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“Hymn before Sun-rise, in the Vale of Chamouni” by Samuel Taylor Coleridge
Hast thou a charm to stay the morning-star
In his steep course? So long he seems to pause
On thy bald awful head, O sovran BLANC,
The Arve and Arveiron at thy base
Rave ceaselessly; but thou, most awful Form!
Risest from forth thy silent sea of pines,
How silently! Around thee and above
Deep is the air and dark, substantial, black,
An ebon mass: methinks thou piercest it,
As with a wedge! But when I look again,
It is thine own calm home, thy crystal shrine,
Thy habitation from eternity!
O dread and silent Mount! I gazed upon thee,
Till thou, still present to the bodily sense,
Didst vanish from my thought: entranced in prayer
I worshipped the Invisible alone.

Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody,
So sweet, we know not we are listening to it,
Thou, the meanwhile, wast blending with my Thought,
Yea, with my Life and Life's own secret joy:
Till the dilating Soul, enrapt, transfused,
Into the mighty vision passing--there
As in her natural form, swelled vast to Heaven!

Awake, my soul! not only passive praise
Thou owest! not alone these swelling tears,
Mute thanks and secret ecstasy! Awake,
Voice of sweet song! Awake, my heart, awake!
Green vales and icy cliffs, all join my Hymn.

Thou first and chief, sole sovereign of the Vale!
O struggling with the darkness all the night,
And visited all night by troops of stars,
Or when they climb the sky or when they sink:
Companion of the morning-star at dawn,
Thyself Earth's rosy star, and of the dawn
Co-herald: wake, O wake, and utter praise!
Who sank thy sunless pillars deep in Earth?
Who filled thy countenance with rosy light?
Who made thee parent of perpetual streams?

And you, ye five wild torrents fiercely glad!
Who called you forth from night and utter death,
From dark and icy caverns called you forth,
Down those precipitous, black, jaggéd rocks,
For ever shattered and the same for ever?
Who gave you your invulnerable life,
Your strength, your speed, your fury, and your joy,
Unceasing thunder and eternal foam?
And who commanded (and the silence came),
Here let the billows stiffen, and have rest?

Ye Ice-falls! ye that from the mountain's brow
Adown enormous ravines slope amain--
Torrents, methinks, that heard a mighty voice,
And stopped at once amid their maddest plunge!
Motionless torrents! silent cataracts!
Who made your glorious as the Gates of Heaven
Beneath the keen full moon? Who bade the sun
Clothe you with rainbows? Who, with living flowers
Of loveliest blue, spread garlands at your feet?--
God! let the torrents, like a shout of nations,
Answer! and let the ice-plains echo, God!
God! sing ye meadow-streams with gladsome voice!
Ye pine-groves, with your soft and soul-like sounds!
And they too have a voice, yon piles of snow,
And in their perilous fall shall thunder, God!

Ye living flowers that skirt the eternal frost!
Ye wild goats sporting round the eagle's nest!
Yet eagles, play-mates of the mountain-storm!
Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds!
Ye signs and wonders of the element!
Utter forth God, and fill the hills with praise!

Thou too, hoar Mount! with thy sky-pointing peaks,
Oft from whose feet the avalanche, unheard,
Shoots downward, glittering through the pure serene
Into the depth of clouds, that veil thy breast--
Thou too again, stupendous Mountain! thou
That as I raise my head, awhile bowed low
In adoration, upward from thy base
Slow travelling with dim eyes suffused with tears,
Solemnly seemest, like a vapoury cloud,
To rise before me--Rise, O ever rise,
Rise like a cloud of incense from the Earth!
Thou kingly Spirit throned among the hills,
Thou dread ambassador from Earth to Heaven,
Great Hierarch! tell thou the silent sky,
And tell the stars, and tell yon rising sun
Earth, with her thousand voices, praises God.

“Mont Blanc” by Percy Bysshe Shelley
LINES WRITTEN IN THE VALE OF CHAMOUNI

1

The everlasting universe of things
Flows through the mind, and rolls its rapid waves,
Now dark--now glittering-no", reflecting gloom
Now lending splendor, where from secret springs 
The source of human thought its tribute brings
5 
Of waters-with a sound but half its own, 
Such as a feeble brook will oft assume 
In the wild woods, among the mountains lone, 
Where waterfalls around it leap forever,
Where woods and winds contend, and a vast river
10
Over its rocks ceaselessly bursts and raves.

