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Lucy Gray traces the influence of nature on human life in general with reference to childhood as being an important stage, elevated stage in the life of the human being. 
We are able to apply their attitude, their philosophy of nature to the poem where Lucy Gray finds her way back to the womb of her mother- Mother Nature , where she felt safe, protected and she finds a guidance to a better place-Whereas the society was practicing child abuse.   
Tintern Abbey focuses on nature as being a guide who is loving, protecting, caring and healing.
We will continue our reading of the Romantic’s attitude to nature but with their philosophy, adding their philosophy to imagination. 
We read how Tintern Abbey- the place- the landscape was of great influence on the poet and how the first visit experiences were accumulated to the second experience to create a full experience in his memory that were ready to be revived and brought back to the trigger of the mind , with thoughts rather than with the direct eyes. He ends up saying that nature for him is the “anchor of his purest thought” the guidance, the love.   He says that “ I am a worshipper of nature”  
His attitude to nature, the influence of nature to him was impossible without the power of imagination. Nature is there with its physical details practicing a certain influence on his mind, in the first visit on his heart and then a more sophisticated relation which an influence on his own mind, attitude to life, to things, with the company of his sister and society. This would not be possible without the power of imagination. All of us would pass through the same experience twice. When we are in the presence of the beauty of nature, in a second or a third visit, all what we will do is to remember, comparing, full of zest, checking our memory and that is it. With a poet like Wordsworth, a philosopher who has developed a certain perspective of nature and with this powerful imagination , the influence has been communicated to the reader, to the public and to the literary heretic of English literature in a different way when he is speaking of the influence of nature on him, where nature is now a food for him, appetizer on which he lives the rest of his life .  We should not forget the social issue in the poem- it is the presence of his sister. 
Even in Lucy Gray, there is this social issue. She is the daughter of a family. So, the society was there. The society was abusing, neglecting, marginalizing this child to the extent she was sent in this stormy weather to face her destiny. Nature is productive. It is not harsh. 
His attitude of is still  of productivity, blessing, a god. She missed brother caring and was sent to face this weather alone. But, nature is more merciful, loving, caring. She was taken by nature and she was sent back to the womb of her mother- Mother Nature- to live forever, not to die. Death is not mentioned. He did not speak about death in his poem. He made it an open end, we are sharing him , imagining that the child is hanging over the place, living for ever in nature rather than dying and consuming by nature- to be sent to the canal as it is in the story of the original legend. This is creativity which is not possible without the power of imagination. The power of imagination is behind all the creative production of different poets, different stages of their life in different literature. 
S.T. Coleridge is one poet of the older generation of the Romantics. He was responsible for the establishment of this school of poetry- Romanticism-  his poem is “ The Nightingale”
John Keats is another romantic poet of the younger generation. He wrote “ Ode to a Nightingale” 
They are writing at the same topics from different approaches. These different approaches have been suggested to their mind by the powerful faculty of their minds called imagination. Because they are imaginative, both of them were in attendance of nature, both of them were surrounded with a kind of society.  
Both of them are attending nature, different types of nature, different situations. Coleridge, who is the old poet is attending nature accompanied with two of his friends, Wordsworth and his sister. Here, he is in the company of nature and society. He was sitting on a bridge is a mossy atmosphere. It was night, clam. He is writing about the nightingale who sings only during night. It is not only because of the nightingale, all the senses are being off. The influence of the physical details of nature is  not there. The concentration is on hearing. Suddenly, the nightingale starts to sing. A nightingale is said to be a melancholic bird. He sings at night and his song is usually sad, melancholic. This melancholic nature of his song is usually attached to the legend of Philomena- a lady who was raped by her brother in law- the husband of her sister- who is a king and she had had tongue cut to silence her. Then she starts to sing, mourning her own situation and telling her situation. It is said that her song was attached to the nightingale. It is a song to the darkness. Her song is hovering the whole kingdom but in darkness. It was given a touch of melancholy and sadness. it becomes a legend. The nightingale song is taken to be traditionally as a melancholic song. 
This is the creativity that is found in Coleridge. We are in the presence of the real imaginative, credited by this power of mind- imagination. This is Coleridge. 
On the other side, we have Keats who is a young man, who is suffering, who was in distress for two reasons. First is  the death of his younger brother. He himself was suffering chest diseases. He himself was diseased. He lost his brother. He was in the garden of his friend. The company was there. He hears the nightingale singing. 
We are tracing the influence of imagination, different attitudes to nature under the work of imagination. 
