog,l of EngĮish Lįterature. Fifth Edition. The Major Authors. Norton, 1987.
The oxford AnthoĮogy 0f EngĮish Lįterqture. Volume II. Ed. by Frank Kermode, John
Hollander, Harold Bloom, Martin Price, J.B. Trapp, Lionel Trilling. Oxford University Press,
1973.
Lįterature of the ll/estern WorĮd' Volume II: Neoclassicism Through the Modern Period.
Second Edition. Ed. by Brian Wilkie, James Hurt. Macmillan, 1988.
MacmįĮĮan AnthoĮogies of EngĮish Literature' Ed. by Michael Alexander, A. Norman Jeffares:

The Nineteenth Century. Ed. by Brian Martin. Macmillan, 1989.
The Twentieth Century. Ed. by Neil McEwan, 1989:

Other textbooks you might want to consult:

An outĮine of EngĮish Lįterature. Ed. by Pat Rogers. oxford UniversiŅ Press, 1998. ISBN 0_

te-288078-0 (Pbk).
Ronald Carter, John McRae. The Routledge History of Literature in English. Brįtaįn and
IreĮand. Routledge, 1997. ISBN 0-415-12343-7 (Pbk).

Longman Literature in English Series:
English poetry:
J.R. Watson. EngĮish Poetry of the Romantic Perįod, ]789-]830.
Bemard Richards. English Poetry of the Victorian Period, 1830-1890.
Neil Corcoran. EngĮish Poetry sįnce ]940.
English fiction:
Gary Kelly. English Fįctįon of the Romantįc Period, ]789-]830.
Michael Wheeler. EngĮish Fiction of the Victorįan Period, ]830-]890.
Douglas Hewitt. EngĮish Fiction of the Early Modern Period.
The intellectual and cultural context:
J.R. Watson' the Romantic Perįod, ]789-ļ830.
Robin Gilmour. The Vįctorįan Perįod, ]830-]890.

The Penguin History of Literature:
5. Literature of the Romantic Period.
6. The Victorians.
7. The Twentieth Century.

Texts discussed in class (most of them are extracts):

Radcliffe: The ItaĮįan
Wordsworth: The Preļude (Cambridge and the Alps,

Wordsworth Remembers the French RevoĮution)
Lįnes Composed a Few MiĮes above Tintern Abbey

Byron: Manfred
ChįĮde HaroĮd's PiĮgrimage
Don Juan (Īhe Isles of Greece)

Shelley: Mont Blanc
Prometheus Unbound
ode to LiberŅ
AĮastor: The Spirit of Solitude
Sonnet.' EngĮand įn ļ8]9



A Defence of Poetry
Keats: on Seeing the Elgin Marbļes

Endymion
ode to a Grecįan Urn
Ode to a Nightingale

Tennyson: The Lady ofShaĮott
The Epic. Morte d'Arthur
Guinevere
Sįr Gaļahad

Browning: Porphyria's Lover
My Last Duchess: Fenara
Love Among the Ruins

Arnold: Dover Beach
To Marguerite
To Marguerįte, įn Returning
The Buried Life

Hopkins: God's Grandeur
Canion Comfort
No Įt'orst, There Is None
Though Art Indeed Just, Lord

Swinburne : Poeta Loquitur
Pater: The Renaįssance
Wilde: Symphony in YeĮlow

Impression du Matin
Dowson: Cynara
Housman: A Shropshire LaĮXXXV, XL
de la Mare: Mįss Loo
Brooke: The oĮd Vicarage, Grantchester

The Soldįer
The Dead

Mackintosh : Recruiting
Asquith: The VoĮunįeer
Grenfell: Into Battļe
Sassoon: France

The Death-Bed
How to Dįe
Attack

Rosenberg: Louse Hunting
Owen: Dulce et Decorum Est

Strange Meeting
Exposure
FutiĮiņ

Lewis: The Song of Militant Romance
Hulme: The Embanhnenį

Image
T.S. Eliot: The Love Song of J. AĮfred Prufrock

The Waste Land
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ENGLISH LITERATĮ]RE. Year 3
Suggested reading

Gibbon: The DecĮine and FalĮ of the Roman Empire
Godwin: Things as They Are or, the Adventures of GaĮeb Wįllįams
Wollstonecraft: A Vindįcatįon of the Rights of Woman
Burke: A PhilosophicaĮ Enquiry into the origin of our Ideas of the SubĮįme and
Beautiful
Walpole: The Castle of Otranto
Radcliffe: The Mysteries of UdoĮpho

The ItaĮįan
Maturin: MeĮmoth the Wanderer
Lewis: The Monk
Beckford: Vathek
Mary Shelley: Frankenstein
Burney: Evelįna, or the History of a Young Lady's Entrance įnto the ĪĪrorĮd

CecįĮįa, or Memoįrs of an Heiress
Austen: Northanger Abbey

Prįde and Prejudice
Emma
Sense and SensibiĮiņ
MansfieĮd Park
Persuasion

Edgeworth: Castle Rackrent
The Absentee

Scott: Waverley
Ivanhoe

Carlyle: Sartor Resartus
Dickens: Martįn ChuzzĮewįt

NįchoĮas Nickleby
BĮeak House
Hard Times
Lįttle Dorrįt
Great Expectations

Gaskell: Mary Barton
North and South

Kingsley: Alton Locke
Disraeli: SybiĮ, or The Two Natįons
Thackeray: VaniŅ Fair
Anthony Trollope: the 'Barchester' novels

the 'Palliser' novels
Charlotte Bronte: Jane Eyre
Emily Bronte: Wuthering Heights
Anne Bronte: The Tenant of WildfeĮĮ Hall
Collins: The Woman įn Wite

The Moonstone
Meredith: The Egoist
Eliot: Adam Bede
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FeĮix HoĮt, the RadįcaĮ
The MįlĮ on the FĮoss
Middlemarch

Hughes: Tom Browne's SchooĮdays
Arnold: CuĮture and Anarchy
Ward: Robert EĮlsmere
Butler: The Way of All Flesh
Pater: Studįes įn the History of the Renaįssance
Hardy: Tess of the D'UrbervįĮĮes
Moore: Esther Waters
Gissing: New Grub Street
Wells: Tono Bungay
Stevenson. Treasure Isļand

Kidnapped
Catrįona

Kipling: Kim
Conrad: Lord Jim

Heart of Darhtess
Nostromo
The Secret Agent

Wilde: The Picture of Dorian Gray
Bennett: The oĮd Wįves' TaĮe
Forster: A Room with a Vįew

Howards End
A Passage to Indįa

Chesterton: The Man Wo was Thursday, A Nightmare
Graves: Goodbye to AlĮ That
Sassoon: Memoįrs of a Fox-Hunting Man

Memoirs of an Infantry Officer
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ENGLISH LITERATURE F'ROM ROMANTICISM To MODERļ\Į'ISM
Revision questions

1. WalpoĮe and the Gothic Revival.
2. The evolution of the Gothic romance in the 18th and 19th centuries (Walpole,

Radcliffe, Lewis, Maturin, Beckford, Mary Shelley, Stroker).
3" The Gothic/Romantic hero and heroine.
4. Radical and conservative responses to the revolutions in America and France

(Gibbon, Burke, Paine, Godwin, Wollstonecraft).
5. Reflective and nature poetry in the Romantic period (Cowper, Burns, Crabbe, Clare,

Wordsworth, Shelley, Keats).
6" Visionary poetry and the role of thę poet in the Romantic period (Blake, Coleridge,

Byron, Shelley).
7. The Greek Revival (Byron, Shelley, Keats).
8. The novel in the Romantic period (Smith, Burney, Austen, Edgeworth, Scott).
9" The Romantic essayists (Hazlitt, Lamb, De Quincey, Peacock).
10" The High Vietorian cultural scene.
11. The Chivalric Revival (Scott, Digby, Tennyson).
12. Victorian earnestness and its various manifestations.
13. The Victorian gospel of work and duty.
14. The idealization of the Victorian homę.
15" The Victorian woman worship.
16. The Victorian quest for moral purity.
17" The Victorian crisis of faith.
18" Ruskin and the Victorian Medieval Revival.
19" The major High Victorian novelists (Dickens, Gaskell, Thackeray, Trollope, the

Bronte sisters, George Eliot).
20. The major High Victorian poets (Tennyson, Browning, Arnold, Hopkins).
21. Victorian and Edwardian drama.
22" The late Victorian cultural scene.
23"The major Late Victorian novelists (Butler, Hardy, Gissing, Moore).
24.The Late Victorian literature of romance, adventure and colonial experience

(Stevenson, Conan Doyle, Kipling, Conrad).
25. The major Edwardian novelists (Wells, Bennett, Forster).
26.The major Edwardian and Georgian poets (Kipling, Hardy, Yeats, Housman, Brooke).
27 "Thę poets of the First World War (Brooke, owen, Sassoon, Rosenberg).
28. The Modemist revolution of the arts.
29. Modernist poetry (Pound, Lewis, Hulme, T. S. Eliot).



WALPOLE A}ĮD TIIE GoTI{Ic REVTVAL

n 10 January 1750 Horace Walpole Wrote to Horace lvlann, BritisĮr minister
in Fļorence, about his building plans. 'I am going to build a ļittļe Gothic
CastĮei he announced, to which lvlann, somewhat taken aback, repĮied:

'Why will you make įt Gothic? I know it is the taste at present, but I am really sorry
for iti For lvlann, who spent his life introducing upper class young men, amongst
them Walpoļe, to the glories of cļassical and ltalian Renaissance civįļisation, such a
decision was a betrayal of aristotratic ideaļs' But Walpole remained wholly undeter-
red by such a reaction, returning indeed to the topic three years later when he wrote
again to Mann: As my castļe iS so diminutive, I give myself a Burlinņon-aiņ and sa;4

that as Chiswick is a model of Grecian architecture, Strawberry Hill is to be so of
Gothici

What this correspondence reveals is Walpole's conscious wilfuļness in setting up
Strawberry Hilļ, his house at Twickenham/ aS an architectural fount on a par with
Lord Burlinņon's Chiswick. And in this he was to be proved right. But he cannot have
been happy to have been reminded by Mann that what he was doing was in fact not
original at aļl but 'the taste at present.' originality was in the end to come to Straw-
berry Hill, howeveĻ as it evoļved over almost three decades, ensuring its enduring
position aS one of the seminaļ buildings in the history of the country's domestic
architecture.

There is something vaņely unpĮeasant about Horace Walpole. Ambitious, arro8-
ant, tetchy, snobbish, malicious, jealous and smaļl-minded are adjectives generally
applied to him. How much these characteristics were heightened by being an outsid-
eĻ a homosexual, within a conformist society it is difficult to say. His irritabiĮity must
certainly have been made worse by gout, but one senses that much must have
Stemmed from a long and soĮitary ļife as an effeminate aris-
tocratic bacheļor whose code of class ruled out any form of
peĪmanent reĮationship. His passion for the handsome bi-
sexual Henry Fiennes-Cļinton, 9th Earļ of Lincoln, was to

ļead nowhere and that felt for him by the poet Thomas Gray WaS to be rebuffed as
from a sociaļ inferior. Small of stature, with large lustrous eyes Set within a naĪrow
face, and exhibiting a peculiar mincing gait, Walpole was aiways destined to be odd
man out. And yet he was to be one of the century's great trend-setters, operating with
an almost perveĪse sense of defiance of the established norms of taste arrd style.

WalpoĮe's position from birth WaS one of privilege being the youngest son of the
most influentiai politician of the century Sir Robert Waipole, a father who įn many
ways embodied the antithesis of his son's aspirations. The parents, however, lived
apart and Walpole, who was physicaliy a frail chiļd, was brought up by his mother
whose memory he was later to celebrate in the Tribune at Strawberry Hill. His was a
Convenįiofial upbringing, passing by way of tutors to Eton where he fell in with many
of the peopĮe who were to form his Įife's inner cįrcļe, inciuding Lincoln and Gray.
Cambridge followed and then the conventionaļ Grand Tour which he set out on įn
the company of Gray tn !739, initially it seems onĮy with France įn mind in order to
perfect hįs French. Soon the touĪ was extended to include ltaĮy with the usual scen-
ario of Turin, Florence, Rome and Naples. In ltaly his Įatent passion for raven-haired
Lincoln was reawakened; they met at Reggio and then moved on togetheĪ to Venice.
No aspect of WaĮpole's ļįfe was aS oPaque as üis relationship, if such it was, for he
either destroyed or edited any evidence which would provide a clue as to its exact
nature.
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Lincoln's influence was far from benign, for he introduced WalpoĮe to a dubious

loose_living circle which incĮuded the homosexual Iohn Chute, theatrical and flaun-

ting, but someone who was to stay the course as the one constant member of what

Walpole calĮed his Committee of Taste advising on Strawberry Hill. Lincoln in fact

married in 1744 and eventuaĮly he was to inherit the Pelham dukedom as 2nd Duke
of Newcastļe. No amount of venom was too great to be heaped upon any member of
that family as far as Walpoie was concemed. By the ļate ļ7 40s he had already settled

into what was to be the pattem of the rest of his life. And that consisted of a London
season whiĮe Parļiament WaS sitting (for he became an MP), first in a house in Arling-
ton Street and later in Berkeley Square, and late spring and summer at his house in
Twickenham. Little occurred to alter this except his retirement as an MP in 17 67 and
his rediscovery of France later in ļife' As a result he visited Paris a number of times,

the last being in 77 7 5 ' In his dotage WalpoĮe was to inherit the title of Earļ of orford
but roo late to make it worth his while taking his seat in the Lords. He died on 2
March !797, writing about that event two months before in the following terms: 'l
shall be quite content with a sprig of rosemary thrown after me, when the parson of
the parish commits my dust to dust.'

Nothing was further from the truth than this statement foĪ obscurity was not his
aim in life. Far from it, forWalpole had iong before determined otherwise when, only
in his second year at Cambridge, he had decided to be the social chronicler of his age.

įvlore than four thousand Įetters by Walpole exist, an aļmost inexhaustibie mine of
anecdote and gossip covering four decades of Georņan England. In addition he
wrote memoirs of the reigns of George II and George III. These he Įeft in a locked box
to be opened only in the next century to what he must have known wouļd be devas-
tating effect. Walpole is an įrresistible writer who knew how to wįeļd his pen to dead_

ly puņose. Unļike the diarists Pepys and Evelyn, Walpole WĪote both his ļetters and
the memoirs with posterity very firmly in view. The resuļt has been to See the age

through his eyes and with aļļ his prejudices. only in recent times has it been at all
possibĮe to discount his at times appalling distortion of both people and events. But
that should not detract from the fact that Walpoie's poweĪS of narrative description
and deļineation of character are brilliant and his work remains a į0įrr de force.

His fame as a writer was to be posthumous but he was to enjoy fame of another
kind during his own ļifetime, in the main through the building of his Thameside viļ-
Įa, Strawberry Hill. In May 1747 Walpole took a lease on five acres of fields and
'Chopp'd Straw Halļ', Twickenham' This was an area where aristocrats, gentry and
members of the merchant classes had their country retreats buiļt in every imaginable
sŲle. The site was a deiightful one, with meadows stretching down to the water's edge
from the house and vistas to the wooded slopes of Rįchmond Hill. From the outset
he had determined that the house should not only be Gothic in style but asym-
metricaļ in plan.

Walpole never actually articulated what had first enticed him about Gothic, but
he was certainly haunted by the pinnacles and spires of Eton College and by the tĮļr_
rets of Windsor Castle which soared above it. Indeed the year before he took Straw-
berry HilĮ he had Įeased a house in the ļower ward of the castļe. In Paris too he had
been drawn to one of the capital's least imposing Gothic edifices, the Chartreux,
because of its rambling and meļancholic qualities. And this had inspired hirn to visit
the Grande Chartreuse, high in the mountains of Savoy, which, although the building
itseif turned out to be a disappointment, left him enraptured by the wild Alpine
scenery.
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What Horace Walpole was to achieve through Strawberry Hill was to sell Gothic

to high society as a fashionable iiving style. The house was built to be noriced and
every addition he made to it was trumpeted abroad. At tļre outset there was nothing
particuiarĮy novel about the project. Gothic as an architectural style had meandered
on through the seventeenth century aS one to be used for churches and coĮlege
buildings. In the early eighteenth it had gained a political connotation as symboĮic
of the ideaļs of the ruling Whig oligarchy and ancient British ļiberties. Compared
with the cļassicaļ style, however, it was stiļl but a trickļe. Its potentiaļ to become a
flood was there, as ūe dichotomy faced by aristocrats and gentry looking two WayS at
once gradually impinged, back to Ancient Rome and, at the same time, back also to
the nationaļ medievaļ past. The resuļt was an unhappy tension between simultan-
eously maintaining a respect for the classicaļ heritage and, side by side, a devotion to
the national heritage of the Gothic style.

The latter proliferated hugely during the 1Z3Os and
series of pattern books, particularly those by Batty Lang-
ley. These worked from the premise that Gothic was a
corrupt version of Roman architecture which only cal_
ļed for squaring with the works of Vitruvius. All over the
country Gothic garden buildings, entĪance gates, tow-
ers, pavilions, steepĮes and mock ruins were erected by
architects such as Sanderson Miļļer and Richard Bent-
ley. The atmosphere of this rebuilding of the English
medieval past is caught in ļines by Thomas Gray, him-
seļf aļso an antiquarian and lover of Gothic, on some
mock ruins put up by Lord Hoļland in Kent:

Here mouidering fanes and battļements adse,
Tuffets and arches nodding to their faļl,
Unpeopled monasteries delude ouĪ eyes/

And mimic desolation covers aļļ.

That style was to take off even more įn the 1750s be-
cause it was fulĮy compatible with the new ideals of the
Subļime as articulated by Edmund Burke. on to that
ļater įn the century Uvedale Price and Richard Payne
Knight were to graft the aesthetic of the picturesque,
which rested between the Sublime and the Beautifuļ but
which gave Īheoreticai sanction for the application of
irreņlarity to buiĮdings and sites which could not lay
cĮaįm to the qualities demanded by the SubĮime. ļvlost
of that iay in the future when Walpoie began working
on Strawberry Hill in the ļate 1740s but it was įn fact to
provide the vitaļ thread which WaS to ļead from Gothic
to Gothic Revival, a principal nineteenth century style which was to cross rhe globe.

Walpole's contribution was to be cruciaļ on two points. At Strawberry HiIl for the
first time there was an insistence on archaeologically coĪrect Gothic, a criterion which
Walpole disseminated to his wide circle of acquaintance. SecondĮy he introduced
asymmetry into domestic architecture aS any study of the ground-pĮan of Strawberry
HiĮl amply demonstrates' 'I am as fondi he once Wrote, 'of the . . . Chinese lack of
symmetry in buildings as in grounds or gardensl Asymmetry was to be part of Straw-

1740s, thanks to a whole

Riclnrd BentĮey's gothic heacĮpiece to

Tltotrttts Crtty's Elegy Written in a

Country Churchyard ( I zst ).
WaĮpoĮe ruas tlu ņbĮisher of Grtty's
uorls tnL| BentĮe1, w6yļ1g1į 9n

Sntttuberry HiĮĮ.



berry Hill from the start. Walpoļe was in fact appĮying to a building what WįIļiam
Kent, whose gardens if not his rendering of the Gothic sŅle he admired, had first ap-
plied to garden design earļier in the century. Strawberry HiĮl had a variety of volumes
and an indeterminary of ourline which together wele to form the centraļ character-
istic of viļla architecture thereafter'

Walpole's so-caļled Committee of Taste rambled on as the house was buiļt over
the years but only one person was to survive the whole course, Iohn Chute. He was a
younger son also, although later in life he inherited The Vyne (Hampshire) which he
partļy Gothicised. Walpole considered him 'an exquisite architect, of the finest taste,
both in the Grecian and Gothic sŅles . . j Chute Seems to have goaded Walpole on to
new excesses. The third member of the team was Richard Bentley, a pasticheur in the
rococo Gothic manneĪ who was to begin to faļļ from
grace during the 1750s and who finally r^/enr in 1760.
By then Walpole had turned against him as the purveyor
of inauthentic Gothic. Bentley was only one of a proces-
sion of contĪibutors which incļuded Wiļliam Robinson,
lohann Heinrich lvluntz, Thomas Pitt, ļames Essex and
Robert Adam. But the truth of the matter was that the
vision was Walpole's and these were his amanuenses.
When those peopĮe worked for any other cļient the res_

ult was far more conventional and, in particulaņ the
houses were always symmetrical.

The construction of Strawberry Hiļļ went in two
phases, the first a Gothicising of what was already there,
the second the addition of what was in effect a second
house tacked on to the a{sting one, a showplace in
which Walpole's ever-expanding collections could be
dispĮayed and, increasingly, to which the public might
be admitted to admire. The initial phase opened with
superimposing a Gothic skin, inspired by Kent's Esher

Cotltic tullins!' becane tlw JitshĮon Įn

the 1740s antĮ 1750s Jed by pattern
boolls sttch tts PttuĮ Decher's Goihīc
Architecture Decorated ' . ., 1759' įn
ķltįch thīs unĮilvĮy gartĮen ofl1Įnnent

figtn'es.

The Jront tlJ Su'tuuben}, HiĮĮ Jiottt
Horuce WaĮpoĮe's A Descriptiorr of
Strawberry Hilį (ļ Z84). 40
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/Pļace nearb, on to the east front towards the river. Like

most of the exterior it Įacked character in the detail and,

although Walpole was to denounce Batty Langley's
Cothic, it was very much įn his manner. Far more impot1ant was the invoĮvement of
Bentley in designing a new entrance haļļ to act as a dramatic centrepiece for the
house. With its complex use of attenuated Early English coĮumns and dim shadowy
Įight filtered through coloured giass (he buĮk-bought old stained glass from Fļan-
ders) its effect on visitors was immediate. At the same time the south, or garden, front
began to be remodeiĮed and, in 17 55, the Great Parlour was finished, allowing Wal-
pole to enterlain.

He had beņn to fall out with Bentley and what might be categorised as the roco-
co Gothic phase drew to an end, to be replaced by a keenly historicist one įn which
every feature in the interior was to have its known source. By the autumn of 1758
Walpole had set his mincļ on 'a gallery a round toweĻ a larger cĮoister, and a cabinet.'
These formed in effect the dispĮay area and went up piecemeal; the GalĮery was
cornpleted tn 1'7 63 and the Beauclerck ToweĻ at the extreme end of the development,
was finishedin ļ776. Walpole, writing of the toweĻ summed up what was the visual
impression of the whole: 'It has an exceedingly pretty effect, breaking the long ļine of
the house picturesquely and Įooking very ancient1

The impact of Strawberry HiĮl Was to deper_rd ļess on its exterior than on its inter_

ior decoration and on the disposition of its actual rooms, which were all shapes and
sizes. Walpole was an interior decorator of genius, in essence making living with an-
tiques fashionable for the first time. In that he was a pioneer of what was to become
widespread after 1B30 and ubiquitous bythe cļose of the twentieth century. But in
the second haļf of the eighteenth century it was a novelty. The usuaļ tĪeatment of the
interiors of grand houses was for the furnishings and fittings to be designed in a

single coherent style by the architect or by an upholsterer. By 1750 that could be in
any of a number of styles, neo-classical, rococo, Chinese oņ indeed, Gothic, but the
central point was that everything was new, even if somehow old family things were
incoņorated' tvtuch was of course designed and speciaĮIy made for Strawberry Hill
but these items were integrated into a dėcor which prided itseļf on being based on
historic soulces and in depĮoying real objects, ones which were treasured for their
lineage, having belonged often to this or that famous historical personage. Although
rooms were themed there was also an unprecedented mingling of periods and styles
of artefact in a way which anticipated the cacophony of the Victorian era.

This was the key feature of the display rooms, for the private part of the house was
far less eccentric, in fact the breakfast-room and bedroom Were not Gothic at alļ. But
it was what the public SaW that matteled and it has been estimated that at ļeast ten
thousand members of the ėļite cļasses passed through the public rooms. By 1754 a

trickle had beņn and nine years later WalpoĮe semi-officially opened the pĮace, opin-
ing to a friend: 'My house is full of people, and has been so from the instant I break-
fasted, and more are coming in; in short, I keep an inn; the sign, 'The Gothic Castle".
Since my CalĮery was finished I have not been in it a quarter of an hour together; my
whole time is passed in giving tickets to see it . . I By 777 6 he had published his first
ņidebook for visitors.

]t is difficult to think that Walpoļe had not deļiberately calcuĮated the impact of
his creations as being novel. The route foļļowed was a Set one: in through the ent-
rance haļļ, up the stairs to the Armoury the Library the Star Chambeņ the Hoibein
Chamber, the Tribune (formerly the Chapel), the Great North Bedchamber, the Gaļ-
iery and down the backstairs and out along the Great Cloister which ran beneath the
Callery. What wouļd have Struck the visitors wouļd have been üe authenticity of the
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Goüic. In the Library the bookcases Were based on a ScĪeen in old St. PauĮ's and the

chimney was inspired by the tomb of Iohn of Eltham. In the Holbein Chamber the

screen was modelļed on that on Archbishop Warham's tomb in Canterbury Cath-

edraļ. The ceiling in the Tribune was derived from the vaulting in the chapteĪ house

at York while that in the Gallery was fan vauĮting in papier māchė, copied from one

of the side aisles of Henry ViI's Chapel in Westminster Abbey. Every room was fiIļed
with objects and pictures, Tudor and Elizabethan ones in the Hoļbein Chamber,

including items like Cardinal Wolsey's hat hanging TI.teGtilIeņ'4sSttzut'berņ'HįĮI,ttt't

from the back of a chair made for one of the last abūotį ',:,:,:;::;:Įi,:::',^;';',:!r::,":::;,,i":,:ļ';

of Glastonbury. In the Tribune, in emulation of the tlispĮoy of ltistoricnĮ porttaīts. one o|

grand-ducal one in the Uffizi, Walpole assembļed aļļ his 'r'iļļ'.^'' 
shotu toottrs Įļs ]'ec,ftļeLļ įn

gĪeatest treasuĪes in a setting deiiberately ecclesiastical.

