
    And when his comrade's thought each sufferer knew,
      'T was but his own, suppressed till now, he found:
    And out they spoke of lots for flesh and blood,
    And who should die to be his fellow's food.

                      LXXIV.
    But ere they came to this, they that day shared
      Some leathern caps, and what remained of shoes;
    And then they looked around them, and despaired,
      And none to be the sacrifice would choose;
    At length the lots were torn up, and prepared,
      But of materials that must shock the Muse--
    Having no paper, for the want of better,
    They took by force from Juan Julia's letter.

                      LXXV.
    The lots were made, and marked, and mixed, and handed,
      In silent horror, and their distribution
    Lulled even the savage hunger which demanded,
      Like the Promethean vulture, this pollution;
    None in particular had sought or planned it,
      'T was Nature gnawed them to this resolution,
    By which none were permitted to be neuter--
    And the lot fell on Juan's luckless tutor.

                      LXXVI.
    He but requested to be bled to death:
      The surgeon had his instruments, and bled
    Pedrillo, and so gently ebbed his breath,
      You hardly could perceive when he was dead.
    He died as born, a Catholic in faith,
      Like most in the belief in which they're bred,
    And first a little crucifix he kissed,
    And then held out his jugular and wrist.

                      LXXVII.
    The surgeon, as there was no other fee,
      Had his first choice of morsels for his pains;
    But being thirstiest at the moment, he
      Preferred a draught from the fast-flowing veins:
    Part was divided, part thrown in the sea,
      And such things as the entrails and the brains
    Regaled two sharks, who followed o'er the billow--
    The sailors ate the rest of poor Pedrillo.

                      LXXVIII.
    The sailors ate him, all save three or four,
      Who were not quite so fond of animal food;
    To these was added Juan, who, before
      Refusing his own spaniel, hardly could
    Feel now his appetite increased much more;
      'T was not to be expected that he should,
    Even in extremity of their disaster,
    Dine with them on his pastor and his master.

                      LXXIX.
    'T was better that he did not; for, in fact,
      The consequence was awful in the extreme;
    For they, who were most ravenous in the act,
      Went raging mad--Lord! how they did blaspheme!
    And foam, and roll, with strange convulsions racked,

      Drinking salt-water like a mountain-stream,
    Tearing, and grinning, howling, screeching, swearing,
    And, with hyaena-laughter, died despairing.
                     

Study Questions:

1.  Byron's short lyrics in this seem to have more in common 
with neo-classic literary style than romantic.  What themes or 
subjects make them romantic?  

2.  What historical sites or figures draw the speaker's scorn and 
admiration in Childe Harolde's Pilgrimage?  The poem is at 
once a travel memoir, a meditation upon history and a personal 
question for meaning—how do these differing motives shape 
the poem?   

3.  How does the speaker in Childe Harolde's Pilgrimage differ 
from the character Don Juan?

4.  What is the role of the narrator in Don Juan?  Does he 
transcend the role of ordinary narrator?  What is his relationship 
with his subject Don Juan?

5.  Byron has been called a “romantic nihilist.”  Do works such 
as “Darkness” and Don Juan ultimately reflect a belief that 
“nothing  matters” or that there are no absolute values?  

6.  Byron seems to enjoy poking fun at Wordsworth, Southey 
and the Lake Poets in Don Juan.  Do you think Byron would 
consider himself to belong to the same literary tradition as the 
first generation romantics such as Wordsworth?  Is his ridicule 
of Wordsworth fair?

7.  How does the figure of the pariah/social outcast/genius 
appear in Byron's poetry and his own poetic persona?  How 
does that persona embody key notions of the romantic tradition? 
Who is “Byron”?  
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PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY(1792-1822), born in Sussex to a 
well-to-do family, attended Eton College and Oxford 
University.  (A pamphlet espousing Atheism resulted in his 
expulsion from the latter.)  Shelley married Harriett Westbrook 
with whom he had two children.  He abandoned her while 
pregnant to pursue Mary Godwin, whom he subsequently 
married (as Mary Shelley she is best known for her novel 
Frankenstein) and who fathered a son.  Shelley's nomadic and 
unconventional lifestyle prevented him from gaining custody of 
his two children by his first marriage after Harriet committed 
suicide in 1816.  Subsidized by his family, Shelley and Mary 
took up residence near Lake Geneva, Switzerland, where he 
became an intimate acquaintance of Lord Byron.  The two poets 
had a profound influence upon one another, much like that of 
Wordsworth and Coleridge a generation earlier—and later took 
up residence near one another in Venice, Italy.  While Byron 
had achieved wide fame for his work, Shelley remained almost 
unknown as a poet to the public during his lifetime.  While his 
themes (particularly the existence of a “universal spirit” both in 
and beyond nature) are influenced by Wordsworth, his literary 
style is marked by at times elliptical, highly concentrated 
imagery reminiscent of the intellectual power of the 
metaphysical poets.  Like Byron, the expatriate Shelley also 
wrote poetry in protest of English contemporary politics and 
against the notion of Empire itself.  Shelley, who seems to have 
suffered from depression, died in a boating accident after taking 
to the Italian waters in an apparently reckless manner.  

HYMN TO INTELLECTUAL BEAUTY.

1.
The awful shadow of some unseen Power
Floats though unseen among us,--visiting
This various world with as inconstant wing
As summer winds that creep from flower to flower,--
Like moonbeams that behind some piny mountain shower, 
It visits with inconstant glance
Each human heart and countenance;
Like hues and harmonies of evening,--
Like clouds in starlight widely spread,--
Like memory of music fled,--                                       
Like aught that for its grace may be
Dear, and yet dearer for its mystery.

2.
Spirit of BEAUTY, that dost consecrate
With thine own hues all thou dost shine upon
Of human thought or form,--where art thou gone?                      
Why dost thou pass away and leave our state,
This dim vast vale of tears, vacant and desolate?
Ask why the sunlight not for ever
Weaves rainbows o'er yon mountain-river,
Why aught should fail and fade that once is shown,                   
Why fear and dream and death and birth
Cast on the daylight of this earth
Such gloom,--why man has such a scope
For love and hate, despondency and hope?

