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LITEIRATURE.

JOHN KEATS.

A LTHOUGH al the poemns of Keats were
publisbed witbin four years, few writers bave
called forth criticisr so widely diverse. His

first boo~k was published in 1817, and Leigb Hunt
was, at that tinie, apparently the ooly critic wbo
recognized the faét that it contained a promise of
something of the grandeur and beauty of tbec old
masters. After referring to the poetical excellence
of the Lake School-then by no means popular-
he continues:

IFrom the time of Milton tilI lately. scarcely a
tree bas been planted tbat can be called a pnet's
owo. Pleople got shoots trou> France that ended
in notbing but a little barren wood frorn whicb tbey
made flutes for youog gentlemen and fan-sticks for
ladies. Tbe rich and encbanted gronnd of real
pnetry, fertile with ail that English succuîlence
could produce, brigbt witb ail tbat Italian suoshine
conld lend, and haunted witb exquisite bucoanities,
had becomne invisible to mortal eyes like the garden
of Eden.

«'And fromn that time those graces were not found.'
"These graces; bowever, are reappeariug, and

one of the greatest evidences is the littie volume
before us ; for the work is ot one of mere imitation
or a complication of ingeninus and promoising tbings
that merely announce a botter, and that after al
migbt only belp to keep up a bad systeio. But
bere is a youing poet giving bimnself up to bis own
impressions and revelling in poetry for its owo sake,"

Tbis, together with the publication of Endymion,
provoked tbe severest possible attack upon Keats,
the authorship of wbich is usually ascribed to Lock-
hart. In an article erninently naliciaus and lacking
in tbe.essentials of truc criticism, lie attèmpts to
extinguish the young poet.

ITo witness the disease of aoy bnman under-
standing, however feeble, is distressing ; but the
speCacle of an able mind reduced to a state of
iusanity is, of course, ten times more affliéting. It
is with sncb sorrow as this that we bave contein-
plated the case of Mr. John Keats. This voung
moan appears to bave received fromn nature talents
of an excellent, perbaps even of a superior order-
talents wbicb. devoted to the purposes of auy useful
profession, must have rendered bim, a respe6table,
if ot an emineut citizen. . . . For sonie time
we were lu bopes be wonld get off witb a violent fit
or two (of metromanie), but of late the symptoms
are terrible. The phrenzy of the IIPoemns- was
bad enougb in its way, but it did ot alarm us baîf
s0 seriously as the cahun, settled, imperturbable,
drivelling idiocy of 1Endymion.'"

A mooth later, Gifford, whose naine lias reachied
us ooiy as "a ooteless blot on a remeînbered nanie,-
criticized, according to bis lights, Endymion, dwel-
linig with keen delight upon iruperfeétions every-
where mnifest, but paiufully unable to catch even
a passing gliirîpse of the rich ligbits of fancy and
rare charins whicb appeal to ail true loyers of
poetry.

A general impression existed for years that these
reviews were, in a great rueasure, responsible for
the illness and deatb of Keats. It is oniy since
greater facilities for knowing the man bave been
offered tbrough the wider distribution of bis letters,
that one realizes bis nobility of soul and heroje
purpose in life. His was a nature of fine sensibility
and noble bumility, but by no means weak or de.
pendent upon popular approval. A sense of imr-
perfeét achievement by no means deadeued bis
cousciousness of innate power.

4Praîse or blame," he writes, Il has but a ruom-

entary effecét on the mani whose love of beauty in tbe
abstraa makes bim a severe critic of bis own work.

*..I will write independeutly. 1 have written
iudependeutly, without judgmeot. I mnay write in-
dependently and witb judgnuent bereafter. Iu
' Endymion' I leaped beadlong into the sea and
thereby bave become hetter acquainted witb the
soundings, the quicksaods, and the rocks than if I
bad stayed upon the shore and pip-cd a silly pipe
and took tea and comfortable advice. I was neyer
afraid of failure, for 1 would sooner fail than not be
amoog the greatest. . . . There is l)ut one way
for rue. The road lies tbrougb application, study
and thought. I will pursue it."

After the publication of Larnia, Hyperion, Eve of
St. Agnes, and the famous Odes "lTo a Nightingale,"
"lOn a Grecian Urn," "lTo Aituimo," etc., (wbich
Swinburne cbaraéterizes as IlThe triurnphant
achievernent and accomplishment of the very utmost
beauty possible to buman words," and again says of
tbem, IlGreater lyrical poetry the world may have
seen than auy that is in these ; lovelier it bas neyer
seen nor even cao it possibly see "), Francis Jeffrey
contributed an article to the Edinburgr Review, in
wbicb, for the first time, Keats' poeius received fair
aud judicial attention fromn the popular crities of
bis day.

After referring at length in a bighly appreciative
manuer to bis poems, Jeffrey continues:

IlThe models upon whicb Keats bas formed him-
self in ' Endymion,'-the earliest and by much the
înost considerable of bis poems-are obviously the
Faithful Shepberdess, by Fletcber, and the Sad
Shepherd of Ben Jonson, the exquisite meters and
inspired dicaion of whicb be bas copied with
great boldness and fidelity, and, like bis great origi.