A four-apsed square was ļit with a goĮden gloom from coĮoured giass and there was

an aļtar with candĮesticks, Sconces and ivory vases. 'I like Popery as welļ as youi he

wrote to a clerical friend, 'and I have shown I do. I like it as I do chivalry and romance.

They all furnish me with ideas and visions . . l

That it suppĮied just such for its visitors įs undoubted. Walpole had transformed

his house into a secular tĪeasury of British and family history. Rooms ļike the GalĮery

with its crimson damask waļļs, niches ļined with mirror glass and spider's web of
gilded Gothic filigree work crammed with oĮd portraits and oid masters, paraded a

glittering vulgarity which proved to be deeply seductive to the next generation. One

other thing was also evident' This was a bachelor's house with littļe thought given to

household practicalities and much instead appĮied to what at tįmes barely arose

above a series of tawdry stage sets.

But Strawberry HiIĮ made įts poirrt. lf offered above aļĮ to middļe income peopĮe

a possibie style which was both manageable and distinctive. Asymmetry was hence-

forth to be of prime importance in domestic architecture. Aļso WalpoĮe's deep con-
cern with authenticity (in which he was not alone in his generation) led to a dramatįc
change of foftune for surviving medievaĮ buildings. They began for the first time not
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to be used as handy quarries for building stone but instead to be prized. The ruins of
Fountains Abbey, for example, were incorporated into the landscape gardens of Str-rd-

ley Royal (Yorkshire). It led aĮso to the earliest rescues of historic monuments' In
1765 the Bristol High Cross was saved and re-erected as a feature in the garden at
Stourhead (Wittshire). Aļl of this Įed on in turn to the first serįous restoration of cath-
edraĮs and churches, albeit that such work couĮd precipitate damage. But that price
was worth paying for what was a pioneer recognition of an architectural heritage
which caiļed for preservation.

Side by side with that Strawberry Hill gave an impetus to antiquarian studįes
which were revived eariier in the century with the founding \n 1707 of the Society of
Antiquaries. From |773 onwards Francis Grose's volumes Antiqtities of EngĮand ttnd
WaĮesbegan to appeaĻ and also John Carter'S Works, including Specimens of ScuĮpture
and Paįnting (1786), which was dedicated to WalpoĮe, and his Vietus of Ancįent BttįI-
dings (I786-93). Those fueļled the pubĮication of Gothic architecturaļ detaiļs, a
movement which was to reach a clima,r in A. C. Pugin's Specimens of Gothic Architec-
tu'e (Į82ļ,23) and L. N. Cottingham'sWorhingDrawings for Gothįc ornaments (1B23).

The fulļ impact of Strawberry Hill on architecture lay in the future in Į797 when
Walpole dįed. So too did his impact on üe literary worļd which included not only
ļris letters and memoįrs but items which he produced from his own press which he
had set up in 1757. Amongst these were üe first defence of Richard III (1768), a

subject which was to sire a progeny tr^/o centuries on, and Anecdotes of Painting in
Ėngland (I762)' The latterwas based on the notes of the antiqualy George Vertue
which he had acquired in 1758 from Vertue's widow. The resulting book remains the
foundation stone of English art history. But it is upon neither of these that his prin-
cipal fame WaS to rest but rather on a noveļla, what he bilļed as a transļation from an
oļd manuscript, of which he published five hundred copies in 1765' Itwas entitĮed
The CastĮe of otrttnto.

That book, it has recentĮy been arņed, was written in a few weeks in the after-
math of the author's sexuaĮity being cited in a Contemporary pamphlet. What is strik-
ing is that The Cttstļe of otrtlnto has never been out of print. It is recognised as the
fount of a new literary genre, the Gothic novei, Įruge quantities of i,vhich were written
until the cļose of the first quarter of the nįneteenth century. In addition įt was to be
a major SouICe engendering enüusiasm for the Middle Ages and aļso for what were
the trappings of the Romantic movement. As in the case of Strawberry HiIļThe CastĮe
of Otranto was not without precedent, for it had predecessors in France in the 1730s
and 1740s and it needs also to be placed into its native context. The poems of ossįan
were being published at the time and the year in which Walpole's noveļĮa appeared
Bishop Percy published his ReĮiques of Ancient English Poeuy.

The CastĮe of otranto tells the story of a Castle ripped apart by a monstĪous ghost.
It contains aII the inner dynamics which were to be utilised by almost alļ the Gothic
noveļs which followed in įts wake. These focused on a crime committed in the past
whįch had not yet been avenged. The criminaļ was usually a murderer or a usurper
and the reaļ heir was generally lurking under a false identity unaware of his own
destiny. The plots traced the persecution of that heir by the criminaļ until he was
unmasked and the heir was abĮe to take possession of his patrimony.
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GOTHTC 1760-1820

The Gothic Belrivąļ
It is a major change in attitudes towards medieval styles. Antiquarianism, the vogue for the
Graveyard school of poetry and an intense interest in the sublime contributed to thę
reassessment of the heritage of the Middle Ages. Gothįc architecture, which had been
dismissed by the Neo-classicists as massive, cumbersome, unwieldy, barbaric and childįsh
in its profusion of decorative detail and which was seen as being appropriately ruined, as
befitted the symbol of thę defeat of the Cathotic Church by Reformation, now became
associated with a new, more expansive and imaginative potential for aesthetic
production.

From a derogatory term (associated with barbarous customs, superstition,
ignorance, extravagant fancy and nafural wildness), 'Gothic' metamoņhosed during the
C18 into a synonym for liberty and democracy (the ancient liberties of the freedom-loving
Goths (i"e. the Germanic peoples generally/Goth:Jute:Gete) as opposed to the tyrannical
Frenchmen, the liberties of the Protestant countries as opposed to the Catholic tyrannies like
France), resistance to the imposition of classical aesthetic values and the pride in English
national culture as free, natural and imaginative as opposed to classical servility (and in C19)
the modern mechanical reproduction of art objects).

Gothic is symptomatic of a nostalgia for the past which idealizes the medieval
world as one of organic wholeness, in which individuals were defined as members of the
'body politic'. This view of the past serves to contrast it with the modem bourgeois society,
made up of atomistic, possessive individuals who have no essential relation to each other.
Relations between people are seen as no longer organic but mechanistic, based on scientific
laws of cause and effect and sheer self-interest which prompt the artificial construction of a
society seen now as based on 'a social contract'. While in the feudal world the individual will
had been restrained by extemal systems, the modern world rests on the autonomous and self-
regulating individual" The belief in the ability of the individual to govern himself rationally is
at the heart of the modern liberal definition of freedom as the absence of external constraints.
It is a logical extension of the Protestant view of religion as a question of individual faith
which will be pushed to its natural extreme by the philosophy of anarchism which views all
external systems of regulation as unnatural and evil. Gothic can in this context be viewed as a
critique of Protestant bourgeois values, as it attacks the modern liberal assumption that the
individual is a self-regulating autonomous entiŅ who is able to govern his own passions
rationally without extemal constraints. The Gothic villain is frequently an example of the
modem materialistic individuaļ taken to an extreme, at which point he becomes an egotistical
and wilful threat to social unity and order.

Gothic as a stvle
in literature and art can be viewed as: a rebellion against the constraining Neo-classical
aesthetic ideal of order and unity in order to recoyer a suppressed primitive and barbaric
imaginative freedom; a return to the repressed subconscious enerry which strives to burst
forth from the restraints of the conscious ego; a sign of the resurrection of the need for the
sacred and transcendent in a modern enlightened secular world which denies the existence
of supematural forces; a kind of generic missing link between the romance and the novel;
a premafure and crude manifestation of the emerging values of Romanticism (the
bizarre, eccentric, wild, savage, lawless, transgressive, original imagination); a revolt against
a mechanistic or atomistic vįew of the world in favour of recovering an earlier organic
model of the world.
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Orieins:
British folklore, ballads, romance (esp. Spenser's The Faerįe Queen), the Elizabethan and
Jacobean tragedy (esp. Shakespeare), Milton's Paradise Įosl (esp. the figure of Satan) and IĮ
Penseroso (and the renaissance ideas of melancholy in general), the Graveyard Poets,
Macpherson's ossįan (a fabricated Gaelic poet much admired for his romantic spirit and
rhythm), German literature (esp. Schiller's The Robbers), ideas conceming the sublime, the
sentimental novel (Rousseau, Richardson).

Stock components:
A tortuous, fragmented narrative relating mysterious incidents, horrible images, tales of
darkness, desire (frequently incestuous) and power (usually evil).
The threat (whether imagined or real) emanating from typical Gothic characters like spectres,
monsters, demons, coņses, skeletons, evil aristocrats and bandits (usually dark-complexioned
Mediterranean types), monks and nuns, fainting heroines, sentimental heroes; in the C19 also
scientists, fathers, husbands, madmen, criminals and the monstrous double (e.g. Stevenson's
Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, Wilde's Dorian Gray).
Landscapes desolate and full of menace, based on the paintings of Salvator Rosa and Claude
Lorraįn (wild and gloomy mountains like the Alps (the sublimę landscape par exceĮĮence)),
later the modern urban scene.
Locations: decaying medieval castles, ruined abbeys, churches and graveyards, the country
house.
Imagination and emotional excess exceed reason. Passion, excitement and sensation
transgress social proprieties and moral laws. The boundless imaginative freruy, untamed by
reason, and luscious over-ornamentation in style were a move away from the strict Neo-
classical demand for clarity, symmetry, unity and common sense.

The sublime:
De Boileau's translation of Longinus's treatise on the SubĮįme (C3 AD)
Edmund Burke's A PhiĮosophicaĮ Enquiry into the origin of our ldeas of the Sublįme and
Beautiful (1757):

Beautiful objects arę characterizęd by smallness, smoothness, delicacy and gradual
variation" They evoke love and tendemess and can be contained within the individual's
gaze or comprehension.

Sublime objects are vast, magnificent and obscure. Their loudness or sudden
contrasts (like the play of light and shade in Gothic buildings) contribute to the sense of
extension and infinity, a transcendental experience which cannot be processed by the
rational mind. The excess of emotion produces in the viewer the conflicting emotions of
delight and horror, tranquility and terror. Terror here is akin to the sense of wondement
and awe accompanying the religious experience. Sublimity manifests itself, above all, in the
grandeur of the natural landscapes (the wonder, awe, horror and joy produced by the
irregularity, diversity and scale of mountain ranges like the Alps) which offers glimpses of a
metaphysical force beyond rational knowledge and human comprehension; but also in
Gothic architecfure where the irregularity, ornamentation and the sheer size of the buildings
suggests divinity and infinity.
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Goihic Novel

The Gothic Novel begins with the anonymous pubĮication of colļector,

antiquarian, diļettantāHORACE WALPoLE's novel The Cąstle ot'otrnnto

1zei), subtitied 'A Gothick Story'. Walpole, who was aĮso an MP, con-

ceaļecį himself behind layers of Pērsonae, teasingĮy framing the story as a

fifteenth-century manuscript by one 'Onuphrio Muralto', translated by

'Wiļliam }vIarshaļļ, Gent.' The critics lvere hostiļe, sensing a fake, but not

quite sure- The public, however, was entļrusiastici tļre first edition soļd

out in a matter of nronths and WalpoĮe lvas prevailed upon to reveaļ

himseļf as the author.
The story of' T]rc CctstĮe of otrm o reveals inany of the preoccupations of

the ļater Gothic Noveļ. it looks back to a feudaļ world, in this case, me-

dievaļ Italv, in rvhich the Lord of |he Manor, Manfred, the first of a long

Iine of Goįnic vįļļain/}ieroes, exercises seigneurial righis over the minds

ancį bodies of his subjects. His castĮe, however, as part of an ancient

propl-recy, aPPeaĪS to be haunted by a giganiic suit of armour. His obses-

ļion '"iįr' pr1mogeniture, and the inabiļity of his wife _Hippolita to

provicĮe hiÄ lvith an heir, lead him, on the news of the death of his sickly

ļon, Conrad, to offer himseļf in a peremptory, and vaguely incestuous,

faslrion to his quondam prospective daughter-in-law, Isabelļa. Isabelļa,

the first of a linā of intrepid Gothic heroines, refuses him indignantĮy and

flees througļr the subterranean vauļts of the castle, taking refuge in the

Iocaļ monaĮtery churclt. In the encį, Manfred is reveaļed as the son of a

usurPer of tlre ļine of otranto, which is represented by a youn8 peasant

/lo,u c-?r' -672 f- rftą

of nobļe bearing, Theodore, who defies him and with whom Isabeļļa has
in the meantime fallen in ļove.

This plot encodes various obsessions of the later Gothic: the 'authenti-
caling' pretence that the author is merely the editor of a found manu-
script; the setting in medieval and 'superstitious' Southern Cathoļic
Europe; the expectation of the supernatural; the conflaĖon of hero and
villain; the decay of primogeniture and of feudal and aristocratic rights
in general, and the rise of an ambitious bourgeoisie eager to exercise
individual freedom in marriage and inheritance; the focus on the vic-
timised, but often defiant, position of women; the use of confined spaces
- castles, dungeons, monasteries and prisons, to symbolise extreme emo-
tional states by iabyrinthine incarceration - aļl these characteristic
modalities spring into being, more oĪ less fully formed, in Walpole's tale.

But Walpole's story exhibits a contradiction between subject matter
and language which is uncharacteristic of the tradition it founded.
Stylistically, it is dry, witfy, terse, and suffused with the rational virtues
of eighteenth-century prose - it has no Romantic expansiveness, and
thought it foregrounds extreme emotions, especially in the case of
Manfred, its characters, generaĮly speaking, are puppets without psycho-
logical depth and its action is screwed to a high pitch of meļodrama.
Walpole was PeĪsonaily close to ihe Enlightenment in France, ancl yet his
aniiquarianism and his diļettantism, beneath a humorous faęade, reveaļed
a moĪe serious interest in neglected areas of historicaļ scholarship and a
willingness to speculate about aļternative modes of awareness. In a
famous account of the genesis of the tale, which proved interesting to
Andrė Breton and the French Surreaļists in the 1930s, lValpole shows that
he was indeed allolving his unconscious to dominate the lvriting PĪoceSS.

Mid-eighteenth-century aesthetics are built on Horace - polished,
witty, decorous, and above aļl conscious, writing which is buiļt on an
aesthetics of product. But the Longinian aesthetics of THE SUBLIIVIE,
revived a]so in the mid-century by Burke in his A PhiĮosophicaĮ Inquiry
into the origin of our ldeas of the SubĮįme and the Beautit'ttĮ (7757), are
founded on an aesthetics of Process/ foregrounding the affecrive reļation-
ship between reader and text. Burke's treatise is a blueprint for an aes-
thetics of terror and horror, laying down a set of conditions for the
excitement of the reader's passions. The artist's task was to evoke fear,
grandeur and awe in the souļ of the reader.

Walpole aļso invented other characteristics of the genre that were to
endure: his 'Gothic story' was ostensibly set back in the remote past in a
age of 'superstition' when emotions were freer and manners more direci
and barbarous than in eighteenth-century polite society. But as with
many later Gothic noveļs this 'historicaļ' content is relatively superficial,
intentionally So, because the noveļ is essentiaļļy addressing changes of
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taste in its eighteenth-century audience. The expanded and expanding

reading pubĮiā (in large part female), despite the neo-cļassicaļ stricfures of

the eigĒieenth-cenh:ry estabļishment, craved popular entertainment, and

Walpāle, not without humour, was the first to provide it. Theearly Gothic
Novels are eighteenth-cenhrry costume-dramas that play with history.

After an apparent ļuļl of almost two decades (during which time the

magazines were highly active, as Mayo has shown), the Minerva Press,

backed by the new circuĮating libraries, began to pour out Gothic three-

deckers įo a formula that derived in part from WalpoĮe, but these

writers' novels ļacked his comic astringency of tone. Set in the medieval

past, such noveļs were thought of at the time as subversive or chiļdish
;Īomances', according to one'S point of view, and they inserted them-

seives, at the extreme end, into the critical debate between Noveļ and

I{omance which ran from the mid eighteenth-century to weļl on in the

nineteenth cenhrry. By end of the 1790s, the demand for such books had

8rolvn into an addiction, as Jane Austen's famous and briļļiant GOTHIC
Fanopy both of this femaļe readership, and of nraļe attempts to controļ
jt, in Northnnger Abbey, (1818), PĪoves.

The leading Gothic noveļist of the eighteenth century, far surpassing

her forerutrners Sophia Lee and Cļara Reeve in popularity and known as
,the great enchanhįss', was ANN RADCLIFFE (her style and method of

the ,āxplained superna|ural'aļso spoofed expertly by Austen), who kept

a generatior, o., ėdge \'įith The Mysteries of Udolpho (7794). Two years

ļaier, MATTHEW LE IS, another Whig MP, published The Monk,

whose camP Sexuality and Faustian metaphysics proved a sttccės de sctttl-

rĮnle and' haā to be withdrawn under threat of bĮasphemy after a review

by Coteridge. Ann Racįctiffe replied to Lewis with The ]tąlimt (7797)' haļf
oi rvhich is set in the dungeons of the Roman Inquisition, and the Cothic
genre was fully estabĮished, recognised in particular by the MARQUIS
įr selr, r,vhose judgement in 1800 that these noveļs were 'tlre neces-

sary fruits of the revoļutiorrary tĪemors felt by the whoļe of Europe' has

proved highly influentiaļ in later criticaļ debate, marking a tradition of

īi.,ki.,g the Gothic noveļ with the French Revoļution'
The 179Os weĪe a turbuļent decade and the Goihic noveļ was a focus

for various cĪoss_curĪents: English antiquarianism; Whig diļettantism;

German influences from rhe STURM UND DRANG; Jacobinism;
oCCULTISM and radicaļ Secret Societies; French Revolutionary Pro_
paganda; conservative English nationaļism; anti-Cathoļicism; feudal nos-

taigia; Romantic diaboļism; Godwinianism.
By 7820, thanks to the publicaiion of parodies ļike Austen'sNort}nnger

Abb'ey and Peacock'sNigĻftmare Abbey (1818), the influence of the Enlight-
enment reļativism of Sir Waļter Scott, and the rise of his 'historical
Iomance', the earļier noveļs had begun to Seem somewhat grand guignoĮ.

In 1818, MARY SHELLEY, following in the footsteps of both her father,
Wiļļiam Godwin (who produced two novels in the Gothic mode, CaĮeb

WiĮĮiams,7794, and St Leon,7799), and her mother, Mary WoĮlstonecraft
(who aļso published noveļs influenced by the genre), brought forth what
she later half-jestingly referred to as her 'hideous progeny' - one of the
most famous of aļl the Gothic novels, Frrnkenstein.

The plot of this novel, the story of a scientist who, having exultantly
discovered the secret of artificiaļ reproduction from coĪPSeS/ creates a

being and then, revolted by its apparent monstrosity, morally and phys-
ically abandons it, has become nothing less than a modern myth in the

Post-waĪ period. Given the discovery and the use of the atom bomb,".the

subsequent Cold War and arms race, the developments in genetics and
computers and the ethicaļ issues raised by all these matters, this complex
and ambiguously horrifying story prophetically codifies in miniature
many of our contemPorary conceĪns.

The pubiication of the Dubļin writer CHARLES MATURIN'S extra-
ordinary Faustian noveĻ Meļrnoth the Wanderer (1820), which faiied at the
box office but was a greai success in France, conventionally marks the
end of the first phase of the fradition.

After 1820, the radicalism (as Kilgour has recently argued, Godwin is
as much a modeļ for the Gothic Noveļ as Burke), the confusion, and the
anarchy of the 'oļd Gothick' gives way to the new conservative 'histor-
icaļ romance' of the Waverley era (roughly 7820_37). The lvIinerva Press
gives up the Gothic and furns to children's books. The Gothic NoveĮ
breaks up and becomes a more scattered but now PeĪmanent and wideiy
influentiaĮ asPect of literary sensibility rather than a concerted genĪe or
movement as such: a polarisation occurs between popular forms - the
'PENNY DREADFULS'of Reynolds and of r,vriters ļike AINSWORTH
and the popular meļodrama, on the one hand (c/. Simpson); arrd, on the
other, the literary tradition dominated by Scott.

Mrs Radcliffe survived into the Victorian period as a r.vriter's wriier,
or a clumsy forerunner of Romanticism; but BĮacktt'ood's Magnzine
(18i8-80) and Henry Coļburn's Neu MonthĮy Magazine (1814_8a) had
kept aliv.e the Gothic flame, and by the 1840s both DICKENS and THE
BRONTĒS were showing unmistakable signs of the influence of the

Gothic. In America, PoE, foilowing on from Radcļiffe and CHARLES
BROCKDEN BROWN, began to produce his taļes.In Scotland, defiant of
the Enlightenment rationaļism of Scott, HoGG used the Gothic conven-
tion of the DOPPEIGÄNGER _ probably derived from HOFFMANN _

to satirise the growth of evangelicaļ Caļvinism jnhisThe Priuate Memoirs

and Confessions ot' a lustified Sinner, and produced a truly schizophrenic
text. Eventually Dickens planned a similar 'confessional' struchrre for his
last noveļ Tfte Mystery of Eduin Drood (7870).
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By the mid-cenfury, the Gothic Novel as a genĪe was apparently
extinct, and the term 'Cothic', if used at all, was predominantly an
architecturaļ term (see GoTHIC REVIVAL). But paradoxically this
diversified and underground role guaranteed its survival in the literary
fieļd- The cuihrrai conditions in which it had first appeared _ the unease

about enlightenment modes of thought, about empirical science, and
epistemological certainty inherited from the eighteenth-centur/, and the

official, daylight definitions of nationaļ, and rational, Protestant culture,
the criteria for 'superstition' - all these eļements of late eightee-1rth-

cenh:ry cultural foimafion had survived, and indeed intensified iri'ttre
ninteenth century. The Gothic mode had become decentred, a register
avaiļabļe for writers of many different kinds, but its influence on
Victorian writing was taken for granted, thanks to the cuĪĪency of the

magazines and the early immense popularity of Scott's Border Baļļads.
Victorian cui|ure, boļstered by recycled memorįes of Romantic PoerĪy

(for the reiation between the Romantic tradition and the Gothic, see

Praz), became obsessed 'ith the escapism and utopian Īomance of me_

dieval pre-industrial society, which had a symbiotic and comPensatory
relationship to its own grorving industrialisation and urbanisation. The
traditional historical themes of the Gothic, mingled with the Arthurian
,matter of Britain' and the Gothic revival in architecture, with its Catholic
and anti-Catholic tensions and its cļaims to be a nationaļ styĮe, reinforced
the iiterary tradition. Many of these features are clearly evident in
BRAM STOKER's books at the end of the Victorian period.

Part of this currency of tire mode is attributabļe to ihe Victorian plea-

sure in horror and darkness, and there is also a grorving interest during
the Victorian period in sexuality, sexua] taboo and sex-roļes.

The Shakespeare revivaļ lvas also fully under way in the earļier
eighteen hunclreds and the heroic style of early Victorian acting added
to the Sense of a re]ation betlveen theatre and the character in the noveļ.
Dickens, in particular, enrployed a theatricaļ and melodramatic style,
fuļļ of darkrress, vioļence, and sudden horrors. Even his early comic
rvork like The Pickzuįck Papers (7836-7), as Jackson and others have

argued, owes a good cieal to Gothic precedent - and later, after 1850,

Diįkens's London beconres a sublimely dark, disease-ridden labyrinth
of courts anci alleys f1anking a Thames polluted and fuļl of floating
corpses. Dickens also experimented with Gothic characterisation - the

symbolicaily 'flat' rendition of aspects of a person - in his studies of

repression and criminal mentalities, frequently employing in his later
lvork (Arthur Cļenham irt LittĮe Dorrit, 7855_7, Jaggers and Wemmick in
Grent Expectątiotts,1860-1 and Bradley Headstone in our MutuaĮ Friend,

186Ļ-5) subdued versions of rhe doppeĮgrīnger motif which Poe and Hogg
had also developed.

Meanwhile, as Heilman first demonstrated, the Brontės internalised
and psychologised the old Gothic, producing wiļd and dark accounts
of the perversity of human passion, carrying on the Gothic tradition of
the Satanic and Byronic Viiļain/Hero in the figures of Rochester and
Heathcļiff, set in a bļeak Northern landscape of remote houses. Poe, in
his magazine taļes, in an intensely Schopenhauerian manner/ also used
the Gothic vocabulary of excess to explore an intense and suffocating
inner rvorld of psychological isolation and perversity, catalepsy and
necrophilia, whiļe at the same time using the kadition for philosophical
PuIPoseS to satirise Cartesianism and parody the German ideaļisrr
which held for him such a fascination.

Precisely because it was not a concerted tradition, but a highty flexiĖļe
register which couļd be employed as a shorthand in characterisation,
setting, and narrative mode, a register which often hid itseļf in the
respectable documentation of 'historicaļ romance', the Gothic became a
frequent sub-code in the victorian novel. It became important for a
writer to bry something in this darker, affective mode, even if only a tale,
oniy an exercise - expectations of horror, fear, anxiety and dinbĮerie were
strong in the audience and the mode became part of the w,riteriy range in
the nineieenih century. This period sees aļso the rise of new popular
genres ļike detective and science fiction which overiap with the Gothic.