As for Coleridge, his song was a source of joy and happiness against the traditional conception of the melancholic nature of the nightingale. The other side, Keats is taken the song as it is. He himself was sad. He was dreaming of a kind of union between him and the world of the nightingale.
Both of them are writing poetry. Poetry is the written song of the human being while the song of the nightingale is a voice given by a bird. 
What do they say in their poetry? How different they are? 
To trace how different they are, we need to trace their attitude to the atmosphere where they were and to writing poetry. 
They are comparable and wonderful to the extent that we should read both of them after each other and to read them in a kind of comparison. 
How far their age, the atmosphere they were living in, their personal experience- romantic poetry is personal and subjective in a way. It starts as subjective issues but ends up human. Even in Lucy Gray and Tintern Abbey there is subjectivity, the issue of personality crowned finally with a note to all human being. 
Even these two poems are always the same. It is a subjective experience given a kind of universality or humanitarian dimension through the attendance of some social issues. In Coleridge it is the two sisters. He is speaking of his own child when he was playing with him and he heard the song of the nightingale so the child put his hands on his era as asking his father to stop so that he can enjoy the song.  We are taken back to their attitude towards childhood, innocence, purity, openness. The child listens to the song of the nightingale so he would never be afraid of darkness.  The darkness for the child is the future of the society. It is humanitarian, universal, national. 
Every and each reference in their poetry is pregnant with suggestions to the human mind.  
It is a lric and a conversational poem. We are in presence of one figure speaking, but his tone is conversational, addressing some body, commenting, describing. 
It is important to be conversational in that atmosphere to come with different perceptions, ways of receiving the influence of nature. This is pure Lyrical Ballads. 
He wants to say that the influence of night and nightingale on them is not peculiar or unique addressed to this person, but the reaction can be different. The reaction was the same,  just listening, even on the infant, the child in his hand was amused. While he was lulling him, he saw the moon. The colors and shapes were not important for that child. his attention was rowan to the song of the nightingale. He wants to say that if the song of the nightingale is so sad, because it is during night, it might be scary, but the child wants to enjoy it.
 It is conversational because he wants to say that it is not solitary atmosphere. it is not only personal atmosphere, attitude or loneliness that necessitate or suggest the influence of the song on him accompanied by other, surrounded by friends. still the nightingale song is something else. The source of his joy was not only through his social company . Wordsworth’s sister was Coleridge’s fiancée. There was a love affair, human relationship. But the source of joy was not only because of this. It is conversational because he was surrounded by social atmosphere. It was not the only source of joy. The main source of joy was the nightingale song which is usually taken to be source of sadness and melancholy.  
Coleridge refers to poetry writing in his poem.  He speaks of poetry writing
Q- Poetry writing is a means of communicating and expressing joy – where do you read this in Coleridge poem?  Find the lines in the poem 
What kind of poetry Coleridge is advertising- preaching in this poem? What is poetry for him? 
He is expressing his attitude towards poetry in his poem” the Nightingale” 
Both of Coleridge and Keats are dealing with poetry writing. 
Where and how Coleridge is expressing his attitude towards poetry writing?
In this poem, he has an attitude.  He speaks of poetry writing. 
As for Keats, once he listened to the song of the nightingale, his attention was directed  towards writing poetry. Coleridge after listening to this poem, he starts to think of the traditional concept of the nightingale as being melancholic. He starts speaking against this concept saying that it is not melancholic. It is a source of joy. As he moves, he says that even poetry should be a source of joy. As for Keats, when he listens to the song, he starts thinking of writing poetry.  he was moved very deeply with the song. But he does not start thinking of it as a source of joy, or the traditional attitude of the song. His attention was switched towards wring poetry, to a dream of joining this. He is already in a melancholic state of mind. He was sad, depressed. He is already rejecting pleasure. He was not enjoying life. The song suggested to his mind a dream, flying to the world of the nightingale. He does not only enjoy the melancholic song. He wants to join the world in which this song is initiated or given which is the world of the nightingale which is darkness. Here, we trace the power of his imagination when it comes to poetry writing and to the power of poetry to transform him from the real; world , to the imaginative world, from the world of reality, of the garden where he is sitting to the world of the nightingale. 
In the poem, he thinks of different ways to be transformed to the world of the nightingale he thinks of a liquor. He needs a kind f drinking- wine. He speaks of the Greek gods of wine and he dismissed the idea. He thinks of the real one to be intoxicated, to be taken, to fly away from reality , to imagination. He dismissed this. He rest on the idea of writing poetry.  He will fly to the world of the nightingale on the wings of poetry. it is the imagination. He flies there. He wants to lose with the physical , real tangible world to an imaginative world. He was approaching death because of sickness and melancholy. Both are working on him to send him to his early death. He died when he was only 29 years old. 