3.
No voice from some sublimer world hath ever                          

To sage or poet these responses given--
Therefore the names of Demon, Ghost, and Heaven.
Remain the records of their vain endeavour,
Frail spells--whose uttered charm might not avail to sever,
From all we hear and all we see,                                     
Doubt, chance, and mutability.
Thy light alone--like mist o'er mountains driven,
Or music by the night-wind sent
Through strings of some still instrument,
Or moonlight on a midnight stream,                                  
Gives grace and truth to life's unquiet dream.

4.
Love, Hope, and Self-esteem, like clouds depart
And come, for some uncertain moments lent.
Man were immortal, and omnipotent,
Didst thou, unknown and awful as thou art,                           
Keep with thy glorious train firm state within his heart.
Thou messenger of sympathies,
That wax and wane in lovers' eyes--
Thou--that to human thought art nourishment,
Like darkness to a dying flame!                                      
Depart not as thy shadow came
Depart not--lest the grave should be,
Like life and fear, a dark reality.

5.
While yet a boy I sought for ghosts, and sped
Through many a listening chamber, cave and ruin,                     
And starlight wood, with fearful steps pursuing
Hopes of high talk with the departed dead.
I called on poisonous names with which our youth is fed;
I was not heard--I saw them not--
When musing deeply on the lot                                       
Of life, at that sweet time when winds are wooing
All vital things that wake to bring
News of birds and blossoming,--
Sudden, thy shadow fell on me;
I shrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstasy!                         

6.
I vowed that I would dedicate my powers
To thee and thine--have I not kept the vow?
With beating heart and streaming eyes, even now
I call the phantoms of a thousand hours
Each from his voiceless grave: they have in visioned bowers 
Of studious zeal or love's delight
Outwatched with me the envious night--
They know that never joy illumed my brow
Unlinked with hope that thou wouldst free
This world from its dark slavery,                                    
That thou--O awful LOVELINESS,
Wouldst give whate'er these words cannot express.

7.
The day becomes more solemn and serene
When noon is past--there is a harmony
In autumn, and a lustre in its sky,                                 
Which through the summer is not heard or seen,
As if it could not be, as if it had not been!
Thus let thy power, which like the truth
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Of nature on my passive youth
Descended, to my onward life supply                                  
Its calm--to one who worships thee,
And every form containing thee,
Whom, SPIRIT fair, thy spells did bind
To fear himself, and love all human kind.

OZYMANDIAS.

I met a traveller 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.

SONG TO THE MEN OF ENGLAND.

1.
Men of England, wherefore plough
For the lords who lay ye low?
Wherefore weave with toil and care
The rich robes your tyrants wear?

2.
Wherefore feed, and clothe, and save,                               
From the cradle to the grave,
Those ungrateful drones who would
Drain your sweat--nay, drink your blood?

3.
Wherefore, Bees of England, forge
Many a weapon, chain, and scourge,                                   
That these stingless drones may spoil
The forced produce of your toil?

4.
Have ye leisure, comfort, calm,
Shelter, food, love's gentle balm?
Or what is it ye buy so dear                                         
With your pain and with your fear?

5.
The seed ye sow, another reaps;
The wealth ye find, another keeps;
The robes ye weave, another wears;
The arms ye forge; another bears.                                   

6.
Sow seed,--but let no tyrant reap;
Find wealth,--let no impostor heap;

Weave robes,--let not the idle wear;
Forge arms,--in your defence to bear.

7.
Shrink to your cellars, holes, and cells;                            
In halls ye deck another dwells.
Why shake the chains ye wrought? Ye see
The steel ye tempered glance on ye.

8.
With plough and spade, and hoe and loom,
Trace your grave, and build your tomb,                               
And weave your winding-sheet, till fair
England be your sepulchre.

SONNET: ENGLAND IN 1819.

An old, mad, blind, despised, and dying king,--
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,
But leech-like to their fainting country cling,                      
Till they drop, blind in blood, without a blow,--
A people starved and stabbed in the untilled field,--
An army, which liberticide and prey
Makes as a two-edged sword to all who wield,--
Golden and sanguine laws which tempt and slay;                       
Religion Christless, Godless--a book sealed;
A Senate,--Time's worst statute, unrepealed,--
Are graves from which a glorious Phantom may
Burst, to illumine our tempestuous day.

ODE TO THE WEST WIND.

1.
O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being,
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing,

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red,
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou,                              
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed

The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low,
Each like a corpse within its grave, until
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow

Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill                        
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air)
With living hues and odours plain and hill:

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere;
Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh, hear!

2.
Thou on whose stream, mid the steep sky's commotion, 
Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are shed,
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean,
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Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread
On the blue surface of thine aery surge,
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head                          

Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge
Of the horizon to the zenith's height,
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge

Of the dying year, to which this closing night
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre,                                
Vaulted with all thy congregated might

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere
Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: oh, hear!

3.
Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay,                                
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams,

Beside a pumice isle in Baiae's bay,
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers
Quivering within the wave's intenser day,

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers                            
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know                               

Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear,
And tremble and despoil themselves: oh, hear!

4.
If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear;
If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee;
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share                          

The impulse of thy strength, only less free
Than thou, O uncontrollable! If even
I were as in my boyhood, and could be

The comrade of thy wanderings over Heaven,
As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed                            
Scarce seemed a vision; I would ne'er have striven

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need.
Oh, lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud!
I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed!

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed                        
One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud.

5.
Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is:
What if my leaves are falling like its own!
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies

Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone,                           

Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce,
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one!

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth!
And, by the incantation of this verse,                               

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind!
Be through my lips to unawakened earth

The trumpet of a prophecy! O, Wind,
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?                           

TO A SKYLARK.