2

Thus thou, Ravine of Arve-dark, deep Ravine-
Thou many-colored, many-voicéd vale,
Over whose pines, and crags, and caverns sail
Fast cloud-shadows and sunbeams: awful scene,
15
Where Power in likeness of the Arve comes down
From the ice-gulfs that gird his secret throne,
Bursting through these dark mountains like the flame
Of lightning through the tempest; thou A lie,
Thy giant brood of pines around thee clinging,
20
Children of elder time, in whose devotion
The chainless winds still come and ever came
To drink their odors, and their mighty swinging
To hear-an old and solemn harmony;
Thine earthly rainbows stretched across the sweep
25
Of the ethereal waterfall, whose veil
Robes some unsculptured image; the strange sleep
Which when the voices of the desert fail
Wraps all in its own deep eternity;
Thy caverns echoing to the Argues commotion,
30 
A loud, lone sound no other sound can tame;
Thou art pervaded with that ceaseless motion,
Thou art the path of that unresting sound-
Dizzy Ravine! and when I gaze on thee
I seem as in a trance sublime and strange
35
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; 
40
One legion of wild thoughts, whose wandering wings 
Now float above thy darkness, and now rest 
Where that or thou art no unbidden guest, 
In the still cave of the witch Poesy, 
Seeking among the shadows that 'pass by
45
Ghosts of all things that are, some shade of thee, 
Some phantom, some faint image; till the breast 
From which they fled recalls them, thou art there!

3

Some say that glean-is of a remoter world 
Visit the soul in sleep, that death is slumber,
50
And that its shapes the busy thoughts outnumber 
Of those who wake and live. I look on high; 
Has some unknown omnipotence unfurled 
The veil of life and death? or do I lie 
In dream, and does the mightier world of sleep
55
Spread far around and inaccessibly 
Its circles? For the very spirit falls, 
Driven like a homeless cloud from steep to steep 
That vanishes among the viewless
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Far, far above, piercing the infinite sky,
60
Mont Blanc appears-still, snowy, and serene-
Its subject mountains their unearthly forms 
Pile around it, ice and rock; broad vales between 
Of frozen floods, unfathomable deeps, 
Blue as the overhanging heaven, that spread
65
And wind among the accumulated sleeps; 
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,
70
Ghastly, and scarred, and riven. Is this the scene 
Where the old Earthquake-daemon taught her young 
Ruin? Were these their toys? or did a sea 
Of fire envelop once this silent snow? 
None can reply-all seems eternal now.
75
The wilderness' has a mysterious tongue 
Which teaches awful doubt, or faith so mild, 
So solemn, so serene, that man may be, 
But for such faith, with nature reconciled; 
Thou hast a voice, great Mountain, to repeal
80
Large codes of fraud and woe; not understood
By all, but which the wise, and great, and good
interpret, or make felt, or deeply feel.

4

The fields, the lakes, the forests, and the streams,
Ocean, and all the living things that dwell
85
Within the daedal earth; lightning, and rain,
Earthquake, and fierv flood, and hurricane,
The torpor of the year when feeble dreams
Visit the hidden buds, or dreamless sleep
Holds every future leaf and flower; the bound
90
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; revolve, subside, and swell.
95
Power dwells apart in its tranquility,
Remote, serene, and inaccessible:
And this, the naked countenance of earth,
On which I gaze, even these primeval mountains
Teach the adverting mind. The glaciers creep
100
Like snakes that watch their prey, from their far fountains,
Slow rolling on; there, many a precipice,
Frost and the Sun in scorn of mortal power
Have piled: dome, pyramid, and pinnacle,
A city of death, distinct with many a tower
105
And wall impregnable of beaming ice.
Yet not a city, but a flood of ruin
Is there, that from the boundaries of the sky
Rolls its perpetual stream; vast pines are strewing
Its destined path, or in the mangled soil
110
Branchless and shattered stand; the rocks ' drawn down
From yon remotest waste, have overthrown
The limits of the dead and living world,
Never to be reclaimed. The dwelling place
Of insects, beasts, and birds, becomes its spoil
115
Their food and their retreat for ever gone,
So much of life and joy is lost. 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
120
Shine in the rushing torrents' restless gleam,
Which from those secret chasms in tumult welling
Meet in the vale, and one majestic River,
The breath and blood of distant lands, forever
Rolls its loud waters to the ocean waves,
125
Breathes its swift vapors to the circling air.

