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L.—\Vere [ disposed to differ from any of the conclu-
sions of that wisest, gentlest, most lovable of critics, the
Autocrat of the Breakfast ‘I'able, it should be in his csti-
mate of Keats.  He places him among that “numcrous
class of pocts who have a certain kind of moon-light
genius given them to compensate for their imperlection of
nature,  Their want of mental colouring matter makes
them sensitive to those impressions which stronger minds,
neglect or never feel at all. Many of them die young,
and all of them are tinged with melancholy.” Softly,
softly, Daoctor! Keats, a moon-light poct! To me heis
far better described in those lines of his own i—

* Inpumerable of stains and splendid dyes,
An are the tiger-moth's deep-damasked wings,”
None richer i all lovely colour—a very opal in their com-
plexity—a prison-house of lightemings, the heart of fire
burning cver restlessly withm.  Fragile he was, 1t is true
and * died young™: indescent as the peacock's neck, hke
it too casily ruffled by too rude a breath, and its beauty
marred.  And  “ mdlancholy”—certainly.  His  genius
could not otherwise have had that richness of cclour which
I claim forit. “\Ve speak rashly,” says Mr. Ruskm, “cf gay
colour, and sad colour, for colour cannot at once be good
and gay. All good colour is in some degree pensive, e
loveliest melancholy. and the purest and most thoughtful
minds are those which love colour the most.” But the
mclancholy is not the black unholy Griefe of Spenser—
“ oo . all in sable sorrowfully clad,
Downe hanging his dull head with heavy cliere,”
but Milton’s Penscroso, loving to pace quict cloisters, and
draw sweet inspiration from—
 Storied windows richly dight
Casting a dim religious light.”
And in fact it is to the pervading presence of this holy
ennobling mclancholy that the three odes which T have
selected largely owe their loveliness.  And I have chosen
these, because 1 think they display the evident beautics
of Keats's genius at their highest, uniting exquisite sub-
tlety of perception with utter perfectness of form.

I should take them in the following order, that “ To a
Nightingale,” - -*T'o Autumn,"—*To a Grecian Urn.”

It is instructive to compare with the first a poem often
assigned as companion to it, Shelley’s * Skylark™; and
from the comparizon to learn the genius of cither poet.
The chief charicteristic of Shelley's is, 1 think, its exulta-
tion--joy of aspiration become a pain from its intensity—
a yearning of the spirit to burst all bounds, and renew the
attempt of Icarus however vain—a personal aim sill.
Keats' is rather a renunciation of seif—an emptying of it
lo be ableto contain the more of the enviud sweetness.
The one active, the other passive—the one, the cestasy of
a 5. Stephen. painful only because momentarily incom-
plete 5 the other,that of a S, Catharine, intense in its utter
scl-abnegation.  Listen to this Nune Dimittis —

=* Now snorg than ever seems it rich to die,
Tu cese upen the midnight with ne jain,
While thou art pouring forth thy aoul alimal
In such an costasy !
Still wouldet thou aing, and 1 have cars in vain—
To thy high roquicm became a s

The pathos of the next stanza cannot casily be excelled.
The attribute of immortality establishes a sympathy be-
tweenall souls in the brotherhood of gricf i —

— ———

¢ Perhaps the «elf>zime «ony that found a path
Through the sad heart of Ruth,when sick for howe
Sho atennd in team amid the alien corn,”
Yes, for all time the same angel voice charming to tears
all sick hearts, and rescuing ther from that
woo. < gradual furnr ce of the world
In whose hot air our spirits are upcurled,
Until they crumble, or else grow like ateel—
Which kills in us the bloom, the youth, the spring,
Which leaves the tieree necessity to feel,
But takes away the power.”®
What strikes one most after the wealth of ideas in this
ode istheir warmth, their spontaneity, their absolute necess-
ity.  HMe furnishes us with what he prays for himself—
e« albkaker full of the warm south,
full of the true the blushinl Hippocrene,™
We feel itinall our being—a draught of the Gods’ nectar
which lifts the material veil, and enables us to contemplate
the true.

11. The scecond wde is a striking and admirable picce
of natural description, gliding without constraint in the
second stanza into cxquisite allegory.  The pleasant Kent-
ish landscape— 1ts glad rural w calth and quict—its bending
hazcl bushes- and, on the edge of the stanza, a fringe of
late bloeming flowers, over which the drowsy murmur of
the bees lulls us to accept without surprise the charming
impersonations which follow—can any thing be more
perfect ?

Here 1 must again insist on the noble clement of colour
—deep in all the full glow of the half-rcaped cornand its
mingling poppies, and passing into the matchless cvan-
escent hues of an Autumn evening—

** While harrid clowds Lloom the soft-dying day,
And touch the stublile plains with resy hue.’

111.—The third, I think, sums up the conclusion of all
poetry— :

¢ Reauty is truth, truth beauty “—that is all
Yo know on carth, and all ye need to know.”

1t is the philosophy: of Plato—that the beautiful is nothing
clse than the visible form of the good.  Itis the true dual-
ism which sces in the Jdea/ the ouly true reality—the
world as it is in the mind of God— and whosc truth is
proved by the sympathy it provokes between all pure
minds in all time.  The perfection of the art of the for-
gotten sculptor who has arrested action at its height of
enjoyment—the very golden mean, before palling or re-
grct or decay has entered—is only equalled by the exquis-
ite appre<iation of the poet who has interpreted it for us.
And the rapport of these two souls, so many many ages
apart what docs it not prove to us of the absolute cternity
and uncl...ngcableness of good ?

Now I have trespassed too long on the Editors' space.
Yet these odes arc not ncarly exhausted. How should
they be? for like the glories of a sunsct they defy—rather
escape—illustration—unless indecd one be a Turner. 1t
would nced truly the poct’s own art of—

** titting aptest wonds to things,”
to do them justice.

Kecats has left comparatively little work, yet such is its
perfection that it warrantis us in according him a place
among the noblest bards.  As some one has said I do not
now remcmber who, *if Shakspeare himsclf had dicd as
young he would have left nothing comparable to his.”

That clement of colour to which I have so often and
strongly alluded as once of his most admirable character-

* Matthew Arnold's ¢ Tristram and lsenlt” pt. 111,
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