Hail to thee, blithe Spirit!
Bird thou never wert,
That from Heaven, or near it,
Pourest thy full heart
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.                            

Higher still and higher
From the earth thou springest
Like a cloud of fire;
The blue deep thou wingest,
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest.               

In the golden lightning
Of the sunken sun,
O'er which clouds are bright'ning.
Thou dost float and run;
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun.                       

The pale purple even
Melts around thy flight;
Like a star of Heaven,
In the broad daylight
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight,                  

Keen as are the arrows
Of that silver sphere,
Whose intense lamp narrows
In the white dawn clear
Until we hardly see--we feel that it is there.                       

All the earth and air
With thy voice is loud,
As, when night is bare,
From one lonely cloud
The moon rains out her beams, and Heaven is overflowed. 

What thou art we know not;
What is most like thee?
From rainbow clouds there flow not
Drops so bright to see
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody.                       

Like a Poet hidden
In the light of thought,
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Singing hymns unbidden,
Till the world is wrought
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not:                      

Like a high-born maiden
In a palace-tower,
Soothing her love-laden
Soul in secret hour
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower: 

Like a glow-worm golden
In a dell of dew,
Scattering unbeholden
Its aereal hue
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view! 

Like a rose embowered
In its own green leaves,
By warm winds deflowered,
Till the scent it gives
Makes faint with too much sweet those heavy-winged thieves: 

Sound of vernal showers
On the twinkling grass,
Rain-awakened flowers,
All that ever was
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass:                

Teach us, Sprite or Bird,
What sweet thoughts are thine:
I have never heard
Praise of love or wine
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.                      

Chorus Hymeneal,
Or triumphal chant,
Matched with thine would be all
But an empty vaunt,
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want.                   

What objects are the fountains
Of thy happy strain?
What fields, or waves, or mountains?
What shapes of sky or plain?
What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain? 

With thy clear keen joyance
Languor cannot be:
Shadow of annoyance
Never came near thee:
Thou lovest--but ne'er knew love's sad satiety.                      

Waking or asleep,
Thou of death must deem
Things more true and deep
Than we mortals dream,
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream?                

We look before and after,
And pine for what is not:
Our sincerest laughter

With some pain is fraught;
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought.           

Yet if we could scorn
Hate, and pride, and fear;
If we were things born
Not to shed a tear,
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near.                     

Better than all measures
Of delightful sound,
Better than all treasures
That in books are found,
Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground!                  

Teach me half the gladness
That thy brain must know,
Such harmonious madness
From my lips would flow
The world should listen then--as I am listening now.  

               
LINES: 'WHEN THE LAMP IS SHATTERED'.

1.
When the lamp is shattered
The light in the dust lies dead--
When the cloud is scattered
The rainbow's glory is shed.
When the lute is broken,                                             
Sweet tones are remembered not;
When the lips have spoken,
Loved accents are soon forgot.

2.
As music and splendour
Survive not the lamp and the lute,                                   
The heart's echoes render
No song when the spirit is mute:--
No song but sad dirges,
Like the wind through a ruined cell,
Or the mournful surges                                               
That ring the dead seaman's knell.

3.
When hearts have once mingled
Love first leaves the well-built nest;
The weak one is singled
To endure what it once possessed.                                    
O Love! who bewailest
The frailty of all things here,
Why choose you the frailest
For your cradle, your home, and your bier?

4.
Its passions will rock thee                                          
As the storms rock the ravens on high;
Bright reason will mock thee,
Like the sun from a wintry sky.
From thy nest every rafter
Will rot, and thine eagle home                                       
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Leave thee naked to laughter,
When leaves fall and cold winds come.

TO JANE: 'THE KEEN STARS WERE TWINKLING'.

1.
The keen stars were twinkling,
And the fair moon was rising among them,
Dear Jane!
The guitar was tinkling,
But the notes were not sweet till you sung them                      
Again.

2.
As the moon's soft splendour
O'er the faint cold starlight of Heaven
Is thrown,
So your voice most tender                                            
To the strings without soul had then given
Its own.

3.
The stars will awaken,
Though the moon sleep a full hour later,
To-night;                                                            
No leaf will be shaken
Whilst the dews of your melody scatter
Delight.

4.
Though the sound overpowers,
Sing again, with your dear voice revealing                           
A tone
Of some world far from ours,
Where music and moonlight and feeling
Are one.

From A DEFENCE OF POETRY
PART I

According to one mode of regarding those two classes of mental 
action, which are called reason and imagination, the former may 
be considered as mind contemplating the relations borne by one 
thought to another, however produced; and the latter, as mind 
acting upon those thoughts so as to colour them with its own 
light, and composing from them, as from elements, other 
thoughts, each containing within itself the principle of its own 
integrity. The one is the . . . principle of synthesis, and has for 
its objects those forms which are common to universal nature 
and existence itself; the other is the . . . principle of analysis, 
and its action regards the relations of things, simply as relations; 
considering thoughts, not in their integral unity, but as the 
algebraical representations which conduct to certain general 
results. Reason is the enumeration of quantities already known; 
imagination is the perception of the value of those quantities, 
both separately and as a whole. Reason respects the differences, 
and imagination the similitudes of things.  Reason is to the 
imagination as the instrument to the agent, as the body to the 

spirit, as the shadow to the substance.