5

Mont Blanc it 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,
130
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
135
Rapid and strong, but silently! Its home
The voiceless lightning in these solitudes
Keeps innocently, and like vapor broods
Over the snow. The secret Strength of things
Which governs thought, and to the infinite dome
140
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
Silence and solitude were vacancy?

“Ozymandias” by Percy Bysshe Shelley
I met a traveler from an antique land 
Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert . . . Near them, on the sand, 
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed. 

And on the pedestal these words appear: 
"My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!" 

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far away.
Poetry written by John Keats

“Fragment”





[When I have fears that I may cease to be]
Where’s the Poet? Show him! show him!

Muses nine, that I may know him!

’Tis the man who with a man

Is an equal, be the King,

Or poorest of the beggar-clan,

Or any other wondrous thing

A man may be ‘’twixt ape and Plato;

’Tis the man who with a bird,

Wren or eagle, finds his way to

All its instincts;—he hath heard
The Lion’s roaring, and can tell

What his horny throat expresseth;

And to him the Tiger’s yell

Comes articulate and presseth

On his ear like mother-tongue.


When I have fears that I may cease to be 
    Before my pen has glean'd my teeming brain,
Before high-piled books, in charactery,
    Hold like rich garners the full ripen'd grain;
When I behold, upon the night's starr'd face,
    Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance,
And think that I may never live to trace
    Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance;
And when I feel, fair creature of an hour,
    That I shall never look upon thee more,
Never have relish in the faery power
    Of unreflecting love;--then on the shore
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think
Till love and fame to nothingness do sink. 

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

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

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 
    What thou among the leaves hast never known, 
The weariness, the fever, and the fret 
    Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs, 
    Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies; 
        Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
                And leaden-eyed despairs, 
    Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 
        Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow. 

Away! away! for I will fly to thee, 
    Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards, 
But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 
    Though the dull brain perplexes and retards: 
Already with thee! tender is the night, 
    And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
        Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays; 
                But here there is no light, 
    Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
        Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. 

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet, 
    Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs, 
But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 
    Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 
    White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine; 
        Fast fading violets cover'd up in leaves; 
                And mid-May's eldest child, 
    The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 
        The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 

Darkling I listen; and, for many a time 
    I have been half in love with easeful Death, 
Call'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme, 
    To take into the air my quiet breath; 
Now more than ever seems it rich to die, 
    To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 
        While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
                In such an ecstasy! 
    Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain - 
        To thy high requiem become a sod. 

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird! 
    No hungry generations tread thee down; 
The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
    In ancient days by emperor and clown: 
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
    Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 
        She stood in tears amid the alien corn; 
                The same that oft-times hath 
    Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam 
        Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 

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

“Excerpts from Keats’s Letters”
…O I wish I was as certain of the end of all your troubles as that of your momentary start about the authenticity of the Imagination.  I am certain of nothing but of the holiness of the Heart’s affections and the truth of Imagination – What the imagination seizes as Beauty must be the truth – whether it existed before or not – for I have the same Idea of all our Passions as of Love they are all in their Sublime, creative of essential Beauty…The Imagination may be compared to Adam’s dream – he awoke and found the truth.  I am the more zealous in this affair, because I have never yet been able to perceive how anything can be known for truth by consequitive reasoning…However it may be, O for a Lie of Sensations rather than of Thoughts…Adam’s dream will do here and seems to be a conviction that Imagination and its empyreal reflection is the same as human Life and its spiritual repetition.  But as I was saying – the simple imaginative Mind may have its rewards in the repeti[ti]on of its own silent Working come continually on the spirit with a fine suddenness – to compare great things with small – have you never by being surprised with an old Melody – in a delicious place – by a delicious voice, fe[l]t over again your very speculations and surmises at the time it first operated on your soul…even then you were mounted on the Wings of Imagination so high…sure this cannot be exactly the case with a complex mind – one that is imaginative and at the same time careful of its fruits – who would exist partly on sensation partly on thought – to whom it is necessary that years should bring the philosophic Mind – such an one I consider your’s and therefore it is necessary to your eternal happiness that you not only have drink this old Wine of Heaven which I shall call the redigestion of our most ethereal Musings on Earth; but also increase in knowledge and know all things.  (Letter to Benjamin Bailey, November 22, 1817)
I had not a dispute but a disquisition with Dilke, on various subjects; several things dovetailed in my mind, & at once it struck me, what quality went to form a Man of Achievement especially in Literature & which Shakespeare possessed so enormously – I mean Negative Capability, that is when man is capable of being in uncertainties, Mysteries, doubts, without any irritable reaching after fact & reason – Coleridge, for instance, would let go by a fine isolated verisimilitude caught from the Penetralium of mystery, from being incapable of remaining content with half knowledge. This pursued through Volumes would perhaps take us no further than this, that with a great poet the sense of Beauty overcomes every other consideration, or rather obliterates all consideration.  (Letter to George and Thomas Keats, December 21, 27 (?), 1817)