Literary history used to crystallise the ļater Gothic under the heading
of the Victorian 'sensation schooļ'_ lvhich incļuded J. SHERIDAN LE
FANU, Colļįns, and Charļes Reade. The term 'sensation' iS a ĪefeĪence to
the physiological effect that ihe reading of such autļrors is supposecĮ to
lrave had on the audience, which ļinks it directly back to the tradition
of THE SUBLIME. The first trvo of these rvriters have undergo.e a
revival of interest in the last ten years and now most of their r.vorks
are currently available in paperback reprints. In particular, Le Fanu is
Seen aS a major transmitter of the cothic to ļater nirreieenth-century
rvriters ļike Bram Stoker and AMBROSE BIERCE. His cojiection /rz a
GĮass D nrkĮy (7872) contains the doppeĮgringer Y AMPIRE story,Carmiļļa,,
r.vhich iras alrvays been a favourite of anthologists. In 1932 this story - as
with several of the Gothic fictions of Poe - was made into a cerman
expressionist fiļm, Vanlpyr. Recent interest in lesbianism, vampirism, and
PeĪveĪSe sexuality has revived the story, and given it currency again as a
modern ciassic. Le Fanu's horror masterpiece, ĮJncĮe SiĮąs (7864), has aļso
been revived on stage and screen on severaļ occasions from the ]920s
onwards, whiļe his particularly horrid chapter in The Hotrse by the
Churchyard (7861-3),'Narrative of a Hand', was transformed into another
anthology classic, 'The Beast with Five Fingers' by W. F. Harvey. Le Fanu
is prized particularly by later horror writers like M. R. JAMES, who
edited him and on rvhose Ghost stories of an Antiqttary o904), a leading

š



ĪePresentative of the genĪe in the Edwardian period, he had a great deal
of influence.

Collins's The Womąn in ĪNhįte (1860) owes aļso something to the Gothic
tradilion - in particular its sublime and dramatic opening scene in which
a woman dressed in white is encountered wandering in a North London
suburb near Hampstead Heath, having escaped incarceration. Both these
writers carry on an important rhetoricaļ tradition begun by Ann
Radcļiffe and developed into a sophisticated and 'modern' art by Poe
with their use of the 'explained supernaturaļ' _ that of the deliberately
excessive, and sometimes ironical, foregrounding of 'explanation' as a

mode of their documentary faęade.
The ļater nineteenth century sees the steady production of minor

classics in the horror tradition: HENRY JAMES's 'The Jolly Corner' and
The Turn of the Screu (1898), lvI. R. James's coļļections (7904,7977,7979),

Bram Stoker's early stories and taļes, HAWTHORNE's Tįe ScąrĮet Letter
(i850), Coijins's The Wonlan in ļNhite and Dickens's The Mystery of Ėduht
Drood (7870). But the dominant piece of Gothic i.r'riting of this period is
undoubtedļy, STEVENSoN's noveļļa The Strange Case of Dr |ekyĮĮ and
Mr Hyde (1s86). This narrative, whicļr, following some of the earlier
experiments of Poe and Le Fanu, presents itseļf rhetorically in the Cothic
magazine mode as a 'Strange Case', is ofien viewed by post-war writers
on the Gothic Novel as a rich and penetrating analysis of Victorian
repression, rvhich anticipates Freud's work on the Ego and the Id- The
story of the respectable, weļļ-intentioned Doctor and his dwarfish,
nrurderous 'other haļf' has passed into popular mythology as a rvay of
describing split personality, and contributes to the literature on the

divided seļf in the modern period. This story too has been the subject of
extensive visuaļ representaiion.

The great coup of the nineteenth-century Gothic novel, however,
comes at its end, lviĪ-h Drauįą (7897) by Bram Stoker. This noveļ, to-

gether with Radcļiffe's novels, Shelley's Frankenstein, Poe's taļe 'The Faļļ
of rhe House of Usher', and Srevenson's The Strnnge Case ot' Dr JekyĮĮ and

Mr Hyde, ĪePresentS the canon of the post_Second-Worļd_War rehabiļiia_
tion of the Gothic Noveļ. Stoker's novel creates single-handedly the liter-
ary myth of 'Transylvania', the kingdom of vampires, portrayed as a
vortex-like region of Centraļ Europe in which the Turks were originaliy
repelled by the Magyars. Stoker's novel sites itself along the inflamma-
tory metaphoricaļ axis of invasion - geographicaļ and bodily. The novei
is a farrago of ļate Victorian beliefs; it is obsessed with the nature of the

unconscious; the breaking of certain sexual taboos; the ļoss of Empire;
the degeneraiion of the stock (i.e. the 'blood') of Western Europe; the

onset of the Nelv Woman; the decadent reļiance on Empirical Science at
the expense of tradirional religion.

The figure of the evil Count Dracula, the ļeader of the Undead, was
largely ignored at the time of publication, but since the second. world
war has become one of the most charismatic and visually reproduced
characters-in the popular tradition of the Gothic Novel, rivalling Mary
Shelley's Victor Frankenstein and his Monster. Other texts from thiį
period have been rehabilitated in the post-war period: Charlotte perkins
Gilman's The YeĮlou WaĮĮpaper (7892), for examįle, a noveļla with Gothic
overtones, has become a cļassic of the feminist modern tradition, re-
issued in paperback. In France, Gaston Leroux produced rhe phantom of
the opera (7971'), whose monsĻrous version of ihe Beauty and the Beasį
f'airy-tale, recast as a post-Imperial historical romance, įras also gained
great currency in the Post-waĪ period, being turned into a world-touring";
popular musicaļ.

with the exception of the Gothic strain in the shorter narratives of
Kipling, Conrad, and wells, the Edwardian period and the 1920s and
1930s see the Gothic retreat again into the māgazines and anthologies,
tapping an Įļnease about Empire which Dickens had already sh wn
himself aware of in his last novel, The Mystery ot' ĖcĮtuin Drood (7870). As
Briggs has shown, the Gothic Novel appeared to decline, under threat
from Modernism and the general .eacįi,on against Victorianism which
took place after the First Worļd War.

During this period, it is left to the cinema (see GOTHIC FILM), and in
particular the directors of the German expressionist cinema, to explore
n9ry folms of re-presentation, often using the settings, motifs and plots
of the Gothic novels as a framework, and thus drawing a whole genera-
tion of readers back to the noveļs. This German movement also provided
the studio training ground for Aifred Hitchcock, whose contribution to
the tradition after the war is outstanding.

This period aļso saw the emergence of the first of a series of unifying,
explanaiory criticaļ frameworks, which seem to fit the extreme case of
the Gothic Novel, in the essay of Freud on 'THE UNCANNY' (lg1g).
This vasily influentiaļ piece of writing, which, using HoFFMANN,s
eighteenth-century Gothic novels and stories as exāmples, seeks to
explain the phenomena of readerly and writerly uncertainty by the un-
conscious projection of repressed fantasy on the part of both, brought
commentary on the Gothic Noveļ onto a new ļeveļ, a discursive fiājd
y|ļ.h has become part of the metalanguage of the postwar Gothic itseļf.
Following Freud, the Surrealists aļso recognised the eighteenth-century
English Gothic Noveļs as important forerunners of tĒeir o*. 

"*p".i-ments with the unconscious, linking their comments to those of the
Marquis de Sade already quoted.

_ American popular culture, which had thoroughly domesticated
Freudian analysis by the end of the Second Worļd -Wār, 

found a new
home for the Gothic Novel, which was marginaļised during the postwar\(_\



Īecovery PeĪiod of the 1940s and 1950s in Britain. Important exceptions
to this are the works of David Lyndsay, and two English Gothic Novels,
between the late 1940s and 1960, the Gormenghast TriĮogy (7946,7950,

7959) of Mervyn Peake, and the pre-Wolfenden doppeĮgringer'novel,
RadcĮiffe ifrg(f);by David Storey, a Lnique blend of naturalistic surface

and Gothic motifs. The American interest in science and technology and
the drive to demonise Eastern Europe during the Cold War period gave
a new cįįrĪency and avaiļability to the shapes of Gothic fantasy, in con-
junction with science fiction and detective fiction. The horror fiim was
re*born, often deriving from magazine stories or novels of a Gothic Ępe
(l1ke Psycho for example) or serving as remakes of the Gothic fictions
themselves (such as the famous Įnaąsion of the Body Snatchers (7956),

which makes aļlusion io a forgotten story by R. L. Stevenson). This
change, supported by the popularity of the Hammer Fiļms in Britain, in
its rurn encouraged some ļimited underground paperback re-publication
of the Gothic Novels.

After the 7960s, boih genre and commentary have, in a sense, ex-

panded in symbiosis. Or at least, they have both increased exponenlially.
Ėrom the iate 1960s on/ we have seen the growth of new markets and

new readers, which parallel, but far SuĪPasS, the market expansion of the

original Gothic Noveļs. Now, every book staļl and airport bookstore has

u p"tp fiction section caļled 'horror'. The horror writer Siephen King was

for a_ long time the Worļd's best-selling author, and recently ANNE
RICE, ^.,įth", 

American author, has begun to rivaļ him with the

immense poputariiy of her Interaįeu zoith theVampire (7976), which forms
the beginning of a series. There are many other strands of the postwar

Gothic Novel, which has evolved its own complex map.

The critical interpretation of the Gothic Novel is also evolving. The
earĮier dominance of psychoanalytic expĮanation from the 1930s to

tļre 195Os 8ave way to more historical, linguistic and socio-cultural
approaches. From the 1960s onwards, the growth of interest in popular
.įīr,r." and the rise of feminism have changed and immensely broadened

ihe literary and critical possibiliiies for the Gothic. Lively internalionaļ
and interdisciplinary debate as to the nature of the 'subversiveness' of the

Gothic Novel from the eighteenth century to the contemPorary period is

now under way,adebate which feeds round in a loop into the highly self-

conscious fictional practice of such influentiaļ contemporary exponents as

ANGELA CARTEį, whose sophisticated coļlecfion of stories The Bloody

Chtmber (1979), a bļend of fairytale and traditionaļ sadistic Gothic, itseļf

fully aw-are of the theoreticaļ and fictional possibilities of these over-

Įapping traditions, teases mercilessly the expectations of its would-be
commentators and devotee-readers aļike-
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Gothic Romance

Īf a term more slippery than 'Gothic' exists, that term is 'Romance'.
MATTHEW LEwIs calļed The Monk (7796), that notoriously lewd and
outĪageous narrative, 'A Romance', and Įoshua Pickersgill Jr described
as 'A Romance' The Three Brothers (1803), in the climactic scene of which
a baby belonging to the hero's wife is destroyed by peasants who throw
it about to see rvhether, being biack, it can fly. But ANN RADCLIFFE
and her iļk use the term equaliy to describe their kinder, gentĮer fiction,
and it is to their sort of noveļ that the term now usually adheres _
TERROR Gothic, Soft Gothic, FEMALE GOTHIC. Such Gothic tends to
have a good dash of romance in the popular understanding of the word
as weļļ as the scholariy one, while retaining the cļassic trilogy of neces-
sary Gothic comPonents _ isoļation, complicated setting, a threat possi-
bly supernatural but more iikely to be human and male.

The heroines of Gothic Romance are not the vaporous, swooning crea-
tures of caricature, undone by over-sensitivity; their troubļes are real.
Radcļiffe's Emily in The Mysteiies of UdoĮpho (7794), for instance, valiantly
counterfeits calmness whiļe having a nocturnal picnic SuPPer in the
forest, storm and wolves pending, with two ruffians who 'she believes'
may kill her. Her bravery is typical, though perhaps extreme. The hero-
ines of Gothic Romance ļift the black veiļ, go to the attic, confront the
possible spectres - attempt, in short, to shed some factual light on their
mysterious surroundings and find their ways out of their Gothic diļem_
mas. In HORROR Gothic, to be sure, their surroundings would be
worse. Whereas in The Monk (7796) the unfortunate Agnes, ļocked in a
convent charneļ house, ļifts in her hand a soft object that proves to be the
putrefying head of a nun, inThe Mysteries of UdoĮpho (1794) the terriĻing
object behind the famous black veil is a waxwork representation of a

corpse - waxen decay, waxen worms. It has no smell, and had Emily
touched it (as she does not), her fingers would not have sunk.

is this authorial discretion the identifying note of romance? Or does
the genre depend on the likelihood that the beleaguered HEROINE will,



against alļ realistic odds, find her way to a happy ending? Perhaps a
handfuļ of miracles _ the lucky moonbeam that fal]s on the trap door, the
coming back dean and whole from the darkness _ aĪe a more potent dis-
tancer from the other sort of Gothic, and from the reader's world as well,
than any removaļ in time or place.

Here, approximately, is what happens in Gothic Romance, from Ann
Radcļiffe and her many imitators in the 1790s and following, through
Victoria Holt, and hers, in the 1960s. A young female is stripped of her
human support, her mother usually dead before the novel begins, her
father or other guardian dying in the early chapteĪs. The lover (if any)
who might PĪotect her is sent ar,vay or PĪevented from seeing her.
Depending upon the period of the novel, she may be kidnapped, or fall
into the hands of an unscrupulous guardian, or 80 out aS a goveĪness/ or
marry hastily- Out in the worļd her troub]es multiply. Peopie want to
kill lrer, rape her, ļock her up in a convent for life, and make off with her
smail fortune- Her task is to defend her virtue and liberty, to resist evil,
and especially to penetrate disguises - spot the plausible seeming vil-
ļains, trirst the suspicious looking heroes _ and thereby rebuild a support
system that wiļl ĪestoĪe her to a quiet life. With pluck and luck she
manages these near impossibilities and is rewarded with the discovery of
lost relatives and/or the promise of reļiable domestic ļove in a house-
hold of her own.

Setting is crucial for atmosphere and as metaphor. The Gothic worļd is
melancholy, rnenacing, slrot through with guiĮt and fear. But it is, despiie
some bizarre embelļishments, recognisable aS the grimmer side of the
human condition, with its 'what am I doing here?' and its 'where is this
anyway?' The past is mysterious, the future murky, the present fulļ of
pitfalls- Castles, no protection, are half ruined, semi-occupied by a bad
ļot. Their Passageways and trap doors, their mysteries and apparitions,
merely complicate the already tenuous situations of the heroines. In the
earlier settings, Itaļian or Spanish, the ļandscaPes Īun to mountains,
cįrasms and lreavy forests, not to mention the convents and monasteries
of CathoĮicism (that arbitrary, sinister, un-British religion). Novelists
from THE BRONTĖS onward often favour the desoļation of moors, less
conducive to ambush (though there are oĮd weļis, maĪShes, and so on)
but dramatic in their lack of sheļter. Much of the action takes place in the
dark.

Romance in the popular sense, the pursuit of love, though it often pro-
vides a convenient dėnouement, is less of a presence than one wouļd
SupPoSe, in part because the plots stĪeSS SepaĪation and isolation. Rather,
the heroines are wracked by a longing for home, for family, for connec-
tion, and this Ionging - diffuse, melancholy, deep - infuses the fiction
with its characteristic tone. in an inspired scene in Radcliffe's The ltalian

(7797), the heroine Ellena paces the beach near the isolated marble house
to which she has been brought to be kiļled, and her cowļed wou]d-be as-
sassin schedoni crosses and recrosses her path. The self-protective cry
wrenched from her in this crisis is only superficially untĻe: ,I am far
from home!'she cries. 'Night is coming onl'Ās the viiļain points out, she
has no home.

The morif is consistent through the decades of Gothic Romance. JaneEyre (usually considered a step in the lineage of Gothic heroines), after
wandering and starving, very nearly immolaįes herse]f in the missionary
work demanded by her cousin, whose brood connection she prizes, until
she is saved by the miracuļous voice of Mr Rochester, who wiļl provide a
home of greater warmth. Even the dream or wraith of Catherine at thė
start of Emily Brontė's Wuthering Heights (1847) mourns, ,I,ve been a waif
for twenty years.' The jocular description of modern Gothic Romances
ļike Victoria Hoļt's The Mįstress of MeĮĮyn (1960) as ,Girļ Gets House, is
not aitogether off the mark.

The home for which they_long, their happy ending, is not to be bought
with morai compromise. When Emily of The Mysteīies ot' ĮJdoĮpho stands
on the brink of a happy ending, escaped from her viļļainous uncle-by-
marriage, with her virģnity anā pariĻony both intact, she furns away
her beļoved Valancourt, whose attractions thriļļed a generation of
readers. He has passed through a period of dissiparion in-Paris, and aĻ
though now reformed is, in her vielv, ruined. He is no longer a suitable
mate, and so Emily sacrifices her dreams to her standards. only the dis-
covery that Valancourt's dissipation was exaggerated permits a happy
ending. Ellena, in Ann Radcļiffe's The ĮtaĮian, though ān evii abbess is
forcing her to take vows/ neveĪtheless hesitates excruciatingly at the im-
propriety of being rescued by the man she ļoves but has not yet married;
later she baļks again at the indignity of marrying inio his hostiļe family.
We might remember Jane Eyre, too, who will neither marry St Johnwiihout loving him, nor ļove Mr Rochester withotrt marrįing him.
Recent heroines aĪe comParatively flexible, but stiļ] disincļineā to accePt
expensive gifts, stifle their opinions/ or comPromise their independencā.

Some changes in the Gothic RomancĒ naturally occur over the
decades, though the simiļarities are more consPicuous. The gentility of
the romances forestalļs some of the dramatic chunges of devi-ce evident
in the tougher Gothics, which graduaily give less āttention to putrefac-
tion and more to sex. In the romances, the putrefaction wai always
waxen and the sex always offstage.

Preoccupation with religion of an odd sort marks the early Gothic
Romances but not the ļater ones. Heroines are not conspicuouily pious
in a conventionaļ sense; indeed they are rather likeļier to rurn to Nārure
for comfort than to God. Bad nuns and monks tend to outnumber good\*\



ones, and hardened vitlains quail before the greater villainy of the

Inquisition. But the religion of Filial Piety thrives and e_ven protects.

Matiļda and Isabe]ļ a in The CastĮe of otranto (77c4) hysterically assure one

another that they cannot possibĮy ļove Matiļda's mother Hippolita as

much as she deserves. In Eļeanor Sleath's Pyrenean Banditti (1B11), the

right-thinking heroine Adeļaide is principally concerned, after having

beįn robbed įf t'er position and fortune and thrust into the hands of a

loutish and vaguely criminal couple said to be her real parents, that she

cannot feeļ the love she should feel for her new father. She assumes that

she is somehow degenerate and unnatural, not that she has good taste-

Her problem is soļvįd by the reveļation that the man is not after alļ her

reaĮ iatlrer; the assumption that one must love even horribļe fathers is

ļeft unchallenged. In the religion of Fitial Piety, the miniature_portrait is a

holy medaI sĒanding for the absent Parent, and the face of the parent

soÄetimes drives oif ,rilluir', as a crucifix drives off vampires- Īn The

ItaĮinrL, for insiance, the assassin Schedoni recoiļs at the sight of his own

porirait on the bosom that he is about to poniard, and spares his niece on

įhe mistaken premise that she is his daughter'
Heroines in ttre early GothiCS aĪe indisputably prett!, and although

they may, like EļIena, āiscreetly embroider for a convent to supplement

the famiiy income, they possess aristocratic relatives. This changes after

Charļotte Brontē',s |ane Ėyre (78+7), though the novel itself is only mar-

ginaĮly Goihic by Radcliffean standards. (The adventures of Romance

Ēe.oi.,es, for instance/ never start in chiļdhood except in pastiches like

Norlhanger Abbey (1818).) Heroines after Jane consider themselves plain,

thoughĻot alwāys quite in her uncompromising way: they complain

that t"heir mouths u." too wide, their hair too unruiy, iheir eyes too far

apart or too boļd. Their possibiļities are undeveļoped until iheir heroes

arrive. What is moĪe/ theį are only gentlemen's daughters and, like Jane,

ventĮtĪe out into the worļcį to earn a living, though in the most modern of

the noveļs tlre excursion is aļternative}y caused by an impulsive mar_

riage to a neal stranger_ Thus in Victoria Hoļt's Kįrkland ReueĮs (7962),

Caiherine Corder mairies a man who clearly feeļs some uneasiness about

his ancient home, who takes her there and soon thereafter dies, leaving

her in unexplained periĮ- Impulsive marriage is nearly_ as hazaĪdous as

being kictnįped. The great task for the most modern heroine is under-

stanäing *r,ici' or theįifflcult or possibly viļļainous men around her

wiļļ turĀ out to be the one She can truSt and marry'

The metaphors of Gotļric Romance stiļļ work. Though the marvelļous

scene in The Mysteries of LJdoĮpho when Emiļy beļieves that slre and her

uncļe are discussing the ļease of her house and he beļieves that they are

discussing her engāgement, couļd no longer be done, only the ambiva-

ļence of tĒe languāgā has been ļost. The struggle to acquire, not become,

P::P.eTry., ļike the quest for a home and stability, is perennial. Are Gothic
viļļains implausible? Strrdies teļl us that we are mįst likely to be mur-
dered by someone known and cļose to us. They teļ] us how äft"r, *oo,".,
unwittingly faļl into the hands of men whose capaciŲ for abuse they did
not accuĪately gadge, and in what psychologicaī hbįrinths they lose the
Iry 9"!. 'Fscapist' has long been a critica y dismissive *orä, but we
have faiļed to appreciate its implications. Gothlc Romance maį owe its
devoted followiag and.endless appeal to the most extraordinäry thing
that its heroines do: against a]ļ statistics and probability, they 

"r.up".

\
Ņ

-/,{* /-",

Wandering Jew (Ahasuerus)

The Legend of the wandering Jew has as its nucleus a narrative motif
which exists throughout the Western worļd and the orient in almost aļl
ethrr_ic communities. It deals with a PeĪson who has committed a serious
transgression against the basic and sacred varues (of a simpler, rudimen-
tary Ųpe) of human socieŲ, i.e. an outrageous murder uid/o, an act of
blasphemy. His punishment is restless exiļe for an almost infinite time.
He has to wander on earth at ļeast for several human life spans or cen-
turies until his crime is atoned for or someone has taken thį burden on
him/herself. Under a simiļar predicament are the figures of the ,Wiļd
Huntsman', the 'Flying Dutchman, and Cain with Grendel, his mon_
strous descendant in OId English mythology.

The Legend of the wandering Jew went through several modificalions
and variations. The starting point was given in the gospels of st Matthew
(xvi:28) and of St John (xxi:221) in the reports of CĻisfls condemnation,
torture and crucifixion. Both evangelists write that an officer hitJesus with
his hand. The stories derived from that, depict this man either aļ a bound-
less violator of God's majesŲ, oI as a poor sirrner, or a5 a wicked heathen,
or even as a Jew. His name is 'Cartaphilus, or,Buttadeus,/,Botadeo,, i.e.
the God-striker. After his baptism he carries the name Joseph. In the High
Middle Ages this narrative reaches Ītaty (722j).In the yeai 1228 the story
ĪeaPPeaĪs in the Anglo-Latin chronicle entitled FĮores Historiarum wi,ften
by Roger of wendover, a monk in st Atbans. Here Jesus is said to have an-
swered to Cartaphilus: 'I am going, and you will wait tiļl I return., An
echo of this version seems to be the old man in chaucey's pardoner,s Tale,
who implores the earth in vain to let him in. French, spanish and ltalian
sources of the following cent ries then emphasise anā ehborate on the
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Psychological and physical tortĮ]Īes of the Wandering Jera/s existence,
thus preparing it for the Gothic inventory.

In the Reformation Age, the subsequent religious wars and in the
context of the military threat to Europe by the Turks, new aspects are
developed- A German pamphlet (7602) speaks of the 'Eternd Jew' [der
anige Judeļ. He is described as being 60 years old, with wiļd hair, a long
grey beard,badly torn cļothes, and he is now calļed Ahasherus _ a name
typiĻi.g Jews in general. This notion entered into the Volkbuch (popular
story-book for the just literate) of Ahasuerzrs and found wide acceptance
so that it also turned up in ballads and songs not only in Germany but all
over Europe. In England, for example, it took the form of aba|ļad,The
Wandering Jew; or The Shoemaker of JerusaĮem (7625), or a comedy by
Andrew Frankiin, The Wanderin7 lew; or, Loae's M,asquerade (7797).

Probably the most significant factor behind the Renaissance and the
Reformation is the discovery of the 'individua1'. Around the middļe of
the eighteenth century then _ the time'when the Industrial RevoĮution
had its take-off - this process had gone so far as to effect a reskucturing
of the Western societies under the aspect of indiaidual needs and abilities
whiie the traditional religious beiiefs were stilļ holding on. The inteļlec-
tual and psychological consequences of this are thematised in what
is calļed the Age of Romanticism. Here, then, the Legend of the
Wandering/Eternal Jew, as well as the similar story of Dr Faustus, made
it possible to express the situation of a suffering, homeless individual of
high moral and social responsibiliŲ, who has to live without the support
of transcendental beliefs. The 'lyrical rhapsody' Der ewige lude (7783),

written by the German pre-Romantic ('STURM UND DRANG') poet
Cfuistian Schubart, shows all the elements which are later attributed to
the homeless, loveless, inteilectually and aestheticalļy highly aware/
guilt-ridden and suicidal individual of Lord Byron's works, such as
ChiĮde Hrzrold and Don Juan ('Byroric Hero').