Poetry, in a general sense, may be defined to be 'the expression 
of the imagination': and poetry is connate with the origin of 
man. Man is an instrument over which a series of external and 
internal impressions are driven, like the alternations of an ever-
changing wind over an Aeolian lyre, which move it by their 
motion to ever-changing melody. But there is a principle within 
the human being, and perhaps within all sentient beings, which 
acts otherwise than in the lyre, and produces not melody alone, 
but harmony, by an internal adjustment of the sounds or mo-
tions thus excited to the impressions which excite them. It is as 
if the lyre could accommodate its chords to the motions of that 
which strikes them, in a determined proportion of sound; even 
as the musician can accommodate his voice to the sound of the 
lyre. A child at play by itself will express its delight by its voice 
and motions; and every inflexion of tone and every gesture will 
bear exact relation to a corresponding antitype in the pleasur-
able impressions which awakened it; it will be the reflected 
image of that impression; and as the lyre trembles and sounds 
after the wind has died away, so the child seeks, by prolonging 
in its voice and motions the duration of the effect, to prolong 
also a consciousness of the cause. In relation to the objects 
which delight a child, these expressions are, what poetry is to 
higher objects. The savage (for the savage is to ages what the 
child is to years) expresses the emotions produced in him by 
surrounding objects in a similar manner; and language and 
gesture, together with plastic or pictorial imitation, become the 
image of the combined effect of those objects, and of his 
apprehension of them. Man in society, with all his passions and 
his pleasures, next becomes the object of the passions and 
pleasures of man; an additional class of emotions produces an 
augmented treasure of expressions; and language, gesture, and 
the imitative arts, become at once the representation and the 
medium, the pencil and the picture, the chisel and the statue, the 
chord and the harmony. The social sympathies, or those laws 
from which, as from its elements, society results, begin to 
develop themselves from the moment that two human beings 
coexist; the future is contained within the present, as the plant 
within the seed; and equality, diversity, unity, contrast, mutual 
dependence, become the principles alone capable of affording 
the motives according to which the will of a social being is 
determined to action, inasmuch as he is social; and constitute 
pleasure in sensation, virtue in sentiment, beauty in art, truth in 
reasoning, and love in the intercourse of kind. Hence men, even 
in the infancy of society, observe a certain order in their words 
and actions, distinct from that of the objects and the impressions 
represented by them, all expression being subject to the laws of 
that from which it proceeds. But let us dismiss those more 
general considerations which might involve an inquiry into the 
principles of society itself, and restrict our view to the manner 
in which the imagination is expressed upon its forms.

In the youth of the world, men dance and sing and imitate 
natural objects, observing in these actions, as in all others, a 
certain rhythm or order. And, although all men observe a 
similar, they observe not the same order, in the motions of the 
dance, in the melody of the song, in the combinations of 
language, in the series of their imitations of natural objects. For 
there is a certain order or rhythm belonging to each of these 
classes of mimetic representation, from which the hearer and the 

77



spectator receive an intenser and purer pleasure than from any 
other: the sense of an approximation to this order has been 
called taste by modern writers.  Every man in the infancy of art 
observes an order which approximates more or less closely to 
that from which this highest delight results: but the diversity is 
not sufficiently marked, as that its gradations should be 
sensible, except in those instances where the predominance of 
this faculty of approximation to the beautiful (for so we may be 
permitted to name the relation between this highest pleasure and 
its cause) is very great. Those in whom it exists in excess are 
poets, in the most universal sense of the word; and the pleasure 
resulting from the manner in which they express the influence 
of society or nature upon their own minds, communicates itself 
to others, and gathers a sort or reduplication from that 
community. Their language is vitally metaphorical; that is, it 
marks the before unapprehended relations of things and 
perpetuates their apprehension, until the words which represent 
them become, through time, signs for portions or classes of 
thoughts instead of pictures of integral thoughts; and then if no 
new poets should arise to create afresh the associations which 
have been thus disorganized, language will be dead to all the 
nobler purposes of human intercourse. These similitudes or 
relations are finely said by Lord Bacon to be 'the same footsteps 
of nature impressed upon the various subjects of the world'; and 
he considers the faculty which perceives them as the storehouse 
of axioms common to all knowledge. In the infancy of society 
every author is necessarily a poet, because language itself is 
poetry; and to be a poet is to apprehend the true and the 
beautiful, in a word, the good which exists in the relation, 
subsisting, first between existence and perception, and secondly 
between perception and expression. Every original language 
near to its source is in itself the chaos of a cyclic poem: the 
copiousness of lexicography and the distinctions of grammar 
are the works of a later age, and are merely the catalogue and 
the form of the creations of poetry.

But poets, or those who imagine and express this indestructible 
order, are not only the authors of language and of music, of the 
dance, and architecture, and statuary, and painting; they are the 
institutors of laws, and the founders of civil society, and the 
inventors of the arts of life, and the teachers, who draw into a 
certain propinquity with the beautiful and the true, that partial 
apprehension of the agencies of the invisible world which is 
called religion. Hence all original religions are allegorical, or 
susceptible of allegory, and, like Janus, have a double face of 
false and true. Poets, according to the circumstances of the age 
and nation in which they appeared, were called, in the earlier 
epochs of the world, legislators, or prophets: a poet essentially 
comprises and unites both these characters. For he not only 
beholds intensely the present as it is, and discovers those laws 
according to which present things ought to be ordered, but he 
beholds the future in the present, and his thoughts are the germs 
of the flower and the fruit of latest time. Not that I assert poets 
to be prophets in the gross sense of the word, or that they can 
foretell the form as surely as they foreknow the spirit of events: 
such is the pretence of superstition, which would make poetry 
an attribute of prophecy, rather than prophecy an attribute of 
poetry. A poet participates in the eternal, the infinite, and the 
one; as far as relates to his conceptions, time and place and 
number are not. The grammatical forms which express the 
moods of time, and the difference of persons, and the distinction 

of place, are convertible with respect to the highest poetry 
without injuring it as poetry; and the choruses of Aeschylus, and 
the book of Job, and Dante's Paradise, would afford, more than 
any other writings, examples of this fact, if the limits of this 
essay did not forbid citation. The creations of sculpture, 
painting, and music, are illustrations still more decisive.