…In poetry I have a few Axioms, and you will see how far I am from their Centre.  1st I think Poetry should surprise by a fine excess, and not by Singularity – it should strike the Reader as a wording of his own highest thoughts, and appear almost a Remembrance – 2nd Its touches of Beauty should never be half way thereby making the reader breathless, instead of content: the rise, the progress, the setting of imagery should, like the Sun, seem natural to him – shine over him and set soberly although in magnificence, leaving him in the Luxury of twilight – but it is easier to think what Poetry should be than to write it – and this leads me to another axiom. That if Poetry comes not as naturally as the leaves to a tree it had better not come at all. However it may be with me I cannot help looking into new countries with 'O for a Muse of Fire to ascend!' – If Endymion serves me as a Pioneer perhaps I ought to be content. I have great reason to be content, for thank God I can read and perhaps understand Shakespeare to his depths, and I have I am sure many friends, who, if I fail, will attribute any change in my Life and Temper to Humbleness rather than to Pride – to a cowering under the Wings of great Poets rather than to a Bitterness that I am not appreciated…  (Letter to John Taylor, February 27th, 1818)

As tradesmen say everything is worth what it will fetch, so probably every mental pursuit takes its reality and worth from the ardour of the pursuer – being in itself a nothing – Ethereal thing[s] may at least be thus real, divided under three heads – Things real – things semireal – and no things – Things real – such as existences of Sun Moon & Stars and passages of Shakespeare – Things semireal such as Love, the Clouds &c which require a greeting of the Spirit to make them wholly exist – and Nothings which are made Great and dignified by an ardent pursuit…but what I am talking of – it is an old maxim of mine and of course must be well known that every point of thought is the centre of an intellectual world – the two uppermost thoughts in a Man’s mind are the two poles of his World he revolves on them and everything is southward or northward to him through their means…  (Letter to Benjamin Bailey, March 13, 1818)

Well – I compare human life to a large Mansion of Many Apartments, two of which I can only describe, doors of the rest being as yet shut upon me – The first we step into we call the infant or thoughtless Chamber, in which we remain as long as we do not think – We remain there a long while, and notwithstanding the doors of the second Chamber remain wide open, showing a bright appearance, we care not to hasten to it; but are at length imperceptibly impelled by the awakening the thinking principle – within us-we no sooner get into the second Chamber, which I shall call the Chamber of Maiden-Thought, than we become intoxicated with the light and the atmosphere, we see nothing but pleasant wonders, and think of delaying there forever in delight: However among effects this breathing is father of is that tremendous one of sharpening one's vision into the heart and nature of Man--of convincing ones nerves that the World is full of Misery and Heartbreak, Pain, Sickness and oppression--whereby This Chamber of Maiden Thought becomes gradually darken'd and at the same time on all sides of it many doors are set open--but all dark--all leading to dark passages – We see not the ballance of good and evil. We are in a Mist – We are now in that state – We feel the 'burden of the Mystery'…  (Letter to J.H. Reynolds, May 3, 1818)
 …As to the poetical Character itself, (I mean that sort of which, if I am anything, I am a Member; that sort distinguished from the wordsworthian or egotistical sublime; which is a thing per se and stands alone) it is not itself—it has no self—it is every thing and nothing—It has no character—it enjoys light and shade; it lives in gusto, be it foul or fair, high or low, rich or poor, mean or elevated—It has as much delight in conceiving an lago as an Imogen. What shocks the virtuous philosop[h]er, delights the camelion Poet. It does no harm from its relish of the dark side of things any more than from its taste for the bright one; because they both end in speculation. A Poet is the most unpoetical of any thing in existence; because he has no Identity—he is continually in for—and filling some other Body—The Sun, the Moon, the Sea and Men and Women who are creatures of impulse are poetical and have about them an unchangeable attribute—the poet has none; no identity—he is certainly the most unpoetical of all God's Creatures. If then he has no self, and if I am a Poet, where is the Wonder that I should say I would right write no more? Might I not at that very instant [have] been cogitating on the Characters of saturn and Ops? It is a wretched thing to confess; but is a very fact that not one word I ever utter can be taken for granted as an opinion growing out of my identical nature—how can it, when I have no nature? When I am in a room with People if I ever am free from speculating on creations of my own brain, then not myself goes home to myself: but the identity of every one in the room begins to [for so] to press upon me that, I am in a very little time an[ni]hilated —not only among Men; it would be the same in a Nursery of children…  (Letter to Richard Woodhouse, October 27, 1818)