In M. G- LEWIS's Gothic novel Tlre Monk (7795) the Wandering Jew
aPPeaĪs in the sub-story of 'Raymond and Agnes'. A new feafure is the

Jew's compuļsive, magnetic eye. St Leon, the hero of Wilļiam Godwin's
noveļ of the same name/ is a combination of Faustus, Ahasuerus and
Cagliostro, a notorious eighteenth-century adventurer. SHELLEY makes
Ahasuerus complain about God's Ųrarrrry in Queen Mab (7873). He aiso
deais with that figure in HeĮĮas (7822) and in The Wandering |ew's SoĮiĮoquy
(published posthumously in 7BB7). Wordsworth wrote the poem TĮe
Wandering Īeu. A widely known embodiment and surely the most Gothic
version of the Wandering Jew motif seems to be MATURIN's hero in
Meļmoth the Wanderer (7820), who combines Dr Fausfus, Mephisto/
Lucifer, and Ahasuerus. In France we find Caigniez's melodrama Le luĮf
errant (7872). In 1844--5 there was Eugėne Sue's very popular novel of the

::į
-1

same title, and then came Halėvy,s opera Le Juif mant (7852), which is
based on a libretto by Eugėne Scribe. Even Leopold Bloom, the Jewish
hero of_James-Joyce's ĮIlysses,is part of the WandĮringJew tradition.

Edwin Arlington Robinson's poem The WandĻing Jew of'fets a
summing up of aļl the asPects atfributed to that įharacter. The
wandering Jew stands for_a mind depressed by human suffering, arso
for the suffering inflicted by society, for the sįarch for an absconded
God, and for the immense difficuļties of striving for self-reaĮisatiorr, in an
individual or in a group-specific sense. In order to thematise further
aspects of such an existence, the nineteenth cenfury began to attribrfte a
female companion to the Wandering Jew: Heroāias ĪEugėne Sue) or
Salomē (George S. Viereck: Saļomė: The Wandering \ewess,t91Ü.

The motif of the Wandering Jew and its perpetuating as weiļ as its
changing implications bear witness to most of tĒe majorlnteļlectuaļ de-
velopments of the ļast two thousand years. The disappearance of that
motif in our present a8e may result from the emergerrcĮ of a more con-
crete arrd factual picture of-the Jewish peopre and from a weakening of
the traditional religious and ethnic stereoŲpes. It may aļso be due to the
impact of the modern media, and of course to the imāges and experience
presented by an internationally significant Jewish (āspecially^Jewish-
American) ļiterafure.

Hens-Ur_RtcH Morin
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.CHAPTER III

- 
Arr thou any thingl

Art thou some God, some Angel, or some Devil
That mak'sr my blood cold, and rny hair to stand?

Speak to me, what th<-ru art' 
Jį_LlUs c,Es^R

vrv.rlol, from rhe period of his lasr visit to Altieri, was admittcd

a f."quenĮ vįsiror to Signo.o Bianchi' and Ellena was' at lengih'

į..urit.a upon to ioin tĒe parįy' whe n rlte conversarion 'as altr't','s

įn įnditreįnt topics- Bianchi, undersmnding the. disp.ositicrn of

hį, nie.e', affections, and the accomplished mind and manners

oi viuriai iudged tĖat he was more likely to_succeed by silcnt

.it.n,ionr' ti,.ri uy a formaļ declaration of his senįiments.

Ėl-Įį.r, a..laration, Eliena, till he.r hgart was more engaged

in t i' cause' would, perhaps, have been aļarmed into an abso-

ir,į_.įiįįri* of his'oäd.....r, and this \ryįs every da1'' less liĻ.el1'

to hrįp.n, so long as he hat] an opportunity of conversing

with her.
Signora Bianchi had acknowledged to Vivaldi that he had no

rivaļ"to apprehend; that Eļįena had uniformly reiecred ever1'

admirer *tį i,ra hiįherto discovered her within the shade of her

ioir.rn.n,, and tiat her presenr reserve -pro-ceeded 
more from

įįr,.ia..",ions of the senįimen of his family than from dis-
,įįiou"tion of himself. He forbore, therefore, įo press his suit,

tiĮih. stould have secured a stronger inrerest in her heart' and in

this hope he was encouraged by Šignora Bianchi, whose gentle

,.*onrį.rn.es in his favoui became every day more pĮeasing and

more convincing.
Severaļ weeki passed away in this kinti of intercourse, till EIlena,

yielding ro the iepresent"rions of Signora Bianchi, and to the

įt.aaiģs of her own heart' received Vivaldi as an acknowĮedged

ļa*i..i and rhe sentiments of his famįļY were no Įonger remem-

bered, o., if ,.r.*bered, it was with a hope that they might be

overcome by considerations more powerful'
The lovers, with Signora Bianchi and a Signor Giorto,.a dis-

tant reļarion of the ļāner, frequently made excursions in the

delightful environs of Naples; for vivaldi was no longer anxious

to änc."ļ his atuchment, but wished to conrradicr any report

(:6 )

injurious ro his love, b)' the publ.icitl' of his conducr i while rhe

.'-įĮiā...tion. thlr Ellena's nanre hatļ sufl'ered bv hi: late. impru-

ā"n.., conrriburerļ, with the unsuspecting innocencr and s.\Į'eet-

ness of her manners towarcls him, who hird been th* occasįon of

h., in1r.i.., to mingle a sacręci pi11, with his love, whicir ohlirerated

,rr rr*iry pclirics ļitlm hįs mincļ' anrj bound her irre:'overably to

his heart.
These excursions somerimes lccl rhem to Puzzuoli' Eaia' or the

,*oįāv-ciiffs of Pausilippo, ancl u:, .9n rheir ręturn' rhe1' gIideLt

,rānį'tr,. moon-lighr bri,, tt. nieļtiilies of Italian srrains seemed

io gi". enchanrme"n, to,h. scenerv of-its shore' At tf'rs cool hour

the voices of the vilte-drcsser' *'įr. frequently hcar'j in rrio, as

rlle\,reposeii, after the labour of tlrc dar', on some trļeasanr pro_

*įn,orĻ, unj., the sh.rrje of poplars; or_ the brisk r::usic of the

clance fiom fisherrĪlent on the'mļrsin oi thc w3YeS 5eļow' The

boarmen rested on their oars, u'hile their compan,v iistentd to

;;i;.; morlulated by sensibiiirv to frner e1oquence. Īl:en is irr rhe

power of art alone to ciispllv;lnd ar.orhers, while rh'*1'observed

Įhe ai.-v naruraĮ gracel whicĖ disringuishcs the dance of the fisher-

*." .;a į.rrrn",, o[ Nrples. Fretįuentlr'. as they gli'-,'ecl round a

;r;.n;;;o;)', r+'hose shaggv messcs impended far over ine sea' such

magic r..nįs of beau11'unįolded, adcrned b_v these danclng groups

on įh. bar'bevond. as nc, pencil could cļtl juitice to' The deepclear

waters reflected e'ery imag. of the landscape, the cliiīs' 
'branching

into u'ild iorms, crowned- ith groves, whose rouqh foliage o.lten

,į.Į",i down their steepS in piĮturesque ļuxuriance; the ruined

n'itl, on some bold point, peĮping thiough the trees ; peasanrs'

.;bī"; hanging on ,Ė. p...ipicĮs, įnd rhe dancing !r1"1 on rhe

,r.rnā_rlito*uched *irh tt'. silvery tint and soft shadows oi
Įoān-lig},r. on the other hancl' the sįa trembling with a long line

ot'radiaüce, and shewing in rhe clear distance the sails of vessels

stealing in everv direction along its surface, presenĪed a prospect

,' gr"nd as the lanrlscape was beautifįl-_ -;. 
Įr.ening rhat Vivaldi sat with Elļena and Signora Bianchi,

in Āį '..v 
p"r:ilinn whcre he had overheard rhat shorr but interest-

in-q soliloĻuy' which assuretl him _of 
her regard, he pĮeaded wirh

,nār. tt,rn his usual eļrnestness tor a speetly marriage' Bianchi

''iitl not oppose his arqumcnts; shc hld been unweļl fbr some ĪIme'

,rĮ' Įri*Īnį i.r'.tfio be cleuĮining ļāst, was ;lnxious ro have their

nup,irl, .unälutJ.r.l, She surve1'ecl-with languid- e}'es' the,Scene

rhar spread betbre rhe pavilion. The sĪrong etiĮĮgenc.e *hl:l '
,.rrinģ-sun threw over ,Ė. ,.r, shewing innumcrabļe gailv painred
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I
t.t THE ITALIAN

There lived in rhe Dominican convent of the Spirito santo.
.lt NapĮes, a rnįn called farher Schedoni;an ltalian, as his name

imporied, but whose family was unknown, and from some cjrcum-

ļį"'n."', ii .ppea.ed' th"t Ėe wished to throw an impenetrable.veil

į'.. r,į o.iģir'. For whatever reason, he was never heard to

menrion a rei" ve, or rhe place of his nativiry, and he had artfully
;i;ā.ā every enquiry thät approached. the subiect, which the

curiosity of Ėis asiociįtes had occasionally prompted. There were

įir.r*r1rn.es, however, which appeared to indicate him to be a

į.n ār i',h, įnd of t'aļļen fortune; his spirit, as it had som Īimes

looked forth hrom under rhe disguise of his manners, seemed loffy;

ir shewed nor, however, the aspiiings of a generous mind, but rather

ii,Į gtoo.ny piiae ora disappoint i "l:'Some 
few persons i1 the

.įįi.n,, *r,o n.a been įntāiested by his appearance, beļieved that

rhe peculiarities of his manners, his severe reserve and unconquer-

,ble'silence, his solitary habits and freq.uent penįļnces' \ryere-the

effect of misfo.,un.. prĖying upon a haughty and dis_ordcred spirit;
while others coniectured them the consequence of some hideous

crime gnawing upon an arvakened conscience'

H. ioulcl rā.nįri-., irbstract himseļf from the society for whole

t1ays together, or when with such ā disposition he was compeiled

ro ming-le with it, he seemed unconscious where he rvas, and con-

tįnuerl"shroudetl in mediration and siļence till he was again alone-

There \Ā'.ere times when it was unknown whither hc had retired,

norwithsranding thar his steps had been watched, and his custo-

įįr" houno eiamined. No one ever heerd him complain_ The
.iJį; .",r.rers oi the convenr said that he had talents, but denied

him learning; rhey applauded him for the profound subtlety

'o]hi.h 
he occįsion"Īly jir.ou.red in argument, but observed that he

seltlom perceived truth when it Įav on thesurflace; he couļd ļbllow

ir through aļl the labyrinrhs of disquisirion, but overĮooked it,

įhen it Įas undisguised befbre him. Įn fact he cared not flor rruth,

noi sought it bv bįld ,rnd broad ĮrgumenĪt but loved to-exert the

*itu .u-n.ring of t,i, narure in hunting it through rrtificial per-

įrĮ*i'i.'. .Ąiienerh' fiom a habit of intricacy .rnd s.uspicion' his

"iriate,l 
mincl couļd receive nothing for rruth. which was simple

r n d e'.rsil y- com Prehenderi.
.Ąmong Įris eļsociatcs no one loved him, man1' disiiked him' ir.nrl

rnore tĮaie<l him. His tiĶure rv,rs striking, buĪ not so trom gĪįce;

ir was raļļ. lnd. rhr;uqh'extremeiy rhin, his Įimbs were large und

uncourh..nd rs hę sįļke.ļ.along, wr,rpr in the bĮlck garments of

hįs ,lrtįer' 1Ļę ę r,ŲĮS soInethįng terribĮe in irs airisomething almost

\st
\
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super-human. FIis colvĮ, too, as ir rhrew a shade over the livid pale-
ness of his face, encreased its severe character, and grve an effect
ro his large melancholy eye, which approached to horror. His was

not the melancholy of a sensible and wounded heart, but ap-
parently that of a gloomy and ferocious disposirion. There was

something in his physiognomy extremely singular, and that can
not easily be defined. It bore the traces of many passions, which
seemed ro have fixed the features rhey no longer animated. An
habitual gloom and severiry prevailed over the deep lines of his

countenįnce;and his eyes were so piercing that they seemed ro

penetrįte, at a single glance, into the hearts of men, and to read

their most secrct thoughts; few persons could support their
scrutin-y, or even endure to meet them r*'ice. Yet, notwithstanding
all rhis gloom and austeriry, some rare occasions of interest had
called forth e character upon his countenance entirely different;
and he could adapt himself to the tempers and passions of persons,
rr'hom he u'ished to conciliate, with astonishing facility, and
generally rvith complete triumph- This monk, this Schedoni, was

the confįssor and secret adviser of the Nlarchesa di Vivaldi. In the

first effervescence oI prirle and indignation, which the discoverv
of her son's intended marriage occasioned, she consulted him on

rhe merns of preventing it, and she sotln pcrceived that his ralents
promised to equal her wishes. Each possessed, in a considerable
degree, the power of assisting the other; Schedoni had subdety
rvirh ambition to urge it; and the llarchesa had inexorable pride,
and courtly influence;the one hoped ro obmain a high benefice flor

his services, and the other to secure the imirginary dignity of her

house' bv her gifts. Prompted by' such passions. and aļļured bv

such viervs, they concerted in privare, and unknorvn even to the

\larchese, the means of ,rccomplishing their general end.
Vivaļdi, ls he quitted his morher's closet, had met Schedoni in

the corridor leading thirher. He knerv him ro be her confessor, rnd
was not much surprised to see him, though rhe hour \ĮaS įn unusuaĮ

one. Schedoni bowed his herd, as he passed,:nd,rssumed a meek

lnd hol1'countenance; but Vir'aldi, iļS he eved him with a penetrrt-
ing eĮance, now recoiled with involuntarl' emotion; rnd it seemed

'rs if ;r shudiiering Dresenriment of what this monk was preparing

tor him, had crosscd his mind.
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Inragination ! lifting up itself
Beflore the eye and progress of my song
Like an urrfathered vapour _ lrere thatīorver,
In all tlre miglrt of its encļowmellts' came
Atlrwart me; I was lost as in a cĮoud,

53o Halted rvithout a.struggle to break through;
And now recovering, to my soul I say -
'I-recognize thy glory,:in such strerigth
Of usurparion, in such visirings
of arvful promise, wlren the lĻht of sense
Goes out in flashes that have shown to us
The invisible rvorld, doth greatness make abocre,
There harbours, whether rve be yourlg or old.
our destiny, our nįture' arrd oui honį
Is with infiriitutle, and only there;

54o \Ą/ith hope it is, hope that can never die,
E.ffort, and expectation, and desire,
And sonrething evermore about to be.
The mind bencath such banners nrilitant
Think.s not of spoils or trophies, nor of aught
That nlry attest its proltess, blest in thoughts
That are their orvn perfection ancl rervard]

lggng in itselĻ and in the access of joy'Which 
hides it like the overflowing NiĪe.
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MONT BLANC"
LINES V/RĮTTEN IN THE VALE oF CHAMoUNI

I

TnB everlasting universe of things
Flows through the mind, and roļļs its rapid waves,
Now dark-now glittering-rro* reflecting gloom-
Now lending splendor, where from secret springs
The source of human thought its tribute brings
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MONT BLANC
Of waters-with a sound but half its own,
Such as a feeble brook wiļl oft assume
In the wiļd woods, among the mountains lone,
Where waterfalls around it leap forever,
Where woods and winds contend, and a vast river
Over its rocks ceaselessly bursts and raves.

ū

Thus thou, Ravine of Arve-dark, deep Ravine-
Thou many-colored, many-voicėd vale,
Over whose pines, and crags, and caverns sail
Fast cloud-shadows and sunbeams: awful scene,
Where Power in likeness of the Arve comes down
From the ice-Ņfs that gird his secret throne,
Bursting throuģ these dark mountains like the flame
of üghīning tiĻough the tempest;-thou dost lie,
Thy giant brood of pines around thee cĮinging,
Children of elder time, in whose devotion
The chainless winds stiļl come and ever came
To drink their odors, and their mighty swinging
To hear-an old and solemn harmony;
Thine earthĮy rainbows stretched across the sweep
Of the ethereal waterfall, whose veil
Robes some Įļnsculptured image; the strange sleep
Which when the voices of the desert fail
Wraps all in its own deep'eternity;-
Thy caverns echoing to the Arve's commotion,
A loud, lone sound no other sound can tame;
Thou art pervadęd with that ceaseless motion,
Thou art the path of üat unresting sound-
Dazy Ravine! and when Ī gaze on thee
I seem as in a trance sublime and strange
To muse on my own separate fantasy,
My own, my human mind, which passively
Now renders and receives fast influencings,
Holding an unremitting interchange
With the clear universe of things around;
One legion of wild thoughts, whose wandering wings
Now float above thy darkness, and ņow test
Where that or thou art no unbidden guest,
In the still cave of the witch PoesY,
Seeking among the shadows that pass by
Ghosts of all things that arc, some shade of thee,
Some phantom, some faint image; till the breast
From whįch they fled recaĮs them; thou art there!

IU

Some say that gleams of a remoter worļd
Visit the souļ in sleep-that death is slumber,
And that its shapes the busy thoughts outnumber
Of those who wake aņd live.-I look on high;
Has some unknown omnipotence upfurledo
The veil of ļife and death? or do I lie
In dream, and does the mightier world of sleep
Spread far around and inaccessibly
Its circles? For the very spirit fails,
Driven like a homeless cļoud from steep to steep
That vanishes among the viewļess gales!

ą"



MONT B LANC

Far, far above, piercing the infinite sky,
Mont Blanc appears-still, snowy, and serene--
Its subject mountains their unearthiy forms
Pile around it, ice and rock; broad vales between
Of frozen floods, unfathomable deeps,
Blue as the overhanging heaven, that spread
And wind among the accumulated steeps;
A desert peopled by the storms alone,
Save when the eagle brings some hunter's, bone,
And the wolf tracks her there-how hideously
Its shapes are heaped around! rude, bare, and high,
Ghastly, and scarred, and 1įy9ņ.-Į5 this the Scene
Where the oļd Earthquake-daemon taught her young
Ruin? Were these their,toys? or did a sea
Of fire envelop once this gilent snow?
None can reply-all seems eternal now.
The wiļderness has a mysterious tongue
Which teaches awful doubt, or faith so mild,

53 upfurled Cj. James Thomsoņ for unlurĮed.

So solemn, so serene, that man may be,
But for such faith, with nature reconciļed;o
Thou hast a voice, great Mountain, to repeal
Large codes of fraud and woe; not understood
By āil, but which the wise, and gteat, and good
Interpret, or make felt, or deeply feel.

Īv

The fields, the lakes, the forests, and the streaņs,
Ocean, and aĮ the living things that dweĮ
within the daedal earth; liģtning, and rain,
Earthquake, and fiery flood, and hurricane,
The torpor of the year when feeble dreams
Visit the hidden buds, or dreamless sleep
Holds evely future lęaf and flower;-the bound
With which from that detested trance they leap;
The works and ways of man, their death and birth,
And that of him and all that his may be;
All things that move and breathe with toil and sound
Are born and die; Īevolve, subside, and sweĮ.
Power dwells apart in its tranquiĮity,
Remote, serene, and inaccessible:
And thįs, the naked countenance of earth,
on which Į gaze, even these primeval mountains
Teach the adverting mind. The glaciers creep
Like snakes that watch their prey, from their far

fountains,
Slow rolling on; therg, many a precipice,
Frost and the Sun in scoĪn of mortal power
Have piled: dome, pyramid, and pinnacle,
A city of death, distinct with many a tower
And wail impregnable of beaming ice.
Yet not a city, but a flood of ruin
Is there, that from the boundaries of the sky
Rolļs its perpetual stream; vast pines are strewing
Its destined path, or in the mangled soil
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MONT BLANC

Branchless and shattered stand; the rocks, drawn down
From yon remotest waste, have overthrown
The limits of the dead and living worĮd,
Never to be reciaimed. The dweiļing-place
Of insects, beasts, and birds, becomes its spoil;
Their food and their retreat forever gone,
So much of life and joy is ļost. The race
Of man flies far in dread; his work and dwelling
Vanish, like smoke before the tempest's stream,
And their place is not known. Below, vast caves
Shine in the rushing torrents' restiess gleam,
Which from those secret chasms in tumuĮt welling
Meet in the vale, and one majestic River,
The breath and blood of distant lands, forever
Rolls its ļoud waters to the ocean-waves,
Breathes its swift vapors to the circling air. !

v

Mont Blanc yet gleams on high:-the power is there,
The still and solemn power of many sights,
And many sounds, and much of life and death.
In the calm darkness of the moonless nights,
In the lone glare of day, the snows descend
Upon that Mountain; none beholds them there,
Nor when the flakes burn in the sinking sun,
Or the star-beams dart through them:-Winds

contend
Silently there, and heap the snow with breath
Rapid and strong, but silentļy! Its home
The voiceless lightning in these solitudes
Keeps innocently, and like vapor broods
over the snow. The secret Strēngth of things
Which governs thought, and to the inf,nite dome
Of Heaven is as a law, inhabits thee!
And what were thou, and earth, and stars, and sea,
If to the human mind's imaginings
Siļence and soĮitude were vacancy?
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PROMETHEUS ĮjNB OĮIND

Preface

The Greek tragic writers, in seļecting as their subject
any portion of their national history or mythology, em-
ployed in their treatment of it a certain arbin'ary discre-
tion. They by no means conceived themselves bound to
adhere to the common interpretation or to imitate in story
as in titļe their rivaļs and predecessors. Such a system
wouļd have amounted to a resignation of those cļaims to
preference over their competitors which incited the com-
position. The Agamemnonian story Īvas exhibited on the
Athenian tļeater with as many variations as dramas.

I have presumed to employ a simiļar licence. The
Prometheus anbound of Aeschylus supposed the recon-
ciliation of Jupiter with his victim as the price for tle
disciosure of the danger threatened to his empire by the
consummation of his marriage with Thetis. Thetis, ac-
serding to this view of the subject, was given in marriage
to Peleus, and Prometheus, by the permission of Jupiter,
delivered from his captivity by Hercules. Had I framed
my story on this model, I shouļd have done no more than
have attempted to restore the lost drama of Aeschyius;
an ambition which, if my preference to this mode of treat-
ing the subject had incited me to cherish, the recoĮection
of the high comparison such an attempt would challenge
might wett abate. But, in truth, I was averse from a
catastrophe so feeble as that of reconciļing the Champion
with the oppressor of ankind. The moraļ interest of the
fable, which is so powerfuĮly sustained by the sufferins
and endurance of Prometheus, would be annihiļated if we
couļd conceive of him as unsaving his hi-eh language and
quailinq before his successful and perfidious adversary.

120

The only imaginary being resembling in any degree Pro-
metheus, is Satan; and Prometheus is, in my judgment, a
more poeticaļ character than Satan, because, in addition
to courage, and majesry, and firm and patient opposition
1s emnipotent force, he is susceptible of being described
as exempt from the taints of ambition, eįvy, revenge, and
a desire for personal aggrandizemenĻ which, in the Hero
of Parudįse Lost, interfere with the interest. The character
of Satan engenders in the mind a pernicious casuistryo
which ieads us to weigh his faults with his wĪongs, and to
excuse the former because the ļatter exceed aĮļ measure.
In the minds of those who consider that magnifissnl 6.-
tion with a religious feeling it engenders something worse.
But Prometheus is, as it were, the Ņpe of the highest per-
fection of moral and intellectual nature, impelled by the
purest and the truest motives to the best and noblest ends.

This Poem was chiefly written upon the mountainous
ruins of the Baths of Caracalļa, among the flowery glades,
and thickets of odoriferous blossoming tĪees, which are
extended in ever winding iabyrinths upon its immense
platforms and dbzy arches suspended in the air. The
bright blue sky of Rome, and the effect of the vigorous
awakening spring in that divinest climate, and the new life
with which it drenches the spirits even to intoxication,
were the inspiration of'this drama.

The imagery which I have employed wilļ be found, in
many instances, to have been drawn from the operations
of the human mind, or from those externaļ actions by
which they are expressed. This is unusuaļ in modern po-
etry, although Dante and ShakespeaĪe are fulļ of instances
of the same kind: Dante indeed more than any other poet,
and with gleateĪ success. But the Greek poets, as writers
to whom no resource of awakening the sympathy of their
contemPoraties was unknown, were in the habiruaļ use of
this power; and it is the study of their works (since a

higher merit would probably be denied me) to which I am
wiĮing that my readers should impute this singularity.

a pernicious casoistry a phrase crucial įo the understanding of Sheļļey's
criricism of. Paradise įosr, since it applies to the supposed|y Satanist
reading of the poem.
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PROMETIĪEUS LINBOįIND

A LYRĪCAL DRAMÄ
ĪN FoUR AcTs

Audįsne haec, amphiarae, sub Įerram abdite?

DRAMÄTIS PERSoNAE

PRoĻlprgeus Arorro HBnctrr,Bs

DBr'roco c,ox Mrncuny TrrB Pr xrÄsM oF Jrrprren

Juprrrx P,r.lmrre ') Ocean- Tns Spntr oF THE' Eerrn
Tsr E-rlrn Iorqe I iaes. TH Sp rr oF THE lvIooN

Ocr.rN Asre J SPIRITS oF rnr, Hou s

SP -rrs- Ecnoes. F.ruxs. Frrzurs'

ACT I

Scexp-r4 Ravįne ol Įcy Rocks įn the Indįan Cauca-
slls. PRoMETHEUS is dįscovered bound Įo ļhe

Precipice. PeNrllre and IoNr are seared aĮ hįs

Jeet.-Time, night. Duri'ng lhe Scene, morning
sĮowĮy breaks.