Language, colour, form, and religious and civil habits of action, 
are all the instruments and materials of poetry; they may be 
called poetry by that figure of speech which considers the effect 
as a synonym of the cause. But poetry in a more restricted sense 
expresses those arrangements of language, and especially 
metrical language, which are created by that imperial faculty; 
whose throne is curtained within the invisible nature of man. 
And this springs from the nature itself of language, which is a 
more direct representation of the actions and passions of our 
internal being, and is susceptible of more various and delicate 
combinations, than colour, form, or motion, and is more plastic 
and obedient to the control of that faculty of which it is the 
creation. For language is arbitrarily produced by the imagination 
and has relation to thoughts alone; but all other materials, 
instruments and conditions of art, have relations among each 
other, which limit and interpose between conception and 
expression The former is as a mirror which reflects, the latter as 
a cloud which enfeebles, the light of which both are mediums of 
communication. Hence the fame of sculptors, painters, and 
musicians, although the intrinsic powers of the great masters of 
these arts may yield in no degree to that of those who have 
employed language as the hieroglyphic of their thoughts, has 
never equalled that of poets in the restricted sense of the term, 
as two performers of equal skill will produce unequal effects 
from a guitar and a harp. The fame of legislators and founders 
of religions, so long as their institutions last, alone seems to 
exceed that of poets in the restricted sense; but it can scarcely be 
a question, whether, if we deduct the celebrity which their 
flattery of the gross opinions of the vulgar usually conciliates, 
together with that which belonged to them in their higher 
character of poets, any excess will remain.

We have thus circumscribed the word poetry within the limits of 
that art which is the most familiar and the most perfect 
expression of the faculty itself. It is necessary, however, to 
make the circle still narrower, and to determine the distinction 
between measured and unmeasured language; for the popular 
division into prose and verse is inadmissible in accurate 
philosophy.

* * * *

A poem is the very image of life expressed in its eternal truth. 
There is this difference between a story and a poem, that a story 
is a catalogue of detached facts, which have no other connexion 
than time, place, circumstance, cause and effect; the other is the 
creation of actions according to the unchangeable forms of 
human nature, as existing in the mind of the Creator, which is 
itself the image of all other minds. The one is partial, and 
applies only to a definite period of time, and a certain combina-
tion of events which can never again recur; the other is 
universal, and contains within itself the germ of a relation to 
whatever motives or actions have place in the possible varieties 
of human nature. Time, which destroys the beauty and the use 
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of the story of particular facts, stripped of the poetry which 
should invest them, augments that of poetry, and for ever 
develops new and wonderful applications of the eternal truth 
which it contains. Hence epitomes have been called the moths 
of just history; they eat out the poetry of it. A story of particular 
facts is as a mirror which obscures and distorts that which 
should be beautiful: poetry is a mirror which makes beautiful 
that which is distorted.

* * * *

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

Poetry is ever accompanied with pleasure: all spirits on which it 
falls open themselves to receive the wisdom which is mingled 
with its delight. In the infancy of the world, neither poets 
themselves nor their auditors are fully aware of the excellence 
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 mighty cause and 
effect in all the strength and splendour of their union. Even in 
modern times, no living poet ever arrived at the fullness of his 
fame; the jury which sits in judgement upon a poet, belonging 
as he does to all time, must be composed of his peers: it must be 
impanelled by Time from the selectest of the wise of many 
generations. A poet is a nightingale, who sits in darkness and 
sings to cheer its own solitude with sweet sounds; his auditors 
are as men entranced by the melody of an unseen musician, who 
feel that they are moved and softened, yet know not whence or 
why. The poems of Homer and his contemporaries were the 
delight of infant Greece; they were the elements of that social 
system which is the column upon which all succeeding 
civilization has reposed. Homer embodied the ideal perfection 
of his age in human character; nor can we doubt that those who 
read his verses were awakened to an ambition of becoming like 
to Achilles, Hector, and Ulysses the truth and beauty of 
friendship, patriotism, and persevering devotion to an object, 
were unveiled to the depths in these immortal creations: the 
sentiments of the auditors must have been refined and enlarged 
by a sympathy with such great and lovely impersonations, until 
from admiring they imitated, and from imitation they identified 
themselves with the objects of their admiration. 

* * * *

Poetry lifts the veil from the hidden beauty of the world, and 
makes familiar objects be as if they were not familiar; it 
reproduces all that it represents, and the impersonations clothed 
in its Elysian light stand thenceforward in the minds of those 
who have once contemplated them as memorials of that gentle 
and exalted content which extends itself 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 
ourselves with the beautiful which exists in thought, action, or 
person, not our own. A man, to be greatly good, must imagine 
intensely and comprehensively; he must put himself in the place 
of another and of many others; the pains and pleasures of his 
species must become his own. The great instrument of moral 
good is the imagination; and poetry administers to the effect by 
acting upon the cause. Poetry enlarges the circumference of the 

imagination by replenishing it with thought of ever new delight, 
which have the power of attracting and assimilating to their own 
nature all other thoughts, and which form new intervals and 
interstices whose void for ever craves fresh food. Poetry 
strengthens the faculty which is the organ of the moral nature of 
man, in the same manner as exercise strengthens a limb. A poet 
therefore would do ill to embody his own conceptions of right 
and wrong, which are usually those of his place and time, in his 
poetical creations, which participate in neither By this 
assumption of the inferior office of interpreting the effect in 
which perhaps after all he might acquit himself but imperfectly, 
he would resign a glory in a participation in the cause. There 
was little danger that Homer, or any of the eternal poets should 
have so far misunderstood themselves as to have abdicated this 
throne of their widest dominion. Those in whom the poetical 
faculty, though great, is less intense, as Euripides, Lucan, Tasso, 
Spenser, have frequently affected a moral aim, and the effect of 
their poetry is diminished in exact proportion to the degree in 
which they compel us to advert to this purpose.

* * * *

At length the ancient system of religion and manners had 
fulfilled the circle of its revolutions. And the world would have 
fallen into utter anarchy and darkness, but that there were found 
poets among the authors of the Christian and chivalric systems 
of manners and religion, who created forms of opinion and 
action never before conceived; which, copied into the 
imaginations of men, become as generals to the bewildered 
armies of their thoughts. It is foreign to the present purpose to 
touch upon the evil produced by these systems: except that we 
protest, on the ground of the principles already established, that 
no portion of it can be attributed to the poetry they contain.