Very few men have ever arrived at a complete disinterestedness of Mind: very few have been influenced by a pure desire of the benefit of others—in the greater part of the Benefactors of & to Humanity some meretricious motive has sullied their greatness—some melodramatic scenery has facinated them—From the manner in which I feel Haslam's misfortune I perceive how far I am from any humble standard of disinterestedness—Yet this feeling ought to be carried to its highest pitch, as there is no fear of its ever injuring society—which it would do I fear pushed to an extremity…The greater part of Men make their way with the same instinctiveness, the same unwandering eye from their purposes, the same animal eagerness as the Hawk…This it is that makes the Amusement of Life—to a speculative Mind. I go among the Feilds and catch a glimpse of a stoat or a fieldmouse peeping out of the withered grass—the creature hath a purpose and its eyes are bright with it—I go amongst the buildings of a city and I see a Man hurrying along—to what? The Creature has a purpose and his eyes are bright with it…there is an ellectric fire in human nature tending to purify—so that among these human creature[s] there is continully some birth of new heroism—The pity is that we must wonder at it: as we should at finding a pearl in rubbish—I have no doubt that thousands of people never heard of have had hearts completely disinterested… Even here though I myself am pursueing the same instinctive course as the veriest human animal you can think of—I am however young writing at random—straining at particles of light in the midst of a great darkness—without knowing the bearing of any one assertion of any one opinion. Yet may I not in this be free from sin? May there not be superior beings amused with any graceful, though instinctive attitude my mind m[a]y fall into, as I am entertained with the alertness of a Stoat or the anxiety of a Deer? Though a quarrel in the streets is a thing to be hated, the energies displayed in it are fine; the commonest Man shows a grace in his quarrel—By a superior being our reasoning[s] may take the same tone—though erroneous they may be fine—This is the very thing in which consists poetry; and if so it is not so fine a thing as philosophy—For the same reason that an eagle is not so fine a thing as a truth…  (Letter to George and Georgiana Keats, February 14-May 3, 1819)
…I love you; all I can bring you is a swooning admiration of your Beauty…You absorb me in spite of myself – you alone: for I look not forward with any pleasure to what is call'd being settled in the world; I tremble at domestic cares – yet for you I would meet them, though if it would leave you the happier I would rather die than do so. I have two luxuries to brood over in my walks, your Loveliness and the hour of my death. O that I could have possession of them both in the same minute. I hate the world: it batters too much the wings of my self-will, and would I could take a sweet poison from your lips to send me out of it. From no others would I take it. I am indeed astonish'd to find myself so careless of all charms but yours--remembering as I do the time when even a bit of ribband was a matter of interest with me. What softer words can I find for you after this – what it is I will not read. Nor will I say more here, but in a Postscript answer any thing else you may have mentioned in your Letter in so many words – for I am distracted with a thousand thoughts. I will imagine you Venus tonight and pray, pray, pray to your star like a Hethen.  (Letter to Fanny Brawne, 25 July 1819)
…– The common cognomen of this world among the misguided and superstitious is 'a vale of tears' from which we are to be redeemed by a certain arbitrary interposition of God and taken to Heaven – What a little circumscribed straightened notion! call the world if you Please 'The vale of Soul-making' Then you will find out the use of the world (I am speaking now in the highest terms for human nature admitting it to be immortal which I will here take for granted for the purpose of showing a thought which has struck me concerning it) I say "Soul making" Soul as distinguished from an Intelligence – There may be intelligences or sparks of the divinity in millions – but they are not Souls till they acquire identities, till each one is personally itself. Intelligences are atoms of perception – they know and they see and they are pure, in short they are God – how then are Souls to be made? How then are these sparks which are God to have identity given them – so as ever to possess a bliss peculiar to each ones individual existence? How, but by the medium of a world like this? This point I sincerely wish to consider because I think it a grander system of salvation than the chrystain religion – or rather it is a system of Spirit-creation – This is effected by three grand materials acting the one upon the other for a series of years – These Materials are the Intelligence--the human heart (as distinguished from intelligence or Mind) and the World or Elemental space suited for the proper action of Mind and Heart on each other for the purpose of forming the Soul or Intelligence destined to possess the sense of Identity. I can scarcely express what I but dimly perceive--and yet I think I perceive it – that you may judge the more clearly I will put it in the most homely form possible –I will call the world a School instituted for the purpose of teaching little children to read – I will call the Child able to read, the Soul made from that school and its hornbook. Do you not see how necessary a World of Pains and troubles is to school an Intelligence and make it a soul? A Place where the heart must feel and suffer in a thousand diverse ways! Not merely is the Heart a Hornbook, it is the Minds Bible, it is the Minds experience, it is the teat from which the Mind or intelligence sucks its identity--As various as the Lives of Men are – so various become their Souls, and thus does God make individual beings, Souls, Identical Souls of the sparks of his own essence…  (Letter to George and Georgiana Keats, February 14-May3, 1819)
“The Progress of Rhyme” by John Clare
O SOUL-ENCHANTING poesy, 

