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naIs, lias also contrived to impart to the whole

piece tbat true rural and poetical air whichi breathes

only in tbemn and in Theocritus, whicbi is at once

homely and majestic, luxurjous and rude, aud sets

before us the genuine sights and souuds and smells

of the counîtry îvith ail the magie and grace of

Elysiumi. . . . There is no work accordinglv
fromn which a inalicions critic could cull more inatter

for ridicule or seleét, more obscure, unuatural or

absurd passages. But we do îlot take tlîat to be

our office, and j ust beg leave, on the contrary, to

Say that any omîe, who, un tbîs account, would
represent the whole poemn as despicable, um ust either

ýhave no notion for poetry or no regard to truth.

. . . We do not know any book we wvould sooner
enploy as a test to ascertain whether any one bad

in bimn a native relish for poetry and a genuine

sensibility te, its intrinsic charîn.'

Fromn tbis tinie Keats steadily rose in popular

favor. Iu 1844 Leigb Hunt again shows bis fine

appreciation of tbe rare genius of bis gifted protege:

IKeats was boru a puet of the mnost poetical
kiiid. . . . It migbt be said of himi tbat lie mever

beheld an oak, tree witbout seeing the I)ryad....

lu what other English poet (bowever superior to

bim in other respects) are yeu SO certain of neyer

opening a page without lighting upon the loveliest

imagery and the most eloqueut expressions. Naine

one. Compare anv succession of tbeir pages at rau-

domn and see if the youug poet is not sure to present

bis stock of beauty, crude it may be in mnany in-

stances, too indiscriminate iii general, neyer, per-

haps, tboroughly perfeét in cultivation, but tbere it

is, exquisite of its kind and filling envy witb despair."

Keats' biograpby, pnblisbed four years later than

tbe above, tbrew à clear ligbt upon the simple,

mauly, courageous charaéter of the poet. James

Russell Lowell, with bis inimitable felicîty of touch,

also pays tribute to himi:

IlThe poems of Keats mark au epocb in Englisb

poetry ; for, however often we inay find traces of it

others, in tbemn found its strongest expression tbat

reaétion against the barrel-organ style whicb bad

been reigning by a kind of sleepy divine rigbt for

lialf a century. The lowest point was indicated

when tbere was such an utter confounding of the

commnon and tbe uncommon sense tbat Dr. Jobnson

wrote verse and Burke prose. Tbe inost profound

gospel of criticisin was that notbing was good poetry

that could not be translated into good prose, as if

the test of sufficient moonligbt was that tallow

candles could be made of it. We flnd Keats at first

going to the otber extreme and endeavoring to

extraét green cucumibers fromu1- tIre iay of tallow;

but we see also in~contestable proof of tbe greatness

and purity of bis poetic gift in tbe constant returti

toward equilibriuuî and repose in bis later poonîs.

And it is a repose always lofty and clear-aired, like
that of an eagle balanced in sunsbine. Iu biimu a

vigorous understauding developed itself in equal

mecasure with tbe divine faculty; tbougbt emancipated

itself fromn expression witbut beeoiuig its tyrant;
and music and meaning floated together accordant

as swan and sbadow on the smnootb eleineut of bis

verse. XVithout losing its seriousness, bis poetry

refined itself and grew more iuward, and the sen-

sational was elevated into the typical by the control

of that fluer sense wbich underlies tbe senses and

is the spirit of them."
lu regard to popular criticisnî, Keats writes:

IlI bave not the sligbtest feeling of buinility to-

wards the public or to anything in existence but tîme

Eternal Being, the princil)le of beauty, and tbe

inemnory of great umen. 1 would be subdued irefore

mny friends and thank theiu for subduing me ; but

among miultitudes of meni I have no feeling of stoop-

ing ; 1 hate tbe idea of humility to tbemn. I neyer

wrote one single hune of poetry witb the least sbadow

of thougbt about their opinion. . . . My glory

would be to daunt and dazzle the thousand jabber.

ers about piétures and books. . . . Just s0 mucb

as I arn bumbled by the genins above mny grasp, am

I exalted, and look witb coutempt upon tbe literary

world."
Mattbew Arnomld, whose sanity, sureness of touch,

and calmn iuîpartiality constitute him a most admnir-

able critic, after quotiug Keats' words :"If I

sbould die I have left uo immortal work bebind mie,

nothing to make amny frieuds proud of liny iemory;

but I lhave loved t/me principle of beaîrty ini ail tlîiags, and

if I had tinîe I would have muade mnyseif renieig-

bered," says:
IlHe lias made him-self rerneuîbered, and remir-

bered as no mnerely sensuous poet could bc ; and hc

bas doue it by having ' loved tbe principle of beauty

in ail things.' For to see things in their beauty is

to see things in their trutb, and Keats knew it.

1What tbe imagination seizes as beauty mîust be

trutb,' he says iu prose ; aud in imnîortal verse he

bas said tbe same tbing :
Beauty is truth, truth beauty,-that is ail
Ye know on eartb, and ail ye.need to know.'

No it is riot ail ; but it is true, deeply true, and

we bave deep need to know it. And witb beauty

goes iîot only trutb, joy goes witb ber also. And

tbis, too, Keats knew and said, as, in the famous

first line of bis En 'dymion it stands written, ' A

thing of beauty is a joy forever.' It is no small

tbiug to bave so loved tbe principle of beauty as to

perceive tbe necessary relation of beauty with trrîth

and of both witb joy." And further on Arnold adds:

INo one else lu English poetry, save Shakespeare,