It is probable that the poetry of Moses, Job, David, Solomon, 
and Isaiah, had produced a great effect upon the mind of Jesus 
and his disciples. The scattered fragments preserved to us by the 
biographers of this extraordinary person, are all instinct with the 
most vivid poetry. But his doctrines seem to have been quickly 
distorted. 

* * * *

The poetry in the doctrines of Jesus Christ, and the mythology 
and institutions of the Celtic conquerors of the Roman empire, 
outlived the darkness and the convulsions connected with their 
growth and victory, and blended themselves in a new fabric of 
manners and opinion. It is an error to impute the ignorance of 
the dark ages to the Christian doctrines or the predominance of 
the Celtic nations. Whatever of evil their agencies may have 
contained sprang from the extinction of the poetical principle, 
connected with the progress of despotism and superstition. Men, 
from causes too intricate to be here discussed, had become 
insensible and selfish: their own will had become feeble, and yet 
they were its slaves, and thence the slaves of the will of others: 
lust, fear, avarice, cruelty, and fraud, characterized a race 
amongst whom no one was to be found capable of CREATING 
in form, language, or institution. The moral anomalies of such a 
state of society are not justly to be charged upon any class of 
events immediately connected with them, and those events are 
most entitled to our approbation which could dissolve it most 
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expeditiously. It is unfortunate for those who cannot distinguish 
words from thoughts, that many of these anomalies have been 
incorporated into our popular religion.

It was not until the eleventh century that the effects of the
poetry of the Christian and chivalric systems began to manifest
themselves.  The principle of equality had been discovered and
applied by Plato in his Republic, as the theoretical rule of the
mode in which the materials of pleasure and of power, produced 
by the common skill and labour of human beings, ought to be 
distributed among them. The limitations of this rule were 
asserted by him to be determined only by the sensibility of each, 
or the utility to result to all. Plato, following the doctrines of 
Timaeus and Pythagoras, taught also a moral and intellectual 
system of doctrine, comprehending at once the past, the present, 
and the future condition of man. Jesus Christ divulged the 
sacred and eternal truths contained in these views to mankind, 
and Christianity, in its abstract purity, became the exoteric 
expression of the esoteric doctrines of the poetry and wisdom of 
antiquity. The incorporation of the Celtic nations with the 
exhausted population of the south, impressed upon it the figure 
of the poetry existing in their mythology and institutions. The 
result was a sum of the action and reaction of all the causes 
included in it; for it may be assumed as a maxim that no nation 
or religion can supersede any other without incorporating into 
itself a portion of that which it supersedes. The abolition of 
personal and domestic slavery, and the emancipation of women 
from a great part of the degrading restraints of antiquity, were 
among the consequences of these events.

The abolition of personal slavery is the basis of the highest
political hope that it can enter into the mind of man to conceive.
The freedom of women produced the poetry of sexual love. 
Love became a religion, the idols of whose worship were ever 
present. It was as if the statues of Apollo and the Muses had 
been endowed with life and motion, and had walked forth 
among their worshippers; so that earth became peopled by the 
inhabitants of a diviner world. The familiar appearance and 
proceedings of life became wonderful and heavenly, and a 
paradise was created as out of the wrecks of Eden . . . . The 
Provencal Trouveurs, or inventors, preceded Petrarch, whose 
verses are as spells, which unseal the inmost enchanted 
fountains of the delight which is in the grief of love. It is 
impossible to feel them without becoming a portion of
that beauty which we contemplate: it were superfluous to 
explain how the gentleness and the elevation of mind connected 
with these sacred emotions can render men more amiable, more 
generous and wise, and lift them out of the dull vapours of the 
little world of self. Dante understood the secret things of love 
even more than Petrarch. His Vita Nuova is an inexhaustible 
fountain of purity of sentiment and language: it is the idealized 
history of that period, and those intervals of his life which were 
dedicated to love. His apotheosis of Beatrice in Paradise, and 
the gradations of his own love and her loveliness, by which as 
by steps he feigns himself to have ascended to the throne of the 
Supreme Cause, is the most glorious imagination of modern 
poetry. The acutest critics have justly reversed the judgement of 
the vulgar, and the order of the great acts of the 'Divine Drama', 
in the measure of the admiration which they accord to the Hell, 
Purgatory, and Paradise. The latter is a perpetual hymn of 
everlasting love. 

* * * *

Dante and Milton were both deeply penetrated with the ancient
religion of the civilized world; and its spirit exists in their
poetry probably in the same proportion as its forms survived in
the unreformed worship of modern Europe. The one preceded 
and the other followed the Reformation at almost equal 
intervals. Dante was the first religious reformer, and Luther 
surpassed him rather in the rudeness and acrimony, than in the 
boldness of his censures of papal usurpation. Dante was the first 
awakener of entranced Europe; he created a language, in itself 
music and persuasion, out of a chaos of inharmonious 
barbarisms. He was the congregator of those great spirits who 
presided over the resurrection of learning; the Lucifer of that 
starry flock which in the thirteenth century shone forth from 
republican Italy, as from a heaven, into the darkness of the 
benighted world. His very words are instinct with spirit; each is 
as a spark, a burning atom of inextinguishable thought; and 
many yet lie covered in the ashes of their birth, and pregnant 
with a lightning which has yet found no conductor. All high 
poetry is infinite; it is as the first acorn, which contained
all oaks potentially. Veil after veil may be undrawn, and the
inmost naked beauty of the meaning never exposed. A great 
poem is a fountain for ever overflowing with the waters of 
wisdom and delight; and after one person and one age has 
exhausted all its divine effluence which their peculiar relations 
enable them to share, another and yet another succeeds, and new 
relations are ever developed, the source of an unforeseen and an 
unconceived delight.

The age immediately succeeding to that of Dante, Petrarch, and
Boccaccio, was characterized by a revival of painting, sculpture, 
and architecture. Chaucer caught the sacred inspiration, and the 
superstructure of English literature is based upon the materials 
of Italian invention.