Thou'st long been all the world with me; 

When poor, thy presence grows my wealth, 

When sick, thy visions give me health, 

When sad, thy sunny smile is joy 

And was from e'en a tiny boy. 

When trouble was and toiling care 

Seemed almost more than I could bear, 

While threshing in the dirty barn 

Or squashing in the ditch to earn 

A pittance that would scarce allow 

One joy to smooth my sweating brow 

Where drop by drop would chase and fall, 

Thy presence triumphed over all: 

The vulgar they might frown and sneer, 

Insult was mean but never near. 

'Twas poesy's self that stopt the sigh 

And malice met with no reply. 

So was it in my earlier day 

When sheep to corn had strayed away 

Or horses closen gaps had broke, 

Ere sun's head peeped or I awoke 

My master's frowns might force the tear 

But poesy came to check and cheer. 

It glistened in my shamed eye 

But ere it fell the woof was by. 

I thought of luck in future days 

When even he might find a praise. 

I looked on poesy like a friend 

To cheer me till my life should end. 

'Twas like a parent's first regard 

And love when beauty's voice was heard, 

'Twas joy, 'twas hope, and maybe fear, 

But still 'twas rapture everywhere. 

My heart were it unmoved to dwell, 

Nor care for one I loved so well 

Through rough and smooth, through good and ill, 

That led me and attends me still? 

It was an early joy to me 

That joy was love and poesy, 

And but for thee my idle lay 

Had ne'er been urged in early day, 

The harp's imagination strung 

Had ne'er been dreamed of but among 

The flowers in summer's fields of joy 

I'd lain an idle rustic boy, 

No hope to think of fear or care 

And even love a stranger there. 

But poesy that vision flung 

Around me as I hummed and sung, 

I glowered on beauty passing by 

Yet hardly turned my sheepish eye; 

I worshipped, yet could hardly dare 

Go show I knew the goddess there, 

Lest my presumptuous stare should gain 

But frowns, ill humour, and disdain. 

My first ambition was its praise, 

My struggles; ay, in early days 

Had I by vulgar boldness torn 

That hope when it was newly born, 

By rudeness, gibes, and vulgar tongue 

The curse of the unfeeling throng, 

Their scorn had frowned upon the lay 

And hope and song had died away. 

And I with nothing to atone 

Had felt myself indeed alone 

But promises of days to come. 

The very fields would seem to hum 

Those burning days when I should dare 

To sing aloud my worship there, 

When beauty's self might turn its eye 

Of praise : what could I do but try ? 

Twas winter then, but summer shone 

From heaven when I was all alone, 

And summer came and every weed 

Of great or little had its meed. 

Without its leaves there wasn't a bower 

Nor one poor weed without its flower. 

Twas love and pleasure all along 

I felt that I'd a right to song 

And sung but in a timid strain 

Of fondness for my native plain ; 

For everything I felt a love, 

The weeds below, the birds above; 

And weeds that bloomed in summer's hours 

I thought they should be reckoned flowers; 

They made a garden free for all, 

And so I loved them great and small, 

And sung of some that pleased my eye, 

Nor could I pass the thistle by, 

But paused and thought it could not be 

A weed in nature's poesy. 

No matter for protecting wall, 

No matter though they chance to fall 

Where sheep and cows and oxen lie, 

The kindly rain when they're adry 

Falls on them with as plenteous showers 

As when it waters garden flowers ; 

They look up with a blushing eye 

Upon a tender watching sky, 

And still enjoy the kindling smile 

Of sunshine though they live with toil, 

As garden flowers with all their care, 

For nature's love is ever there. 