Promethetls. Īvlonarch of Gods and Daemons, and all
Spirits

Butbne, who throng those bright and rolling worlds
Which Thou and I alone of living thilgs
BehoirJ with sleepless eyes! regard this Earth
lvfade multitudinous with thy slaves, whcm thou

Requitest for knee-worship, pra-ver, and praise,o

Anä toil, and hecatombs of broken hearts,

6 Req .itest . . . pralse See Paradise 
l:t', 

U,

ļ26
ĪVith fear and seļf-conteqrpt and barren hope;

-Ķiist me, who am thy foe, eyeless in hatä,
Hast thou made reign and triumph, to thy scorn,
o'er mine own misery and thy vāin revenge.
Three thousand years of sleep-unshelteredhours,
And moments aye divided by-keeu pangs
TiĮ they seemed yeaĪS, torture and šoiitude,
99o* ąnd_ despair-these are mine empire:_
More 8įorious far than that which thou surveyest
From thine unenvied throne, O Mighty Godlo
Almighty, had I deigued ro share the shame
of thine iĮ tyranny, and hung not here
Nailed to this wall of eagle-baffiing mountain,
Black, *int y, dead, unmeasured; without herb,
Insect, or beast, or shape or sound of tife.
Ah me! alas, pain, pain ever, forever!

No change, no pause, no hope! Yet I endure.
I ask the Earth, have not the mountains felt?
I ask yon Heaven, the all-beholding Sun,
Has it not seen? The Sea, in storm or calm,
Heaven's ever-changing Shadow, spread below,
Have its deaf waves not heard my agony?
Ah me! alas, pain, pain ever, forever!

The crawling giaciers pierce me with the spears
Of their moon-freezing crystals, the bright chains
Eat with their burning cold into my bones.
Heaven's wingėd hound, poĮluting from thy lips
His beak in poison not his own, tears up
My heart; and shapeless sights come wandering by,
The ghastly people of the reaļm of dream,
Mocking me: and the Earthquake-fiends aĪe

charged
To wrench the rivets from my quivering wounds
Wtren the rocks split and close again behind:
\Yh.ile from their loud abysses howling throng
The geuii of the storm, ureing the rage

t-7 }lonarch . . . God See Paradįseļost, I, 1 1. 84f. and24?Į.
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Of whirhvind, and affi-ict me with keen hail.
And yet to me welcome is day and night,
Whether one breaks thę hoarfrost of the morn,
or starr1r, dim, and siow, the 6 1g1 gĪimĻs
The ļeaden-coļored east; for then they Įead
The wingless, crawling hours, one aĪnong whom

-As Some dark Priest haļes the reluctant victim-
ShaĮl drag thee, cruel King, to kiss the blood 50

From these pale feet, which then miģt trample thee
If they disdai-ned not such a prostrate slave.
Disdaiį! Ah no! I pity thee. What ruin
Will hunt thee undefended through wide Heaven!
How wiĮ thy souĮ, cloven to its depth with terror, ss

Gape trke a hell within! I speak in grief,
Not exuļtation, for I hate .no more,
As then ere misery rrade me wise. The curse
once breathed on thee I wouļd recaļļ.

Phantasm.

Fiend, I defy thee! with a calm, fixed minģ
All that tiou canst inflict I bid thee do;

Foul Tyrant both of.Gods and Human-kiną
one only being shaļt thou not subdue.

Rain then thy plagues upon me here,
Ghastly disease, and frenzying fear;
Ald ļet alternate frost and fire
Eat into me, and be tbjne ire

Lic,htĪring, and cutting hail, and legioned for s
Of fwies, driving by upon 1foe sTe ding storms.

Ay, do thy worst. Thou ą6 6mnipotent-
O'er all things but thyself I gave thee powet,

And my own wiļl. Be thy swift mischiefs sent
To bļast mąrrkind, from yon ęthereaļ toweĪ.

Let thy malignant SpiĪit move
I_n darkness oveĪ those I love:
on me and minę I imprecate
The utnost torhrre of thy hate;

And thus devote to sleepless agoĪry,
This undecļining head whj]e thou must reign on hiģ.

15

But thorļ who art the Ged and Lord: o, thou
W'ho fiĮļest witi thy soul this worid of woe,

To who aĮl things of Earth and Heavęn do bow
2E5 I fear a d worship: aii-prevaiĪing foel

Ī curse thee, let a sufferer's curse
Clasp thee, his torfurer, like remorse;
Tilļ thine InfiniŲ shalļ be
A robe of envenomed agony;

And thine Omnipotence a crown of pain,
To cting üke burning gold rouncl thy dissolving brain"

Heap on thy soul, by virtue of this Curse,
Ill deeds, then be thou damneģ beholding good;

Both infinite as is the universe,
Ald thou, and thy self-torruring solitude"

A awful image of calm Power
Though now thou sittesą let the hour
Come, when thou must aPpear to be
That which thou art internd.iY;

And after many a false and fruitless crime
Scorn track thy Įaggiog fall throuģ boundļess space

and time.

Prometheus. Were these my v/ords, O Parent?

The Earth. They v/ere thįne.

Prometherts. Īt doth repent me: words are quick ancl

vain;
Grief for awhile is blind, and so was mine"
I wish no living thing to suffer pain-

375
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On a poet's lips I slept
Dreaming like a love-adept
In the sourd his breathing kept;

?4o N<rr seeks nor finds he mortaļ biisses,
But feeds on the aēriaļ kisses
Of shapes that haunt thought's wildernesses.
He wiļļ watch from dawn to gioom
The ļake-reflected. sun ilļume

745 The yeĮiow bees in the ivy-bĮoom,
Nor heed nor see, what things they be;
But from tļese ereate he can
Forms more reaļ than living man,
NursĮings of immortaĮiry!



Üņtrrl'
From Manfred'

A Dramatic Poem

ACT ĪĪĪ, scENE Iv

Interior o-f the Touer
[naemnnno aĮone]

The stars are forth, the moon above the tops
of the snow-shining mountains;-BeautifuĮ!
I linger yet with Nature, for the night

Hath been to me a more familiar face
Than that of man; and in her starry shade
Of dim and solitary loveliness,
I learned the language of another worļd.
I do remember me, that in my youth,
When I was wandering,-upon such a night
I stood within the Coļiseum's wall,
Midst the chief relics of alrnighty Rome.
The trees which grew along the broken arches
Waved dark in the blue midnight, and the stars
Shone through the rents of ruin; from afar
The watch-dog bayed beyond the Tiber; and
More near from out the Caesars'palace came
The owļ's long cry, and, interruptedly,
Of distant sentinels the fftful song
Begun and died upon the gentle wind.
Some cypresses beyond the time-worn breach
Appeared to skirt the horizon, yet they stood
Within a bowshot. Where the Caesars dwelt,
And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidst
A grove which springs through ļeveļled battļements
And twines its roots with the imperial hearths,
Ivy usurps the laurel's place of growth;-
But the gladiators'bloody Circus stands,
A noble wreck in ruinous perfection!
While Caesar's chambers, and the Augustan halls,
Grovel on earth in indistinct decay.-
And thou didst shine, thou rolling moon, upon
AII this, and cast a wide and tender light,
Which softened down the hoar austerity
Of rugged desolation, and filled up,
As 'twere anew, the gaps of centuries;
Leaving that beautiful which still was so,
And making that which was not, tilĮ the place
Became religion, and the heart ran o'er
With Silent worship of the great of oļd,_
The dead, but sceptred sovereigns, who still rule
Our spirits from their
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From Canto 3

I"oNCE MoRE uPoN THn wernRs"]

ļ
Is thy face like thy mother's, my fair child!
Adalļsoļe daughter of my house and heart?
When last I saw thy young blue eyes they smiled,
And then we parted-not as now we part,
But with a hope.-

Awaking with a start,
The waters heave around me; and on high
The winds lift up their voices; I depart,
Whither I know not; but the hour's gone by,

When Albion'sz lessening shores co,uld grieve or glad mine eye.
L

once more upon the watersļ yet once moreļ
And the waves bound beneath me as a steed
That knows his rider. Weļcome to their roar!
Swift be their guidance, wheresoe'er it ļeadļ
Though the strained mast should quiver as a reed,
And the rent canvas fluttering strew the gale,
Stiļļ must Į on; for I am as a weed,
Flung from the rock on Ocean's foam, to sail

Where'er the surge may sweep, the tempest's breath prevail.
3

In my youth's summer3 I did sing of One,
Thę wandering outlaw of his own dark mind;
Again I seize the theme, then but begun,
And bear it with me, āS the rushing wind
Bears the cļoud onwards: in that taļe I find
The furrows of long thought, and dried-up tears,
Which, ebbing, leave a steriļe track behind,
O'er which all heavily the iourneying years

Pļod the last sands of ļife-where not a flower aPpears.
4

Since my young days of passion-joy, or pain-
Perchance my heart and harp have ļost a string,

Į. Byron's daughter, Augusta Ada, born in onciļiation, but he was never to see Ada again.
December 1816, a month before her Parenķ sep_ Z. EngĮand's.
arated. Byron's "hope" (line 5) had been for a rec- 3. Byron wrote canto I at age Zl; he is now 28

And both may jar:a it may be that in vain
I wouļd essay as I have sung to sing.
Yet, though a dreary strain, to this I cling,
So that it wean me from the weary dream
of seļfish grief or gladness-so it fling
Forgefulness around me-it shaļļ seem

To me, though to none else, a not ungratefuļ theme.

5

He, who gĪo\-Vn agėd in this worļd of woe,
In deeds, not years, piercing the depths ofļife,
So that no wonder waits him-nor beļow
Can ļove, or sorrow, fame, ambition, strife,
Cut to his heart again with the keen knife

l0
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CHLņg Henolo's PIlcRtķIecg. Caruro 3

of siļent, sharp endurance-he can teļļ
Why thought seeks refuge in ļone CaVeS, yet rife
With airy images, and shapes which dweļl

Still unimpaired, though oļd, in the souļ's haunted ceļļ.
6

'Tis to create, and in creating live
A being more intense, that we endow
With form our fancy, gaining as we give
The life we image, even as I do now.
What am I? Nothing: but not so art thou,
Souļ of my thoughtļ5 with whom I traverse earth,
Invisible but gazing, as I glow
Mixed with thy spirit, blended with thy birth,

And feeling stilļ with thee in my crushed feelings' dearth.
'l

Yet must I think less wildly-I have thought
Too long and darkly, till my brain became,
In its own eddy boiling and o'erwrought,
A whirling gulf of phaniasy and flame:
And thus, untaught in youth my heart to tame,
My springs of ļife were poisoned. 'Tis too ļateļ
Yet am I changed;though still enough the same
In strength to bear what time can not abate,

And feed on bitter fruits without accusing Fate.
8

Something too much of this-but now 'tis past,

And the spell closes with iķ silent seaļ.6
Long absent Henolo reappears at last;
He of the breast which fain no more would feel,
Wrung with the wounds which kiļļ not but ne'er heal;
Yet Time, who changes aļļ, had aļtered him
In souļ and aspect as in age: years steal
Fire from the mind as vigor from the ļimb,

And ļife's enchanted cup but sparkles near the brim.

9

His had been quaffed too quickly, and he found
The dregs were woĪmwood; but he filled again,

And from a purer fount, on hoļier ground,
And deemed its spring peņetual; but in vain!

Stiļļ round him clung invisibly a chain
Which galled forevet, fettering though unseen,
And heavy though it cļanked not; worn with pain,
Which pined although ii spoke not, and grew keen,

Entering with every step he took through many a scene.
ļ0

Secure in guarded coldness, he had mixed
Again in fancied safeŲ with his kind,
And deemed his spirit now so firmly fixed
And sheathed with an invuļnerabļe mind,
That, if no joy, no soĪrow ļurked behind;

And he, as one, might'midst the many stand
Unheeded, searching through the crowd to find
Fit speculation-such as in strange land

He found in wonderworks of God and Nature's hand.

But who can view the ripened ,o'rl, .,o, ,..k
To wear it? who can curiously behold
The smoothness and the sheen of beauŲ's cheek,
Nor feeļ the heart can never all grow old?
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CHtl-ps He,Ror-o's Pllcnluecl. CeNro J

Who can contemplate Fame through clouds unfoļd
The star which rises o'er her steep, nor cļimb?
Harold, once more within the vortex, roļļed
On with the giddy circle, chasing Time,

Yet with a noblĮr aim than in his youth's fond7 prime.
n

But soon he knew himseļf the most unfit
of men to herd with Man, with whom he heļd
Littļe in common; untaught to submit
His thoughts to others, though his souļ was queĮled
In youthby his own thoughts; still uncompelled,
He wouļd not yield dominion of his mind
To spirits against whom his own rebeļļed,
Proud though in desoļation; which couļd find

A ļife within itself, to breathe without mankind'
t3

Where rose the mountains, there to him were friends;

Where rolļed the ocean, thereon was his home;
Where a blue sky, and glowing clime, extends,
He had the passion and the power to roam;
The desert, forest, cavern, breaker's foam,
Were unto him companionship;they spake

A mutual language, clearer than the tome
of his ļand's tongue, which he wouļd oft forsake

For Nah:re's pages glassed8 by sunbeams on the lake.

Like the Chaļdean,9 he couļd *r'įn the stars,
Tiļl he had peopled them with beings bright
As their own beams;and earth, and earth-born jars,
And human frailties, were forgotten quite:
Couļd he have kept his spirit to that flight
He had been happy; but this clay will sink
Its spark immortal, envying it the light
To which it mounts, as if to break the ļink

That keeps us from yon heaven which woos us to its brink.

But in Man'S dwellings ķ. ķ..rnll a thing
Restļess and worn, and stern and wearisome,
Drooped as a wiļd-born faļcon with clipped wing,
To whom the boundless air alone were home:
Then came his fit again, which to o'ercome,
As eagerly the barred_up bird wilļ beat
His breast and beak against his wiry dome
Tiļļ the blood tinge his plumage, so the heat

of his impeded souļ wouļd through his bosom eat.

Seļf-exiled Haroļd wanders forth Tgai.,,
With nought of hope ļeft-but with less of gloom;
The very knowledge that he ļived in vain,
That aļļ was over on this side the tomb,
Had made Despair a smilingness assume,
Which, though'twere wiļd-as on the plundered wreck
Where mariners would madly meet their doom
With draughts intemperate on the sinking deck-

Did yet inspire a cheer which he forebore to check.
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THE ROMANTIC IMAGE OF THE POET

l757 Thomas Gray The Burd _ tlre poet the embodimęnt of national resistance to

tyranny
Ezekiel from the Old Testament - traditionally thought of as the most imaginative of
the rnajor prophets (he was one of the Israelites held captive in Babylon by

Nebr-rchadnezzar in 598 BC where he encoutaged his people to keep alive a sense of
natiorral identiŅ
I1]6 Dįc|aration of Independence of the 13 American colonies (American colonists

viewed as New Israelites who, divinely inspired, rise up against tyranny which is
powerless against right and truth)

1789 the French Revolution, millennial apocalyptic expectations aroused (The Book
of the ApocaĮypse ("Revelation'') foretells the coming of the millennium of earthly

kiņgclom and then eternal bliss symbolized by the marriage between the New
Jelusalem ("a new earth") and Christ the Lamb ("a new heaven")

1193-g4 the Reign of Terror under Robespierre *apocalyptic hope reinteņreted:

instead of revolutionary masses triumphing over earthly tyranny the individual

visionary imagination should triumph over other senses )the Romantic emphasis on

seeing (i.e. achieving the imaginative vision of things as they are (Blake: "seeing

thror"rgh and not with the eye") and achieving a spiritual marriage between the mind

ancį tlre external world
I793-I815 the French Revolutionary and NapoĮeonic Wars
1819 Peterloo massacre - a peaceful demonstration for parliamentary reform in St.

Peter's Fields in Manchester charged by government troops, 9 killed, hundreds injured

William Haz|itt: "For my part, I Set out in Įife with the French RevoĮutįon and that

event had consįderabĮe inJĮuence on my earĮy feeĮings aS on those of others. Youth

was then doubĮy such' It was the dawn of a new era, a new impuĮse had been given to

men'5 mįnds, and the sun of Liberty rose upon the sun of Life įn the same day, and

boĮh were proud to run theįr race together. LįttĮe dįd I dream, whiĮe my first hopes

antJ yvįshes went hand įn hand with those of the human race, that Įong before my eyes

shottļd cĮose, that dawn wouĮd be overcast and set once more įn the night of despotism

- " tolaĮ ecĮipse '' . ''

J.J. Rousseau gave expression with a new intensity to the love of freedom, the state

of man in socieŅ, new ideas concerning the self and the admiration of nature. In the

place of a civilization of art and science (which he ridicules) virtuous simplicity ("the

subļirne science of simple minds") should be the ideal Man in a state of nature is "a

noble Savage", a compassionate, unaggressive being who "breathes only peace and

liberty" (Discourse, 1,154). Civilization leads to inequality, slavery and tyranny, the

soļution is the "social contract" between the monarch and the people (The SociaĮ

Conlract, l]62); thę idea itself goes back through Milton, Hobbes, Lock et al

ultimately to Plato's RepubĮic'His Confessions, a controversiaļ arrd frank account of
his 1ife aS a man of feeling enchanted the Romantic poets (Byron, Chįlde HaroĮd's

PiĮgrimage, IIĮ: ". '. he lcrlew/How to make madness beautifuĮ, and cast,/o'er erring

aeuas oid thoughts a heavenĮy hue/of words, Įįke sunbeams, dazzling as they

pct:;tiThe eyes which o'er them shed tears feeĮing and fast' "
William Godwin (1756-1836) English radical and agitator for parliamentary reform

during the French Revolution fired the English Romantic poets' mind with his

extreme ideaļism and his impossibly high conception of the nobility of man

3?



Blake: "Į know that thįs worĮd įs a World of IMAGINATION and Vįsįon.''
Imagination as a fundamental feature of art: it can transform tļre worļd, provide an

escape from it, it enjoys a creative freedom which it consciously strive to realize (for
tļle revelation of spiritual trutlr, for poĮitical reform, for the pleasure of the individual)'
Tlris creativity of the imagination is God-ļike in its operations because, like God, it
creates new worlds,
Coleridge Biographia Lįterarįa (1s17) attacked the C18 concept of the mirrd as a
mere recorder of sense impressions (i.e' Locke's tabuĮa rasa, Haft|ey's theory of
association (the mind receives impressions from the outside world, through the eye,

arrcį combining the impressions, the mind builds up a gradation of ideas from the

simpĮe to the complex ones)) on two grounds: that this process leaves no place for the

incįivįdual's free will (as all actions are determined by sense impressions) and leaves

out God as thę real causę of theses sense impressions in the first place). He suggested

a thr.eę-fold division of męntal operation: fancy, the primary imagination and the

secondary imagination: "The IMAGINATI)N then I consįder eįther as primary, or
secondary. The primary IMAGINATI)N I hoļd to be the Įiving Power and prime
Agent of all human Perception, and as a repetitįon įn the infinite mtnd of the eternal

arl of creatįon įn the infinite ļ AM. The secondary Į consider aS cĮn echo of the former,
co-existing wįth the conscįous wiĮĮ, yet stįļl as įdentįcal wįth the primary in the kind of
its agency, and differing only įn deęree' and įn the mode of its operatįons. It dįssoĮves,

dilfū.s,es, dissipates, įn order to recreate,' or when this process is rendered impossibĮe,

yet stiĮĮ aĮ aĮĮ events, it struggĮes to įdeaĮįze and to untfy' Įt įs essentįalĮy vįtaĮ' even aS

aĮĮ ohjects (as objects) are essentįaĮĮy fixed and dead. FANCY, on the contrary, has

not other counters to pĮay with but fixįtįes and definites '.. equaĮĮy wįth the ordinary
memory įt must receįve alĮ įts materiaĮs ready made from the Įaw of associatįons- ''

Thr-rs imagination is God-like on both its primary and secondary functions: the

primary imagination perceives the world, is activated by this perception and becomes

creative, re-creating the God-created world with every single act of perception; the

secondary imagination goes even further as it dissolves and reorders the objects

perceived to create new imaginary worlds. Because so God-like in its operations,

īmagination is mysterious and holy. Reco gnizing this immense creative power in
oneself, the Romantic poet develops an intense interest in his own self ('W'ordsworth's

The PreĮude). The emphasis now shifts from the eternal world (the Augustan idea of
art as a mirror which reflects nature, of poetry as painting) to the inner world of the

poet's self (poetry as music, lyric becomes the chief form of poetry). The poet is

ģoverned uy tiis imagination, he can nevel know when it might strike, but when it

does. the poet will sing like the Aeolian harp (tuulekannel) which makes spontaneous

music when the wind blows upon it.

Utilitarianism' based on Jeremy Bentham's (|148-ļ832) PrincipĮes of Morals and

LegisĮation (1789) which presents a political and ethical theory of "Utility''. "ļt įs the

greatest happiness of the greatest number that įs the measure of right and wrong.''

Mun', conduct is governed by pain and pleasure. These can be quantitatively

measured according to their intensity, duration, certainŅ and propinquity. When the

pleasrtres and pains of all act affecting all the members of the community have been

measured, the moral quality of these acts can be determined. The goodness of a law is

measurabļę by the principle of Utitity. i.e. how much it contributes to the happiness of
every member of the community. All individuals are always motivated by self-

interest, it is the business of ļaw and education to devise sanctions sr-rfficiently strong

to tnakę individuals subordinate their happiness to that of the community. Bentham
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devised a feĮicific calcuĮus to calcuļate scientifically tlre quantitative value of pains
and pleasures as motives of action with extraordinary minuteness it order to provide a

tool for improving morals and ļaws. Poetry in Bentham's system is relegated to the

status of amusement and distraction: "Prejudice apart, the game of push-pin is of
eqttctĮ value wįth the arts and scįences of mustc and poetry. "

Thonras Love Peacock The Four Ages of Poetry (1820) playftrlly argued that as

marrļ<ind had grown up it was time to put away chiļdish things (poetry) and speak as a

man in prose.
Tlronras B. Macaulay (1825): "perhaps no person can be a poet or can ever enjoy

poetry wįthout a certaįn unsoundness of mind." "And as a magic Įantern acts best įn

a cĮark room, poetry effect its purpose most compĮeteĮy in a dark age. As the Įight of
knou,ļedge beaks upon its exhįbįtįons, as the outĮįnes of certainty become more and

m'ore distįnct, the hues and ļįneaments of the phantoms which the poet caĮĮs up grolv

fainĮer andfainter. ''

P.B Shetley The Defense of Poetry (1821) (see overleaf;
A. Lord Tennyson Armageddoru (1828):

IfeĮt my souĮ grow mighty, and my Spirit
'[li t h s up er natur aļ ex c įt at į on b ound
Withįn me, and my mentaĮ eye grew Įarge

Wįth such a vast circumference of thought,

That įn my vaniŅ I seemed to stand
(}pon the outward verge and bound aĮone

of fįļĮĮ b e atitude' Each faiĮ ing S ens e

As wįth a momentaryJĮash of Įight
Grew thriĮĮingĮy dįstįnct and keen.

M. Arnold Maurįce de Guėrįn (1863, 1865): The grand power of poetry įs įts

inĮ'erpretatiye power, bywhich I mean/.'./ the power of so deaĮingwith things as

to awaken in us a wonderfuĮĮy fuĮl, new and įntįmate sense of them, and of our

reĮatįons with them, When thįs sense įs awakened in uS, aS to objects wįthout įļS, we

feeĮ ourseĮves to be įn contact wįth the essentįaĮ nature of those objects, to be no

Įonger bewįļdered and oppressed by them, but to have theįr secret, and to be įn

hurmony with them /.''/ The interpretations of science do not give us thįs įntįnlate

Sense. of objects as the interpretations of poetry give it; they appeal to a Įimįted

facuĮņ, and not to the whoļe man. /.'./ I have saįd that poetry interprets įn two

wcļys; it interpretsby expressing with magicaĮ feĮiciņ, the physiognomy and

movement of īlle outward world, and įt interpretl by expressing, with inspired

convįctįon, the įdeas and Įaws of the inward world of man's moraĮ and spiritual

nc1ure' Įn other words, poetry is interpretative both by having naturaĮ magįc in it,

ctnd by having moraĮ pro.fundįŅ. In both ways it įlĮtmįnates man,' įt gives him a

.saĮisfying sense of reaĮįty,' įt reconcįļes hįm wįth himseĮf and the unįyerse. "
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Wordsworth remembers
the French RųoĮution

Bliss was ir in that dawn to be aĮįve
But to be young was very Heavenļ o times
In which the meagre, s[ale, forbidding ways
Of custom, law and statute, took at once
The attraction of a country įn romanceļ
When Reason seemed the most ro asserr her rights
When most intent on making of herseĮf-
A prime enchantress - to assist the work
Which then was going forward in her name!
Not favoured spots alone, but the whole Earth
The beauty wore of promise _ that which seķ
(As at some moment might not be unfeĮt
Among üe bowers of Paradįse isetD
The budding rose above the rose full blown.
What iempeĪ at the prospect did not wake
To happiness unthought of? The inert
Were roused, and liveĮy natures Īapt away.
They who had fed their chitdhood upon dreams,
The playfelĮows of fancy, who had made

All powers of swifiness, subdery and srength
Their ministers, _ who in ĮordĮy wise had stirred
Among ūe grandest objecs of the sense,
And dealtwith whaķoever they found there
As if they had wirhin some Įurhng righr
To wįeld it; _ they, too, who of gentle mood
Had warched all gentle motions, and to these
Had fitted üeil o\Mn thoughs' schemers more mild
And in the region of their peacefuI seĮves;*
Now was it that both found, the meek and lofry
Dįd both find, heĮpers to theįr hearts desire,
And stu{I at hand, plastic as ūey could wįsh,_
Were calĮed upon to exercise their skill,
Not įn Utopia,_ subteranean fields, _
Or some secreted įsland, Heaven knows whereļ
But in the very world' whįch įs the world
of all of us,_ the place where, in ūe end,
We find our happiness' or not at alĮ!