But let us not be betrayed from a defence into a critical history
of poetry and its influence on society. Be it enough to have 
pointed out the effects of poets, in the large and true sense of the 
word, upon their own and all succeeding times.

But poets have been challenged to resign the civic crown to 
reasoners and mechanists, on another plea. It is admitted that the 
exercise of the imagination is most delightful, but it is alleged 
that that of reason is more useful. Let us examine as the grounds 
of this distinction, what is here meant by utility. Pleasure or 
good, in a general sense, is that which the consciousness of a 
sensitive and intelligent being seeks, and in which, when found, 
it acquiesces. There are two kinds of pleasure, one durable, 
universal and permanent; the other transitory and particular. 
Utility may either express the means of producing the former or 
the latter. In the former sense, whatever strengthens and purifies 
the affections, enlarges the imagination, and adds spirit to sense, 
is useful. But a narrower meaning may be assigned to the word 
utility, confining it to express that which banishes the importu-
nity of the wants of our animal nature, the surrounding men 
with security of life, the dispersing the grosser delusions of 
superstition, and the conciliating such a degree of mutual 
forbearance among men as may consist with the motives of 
personal advantage.
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* * * *

Poetry is indeed something divine. It is at once the centre and
circumference of knowledge; it is that which comprehends all 
science, and that to which all science must be referred. It is at 
the same time the root and blossom of all other systems of 
thought; it is that from which all spring, and that which adorns 
all; and that which, if blighted, denies the fruit and the seed, and 
withholds from the barren world the nourishment and the 
succession of the scions of the tree of life. It is the perfect and 
consummate surface and bloom of all things; it is as the odour 
and the colour of the rose to the texture of the elements which 
compose it, as the form and splendour of unfaded beauty to the 
secrets of anatomy and corruption. What were virtue, love, 
patriotism, friendship—what were the scenery of this beautiful 
universe which we inhabit; what were our consolations 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 eternal 
regions where the owl-winged faculty of calculation dare not 
ever soar?  Poetry is not like reasoning, a power to be exerted 
according to the determination of the will. A man cannot say, 'I 
will compose poetry.' The greatest poet even cannot say it; for 
the mind in creation is as a fading coal, which some invisible 
influence, like an inconstant wind, awakens to transitory 
brightness; this power arises from within, like the colour of a
flower which fades and changes as it is developed, and the 
conscious portions of our natures are unprophetic either of its 
approach or its departure.  Could this influence be durable in its 
original purity and force, it is impossible to predict the 
greatness of the results; but when composition begins, 
inspiration is already on the decline, and the most glorious 
poetry that has ever been communicated to the world is 
probably a feeble shadow of the original conceptions of the 
poet. I appeal to the greatest poets of the present day, whether it 
is not an error to assert that the finest passages of poetry are 
produced by labour and study. The toil and the delay 
recommended by critics, can be justly interpreted to mean no 
more than a careful observation of the inspired moments, and an 
artificial connexion of the spaces between their suggestions by 
the intertexture of conventional expressions; a necessity only 
imposed by the
limitedness of the poetical faculty itself; for Milton conceived
the Paradise Lost as a whole before he executed it in portions; 
We have his own authority also for the muse having 'dictated' to 
him the 'unpremeditated song'. And let this be an answer to 
those who would allege the fifty-six various readings of the first 
line of the Orlando Furioso. Compositions so produced are to 
poetry what mosaic is to painting. This instinct and intuition of 
the poetical faculty, is still more observable in the plastic and 
pictorial arts; a great statue or picture grows under the power of 
the artist as a child in the mother's womb; and the very mind 
which directs the hands in formation is incapable of accounting 
to itself for the origin, the gradations, or the media of the 
process.

Poetry is the record of the best and happiest moments of the 
happiest and best minds. We are aware of evanescent visitations 
of thought and feeling sometimes associated with place or 
person, sometimes regarding our own mind alone, and always 
arising unforeseen and departing unbidden, but elevating and 
delightful beyond all expression; so that even in the desire and 

regret they leave, there cannot but be pleasure, participating as it 
does in the nature of its object. It is as it were the 
interpenetration of a diviner nature through our own; but its 
footsteps are like those of a wind over the sea, which the 
coming calm erases, and whose traces remain only, as on the 
wrinkled sand which paves it. These and corresponding
conditions of being are experienced principally by those of the
most delicate 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 linked with such emotions; and whilst 
they last, self appears as what it is, an atom to a universe. Poets 
are not only subject to these experiences as spirits of the most 
refined organization, but they can colour all that they combine 
with the evanescent hues of this ethereal world; a word, a trait in 
the representation of a scene or a passion, will 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 immortal all that is best 
and most beautiful in the world; it arrests the vanishing 
apparitions which haunt the interlunations of life, and veiling 
them, or in language or in form, sends them forth among 
mankind, bearing sweet news of kindred joy 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 divinity in man.

Poetry turns all things to loveliness; it exalts the beauty of that
which is most beautiful, and it adds beauty to that which is most
deformed; it marries exultation and horror, grief and pleasure,
eternity and change; it subdues to union under its light yoke,
all irreconcilable things. It transmutes all that it touches, and
every form moving within the radiance of its presence is 
changed by wondrous sympathy to an incarnation of the spirit 
which it breathes: its secret alchemy turns to potable gold the 
poisonous waters which flow from death through life; it strips 
the veil of familiarity from the world, and lays bare the naked 
and sleeping beauty, which is the spirit of its forms.

All things exist as they are perceived; at least in relation to
the percipient. 'The mind is its own place, and of itself can make
a heaven of hell, a hell of heaven.' But poetry defeats the curse
which binds us to be subjected to the accident of surrounding
impressions. And whether it spreads its own figured curtain,
or withdraws life's dark veil from before the scene of things, it
equally creates for us a being within our being. It makes us the
inhabitants of a world to which the familiar world is a chaos.
It reproduces the common universe of which we are portions 
and percipients, and it purges from our inward sight the film of 
familiarity which obscures from us the wonder of our being. It 
compels us to feel that which we perceive, and to imagine that 
which we know. It creates anew the universe, after it has been 
annihilated in our minds by the recurrence of impressions 
blunted by reiteration. It justifies the bold and true words of 
Tasso: Non merita nome di creatore, se non Iddio ed il Poeta.