And so it cheered me while I lay 

Among their beautiful array 

To think that I in humble dress 

Might have a right to happiness 

And sing as well as greater men ; 

And then I strung the lyre again 

And heartened up o'er toil and fear 

And lived with rapture everywhere, 

Till dayshine to my themes did come. 

Just as a blossom bursts to bloom 

And finds itself in thorny ways, 

So did my musings meet with praise, 

And though no garden care had I 

My heart had love for poesy, 

A simple love, a wild esteem, 

As heartfelt as the linnet's dream 

That mutters in its sleep at night 

Some notes from extasy's delight. 

Thus did I dream o'er joys and lie 

Muttering dream songs of poesy. 

The night dislimned and waking day 

Shook from wood leaves the drops away ; 

Hope came, storms calmed, and hue and cry 

With her false pictures herded by, 

With tales of help when help was not, 

Of friends who urged to write or blot, 

Whose taste were such that mine were shame 

Had they not helped it into fame. 

Poh! let the idle rumour ill, 

Their vanity is never still; 

My harp though simple was my own. 

When I was in the fields alone 

With none to help and none to hear 

To bid me either hope or fear, 

The bud or bee its chords would sound, 

The air hummed melodies around, 

I caught with eager ear the strain 

And sung the music o'er again, 

Or love or instinct flowing strong, 

Fields were the essence of the song. 

And fields and woods are still as mine, 

Real teachers that are all divine, 

So if my song be weak or lame 

'Tis I, not they, who bear the blame, 

But hope and cheer through good and ill, 

They are my aids to worship still, 

Still growing on a gentle tide 

Nor foes could mar nor friends could guide; 

Like pasture brooks through sun and shade, 

Crooked as channels chance hath made, 

It rambles as it loves to stray 

And hope and feeling lead the way. 

Ay, birds, no matter what the tune 

Or 'croak' or 'tweet,’ 'twas nature's boon 

That brought them joy, and music flung 

Its spell o'er every matin sung, 

And e'en the sparrow's chirp to me 

Was song in its felicity 

When grief hung o'er me like a cloud 

Till hope seemed even in her shroud. 

I whispered poesy's spell till they 

Gleamed round me like a summer's day; 

When tempests o'er my labours sung 

My soul to its responses rung, 

And joined the chorus till the storm 

Fell all unheeded, void of harm, 

And each old leaning shielding tree 

Were princely palaces to me, 

Where I could sit me down and chime 

My unheard rhapsodies to rhyme. 

All I beheld of grand, with time 

Grew up to beautiful sublime. 

The arching groves of ancient limes 

That into roofs like churches climbs, 

Grain intertwisting into grain, 

That stops the sun and stops the rain 

And spreads a gloom that never smiles, 

Like ancient halls and minster aisles, 

While all without a beauteous screen 

Of summer's luscious leaves is seen, 

While heard that everlasting hum 

Of insects haunting where they bloom, 

As though 'twas nature's very place 

Of worship, where her mighty race 

Of insect life and spirits too 

In summer time were wont to go, 

Both insects and the breath of flowers, 

To sing their maker's mighty powers. 

I've thought so as I used to rove 

Through Burghley Park, that darksome grove 

Of limes where twilight lingered grey 

Like evening in the midst of day. 

I felt without a single skill 

That instinct that would not be still, 

To think of song sublime beneath 

That heaved my bosom like my breath, 

That burned and chilled and went and came 

Without or uttering or a name, 

Until the vision waked with time 

And left me itching after rhyme. 

Where little pictures idly tells 

Of nature's powers and nature's spells, 

I felt and shunned the idle vein, 

Laid down the pen and toiled again, 

But spite of all through good and ill 

It was and is my worship still. 

No matter how the world approved, 

'Twas nature listened, I that loved; 

No matter how the lyre was strung, 

From my own heart the music sprung. 

The cowboy with his oaten straw, 

Although he hardly heard or saw 

No more of music than he made, 

Twas sweet; and when I pluck’t the blade 

Of grass upon the woodland hill 

To mock the birds with artless skill, 

No music in the world beside 

Seemed half so sweet, till mine was tried. 

So my boy- worship poesy 

Made e'en the muses pleased with me, 

Until I even danced for joy, 

A happy and a lonely boy, 

Each object to my ear and eye 

Made paradise of poesy. 