JromTHE PRELUDE, Book 11, Lines 1.08-24 (1805)
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Sonnet: EngĮand in 1819

An old, mad, blind, despised and dying kirg -
Princes, the dregs of their dull race, who flow
Through public scorn, mud from a muddy spring -
Rulers who neither See, nor feel, nor know' 

ļ

But leech-like to their fainting counn)i cĮing'-
TiĮĮ they drop, bĮįnd in blood, wįthout a blow' _
A peopĮe starved and stabbed in the untįlled fįeld, -
An army, w,hich Įiberticide and prey
Make as an untįĮled field to all who wįeļd,-
Golden and sanguine Įaws, which tempt and slay;
Religion Christless, GodĮess_ a book sealed;
A Senate, - Time's \Morst statute unrepealed, -
Are graves, from whįch a glorious Phantom may
Burst to iĮlumine our temPestuous day'

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

57e/"ų
Ū-
Alastor; or, The Spirit of Soļitude

Preface

Tļre poem entitļed "ALASToR, " *ry be considered as allegorical of one
of the most interesting situations of the human mind. Iī represents a
youth of uncorrupted feelings and adventurous genius led forth by an
imagination inflamed and purified through familiarity with aļl thļt ls
excellent and majestic, to the contemplation of the universe. He drinks
deep of the fountains of knowļedge, and is stilļ insati.ate. The magnifi-
cence and beauŲ of the external worļd sinks profoundly into the fraÄe of
his conceptions, and affords to their modiĒcations a varieŲ not to be
exhausted. S-o long as it is possible for his desires to point Įowards ob-
jects thus infinite and unmeasured, he is joyous, and Įranquiļ, and seļf-
possessed. But the period arrives when these objects cease to suffice. His
mind is at length suddenly awakened and thirsts for intercourse with an
intelligence similar to itself. He images to himseļf the Being whom he
ļoves. Conversant with speculations of the subļimest and rāost perfect
nafures, the vision in which he embodies his own imaginations unites
aļļ of wonderfuļ, or wise, or beautifuļ, which the poet, tĒe phiĮosopher,
or the ļover cou]d depicture. The inteļlectuaļ facuĪties, the Ļagi.,rtion,
the functions of sense, have their respective requisitions on the įmpathy
of corresponding powers in other human beinģs. The Poet is represānted
as uniting these requisitions, and attaching them to a single image.t He

l Shelley'sviewthattheobjectofloveisanideaļ- ingtothenafureofmen.' .tThisis] asoul within
ized 

-antiŲpe 
įo alļ that is best within the seļf is our souļ. . . . The discovery of it, ,nil-typ. . . . in

clarified by a passage in his Essay on Love, which such proportion as the type within demänds; this
may have been written at about the time of A/as- is the invisibļe and unattainable point to which Įnve
įor: "We dimly see within our inteļļectuaļ nafure tends; and . . . without the pĮssession of which
'..'theideaļ prototypeofeverythingexceiļentor thereisnorestnorrespitetoįheheartoverwhich
lovely that we are capable ofconceiving as belong_ it ruļes."

4,r



seeks in vain for a protoŲpe of his conception. Blasted by his disappoint-
ment, he descends to an untimely grave.

The picture is not barren of instruction to actual men. The Poet's seļf-
centred seclusion was avenged by ihe furies of an irresistibĮe passion
pursuing him to speedy ruin. But that Power which strikes the ļuminar-
ies of the worļd with sudden darkness and extinction, by awakening them
to too exquisite a perception of its influences, dooms to a sļow and poi-
sonous decay those meaner spirits that dare to abjure its dominion. Their
destiny is more abiect and inglorious as their delinquency is more con-
temptible and pernicious. They who, deļuded by no generous error'
instigated by no sacred thirst of doub{ul knowledge, duped by no illus-
tious superstition, loving nothing on this earth, and cherishing no hopes
beyond, yet keep aļoof from sympathies with their kind, rejoicing nei-
ther in human ioy nor mourning with human grief; these, and such as
they, have their apportioned curse. They languish, because none feel
with them their common nature. They are morally dead. They are nei-
ther friends, nor lovers, nor fathers, nor citizens of the world, nor bene-
factors of their country. Among those who attempt to exist without
human sympathy, the pure and tender-hearted perish through the inten-
siŲ and passion of their search after its communities, when the vacancy
of their spirit suddenly makes itseļf felt. All else, seļfish, blind, and tor-
pid, are those unforeseeing muļtitudes who consütute, together with their
own, the lasting misery and loneliness of the worļd. Those who love not
their felļow-beings live unfrui{ul lives, and prepare for their old age a
miserable grave.

"The good die first,
And those whose hearts are dry as summer dust,
Burn to the socket!"Z

December r4, r8r5.

Alastor; or, The Spirit of Solitude

Nondum amabam, et amare amabam, quarebam quid amarem, amans
amare.-Confess. St. August.l

Earth, ocean, air, beloved brotherhoodļ
If our great Mothera has imbued my soul

And motions of the forests and the sea,

And voice of living beings, and woven hymns
of night and day, įnd the deep heart of man. ļ

There was a Poet whose untimely tomb
No human hands with pious reverence reared,

But the charmed eddies of autumnal winds
Built o'er his mouldering bones a pyramid
of mouļdering leaves in the waste wiļderness:-

2. Quoted fiom Wordsworth's Tįe Excursion
l. 5 I 9-Z l; the passage occurs in The Ruined' CoĻ
tage (a6ove, lines 96-98), which Wordsworth
reworked into the 6 rst book oĪ T he Excunion (|8l 4).
l. Condensed from a passage in St. Augustine,
Confasions 3.1: "Not yet did I love, though I loved
to love, seeking what I might love, Ioving to love."
Augustine thus describes his state of mind when
he was addicted to iļlicit sexual love; the true obļect
of his desire, which compels the tortuous spiritual

journey of his life, he later discovered to be the
infinite and transcendent Cod.
4. Nah:re, invoked as the common mother of the
eļements and of the poet.
5. Wordsworth, My Heart Lzaps Up (above, lines
9-10): "And Į could wish my days to be/Bound
each to each by natural piety." Wordsworth also
used these ļines as the epigraph to his ode: Īntį
mations of ImmortaĮity.
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A lovely youth,-no mourning maiden decked
With weeping flowers, or votive cypress wreath,2
The ļone couch of his everļasting sleep:-
Gentle, and brave, and generous,-no ļorn3 bard
Breathed o'er his dark fate one melodious sigh:
He lived, he died, he sung, in soļitude.
Strangers have wept to hear his passionate noteš,
And virgins, as unknown he past, have pined
And wasted for fond ļove of his wild eyes.
The fire of those soft orbs has ceased to burn,
And Silence, too enamoured of that voice
Locks its mute music in her rugged cell.

By solemn vision, and bright silver dream,
His infancy was nurtured. Every sight
And sound from the vast earth and ambient air,
Sent to his heart its choicest impulses.
The fountains of divine philosophy
Fļed not his thirsting lips, and all of great
Or good, or lovely, which the sacred past
In huth or fable consecrates, he feļt
And knew. When early youth had past, he ļeft
His cold fireside and alienated home
To seelc shange truths in undiscovered ļands.
Many a wide waste and tangled wilderness
Has lured his fearless steps; and he has bought
With his sweet voice and eyes, from savage men,
His rest and food. Nature's most secret steps
He like her shadow has pursued, where'er
The red volcano overcanopies
Its fieļds of snow and pinnacles of ice
With burning smoke, or where bitumen ļakesa
on black bare pointed isļets ever beat
With sluggish surge, or where the secret caves
Rugged and dark, winding among the springs
Of fire and poison, inaccessible
To avarice or pride, their starry domes
Of diamond and of gold expand above
Numberļess and immeasurabļe halļs,
Frequent5 with crystal column, and cļear shrines
Of pearl, and thrones radiant with chrysolite.6
Nor had that scene of ampler majesŅ
Than gems or gold, the varying roof of heaven
And the green earth ļost in his heart its cļaims
To love and wonder; he would linger long
In Įonesome vales, making the wild his home,
Untiļ the doves and squirrels wouļd partake
From his innocuous hand his bļoodļess food,7
Lured by the gentle meaning of his ļooks,
And the wild antelope, that starts whene'er
The dry ļeaf rustļes in the brake,8 suspend
Her timid steps to gaze upon a form
More gracefuļ than her own.

His wandering step
oļedient to high thoughts, has visited
The awfuļ ruins of theĮays of oļd:
Athens, and Tyre, and Balbec,e and the waste
Where stood Jerusaļem, the faļļen towers
Of Babylon, the eternal pyramids,
Memphis and Thebes,ļand whatsoe'er of strange
Sculptured on aļabaster obeļisk,
pr įasņ1tomb, or muļtiļated sphynx,
Dark , thiopia in her desert hiĪls'
Conceaļs. Among the ruined temples there,
Stupendous columns, and wild images
of more than man, where marbļe dämons watch
The Zodiac's brazen mystery,2 and dead men
Hang theirmute thoughts on the mute waļļs around,3
He lingered, poring on memoriaļs
of the worļd's youth, through the long burning day
93_r.i on those speechless ūrpes, noį when t"h. *oon
F'iļled the mysterious haļļs witĖ floatinģ shades
Suspended he that task, but ever gazed-
Ą1d gazed, till meaning on his vācant mind
Fļashed like shong inspĪration, and he saw
The thriļļing secrets of the birth of time.
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Irl tlre yor_rtlt of tlre worļd, nren dance arrd sing and imitate natural
objects, oļlservingJ ir'r tlrese actions, as in aļ] others, a certain rhythm or
order. Arrd, altl-rouglr aļl nren observe a simiļar, they observe not the
szrtrre order, irr tļre nrotiorrs of tlre dance, in the melody of the song, in
tlle cor-rrbir-ratiorrs of language, irr the series of their imitations of naturaļ
ob|ects. Fcir tļrere is a certain order or rhythm belonging to each ofthese
classes oF mir-netic representation, from which the hearer and the spec-
tator receive an intenser and purer pleasure than from any other: the
setlse of atr approxir-rration to tlris order ļlas been caļļed taste, by modern
rvriters. Every nran in the infancy of ari, observes an order which
approxirlrates ll'lore oĪ less closely to that from which this highest delight
resrrlts: but tl're diversiŅ is not sufficiently nrarked, as that its gradations
shoLrld be sensible, except in those instances where the predominance
of tĮiis faculty of approxinration to the beautiful (for so we may be per-
nritted to name tlre reļation between this highest pleasure and its cause)
is i,ery great. Those in whom it exists in excess are poets, in the most
r.ttriversaļ ser-rse of tlre vt,ord; arrd the pleasure resulting from tļre manneĪ
irr llįlįcĮr tlrey express tļ-re irrfluence of socieŅ or nature upon their own
rrrirlcĮs, conrtrrunicates itseļf to others, and gathers a sort of redupļication
frorrr tĮrat cotlrrrunity. Tlreir language is vitally metaphorical; that is, it
rrrarks tlre 

'before 
unapprehended reļations of things, and perpetuates

tĮ-reir apprehension, until tlre words which represent them, become
throLrglr tin.re signs for portions or classes of thoughtss instead of pictures
of integral thoughts; and then if no new poets should arise to create
afresh the associations whicl.r have been thus disorganized, language will
be dead to all the rrobler purposes of human intercourse. These simiļi_
tr-rdes or relations are 6nely said by Lord Bacon to be "the same footsteps

of nature in-rpressed upon tlre varįous subjects of the worļd"6-and he

cor-rsiders the faculty which perceives them as the storehouse of axioms

conlmon to aļļ knowļedge. In the infancy of society every author is nec-

essarily a poet, because language itseļf is poetry; and to be a poet is to

,pp..liend- the trr.re arrd the beautifuļ, in a word the good which exists

iir tĮre reļatiorr, subsisting, first between existence and perception, and

seconclly beh.veen perception and expression. Every o-riginal language

near to it, ,orr.. is in itself the chaos of a cyclic poem:7 the copiousness

-Į. Follorving, obeying. Enlargementofthe Scienccs"), l.3.
5. 1.e., abstiact concipts- 7- A group of poems (e.g., "lhe Arthurian cycle")
6. Bacorr, De Au6nlenlis Scientiarum ("on the thatdealwįįhthesamesubįect.

of lexicography8 and the distinctions of grammar are the works of a ļater
acej ar1d are merely the caialogue and thā form of the creations of ro.į.

But Poets, or those who imagine and express this irrdestructibļe oāJr,
are not only the authors of language and of music, of tlre c]ance anä
architecture and statuary and painting: they are tlre irrstitutors of lr*ą
and the founders ofcivil society and the inventors ofthe arts ofļife anį
the teachers, who įlraw into a certain propinquiŲ witlr the beautiful and
the true that partial apprehension of Įhe Įgenciās of the invisible worlā
which is called _religion.9 Ęgnce all origināl religions are allegorical, or
susceptible of allegory, and like ļanuslhave a dįuble frc. oifrļr. r,-rd
true..Poets, according to the circumstances of the age and nation in
which they appeared, were caļļed irr the earlier .poĮh. of the world
legislators or prophets:z a poet essentially comprises aÄd unites botlr thesį
characters. For he not only beholds i.t..,r.iy the present ,s it ir, ,,rā
discovers those ļaws according to which presentihings ought to u. o.j.įa,
but lre behoļds the future in the present, and his ttorgilts ,r" il.,;;;;;;
of the flower and the fruit of laįest time. Not tlrat I_rrr";i;;;į1; b;
prophets in the gross sense of the word, or that they can foreteļl tlre fornr
as surely as they foreknor.v the spirit of events: such is the p.etence of
superstition which wouļd ma_ke poetry an attribute of prophĮcy, ratliĮr
than prophecy an attribute of_poāt.y. A Poet participates in the įte.nal,
the infinite, and the one; as far as reļates to iris conceptions, time arrd
place and number are no_t. The grammatical fornrs *īi"h Į*pr.ss tlr.
moods of time, and the differenceĮf persons and the distinction'"iprrĮ.
are convertible with respect to the_higlrest poetry witlrout i,.,|"ring iiās
poetry, and the choruses of,{schylus, and įhe book ofļob, ,ra o?n,.;,
Paradise.would afford, more than any other writings, Įxanrples of tl-risfact, if the ļimits of this essay did noį forbid citation. Tlre creatior-rs ofsculpture, painting, and music, are illustrations stiļļ n-rore decisive.

. į po_. is tl-re very l*.g. of ļif..*r..rr.o ir-r its eterrraļ trr_rth. There
is this difference between a stoĪy and a poenr, tlrat a story is a catalogue
of detacl-red facts, which have no othei borrd of connexiot-t tļ-ran tiÄe,
place, circumstance, cause and effect; the otlrer is tįle creatiorr of actionļ
a_ccording to the unchangeable fornrs of hunran nature, as existi,g ir-r
tlre mirrd of the creator, whicļr is itseļf the .irrrage of ail otlier nrįrĪds.
Tļre one is partial, and applies only to a definite period of time, arrd a
certain combination of everrts wlrįcļ-r car-r never agail-t recur; tĮre otlrer is
universal, and contains within itseļf tlre germ of a relatior.r to wl-ratever
motives or actions have place in the possible varieties of human nature.
Tinre, which destroys the beauŲ and tlre use of tl-re story of particular

8. The nra}ring ofa dictiorrary. represcnted by trvo heads facing in opposiĮc direc_
9. Here Shelley enlarges the scope of the term tiorrs.
"Poetry" to denote alļ the creative achievements, Z. Sir Philip Sidncy lrad pointed out, i his De-
or inraginative breakthroughs, of mankind' fence of Puy' tļļat į@į4, tlre Rolnarr tem for 1rcet,
includiug noninstitutional religious insights. signifies "a diviler, fore-seer, or Prophet."
l. Roman god of beginnings and endings, ofterr\*s
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facts, stript of tl.re poetry which should invest them, augments that of
Poetry, and for ever develops new and wonderful applications of the
eterrraļ truth which it contaįns. Hence epitomes have been caļļed the
motl.rs of f ust history;l they eat out the poetry of it. The story of particular
facts is as a nrirror which obscures and distorts that which shouļd be

beautiftrļ: Poetry is a nrirror which makes beautifuļ that which is dis-
torted.

The parts of a composition may be poetical, without the composition
as :r rvhole being a poem. A single sentence may be considered as a

rvĮ-r<lle tlrough it be found in a series of unassimiļated portions; a single
word even n-ray be a spark of inextinguishable thought. And thus alļ the
great historians, Herodotus, Plutarch, Livy,+ were poeis; and although
the plan of these writers, especially that of Livy, restrained them from
developirrg this faculŅ in its highest degree, they make copious and ample
amends for their subiection, by filling alļ the interstices of their sub|ects
rviih livirrg inrages.

Having determined what is poetry, and who are poets, let us proceed
to estirrrate its effects upon socieŲ.

Poetry is ever accompanied with pleasure: all spirits on which it faļļs,
open ther.nselves to receive the wisdom which is mingled with its delight.
Irr the irrfancy of the worļd, neither poets themselves nor their auditors
are fully aware of tl-re exceļļence of poetry: for it acts in a divine and

unapprehended manner, beyond and above consciousness; and it is

reserved for future generations to contemplate and measure the mighŲ
cause and effect irr all the sirength and splendour oftheir union. Even
in rnodern tirnes, no living poet ever arrived at the fuļness of his fame;
the iury which sits in iudgement upon a poet, belonging as he does to

alļ tirrre, nrust be composed of his peers: it must be impanelled by Time
fronr tlre seļectest of the wise of nrany generations. A Poet is a nightin-
gale, rvho sits in darkness and sings to cheer its own soļitude with sweet
sounds; his ar:ditors are as men entranced by the melody of an unseen
r-tlrtsįciirn, rvlro feel that they are moved and softened, yet know not
u,heuce or why. The poems of Homer and his contemporaries were the
clelight of infarrt Greece; they were the elements of that social system
u,hich is the coltrnrn upon which all succeeding civilization has reposed.
Flomer enrbodied the ideal perfection of his age in human character;

nor can rl,e dor-rbt that those who read his verses were awakened to an

irrrrbition of becorr-ring like to Acliiļļes, Hector and Ulysses: the truth and

beatrĻ, 6f frierrdslrip, ;ratriotisnr arrd persevering devotion to an ob|ect,
tvere lttii,eiļed to the depths in these immortal creations: the sentiments
of tlre audįtors trrust lrave been refirred and enlarged by a synrpathy with
such great and lovely impersonations, until from admiring they imi-
tatecļ, arrd from irrriiation iĮiey identified theniseļves with the obiects of

] Br Brcon in'I'he Acļtancenlent of Leaming l20 a.o-) wrote PoroļļeĮ Lįt'es ofeminerrt Creeks
2.2.1."Epitonres":abstrrcts,srrmmaries. andRomans;TitusLivius(59r.c.-e.o.l7)wrote
l. llcrcdotus(ca.J80-ca_'ļ25u.c.)rvtotethefirst arrinrmensehistoryofRome.
s},sļetįļatic history ofCreece; Plutarch (ca. 'Į6_ca.
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their admiration. Nor let it be objected, that these characters are remote
from moraļ perfection, and that they can by no means be considered as
edifuing patterns for general imitation. Every epoch under names more
or less specious has deified its peculiar errors; Revenge is the naked ldol
of the worship of a semi_barbarous age; and Seļįdeceit is the veiled
Image of unknown eviļ before which luxury and satiety lie prostrate. But
a poet considers the vices of his contemporaries as the temporary dress
in which his creations must be aruayed, and which cover without con-
cealing the eternaļ proportions of their beauŲ. An epic or dramatic per-
sonage is understood to wear them around his soul, as he may the antient
ārmour or the modern uniform around his body; whiļst it is easy to
conceive a dress more graceful than either. The beauŲ of the įnternaļ
nature cannot be so far conceaļed by its accidental vesture, but that the
spirit of its form shall communicate itseļf to the very disguise, and indi-
cate the shape it hides from the manner in which it is worn. A maiestic
form and graceful motions will express themseļves through tļre most
barbarous and tasteļess costume. Few poets of the higlrest class have
chosen to exhibit the beauty of their conceptions in its naked truth and
splendour; and it is doubduļ whether the alloy of costume, habit, etc.,
be not necessary to temper this planetary music5 for mortaļ ears.

The whole oblection, however, of the immorality of poetry6 rests upon
a misconception of the manner in which poetry acts to produce the
moraļ imProvement of man. Ethicaļ science7 arranges tl-re elements whiclr
poetry has created, and propounds schemes and proposes examples of
civiļ and domestic ļife: nor is it for want of admirable doctrines that men
hate, and despise, and censuĪe, and deceive, and subiugate one another.
But Poetry acts in another and divįner manĪler. It awakens and enlarges
the mind itself by rendering ii the receptacļe of a thousand unappre_
hended combinations of thought. Poetry lifts the veil from the hidden
beauŲ of the worļd, and makes fami]iar obiects be as if ilrey were not
famiIiar; it reproduces8 aļļ that it represents, and the impersonatiorrs cļotlred
in its Elysian light stand thenceforward in the minds of those who have
once contemplated them, as memoriaļs of that gentle and exaļted contentg
which extends itseļf over all thoughts and actions with which it coexists.
The great secret of morals is Love; or a going out of our own nature, and
an identification of ourseļves witlr the beautifuļ which exists in tl-roughi,
action, or peĪson, not our own. A man, to be greatly good, must imag-
ine intensely and comprehensively; he must put Įrinrself in tlre place of
another and of many others; the pains and pleasures of his species rnust
become his own. The great instrument of moraļ good is tlre inragirra-
tion;l and poetry administers to the effect by acting upon the cause.

5. The music made by the revolving crystallile 9. Contentment (Pronounced con-tėnį).
spheresofrheplanets, inaudibļetohumanears. ļ. Centraļ to Shelley's theory is the concept
6. ln the preceding paragraph Shelley has been (developed by lSth-cenhrry philosophers) of the
implicitly dealing with the charge, voiced by Plato sympathetic irnagination-the faculty by which arr

in his Repullic, thaį poetry is immoral because it individual is enabled to idcntiĘ with the thouglrts
represents evil characters acting evilly. and leelings of others. Shelley claims that the [ac-
7. Moral philoscphy. Ulb), which in poetry enables Us įo slrare įhe ioys
8. Produces anew, recreates. and sufferings of invented characters is also e basis

+-
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Poetry enlarges tl.re circumference of the imagination by replenishing it
with thoughts of ever new delight, which liave the power of attracting
and assirnilaiing to their own nature all other thoughts, and which form

rrerv intervaļs and interstices wlrose void for ever craves fresh [ood. Poetry

sirengthens that facr-rlty wl-rich is the organ of the moral nature of man,

irr tļre sarr're t1ļanner as exercise strengthens a limb. A Poet therefore

rvould do ill to embody his own conceptions of right and wrong, which
irre usr-rally those of his place and time, in his poetical creations, which
participate in neitl.rer- By this assumption of the inferior office of inter-

įretinģ tlre effect, irr wlriclr perhaps after aļl he miglrt acquit himself but

i,,ipe.iectly, ļ're wor_rļd resigir tlre glory in a participation in the cause-2

Tlrere waslittle danger tl-rat Homer, or any of the eternaļ Poets, should
have so far nrisunderstood tļ-renrselves as to have abdįcated this throne of
their widest dorl-rinion. Those in whom the poetical faculty, though great,

is less intense, as Euripides, Lucan, Tasso, Spenser, have frequently

affectedi a moral ainr, and tl-re effect of their poetry is diminished in

exact proportiorr to tļre degree in whiclr they compel us to advert to this
prrrpose.+

It is difficult to define ,l.rrl,.. ," * ,,rr*t sense; the definition

irrvolving a number of apparent paradoxes. For, from an inexplicable

defect oil.rarmony in the constitution of human nature, the pain of the

ir.rferior is frequently connected with the pleasures o[ the superior por-

tions of or.r. bei,.,g. Sorrow, terror, anguish, despair itself are often the

chosen expressions of an approximation to'the highest good'-O. ur sym-

pathy in iragic fiction depends on this principle; tragedy delights by

,ffo'āing a shįdo* of the pleasure which exists_in pain. This is the source

also of ihe melancholy which is inseparable from the sweetest melody.

The pleasure that is in sorrow is sweeter than the pleasure-of pleasure

itself. And hence tl.re saying, "lt is better to go to the house of mourning,

tĮran to tlre lrouse of nrirtlr. "5 Not that this highest species of pleasure is

rrecessarily ļinked with pain. The delight of ļove and friendship, the

ecstasy oithe adnriration of nature, tlre ioy of the perception and stiļl

nrore of the creation of poetry is often wholly unalloyed'
1-he production and assurance ofpleasure in this highest sense is true

utility. Those rvho produce and preserve this pleasure are Poets or poet-
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The exertions of Locke, Hume, Gibbon, Voltaire, Rousseau,6 and
their disciples, in favour of oppressed and delucļed lrumanity, arį enti-
tļed to the gratitude of mankind. Yet it is easy to calcrrlate tlre degree of
moral and inteļļectuaļ improvement which the worlcļ would haveĮxhib-
ited, had tlrey never lived. A ļittle more nonsense would lrave been
talked for a century or two; and perhaps a few more men, women, and
chiļdren, burnt as heretics. We miglri not at tlris n'loment have been
congratulating each other on the aboļition of tlre Inquisition in Spain.7
But it exceeds all imagination to conceive what would have been the
moral condition of the worļd if neither Dante, Petrarch, Boccaccio,
Chaucer, Shakespeare, Caļderon, Lord Bacon, nor Milton, lrad evei
existed; if Raphael and Micl-raeļ Angelo had never beer-r born; if tlre
Hebrew poetry lrad never been translated; if a revivaļ of the sįudv of
Greek ļiterature had never taken place; if no monuments of antient
sculpture had been handed down to us; and ifthe poetry ofthe religion
of tlre antient wor]d had been extinguished togetlrei witį įts beļief. ihe
human mind could never, except by the irrtĮrventior-r of tlrese excite-
ments, have been awakened to the invention of the grosser scie'ces, ancl
ihat application of arraļytical reasoning to tlre aberratiāns of society, wlrich
it is now attempted to exalt over the direct expressior-r of tļre inventive
and creative faculty itself.