A poet, as he is the author to others of the highest wisdom, 
pleasure, virtue and glory, so he ought personally to be the 
happiest, the best, the wisest, and the most illustrious of men. 
As to his glory, let time be challenged to declare whether the 
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fame of any other institutor of human life be comparable to that 
of a poet.  That he is the wisest, the happiest, and the best, 
inasmuch as he is a poet, is equally incontrovertible: the 
greatest poets have been men of the most spotless virtue, of the 
most consummate prudence, and, if we would look into the 
interior of their lives, the most fortunate of men: and the 
exceptions, as they regard those who possessed the poetic 
faculty in a high yet inferior degree, will be found on 
consideration to confine rather than destroy the rule. Let us for a 
moment stoop to the arbitration of popular breath, and usurping 
and uniting in our own persons the incompatible characters of 
accuser, witness, judge, and executioner, let us decide without 
trial, testimony, or form, that certain motives of those who are 
'there sitting where we dare not soar', are reprehensible. Let us 
assume that Homer was a drunkard, that Virgil was a flatterer, 
that Horace was a coward, that Tasso a madman, that Lord 
Bacon was a peculator, that Raphael was a libertine, that 
Spenser was a poet laureate. It is inconsistent with this division 
of our subject to cite living poets, but posterity has done ample 
justice to the great names now referred to. Their errors have 
been weighed and found to have been dust in the balance; if 
their sins 'were as scarlet, they are now white as snow'; they 
have been washed in the blood of the mediator and redeemer, 
Time. Observe in what a ludicrous chaos the imputation of real 
or fictitious crime have been confused in the contemporary 
calumnies against poetry and poets; consider how little is, as it 
appears--or appears, as it is; look to your own motives, and 
judge not, lest ye be judged.

Poetry, as has been said, differs in this respect from logic, that
it is not subject to the control of the active powers of the mind,
and that its birth and recurrence have no necessary connexion 
with the consciousness or will. It is presumptuous  to determine 
that these are the necessary conditions of all mental causation, 
when mental effects are experienced unsusceptible of being 
referred to them. The frequent recurrence of the poetical power, 
it is obvious to suppose, may produce in the mind a habit of 
order and harmony correlative with its own nature and its 
effects upon other minds. But in the intervals of inspiration, and 
they 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 live.  But as he is more delicately 
organized than other men, and sensible to pain and pleasure, 
both his own and that of others, in a degree unknown to them, 
he will avoid the one and pursue the other with an ardour 
proportioned to this difference. And he renders himself 
obnoxious to calumny, when he neglects to observe the
circumstances under which these objects of universal pursuit 
and flight have disguised themselves in one another's garments.

But there is nothing necessarily evil in this error, and thus
cruelty, envy, revenge, avarice, and the passions purely evil, 
have never formed any portion of the popular imputations on 
the lives of poets.

* * * *

The first part of these remarks has related to poetry in its
elements and principles; and it has been shown, as well as the 
narrow limits assigned them would permit, that what is called 
poetry, in a restricted sense, has a common source with all other 

forms of order and of beauty, according to which the materials 
of human life are susceptible of being arranged, and which is 
poetry in a universal sense.

The second part will have for its object an application of these
principles to the present state of the cultivation of poetry, and
a defence of the attempt to idealize the modern forms of 
manners and opinions, and compel them into a subordination to 
the imaginative and creative faculty. For the literature of 
England, an energetic development of which has ever preceded 
or accompanied a great and free development of the national 
will, has arisen as it were from a new birth. In spite of the low-
thoughted envy which would undervalue contemporary merit, 
our own will be a memorable age in intellectual achievements, 
and we live among such philosophers and poets as surpass 
beyond comparison any who have appeared since the last
national struggle for civil and religious liberty. The most 
unfailing herald, companion, and follower of the awakening of a 
great people to work a beneficial change in opinion or 
institution, is poetry. At such periods there is an accumulation 
of the power of communicating and receiving intense and 
impassioned conceptions respecting man and nature. The 
persons in whom this power resides may often, as far as regards 
many portions of their nature, have little apparent 
correspondence with that spirit of good of which they are
the ministers. But even whilst they deny and abjure, they are yet
compelled to serve, the power which is seated on the throne of
their own soul. It is impossible to read the compositions of the
most celebrated writers of the present day without being startled
with the electric life which burns within their words. They 
measure the circumference and sound the depths of human 
nature with a comprehensive and all-penetrating spirit, and they 
are themselves perhaps the most sincerely astonished at its 
manifestations; for it is less their spirit than the spirit of the age. 
Poets are the hierophants of an unapprehended inspiration; the 
mirrors of the gigantic shadows which futurity casts upon the 
present; the words which express what they understand not; the 
trumpets which sing to battle, and feel not what they inspire; the 
influence which is moved not, but moves.  Poets are the 
unacknowledged legislators of the world.

Study Questions  

1. How does Shelley's philosophy articulated in “Hymn to 
Intellectual Beauty” compare and contrast to Wordsworth's ? 

2. Shelley has been accused of “self-pity” in his poetry.  Is this 
characterization fair?  Can you find examples?

3. How do radical politics shape Shelley's rhetoric in poems 
such as “Song to the Men of England” and “Sonnet: England in 
1819”?

4.  Do the “Jane” poems and lyrics show a different side of 
Shelley from the poet-philosopher or poet-radical?

5.  Shelley's A Defence of Poetry argues that poets are the 
“unacknowledged legislators” of the world.  Do you agree with 
this?  How does his idea of the “imagination” and its power to 
shape reality compare with that of articulated by Wordsworth or 
Coleridge in their prose writings?  
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