I heard the blackbird in the dell 

Sing sweet; could I but sing as well, 

I thought, until the bird in glee 

Seemed pleased and paused to answer me. 

And nightingales, O I have stood 

Beside the jungle and the wood, 

And o'er the old oak railing hung 

To listen every note they sung, 

And left boys making taws of clay 

To muse and listen half the day. 

The more I listened and the more 

Each note seemed sweeter than before, 

And aye so different was the strain 

She'd scarce repeat the note again : 

'Chew-chew chew-chew,' and higher still: 

' Cheer-cheer cheer-cheer,' more loud and shrill 

'Cheer-up cheer-up cheer-up,' and dropt 

Low : 'tweet tweet jug jug jug,' and stopt 

One moment just to drink the sound 

Her music made, and then a round 

Of stranger witching notes was heard: 

' Wew-wew wew-wew, chur-chur chur-chur, 

Woo-it woo-it ' : could this be her ? 

'Tee-rew tee-rew tee-rew tee-rew, 

Chew-rit chew-rit,' and ever new, 

' Will- will will-will, grig-grig grig-grig.' 

The boy stop’t sudden on the brig 

To hear the 'tweet tweet tweet' so shrill, 

The 'jug jug jug,' and all was still 

A minute, when a wilder strain 

Made boys and woods to pause again ; 

Words were not left to hum the spell. 

Could they be birds that sung so well? 

I thought, and maybe more than I, 

That music's self had left the sky 

To cheer me with its magic strain 

And then I hummed the words again, 

Till fancy pictured, standing by 

My heart's companion poesy. 

No friends had I to guide or aid 

The struggles young ambition made. 

In silent shame the harp was tried 

And rapture's griefs the tune applied, 

Yet o'er the songs my parents sung 

My ear in silent musings hung. 

Their kindness wishes did regard, 

They sung, and joy was my reward. 

All else was but a proud decree, 

The right of bards and nought to me, 

A title that I dared not claim 

And hid it like a private shame. 

I whispered aye and felt a fear 

To speak aloud though none was near, 

I dreaded laughter more than blame, 

I dared not sing aloud for shame, 

So all unheeded, lone and free, 

I felt it happiness to be 

Unknown, obscure, and like a tree 

In woodland peace and privacy. 

No, not a friend on earth had I 

But my own kin and poesy, 

Nor wealth, and yet I felt indeed 

As rich as any body need 

To be, for health and hope and joy 

Was mine, although a lonely boy, 

And what I felt, as now I sing, 

Made friends of all and every thing 

Save man the vulgar and the low, 

The polished 'twas not mine to know 

Who paid me in my after days 

And gave me even more than praise: 

Twas then I found that friends indeed 

Were needed when I'd less to need. 

The pea that independent springs 

When in its blossom trails and clings 

To every help that lingers by, 

And I when classed with poesy, 

Who stood unburnt the heaviest shower, 

Felt feeble as that very flower 

And helpless all, but beauty's smile 

Is harvest for the hardest toil, 

Whose smiles I little thought to win 

With ragged coat and downy chin, 

A clownish silent aguish boy 

Who even felt ashamed of joy, 

So dirty, ragged, and so low, 

With nought to recommend or show 

That I was worthy e'en a smile. 

Had I but felt amid my toil 

That I in days to come should be 

A little light in minstrelsy, 

And in the blush of after days 

Win beauty's smile and beauty's praise, 

My heart with lovely fancy warm 

Had even bursted with the charm, 

And one, 'ay, one whose very name 

I loved, whose look was even fame, 

From rich delicious eyes of blue 

In smiles and rapture ever new, 

Her timid step, her fairy form, 

Her face with blushes ever warm, 

Praise did my rhyming feelings move: 

I saw the blush and thought it love. 

And all ambitious thee to please 

My heart was ever ill at ease; 

I saw thy beauty grow with days, 

And tried song-pictures in thy praise, 

And all of fair or beautiful 

Were thine akin, nor could I pull 

The blossoms that I thought divine 

As hurting beauty like to thine. 

So where they grew I let them be, 

And though I dare not talk to thee 

Of love, to them I talked aloud, 

And grew ambitious from the crowd 

With hopes that I one day should be 

Beloved with the praise of thee. 

But I mistook in early day 

The world, and so our hopes decay. 

Yet that same cheer in after toils 

Was poesy, and still she smiles 

As sweet as blossoms to the tree, 

And hope, love, joy, are poesy. 