We have nrore moral, political and historicaļ wisdonr, than we know
how to reduce into practice; we have more scientific a,cr eco.omical
knowledge than can be accommodated to the iust distribution of trre
produce which it multiplies. The poetry in these systems of thouglit, is
concealed by the accumulation of facts and calculating p.o".rr.r. ī},"..
is no want of knowledge respecting what is wisest and best i, morals,
government, and political economy> or at ļeast, wlrat is wiser and better
than what men now practise and endure. But we ]et "I dare not wajĪ
upon I wouĮd, ]ike the poor cat i' tlre adage."8 We want the creative
faculty-to imagine ihat which we know; we want tlre generous inrpulse
to act tlrat which we imagine; we want the poeiry of ļife: our calculaiions
have outrun conception; we have eaten mote įl-,rn *. can cJigest. The
cultivation of those sciences which have enlarged tlre linrits of tĒe enrpire
of man over the external world, has, for want of the poetical facuity,
proportionally circumscribed those of the internal world; and nran, hav_
ing enslaved the elements, remains himself a slave. To what but a cul-
tivation of the mechanicaļ arts in a degree disproportioned to the PĪesence
of the. creative faculty, which is the basis of aļl knowledge, is to be attributed
the abuse of aļl invention for abridging and combining labour, to the
exasperation of the inequality of mankind? From what other cause has
it arisen that these inventions which should have lightened, have added
a weight to the curse imposed on Adam? Poetry, ānd the principle of
6 in,a note Shelley says-thāt although Peacock 7. The Inquisition had been suspended in l820,
had classified Rousseau with įhese oįher thinkers the year beiore Shel|ey wroĮe this essay; it was nor
of the ļ7th and l8th centuries, "he was essentially ,bolirh"d p.ā-ently until l834.
a poet. The others, even Voļtaire, weĪe mere Īea_ 8. Macbeįh Į'?.41-+5.
soners."

ical philosophers.

ofall nroraIity, for iĮ conrpels us to feel for others

as l,e feeį for orrrse|r'es.

2. Tļrc "e[ect," or the explicit rrroraļ stalrdards into

u4rich inraginative insights are translated at a par
ticular įirlre or place, is coļ]trasted to tĮļe "cāUse"

ofall nrorality' Įlre iInaginrtion itsell
i. Euripides, creek tvriįer of tragedies, 5th cen-
tįįry B.C.; Lįlcālr' Rotrran poet, lst ccntur1', author
o[ Įhe Plrorsclia; Tasso, ltaliarr poet of the l6th
celrtury, autltor of |erusaĮem DcĮiyeted, an ePīc
poenr about a crrrsade. "Affccted.": assumed,

*Ņ-
š\

adopted.
4. In the omilted passage Shelley reviews tlre his-
tory of drama and poetry in relation to civilization
and morality, and proceeds to refute the charge
thāt poe aĪe le55 usefuļ than "reasoners and mer-
chants." He begins by defining utility in terms of
pleasure, and then distinguishes betrveen the ļower
(physical and material) and the higher (imagina-
tive) pleasures.
5. Eccļesiastes 7.2.
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SelĻ of u,hich money is the visibļe incarnation, are the God and Mam-

morr of tlre worļd.9
Tļle fttrrctiorrs of the poetical faculty are two-fold; by one it creates

rrew materįals of knowledge, and power and pleasure; by ihe other it

engenders in tlre nrind a deįire to reproduce and_ arrange thenr according

to ā certair-r rlrytlrnr and order rvhiclr may be cal]ed the beautiful and the

goocl. The cLrļįivation of poetry is never more to be desired than at periods

i,ļ.,e,r, f.om all exce,s of the seļfish and caļcuļating principle, the accu-

nrtrlation of ihe n-raterįals of external ļife exceed the quantiŲ of the power

of assir.rriļating tlrenr to tlre internaļ ļaws of human nature. The body

lras tĮ-rer-r becorrle too unwieldy for that wlrich animates it'

Poetry is indeed son-rething divine. It is at once the centre and circum-

[...,1""įf k,.,orvledge; it is thįt which comprehends all science, and that

to wļ-riclr aļl scįencā mtrst be referred. It is at the sanre time the root and

blossorr-r o[ aļļ otļrer systems of thought; it is that from which all spring,

and that which adorns all; and that which, if blighted, denies the fruit

alrcl tl-re seed, and rvitlrholds from the barren worļd the nourishment and

tĮre sr_rccession of the scions of the tree of life- It is the perfect and con-

sLttnnrate surface and bļoonr of thirrgs; it is as the odour and the coļour

of tlre rose to tlre-texture of the eļements Įvhich comPose it, as the form

and tlre splendor_rr of unfaded beauŲ to the secrets of anatomy and cor-

rupiior]. \Ą/l-rat were Virtue, Love, Patriotism, Friendship etc.-what
were tlre scel-rery of this beautįfuļ Universe which we inhabit-what were

our consoļations on this side of the grave-and what were our aspirations

beyond it-if Poetry did not ascend to bring light and fire from those

etĮr,raļ regions where the owl_winged faculty of caļcuļation dare not ever

soar? PoeĻy is not like reasoning, a Power to be exerted according to ihe

detern-rirration of tlre wiļļ. A man cannot say, "Į will compose poetry'"

Tl.re greatest poet even cannot say it: for the mind in creation is as a

faclirrĮ coal *l-,i"l-, ,on]. invisibļe influence, ļike an inconstant wind,

,rvakān, to transitory brightness: tl-ris power arises from withįn, ļįke the

coļor_rr of a fower whicĖ fades and changes as it is developed, and the

conscious portions of our natures are unprophetic either of its approach

or its depaĮure.ļ Couļd this influence be durable in its original puriŲ

,,-,d fo.cį, it is inrpossibļe to predict the greatness of the results; but rvhen

con.rposition begins, ir.rspiration is already on the decline, and the most

glo.iĮ.rs poetry īhat has įue' been communicated to the wor]d is proba-

Ēly , f..Ļl. sĪlado* of the original conception of the poet' I appeal to

tl.re greatest Poets of the present day, whether it be not an error to assert

tl.,"t-th" finest passages of poetry are produced by labour and study' The

toil and the dĖlay įcommended by critics can be justly interpreted to

Ī eān l1o nrore than a carefuļ observation of the inspired moments, and

ar.r artiEcial connexion of the spaces between their suggestions by the

g..,Yeca..otsen,eGodandNlanrmon"(Mat- sciousnessofthepoet.Unlil<eearliercritics,horv-

thes,6,2ļ).e\,er,ShelleyattributessuchPo trynot-įo.agodor
'i-'t'Ēi, 

plrrog. reiteĪates tlre ancient belief that muse but to įhe unconscious depths of the poet's

tlre highest;x.5'is "inspired,'' and įherefore occurs orvn mind'

independcntly of the intention, effort, or con-
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intertexture ofconventional expressions; a necessiŲ only irnposed by the
ļimitedness of the poetical faculty itseļf. For Miļton conceived tlre Par-
adise Lost as a whoļe before he executed it in portions. We have his own
authoriŲ aļso for the Muse having "dictated" to him the "unpremedi_
tated song,"z and ļet this be an answeĪ to those who wouļd allege the
fifty-six various readings of the first ļine of the Orļando Furioso.3 Com-
positions so produced are to poetry what mosaic is to painting. This
instinct and intuition of the poetical faculty is still more observabļe in
the plastic and pictorial arts: a great statue or picture grows under the
power of the artist as a chiļd in the mother's womb; and the very mind
which directs the hands in formation is incapable of accounting to itseļf
for the origin, the gradations, or the media of the pĪocess.

Poetry is the record of the best and happiesta moments of the happiest
and best minds. We are aware of evanescent visitations of thought and
feeling sometimes associated with place or peĪson, sometimes regarding
our own mind alone, and always arising unforeseen and departing
unbidden, but elevating and deligh{ul beyond all expression: so that
even in the desire and the Īegret they leave, there cannot but be plea_

sure, participating as it does in the nature of its obiect. It is as it were the
interpenetration of a diviner nature through our own; but its footsteps

are like those of a wind oveĪ a sea, where the coming calm erases, and
whose traces renrain only as on the wrinkļed sand which paves it. These
and corresponding conditions of being are experienced principally by
those of the most deļicate sensibility and the most enlarged imagination;
and the state of mind produced by them is at war with every base desire.
The enthusiasm of virtue, love, patriotism, and friendship is essentially
ļinked with these emotions; and whilst they last, self appears as what it
is, an atom to a Universe. Poets are not only subiect to these experiences
as spirits of the most refined organization, but they can coļour aļl that
they combine with the evanescent hues of this etheriaļ world; a word, or
a tĪait in the representation of ā scene or a Pāssion, wiļl touch the
enchanted chord, and reanimate, in those who have ever experienced
these emotions, the sleeping, the cold, the buried image of the past.

Poetry thus makes immortaļ aļļ that is best and most beautifuļ in the
world; it arrests the vanishing apparitions which haunt the interlunations5
of ļife, and veiling them or in language or in form sends them forth
among mankind, bearing sweet news of kindred loy to those with whom
their sisters abide-abide, because there is no portal of expression from
the caverns of the spirit which they inhabit into the universe of things.

Poetry redeems from decay the visitations of the diviniŅ in man.
Poetry turns all things to loveliness; it exaļts the beauŲ of that which

is most beautifuļ, and it adds beauŅ to that which is most deformed; it

maĪries exultation and horror, griefand pleasure, eterniŅ and change;

2. Pąrudiselasį9:2|-24. apt or felicitous in invention.''
}. The epic poem by the l6th-centrrry ltzlian poet 5. The dark intervals between the oļd and new

Äriosto, noted for his care in composition. moons.

4_ ln įhe double sense of "most ļoyous" and "most*
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įt subdues to union urrder its light yoke alļ irreconcilable things. It trans-
rrrr-rtes alļ that it toucl-res, and every form moving within the radiance of
its preserrce is changed by wondrous sympathy to an incarnation of the
spirit wlrich it breatl-res; its secret alchemy tuĪns to potable gold6 the
poisorrous waters whiclr flow fronr death through life; it strips the veįl of
farrriliarity frorri the worļd, and lays bare the naked and sleeping beauŲ
wlricļi is tlre spirit of its forms.

All thirrgs exist as ihey are perceived: at ļeast in relation to the percip_
ient. "Tlre n-rind is its owrr place, and of itseļf can make a heaven of
lrell, a lreļļ of lreaven.''7 But poetry defeats the curse which binds us to
be sr-rbjected to the accident of surrounding in.rpressions. And whether it
spreads its orvn figured curtain or w.ithdraws life's dark veiļ from before
the scene of things, it eqr-rally creates for us a being within our being. It

makes us the inlrabitants of a worļd to which the familiar world is a

cļraos- It reproduces the comnron universe of which we are portions and
percipients, and it purges fronr our inward sight the fiļm of familiariŲ
rl,ļrich obscures from us the wonder of our being. It compels us to feel
tl.r:rt rvhich we perceive, and to inragine that which we know. It creates

anew the universe after it has been annihilated in our minds by the
recurrence o[ impressions blunted by reiteration.s It fustifies that bold
arrd true word of Tasso: Non nlerita nome di creatore, se non lddio ed iĮ
Poeta.e

A Poet, as he is the author to others of the highest wisdom, pleasure,
virtr-re and glory, so he ought personally to be the happiest, the best, the
rvisest, ar'rd tlre most iļlustrious of men. As to his glory, let Time be
challenged to decļare wheiher the fame of any other institutor of human
life be corrlparabļe to that of a poet. That he is the wisest, the happiest,
arrd tlre best, irrasmucļr as he is a poet, is equally incontrovertible: the
greatest poets l-rave been nren of tļre most spotless virtue, of the most
consuurmate prudence, and, if we could look into the interior of their
lives, tĮre nost forturrate of nen: and the exceptions, as they regard those
u,lro possesseä tlre poeiic faculty in a high yet inferior degree, wiļļ be
fottnd orl consideratiorr to confirm ratl-rer ihan destroy the ruļe. Let us

for a nrornent stoop to the arbitration of popular breath, and usurping
ar-rd r_uritirrg in our own Persons the incompatibļe characters of accuseĪ,
,ittress, ir_rdge and executioner, ļei us decide without trial, testimony,

or form that certain motives of those who are "there sitting where we

dare r-rot soar"l are reprehensible. Let us assume that Homer was a drunk-
ard, that Virgil was a flatterer, that Horace was a coward, that Tasso
was a nradmarr, tl-rat Lord Bacon was a peculator, that Raphael was a

Iibertine, that Spenser was a poet ļaureate.2 It is inconsistent with this

6. Alcher:rists ainred to producc a drinkable form graphia Literaria, above, chap. 4, on "freshness of
of gold that ,ould be an elixir of life, crrring all sensation."
diseases. 9. "No one me rits the name of Crator except Cod
7. Srtan'sspccch, PurudiseLnst 1.25+-55. and the Poet." Quoted by Pierantonio Serassi in
8. Slrelley's version of a widespread Ronantic hisLifeofTorquato Taso(1785).
doctrine Įhat tlrc poctic imagination transfornls the l. Parrdise Losį *.829.
furlriliur into llre ntiraculous and recreates tlre old 2. Charges, sonre ofįhem valid, which had in fact

rvrrrlcļ itrto a trclv rvorld. See, e.g., Coleridge's Bio- been made against these men. "Peculator": a mis-
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division of our subject to cite living poets, but PosteriŲ has done ample

|ustice to the great names no\.v referred to. Theįr errors have been weighed
and found to have been dust in the baļance; iftheir sins "were as scarlet,
they are now white as snow";l ihey have been washed in the blood of
the mediator and the redeemer Time. observe in wlrat a ļudicrous chaos
the imputations of real or fictitious crime ļrave been confused in the
contemporary caļumnies against Poetry and poets;+ consider how little
is, as it appears-or appears, as it is; look to your own motives, and judge
not, ļest ye be iudged.

Poetry, as has been said, in this respect differs from logic, tlrat it is not
subiect to the controuļ of the active powers of the rrrind, and that its
birth and recurrence has no necessary connexion with consciousness or
will. It is presumptuous to determine that these5 are the necessary con-
ditions of all mental causation, when mental effects are experienced
insusceptible of being referred to them. The frequent recurrence of the
poetical power, it is obvious to suppose, may produce in the mind an
habit of order and harmony corĪelative with its own nature and with its
effects upon other minds. But in the intervaļs of inspiration, and tlrey
may be frequent without being durable, a poet becomes a man, and is
abandoned to the sudden reflux of the influences under which others
habitually ļive. But as he is more delicately organized than other men,
and sensibļe to pain and pleasure, both his own and that ofothers, in a

degree unknown to them, he wiļl avoid the one and pursue the other
with an ardour proportioned to this difference. And he renders himself
obnoxious to calumny,6 when he neglects to observe the circumstances
under which these obiects of universaļ pursuit and flight have disguised
themseļves in one another's garments.

But there is nothing necessarily eviļ in this eĪĪor, and thus cruelŅ,
envy, revenge, avarice, and the Passions Pureļy eviļ, have never formed
any portion of the popular imputations on the lives of poets.

I have thought it most favourabļe to the cause of trutlr to set down
these remarks according to the order in which they were suggested to my
mind, by a consideration of the subiect itselĘ instead of following that
of the treatise that excited me to make them public.T Thus althougl.r
devoid of the formality of a polemical reply; if the view they coniain be

iust, they wiļļ be found to invoļve a refutation of the doctrines of the
Four Ages of Poetry, so faĪ at ļeast as regards the first division of the
subiect. I can readily coniecture what should have moved the gall of the
learned and intelligent author of that paper; ļ confess myselį like him,
unwilling to be stunned by the Theseids of the hoarse Codri of the day.
Bavius and Mevius8 undoubtedly are, as they ever were, insufferable

appropriator ofpublic money. Raphael is the ļ6th- Byron and himseli
century lįaliān painter. The use o["poet |aureate" 5- l.e., consciousness or wi]l. Shelley again pro-
as a derogatory teĮm was a dig at Robert Southey, poses that sonte mental pĪocesses āfc uncon-
who held that honor aį the time of Shelley's wril scious-outside our cotttrol or awaretless-
ing. 6. Exposed to slander.
3. Isaiah 1.18. 7. Peacock'sFourAgesofPoetry.
*. Shelley alludes especiaily to the charges of 8. Would-bepoetssatirizedbyVirgilarrdĮlorace.
immomlity by contempomry reviewers agaiust lord "Theseids": epic poems ahotrr 'fheseus. Codrusš



persons Bui it belongs ," ä',J,.::1;," distinguish rather than

cor-rfounci.
Tlre first part of tl-rese remarks has related io Poetry in its eļements and

prirrciples; ar-rd it ļras been shewn, as we]ļ as the narrow limits assigned

įl-rerrr 
'l,ould 

perrrrit, tlrat wlrat is caļļed poetry, in a restricted sense, has

į1 cotllnlon source witlr aļļ other forms of order and of beauŅ according

to rvlriclr tlre nraterials of hun-ran ļife are susceptible of being arranged,

and rvhich is poetry in an universal sense-

The second parte will have for its object an application of these prin-
ciples to the present state of the cultivation of Poetry, and a defence of
tlre atterlrpt to ideaļize tlre nrodern forms of manners and opinions, and

cor-r-rpel tĮier-r-r ir-rio a subordinatįon to the imaginative and creative fac-

trlt},. 1io, tlre ļiterature of England, an energetic developement of which
has ever preceded or accompanied a great and free developement of the

rratįorral ivilļ, lras arisen as it were from a new birth. In spite of the low-

tl-ror.rgĮrted errvy which wouļd undervalue contemporary merit, out own
rviļļ be a rlerrlorabļe age irr intellectuaļ achievements, and we live among
such philosophers and poets as surpass beyond comparison any who have

,1r1r.rr"d since the ļasl rrationaļ struggle for civil and religious liberŲ.l
Tlre nrost r-rnfailirrg herald, companion, and foļlower of the awakening
of a great people to rvork a beneficial change in opinion or institution,
is PoĮtry. At suclr periods tlrere is an accumuļation of the power of
conrrnunicatirrg and receiving intense and impassioned conceptions
respecting nran and nature. The persons in whom this power resides,

nray often, as far as regards nrany portions of their nature, have littļe
apparerrt correspondence with that spirit of good of which they are the

nri,.risters. Br-rt even rvhilst they deny and abiure, they are yet compelled
tO serve, tlre Porver rvlricļr is seated upon the throne of their own souļ.
It is irrrpossi'bļe to read il-re conrpositions o[ tlre most ceļebrated writers

of tlre įreserlt day rvitlrout beirrg startled witlr the eļectric life which
b.rrns witļrir-, their ,ords. They nreasure the circunrference and sound
the depths of human nature rvith a comPrehensive and all-penetrating
spirit, ar'rd they are thenrseļr,es perhaps the most sincerely astonished at

iįs rlranifestatiļns, for it is ļess their spirit tharr the spirit of tlre age.2

ļ)oets irre the Įiieroplrarrts' of an unapprehended inspiration, the mirrors
clf tĮle gigarltic slradows wlriclr frrturiŅ casts upon the present, the words

rvhicĮl express wĮrat tlrey understand not; tĮre trumpets which sing to

battļe, and feel not wlrat ihey inspire: the influence which is moved not,

btrt rlloves.+ Poets are the rrnacknowledged legislators of the Worļd.

rSzr r84o

*ra\

lplrrrrl Coclri") 'rs thc Rotlan author o[ a lolg,
cltrlļ'ļ'/rcsgįļ rttrckcd by ļu.erlrl alld otlrers.

9. Slrcllcr, ltos'cver, cortpletcd ouly the first part

ol lris Į).y'rrrcc.
|. lrr Įlrc rgc of lr'liltotr rnd tlrc Errglislr Civil \Ą/ar.

?. Į}v "tlrc spirit ofthc uge'' Slrellev iderltifies rvIrat

l,us lrtcr įo llc crllerl "the Rontrntic ļ]ļoven]Čļ]t''

iļ] contenrPorary literature and philosophy; he rec-

ognized its greahless, as weļl as its relation to the
fernrent of ideas and aspirations effccted by the
FrencIr Revoļuįiorr.
3. Priests rvho are espositors ofsacred nĪysteries.
ļ. Arisįotle had said tļrat God is the "Unmoved
Ī\,Iover" of įIre universe.



ROMANTIC NATURE POETR\

Predecessors:
Theocritus, a Greek pastoral poet whose ldyĮĮs are set in Arcadia _ the idealized
home of pastoral poetry where shepherds and nymphs lead an idyllic life of simplicity
and innocence
Virgil EcĮogues
Horace about the pleasures of country life
Spenser Shepherd's Calendar
Milton, the Garden of Eden in Paradįse Lost

James Thomson The Seasons (1726-30) - the first major poem-sequence of
modern times to concentrate principally upon nature (it also contains devotional,
scientific, georgic (i.e. dealing with agriculture), historical and geographical
elements). Its sublimity comes from the apprehension of the created world as
evidence for the existence of God and of his benevolence. It anticipates the Romantics
in two ways: 1) in its very abundant, accurate and loving attention to the external
world, to the glorious varieŅ to be found in the creatęd world, and2) in the use of
nature for individual meditation (the poem may describe universal, general
qualities of nature but it does so through the observation and shaping perception of an
individual mind).

Thomson's observations are dominated by the eye (influence of Newton's Optics,
especially the refraction of light), aS were Denham's Cooper's HiĮĮ, Dyer's Grongar
HįĮĮ andPope's Wįndsor Forest.

They are also indebted to the landscapes of Claude Lorraine, Salvator Rosa and
Gaspar Poussin and the English landscape garden ("le jardin anglais") they
inspired. To appreciate the beauty of a scene more fully the Augustans used the

"Claude glass", a tinted mirror as a view-finder. By standing with their back to the
actuaĮ landscape they used the mirror as a frame for finding picturesque Claudian
scenes.

Edmund Burke in his PhiĮosophicaĮ Įnquiry įnto the origin of our Ideas of the
Sublįme and Beautiful stressed the importance of individual feeling but the
emphasis is still on the visual.
Cl8 guide books recommended places of specific delight with "stations" from which
they could be seen, the criterion being "the peculiar kind of beauty which is agreeable
in a picture".

Wordsworth starts his career (his first published poem being An Evening WaĮk
(1793)) by describing his landscapes through the imagery of Claude and Rosa. Later
he was to react against the tyranny of the eye and maintain that the true feeling for
nature should take the place of superficial appreciation. Nature becomes for him a
source of vital and mysterious power, an object and inspirer of love. To generate
the kind of love of which W. speaks there has to be an intimacy, even a familiarity
with nature that comes from personal experience.

Here the influence of William Cowper's The Task (1784) is remarkable. C.
celebrates the natural world in blank verse and is attached to his local landscape.

īo



W. follows C.'s attachment to a local landscape but his expression is more elevated
and passionate. For him the external world becomes a moral force, a source of
inspiration, a support in time of trouble, a blessing, a joy.

Romantic nature poetry is characterized by:
1) genuine pleasure found in the natural world;
2) landscapes are not just beautiful, they express elusive truths and perceptions of

the minC. The R. poets look outwards to nature to find emblems of the mind.
They exž1ernaļize their emotions in describing them through natural
correspondences (mountains can correspond to aspiring, high ideas; the sea be the
symbol of depth or boundlessness; the calm and steady lake stand for inner peace
etc.);

3) association of nature with moral and physical health (nature seen as health-
giving and opposed to smoky industrial towns in an age when
consumptioMubercuiosis was wide-spread)

4) it rests on.a belief that there is a wholesome hunger after the natural and the pure;
5) these latter qualities are manifest in the spontaneous life of animals and children -

from this follows that children represent unspoilt simplicity which had been
preserved by freedom and lack ofpressure, consequently natural education is
more beneficial than the traditionai academic one. This accords well with the Cl8
ideas concerning benevolence and sensibility.

'Vļordsworth Lines Composed a Few MįĮes above Tįntern Abbev
Keats ode to a Nightįngale

ī,|
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Linest

Composed a Few Miles above Tįntern Abbey, on Revisiting the
Banks of theWye during a Tour, |uĮy l3, 17gB

Five years have past; five summers, with the length
Of five long winters! and again I hear
These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs
With a soft inļand murmur.-once again
Do I behoļd these steep and lofty cliffs,
That on a wild secļuded scene impress
Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect
The landscape with the quiet of the sky.
The day is come when I again repose
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view
These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,

Which at this season, with their unripe fruits,
Are ciad in one green hue, and ļose themseļves
'Mid groves and copses. Once again I see
These hedge_rows, hardly hedge-rows, ļittļe ļines
of sportive wood run wiļd: these pastoral farms,
Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke
Sent up, in silence, from among the treesļ
With some uncertain notice, as might seem
of vagrant dweļļers in the houseless woods,
Or of some Hermit's cave, where by his fire
The Hermit sits alone.

These beauteous forms,
Through a long absence, have not been to me
As is a landscape to a blind man's eye:
But oft, in lonely Īooms' and'mid the din
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,
Feļt in the blood, and feļt along the heart;
And passing even into my purer mind,
With tranquiļ restoration:-feelings too
Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps,
As have no slight or triviaļ influence
On that best portion of a good man's life,
His little, nameless, unremembered, acts
of kindness and of ļove. Nor less, I trust,
To them I may have owed another gift,
of aspect more subļime; that bļessed mood,
In which the burthen of the mystery,
In which the heavy and the weary weight
Of all this unintelligible world,
Is lightened:-that serene and blessed mood,
In which the affections gently ļead us ofl,-
Untiļ, the breath of this corporeal frame
And even the motion of our human bļood

t0

Z5

l. "No poem of mine was composed under cir-
cumstānces more pleasant for me to remember than
this. I began it upon leavingTintem, after crossing
the Wye, and concļuded it iust as Ī was entering
Bristol in the evening, after a rambļe of 4 or 5

days, with my sister. Not a line of it was aļtered,
and not any part of it written down tįļļ l reached
Bristol" (Wordsworth). The poem was printed as

the last item in LyricaĮ BaĮlads.
Wordsworth had f rst visited the Wye valley and

the ruins of Tintern Abbey, in Monmouthshire,
whiļe on a solitary walking tour in August 

'l793,

when he was Z3 years old. The puzzĮing difference
between the present landscape and the remem-
bered "picture of the mind" (line 6l) gives rise to
an intricately organized meditation, in which the
poet reviews his past, evaļuates the present, and
(through his sister as intermediary) anticipates the
future; he ends by rounding back quietly upon the
scene which had been his point o[departure.

4^ncĄ
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Aļmost suspended, we are laid asleep
In body, and become a living soul:
While with an eye made quiet by the power
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,
We see into the ļife of things.

If this
Be but a vain belieį yet, ohl how oft- 50

In darkness and amid the many shapes
of joyless daylight; when the frefuļ stir
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart-
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee, sj

O sylvan Wyel thou wanderer thro' the woods,
How often has my spirit turned to theel

And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,
With many recogniiions dim and faint,
And somewhat of a sad peņlexiŲ, 60

The picture of the mind revives again:
Whiļe here I stand, not only with the sense
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts
That in this moment there is ļife and food
For future years. And so I dare to hope, 65

Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first
I came among these hills; when like a roe
I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams,
Wherever nature ļed: more ļike a man 70

Flying from something that he dreads, than one
Who sought the thing he ļoved. For nature then
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days,
And their glad animal movements all gone by)
To me was aļļ in aļļ.-I cannot paint 75

What then I was. The sounding cataract
Haunted me ļike a passion: the taļļ rock,
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
Their colours and their forms, were then to me
An appetite; a feeling and a love, 80

That had no need of a remoter charm,
By thought supplied, nor any interest
Unborrowed from the eye.-That time is past,
And aļļ its aching joys are now no more,
And aļļ its dizzy raptures.2 Not for this 8'
Faint' I, nor mourn nor murmur; other gifts
Have folļowed; for such loss, I would believe,
Abundant recompense. For I have ļearned
To ļook on nature, not as in the hour
Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes e0

The stilļ, sad music of humaniŲ,
Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power
To chasten and subdue. And I have feļt
A presence that disturbs me with the ioy

2. Lines 66 ff. contain Wordsworth's famed the first time he adds thought to sense. AII his
description of the three stages of his growing up, knowĮedge of human suffering, so painfully
defined in terms of his evolving relations to the acquired įn the interim, chastens him while it
naturaļ scene: the young boy's purely physical enrįches the visible scene ļike a chord ofmusic; he
responsiveness (Iines 73-74); the post-adolescent's has gained aļso awareness ofan immanent "pres-
aching, dizzy, and equivocal passions-a love ence" which ļinks his mind and all the eļemenķ
whįch is more lįke dread (lines 67-72,75_85: Įhis of the external worļd.
was his state of mind on the occasion of his first J. lnse heart.
visit); his pĪesent state (lines 85 ff.), in which for traVJ
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of eļevated thoughts; a SeūSe subļime
of something far more deepĮy'interfused,
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,
And the round ocean and the living air,
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man:
A motion and a spirit, that impels
Ail thinking things, all obiects of all thought,
And roiļs through all things. Therefore am I stiļļ
A ļover of the meadows and the woods,
And mountains; and of aļ] that we behold
From this green earth; of aļl the mighty world
Of eye, and ear,-both what they half create,+
And what perceive; well pleased to recognise
In nature and the language of the sense,
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul
of all my moraļ being.

Nor perchance,
If I were not thus taught, shouļd I the more
Suffer my genial spiritss to decay:
For thou art with me here upon the banks
Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend,6 us
My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I catch
The language of my former heart, and read
My former pleasures in the shooting lights
of thy wild eyes. oh! yet a ļittle whiļe
May I behoļd in thee what I was oncež tzo
My dear, dear Sisterl and this prayer I make,
Knowing that Nature never did betray
The heart that ļoved her; 'tis her privilege,
Through alļ the years of this our life, to lead
From joy to joy: for she can so inform nj
The mind that is within us, so impress
With quietness and beauŲ, and so feed
With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of seļfish men,
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all r30

The dreary intercourse of daily life,
Shaļļ e'er prevail against us, or disturb
our cheerful faith, that aļļ which we behold
Is fulļ of blessings. Therefore ļet the moon
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk; ļ35

And ļet the misŲ mountain-winds be free
To blow against thee: and, in after years,
When these wiļd ecstasies shaļl be matured
Into a sober pleasure;when thy mind
Shaļļ be a mansion for alļ loveĮy forms, ļ40

Thy memory be as a dwelling-place
For aļļ sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then,
If soļitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,

ļ00

t05

4. The fact that apparent changes in the sensible
worļd have turned out to be pro|ected by the
changing mind of the obsewer gives evidence that
the faculties "halI create" the world; the part that
is "perceived" (line 107) is what has remained
unchanged between the hvo visits. Thįs view that
the "creative sensibiliŲ" contributes to its own per-
ceptions is often reįterated in the early boola of

The PreĮude.
5. Creatįve powers. ("Geniaļ" is here the adiecti-
vaļ form of the noun "genius. '') The sense of ļines
l l l_13 is: "Perhaps, even if l had not ļearned to

look at nafure in the way l have just described, Į

would not have suffered a decay in my creative

POWerS. "

6. His sister Dorothy.
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Shouļd be thy portion, with what healing thoughts
of tender joy wilt thoū remember me,
And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance-
If I shouļd be where I no more can hear
Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams
of past existence7-wiļt thou then forget
That on the banks of this delighüul stream
We stood together; and that I, so long
A worshipper of Nature, hither came
Unwearied in that sewice; rather say
With warmer ļove-ohļ with far deeper zeal
of hoļier ļove. Nor wilt thou then forget,
That after many wanderings, many years
Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,
And this green pastoral landscape, v/ere to me
More dear, both for themseļves and for thy sakel

ļuly r798

,(eoĮs

ode to 4 Īļightingl,le

I

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains
My sense' as though of hernļock I had drunk'

or emptied some duĮĮ opiate to the drains
One mįnute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:

Tis hot through envy of thy happy lot
But being too happy įn thine happiness _

That thou, light winged dryad of the trees,
In some melod.ious plot

of beechen gĪeen' and shadows numberless,
Singest of summer įn full throated ease.

2

O, for a draught of ūntage! üat hath been
Cooled a long age in the deep,delved earth,

Tasting of FĮora and the country green,

Dance and Provencai song, and sunburnt mirth!
o for a beaker fuļI of the warm South,

FuĮl of üe true, the blushful Hippocrene,
wįth beaded bubbĮes winking al the brim,

And puņĮe-s tained mouth ;

That I might ddnk and leave the world unseen,
And wiū thee fade away into the forest dim.

1798
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3

Fade far away, dissoĮve, and quite forget
What thou amongst the Įeaves hast never known,

The weariness, the fever and the fret ,
Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;

Where palsy shakes a few last sad gray hairs,
Where youth grows pale, and specrre-thin, and dies,

Where but to rhink is ro be fult of sorrow
And leaden-eyed despairs,

Where Beaury cannot keep her lustrouš eyes'
Or new I ove pine at fhern beyond tomorro\M

4

Awayl away! for I wįIl fly to thee,
' Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,

But on the viewļess wings of Poesy,
Though the,dulĮ brain peņlexes and retards:

Already with thee! Tender is rhe night,
And hapĮy the Queen-Moon is on her throne,

Clustered around by aĮt her stanry Fays; ,

Bur here there is no light,
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown

Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.

5

I cannot see what flowers. are at my feet,
Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,

But, in embalmed darkness, guess each s*eet
Wherewith the seasonable month endows' 

The grass, the thicket and the fruiķtree wild;
Whįte hawthom, and the pastoraĮ eglantine;

Fast fading vįoļeķ covered up in Įeaves;
And mid-May's eldest child,

The Öoniing musk-rose, fulĮ of dewy wine,
The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.

6

Darkling I listen; and for many a time
I have been half in love with easeful Däath,

CaĮĮed hįm soft names in many a mused rhyme,
To'take into the aii my quiet brearh

Now more than ever seems it rich to dįe,
To cease upon the midnight wirh no pain,

While thou art pouring forth rhy soul abroad
In such an ecstasyl

Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears įn vaįn _ 
,

To thy liigh requiem become a sod.

īa
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Thou wast no[ born for death, immortal Bird!
No hungry generations tread thee down;

, The voįce I hear this passing night was heard
In ancient days by empeĪor and clown; .'

Perhaps the selfsame song that found a path
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when; sįck'for home,

She stood in tears amid the alien corn;
The same that oft-rimes hath

Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam
of periĮous seas' in faery lands folorn.

:,. 
8

FolornI the very word is like a belĮ
To toļl me back from thee to my.sole self!

Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well
As she is famęd to do, deceiving elf.

Adieu! adieuļ üy plaintive anthem fades
Past the near meadov/s, over the stįll stream'

Up the hitl side; and now 'Lis buried deep
In the next valley glades:

Was ir a vision, or a wakįng dream?
Fled is ūat music:_ Do I wake or sĮeep? 

.

JOHN KEATS (r8r9)

. Charles Brown, with whom Keats was then liv-
ing in Hampstead, wrote: "ln the spring of l8l9 a

nightingale had buiļt her nest near my house. Keab
felt a tranquil and continual ioy in her song; and
one morning he took his chair from the breakfast
table to the grass plot under a plum tree, where he
sat for two or three hours. When he came into the
house, I perceived he had some scraps of paper in
his hand, and these he was quietly thrusting behind
the booļa. on inquiry, Į found those scraps, four
or five in number, contained his poetic feeling on
the song of our nightingale."
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THE GREEK and other REVTVALS

Mid C18 - a remarkable upsurge of interest in archeology in Europe; it ceases to be a
narrowly scholarly discipline and at the same time becomes more scientific.
1732 - excavations begin at Herculaneum under the auspices of the King of Naples
t732 - in London the aristocratic Society of Dilettanti is estabļished to bring together
upper class tourists with archeological interests
1765 - Oeut,res d'architecture by Joseph Peyre launches the revival of the
architecture of Imperial Rome which served as a model for the architecture of the
French and Russian empires and a host of smaller autocracies
Gradually curiosity expanded to embrace the whole of the ancient Mediterranean
world and the orient (Robert \ilood and James Dawkins, The Ruins of Palnlira įn the

Desert,l7 53', The Ruįns of BaĮbek, 1757; Sir William Chambers, Designs of Chinese
BuiĮdings, Furniture .'. Gardens, ļ757)
t770s - the revival of ltalian High Renaissance architecture (neo-Palladianism, neo-
Mannerism) accompanied by a similar interest in the rural architecture of the Roman
landscape befitting the pastoral mode

1759 - Julien D' Leroy's French The Ruins of the BeautifuĮ Monuments of Greece
appeared in English translation
1762 -the first volume of James Stuart and Nicholas Revett's The Antiquities of
Athens published (the second volume in 1187, the third in 1195, the fourth in l8l6),
to become the bible of Hellenizing classicism

From 1799 to 1803 Thomas Bruce, the seventh Earl of Elgin, was ambassador to the

Ottoman Sultan. He became interested in the ruins of the Parthenon in Athens, the

Temple of Athena on the Acropolis which had been ruined by Venetian bombardment
in 1687 and was being destroyed through lack of care and vandalism. Elgin arranged

for some figures from the temple to be brought to England. These were purchased by
the English government for the nation in 1816 and handed to the British Museum
where they have since been displayed and are popularly known as the Elgin Marbles.
(Keats on Seeing the Elgįn MarbĮes)

As a new variety of architectural images came to be added to the language of neo-
classicism (pyramids, Egyptian obelisks, grandiose Sicilian temples etc.) a \ryay was
opened to ecclecticism.
1803 - to combat this spoiling of standards a group of English amateurs and architects
suggested replacing Roman orders of columns (which were now seen as imperfect
copies of the Greek ones) by the purer range of the Greek onęs. The start of this
Hellenizing classicism or the Greek Revival was marked by the foundatįon in
London of the Athenian Society for the Study of the Most Perfect Art. In a general
climate of philhellenism the Greek style became the true criterion of architectural
distinction.

l82I - a revolt against the Ottoman overlordship broke out in Greece
1823 - a deputation of Greek nationalists arrived in London to plead for intervention;
a Greek Committee established to help the rebels, Byron sails with friends to Greece
and dies at the headquarters of Prince Mavrocordatos at Missolonghl in 1824



Between 1765 and 1825 the classical writers were reinterpreted; they were re-read

with a different emphasis and deeper understanding, the accent now being on
republicanism. The people in revolt against the remnants of medieval feudalism
could think of themselves as being more classical than their opponents, the supporters
of the qncįen rėgime '

(Shelley Prometlteus U nb ouncl)

While the Renaissance had meant the assimilation of Latin culture, the Romantic
period witnessed a ne\il a\ilareness of the Greek heritage and Greece supplanted
Rome as an ideal country. What made this affiliation even more romantic was that
modern Greece was under the tyrannical rule of the barbarous, fiendish and comrpt
Turks. In the eyes of many Europeans the liberation of Greece from the Turks meant
an assertion of the virtues of classical civilization over the vices and tyrannies of the

modern world. The Greece the revolutionary writers dreamed of was either the heroic
era when the society had not been polluted by exploitation, or the age of the Athenian
commonwealth, the republic which had produced the greatest masterpieces of art.

Similarly, when they thought of Rome, they thought of the virtuous, strong and sober

republic and not of the corrupt degenerate and tyrannical empire.
(Shelley ode to Lįbertv)

The admiration of poets and thinkers for the pagan Greco-Roman world came also to
mean opposition to Christianity. The Christian God could now be represented as

little better than a tyrant modelled on the cruel Turk, while Jesus was imagined as a

pale impotent Jew and his suffering and mission on the cross contrasted unfavourably
with the charm and vigour of the Olympian gods who now were seen to stand for
the eternal rulers of the spirit of man, This paganculture could also stand for sexual
freedom and a greater licence in general (for example in dress and conduct). It also

stood for beauty and inspired a cult of beauty and nobility.
(Keats ode to a Grecįan Urn)

Lastly, the warm climate of Greece and ltaly and the beauty of the idealized Greco-
Roman world of antiquity provided an escape from the cold and sombre north.
(Keats Enįvmion)

Paradoxically, most of the poets who went south in search of the beauty and romance
ended up in ltaly. Modern Greece, though being known to dedicated tourists, had little
appeal due to the Turkish presence, its arid climate, the poverty and what was seen as

"degradation" of its people who had lost the admirable qualities of their ancestors.
(Byron The Isles of Greece, from Don Juan)
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On Seeing the Elgin Marbleso

My spirit is too weak-mortalitY
Weighs heavily on me like unwiļling sleep,
And each imagined pinnacle and steep

of godlike hardship telļs me I must die
Like a sick eagle looking at the sky.

Yet 'tis a gentle luxurY to weeP
That I have not the cloudy winds to keep

Fresh for the opening of the morning's eye.

Such dim-conceivēd glories of the brain
Bring round the heart an undescribable feud;

So do thesę wonders a most diy.ry patn,
That minglęs Grecian grandeur with the rude

Wasting of old time-with a billowy main-
A sun-a shadow of a magnitude.
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Book I"

A thing of beauty is a joY forever:
Its loveliness increases; it will never
Pass into nothingness; but still wilĮ keep
A bower quiet for us, and a sleeP

Futl of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing.
Therefore, on eveĪy moĪro'w, are we wreathing
A flowery band to bind us to the earth,
Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth
Of noble natures, of the gloomy days,
Of ali the unhealthy and o'er darkened ways
Made for our searching: yes, in spite of all,
Some shape of beauty moves away üe paĮl
From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon,
Trees old, and young sprouting a shady boon
For simple sheep; and such are daffodiļs
With the green world they live in; and clear rills
That for themselves a cooling covert makę
'Gainst the hot season; the mid forest brake,
Rich with a sprinkling of fair musk rose bļooms:
And such too is the grandeur of the dooms
We have imagined for the mighty dead;
AlĮ lovely tales that we have heard or read;
An endless fountain of immortal drink,
Pouring unto us from the heaven's brink.

Ąt ,{. br

Upon the sides of Latmos was outspread
A mĪghty forestļ for the moist earth fed
So plenteously all weed-hidden roots
Into o'er-hanging boughs, and precious fruits.
And it had gloomy shades, sequestered deep,
Where no man went; and if from shepherd's keep
A lamb strayed far a'down those inmost glens,
Never again saw he the happ,Y Pens
Whither his brethren, bleating with content,
over the hilļs at every niģtfall went.
Among the shepherds, 'twas believēd ēver,
That not one fleecy lamb which thus did sever
From the white flock, but passed unworriecl
By angry wolf, or pard with prying head,
Until it came to some unfootecl plains

Wrere fed the herds of Pan: ay great his gains
Who thus one lamb did lose. Paths there weĪe nany,
Winding through palmy fern, and rushes fenny,
And ivy banks; all leading pleasantly
To a wide lawn, whence one could only see
Stems thronging aļl around between tlre swell
Of turf and slanting branches: who could tell
The freshness of the space of heaven above,
Edged round with dārk treetops? through which a

dove
Would often beat its wings, and often too
A little cloud would move across the blue.

Full in the middle of this pleasantness
There stood a marble altar, with a tress
Of flowers budded newly; and the dew
Had taken fairy fantasies to strew
Daisies upon the sacred sward last eve,
And so the dawnėd light in pomp receive.
For 'twas the morn: Apollo's upward fire
Made every eastern cloud a silvery pyre
Of brightness so unsullied, that therein
A melancholy spirit welĮ miģt win
Oblivion, and melt out his essence fine
Into the winds: rain-scented eglantine
Gave temperate sweets to that well-wooing sun;
The lark was ļost in him; cold springs had run
To warm their chilliest bubbles in the grass;
Man's voice was on the mountains; and the mass
Of nature's lives and wonders pulsed tenfold,
To feel this sunrise and its gloiies otd.

Now whiļe the siļent workings of the dawn
Were busiest, into that self-same lawn
Alļ suddenly, with joyful cries, there sped
A troop of little chiļdren garIanded;
Who, gathering round the altar, seemed to pry
Farnestly round as wishing to espy
Somę folk of hoĮiday: nor had they waited
For many moments, ere their ears were sated
With a faint breath of music; which ev'n then
Fiļled out its voice, and died away again.
Within a little space again it gave
Its airy swellings, with a gentle wave,
To lighĻhung leaves, in smoothest echoes breaking
Through copse-clad valleys-ere theit death, o,erūk-

ing
The surgy murmurs of the lonely sea.

And now, as deep into the wood as we
Might mark a lynx's eye; there glimmered light
Fair faces and a rush of garments white,
Plainer and plainer showing, tiĮ at last
Into the widest aĮey they aü past,
Making directly for the woodland altar.
9 hņdty m_us9l let not my'weak tongue falter 

įIn telling of this goodly company,
Of their old piety, and of their glee:
But let a portion of ethereal dew
Faļļ on my head, and presently unmew
My soul; that I may dare, in wayfaring,
To stammer where old Chaucer used to sing.

* Leading the w_ay, young damsels danced along,
Bearing the burden of a shepherd song;
Each having a white wicker overbrimmed
With April's _tender younglings: next, well trimmed,
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A crowd of shepherds with as sunburned looks
As may be read of in Arcadian books;
Such as sat listening round Apollo's pipe,
When the great deity, for earth too ripe,
Let his divinity o'er-flowing die
In music, through the vales of Thessaly:
Some idĮy trailed their sheep hooks on lhe ground,
And some kept up a shrilly melļow sound
With ebon-tippēd flutes: close after these,
Now coming from beneath the forest trees,
A venerable priest full soberly,
Begirt with minist'ring looks: alway his eye
Steadfast upon the matted turf he kept,
And after.him his sacred vestments swept.
From his riģt hand there swung a vase, milk-white,
Of mingled wine, outsparkling generous light;
And in his left he hetd a basket full
Of all sweet herbs that searching eye could cull:
Wild thyme, and vaĮey-lilies whiter stilĮ
Than Leda's love,o and cresses from the rill.
His agėd head, crownėd with beechen wreath,
Seemēd ļike a poll of ivy in the teeth
Of winter hoar-. Then came another crowd
Of shepherds, lifting in due time aloud
Their share of the ditŅ. After them appeared,
Upfollowed by a multitude that reared
Tūeir voices to the clouds, a fair-wrought car,
Easily rolling so as scarce to mar
The freedom of three steeds of dapple brown:
Who stood therein did seem of great renown
Among the throng. His youth was fully blown,
Showing Įike Ganymede to manhood glown;
And, for those simple įimeS, his garments were
A chieftain king's:-beneath his breast, half bare,
Was hung a silver bugle, and between
His nervy knees there lay a boar-spear keen.
A smile Īgas on his countenance; he seemed,
To common lookers-on, Iike one who dreamed
Of idleness in groves Elysian:
But there were some who feelingly could scan
A lurking trouble in his nether liP,
And see that oftentimes the reins would slip
Through his forgotten hands: then would they sigh,
And think of yellow leaves, of owlet's cry,
Of logs piled solemnly.-Ah, well-a-day,
Why šhouĮd our young Endymion pine awayl

ODE ON A GRECIAN URN

1

Thou still unravished bride of quietness,
Thou foster child of silence and slow time,

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express
A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme:

What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shapē
Of deities or mortals, or of both,

In Tempeo or the dales of Arcady?o
What men or gods are these? What maidens loth?

What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape?
What pipes and timbrels?. What wild ecstasy?

2
Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard

Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on;
Not to the sensuaļ ear, but, more endeared,

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone:
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave

Thy song, noĪ ever can those trees be bare;
Bold lover, never, never canst thou kiss,

Though winning near the goal-yet, do not grieve;
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss,

Forever wiļt thou love, and she be fair!

3
Ah, happy, h"ppy boughs! that cannot shed

Your leaves, nor ever bid the spring adieu;
And, happy melodist, unwearied,

Forever piping songs forever new;
More happy love! more happy, happy love!' Forever warm and stiļl to be enjoyed,

Forever panting, and forever young;
Aļl breathing human passion far above,

That leaves a heart high-sorrowtul and cloyed,
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue.

4
Who are these coming to the sacrifi'ce?

To what green altar, O mysterious priest,
Lead'st thou that heifer lowing at the skies,

And aĮl her silken flanks with garlands dressed?
What little town by river or sea shore,

or rņountain-buiļt with peaceful citadel,
Įs emptied of this foįk, this pious morn?

And, little town, thy streets for evermore
Will silent be; and not a soul to teĮ

Why thou art desolate, can e'er return.

.5
O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede

Of marble men and maidens overwrought,
With forest branches and the trodden weed;

Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought
As doth eternity: Cold Pastorall

When old age shall this generation \ilaste,
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe

Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say'st,
Beauty is truth, truth beauty-that is allo

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.

6(



-57n4uqf
ODE TO LIBERTY

Yet, Freedom, yet, thy banner, torn but flying,
Streams like a thunderstorm against the wind.-Byron

Ī

A glorious people vibrated again
The liģtning of the nations: Liberty

From heąrt to heart, from tower to tower, o'er Spain,
Scattering contagious fire into the sĶ,

Gleamed. My soul spurned the chains of its dismay,
And in the rapid plumes of song
Clothed itself, sublime and strong,

(As a yoĮrng eagle soars the morning clouds among,)
Hovering in verse o'er its accustomed prey;

Till from its station in the ĮIeaven of fame
The Spirit's whirlwind rapped it, and the ray

of the remotest sphere of living fląme
Which paves the void was from behi:rd it flung,

As foam from a ship's swiftness, when there came
A voice out of the deep: I wiļl record the same.

il
The Sun and the serenest Moon sprang forth:

The burning stars of the abyss were hurled
Into the depths of Heave . The daedal earth,

That island in the ocean of the world,
Hung in its cloud of all-su5fąining air:

But this divinest universe
Was yet a chaos and a curse,

For thou wert not: but, power from worst producing
worse,

ODE TO LIBERTY
The spirit of the beasts was kindled there,

And of the birds, and of the watery forms,
And there was war among them, and despair

Within them, raging without truce or terms:
The bosom of their violated nurse

Groaned, for beasts warred on beasts, and worms
on \iloĪms,

And men on men; each heart was as a heĮ of
storms.

III

Man, the imperial shape, then multiplied
His generations under the pavilion

Of the Sun's throne: palace and pyramid,
Temple and prison, to many a swarmi g million

Were, as to mountain-woļves their raggėd caves.
This human living multitude' Was savage, c nni g, blind, and rude,

For thou wert not; but o'er the populous solitude,
Like one fierce cloud over a waste of waves,

Hung Tyranny; beneath, sate deified
The sister-pest,o congĪegator of slaves;

Into the shadow of her pinions wide
Anarchs and priests, who feed on gold and blood

Till with the stain their inmost souls are dyed,
Drove the astonished herds of men from every side.

IV

The nodding pĪomontories, and blue isles,
And cloud-like mountains, and dividuouso waves

Of Greece, basked glorious in the open smiles
Of favoring Heaven: from their enchanted caves

Prophetic echoes flung dim melodY.
On ttre unapprehensive wild
The vine, the corn, the olive mild,

Grew saYage yet, to human use unĪeconciled;

41 sister_pest reĮigion. 47 dtviduous that which can be divided.
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