We need to refer to Keats poetry as being sensuous- related to hearing- touching- smelling- seeing. He is describing the details of the world where he wants to fly. He is speaking of the humidity, moisture, the sky, the moon…. He speaks of the smell. 
Here, he is flying on the wings of imagination. He kept the traditional attitude to the nightingale song as being melancholic but his own creativity is in describing the world which is strange for us. The world of the nightingale here is to be considered  coming to this achievement of joining the nightingale’s world and ability to describe this world which is not physical, not human. He has been transformed. He was capable in giving enjoyment in describing and dealing with all the details enjoying all the minute details lived by the bird. 
Ode to= means that he is addressing the nightingale and the world of the nightingale in a song. Ode is a song. He is singing his own song. The human song is addressed to the bird song. The human song in the first conversational lyric by Coleridge is of happiness, discovery, realization, recognition . In the second song of Keats is of envy and dreaming, a wish to join it.  
The power and the kind of the influence of the song is the same but the reaction is different. The influence of the song is like poetic inspiration. It might inspire happiness, sadness.  in both cases, the nightingale song is similar to poetic inspiration with little difference in reaction. One is sadness and the other is happiness. 
Keats wants to fly to the world of the nightingale because he does not want to go through the same experience his brother has gone through. He wants to pass this stage without pain- painlessly. He was in pain because of sadness and of physical pain due to his illness.  
He assumes that in the world of the nightingale pain will be consumed, be taken easily through singing. Poetry would help him to pass this stage, expressing his pain through poetry. 
He is criticizing death.
The nightingale is part of nature. Nothing in nature is melancholic. This summarizes all his idea. in his poem he expresses his attitude to nature. He was capable of doing so after rejecting the notion of the nightingale song as being melancholic. He says that the nightingale is an element of nature, only part of nature and nothing in nature is melancholic. Nature is always a source of happiness, joy. 
They are dealing with nature through imagination, writing poetry from the perspective of a philosopher. They have their philosophy towards nature, childhood. Always nature is there and imagination. They always collaborate to give them the ability to write poetry- they are inspired by nature.  Inspiration that should be coming of nature should be of joy. 
These two poems are two versions of the same idea. Both of them are dealing with the nightingale in a certain social atmosphere and certain natural influence. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge
The Nightingale
Top of Form
Bottom of Form

A Conversation Poem, April, 1798

No cloud, no relique of the sunken day
Distinguishes the West, no long thin slip
Of sullen light, no obscure trembling hues.
Come, we will rest on this old mossy bridge!
You see the glimmer of the stream beneath,
But hear no murmuring: it flows silently.
O'er its soft bed of verdure. All is still.
A balmy night! and though the stars be dim,
Yet let us think upon the vernal showers
That gladden the green earth, and we shall find
A pleasure in the dimness of the stars.
And hark! the Nightingale begins its song,
'Most musical, most melancholy' bird!
A melancholy bird? Oh! idle thought!
In Nature there is nothing melancholy.
But some night-wandering man whose heart was pierced
With the remembrance of a grievous wrong,
Or slow distemper, or neglected love,
(And so, poor wretch! filled all things with himself,
And made all gentle sounds tell back the tale
Of his own sorrow) he, and such as he,
First named these notes a melancholy strain.
And many a poet echoes the conceit;
Poet who hath been building up the rhyme
When he had better far have stretched his limbs
Beside a brook in mossy forest-dell,
By sun or moon-light, to the influxes
Of shapes and sounds and shifting elements
Surrendering his whole spirit, of his song
And of his fame forgetful! so his fame
Should share in Nature's immortality,
A venerable thing! and so his song
Should make all Nature lovelier, and itself
Be loved like Nature! But 'twill not be so;
And youths and maidens most poetical,
Who lose the deepening twilights of the spring
In ball-rooms and hot theatres, they still
Full of meek sympathy must heave their sighs
O'er Philomela's pity-pleading strains.

My Friend, and thou, our Sister! we have learnt
A different lore: we may not thus profane
Nature's sweet voices, always full of love
And joyance! 'Tis the merry Nightingale
That crowds and hurries, and precipitates
With fast thick warble his delicious notes,
As he were fearful that an April night
Would be too short for him to utter forth
His love-chant, and disburthen his full soul
Of all its music!
And I know a grove
Of large extent, hard by a castle huge,
Which the great lord inhabits not; and so
This grove is wild with tangling underwood,
And the trim walks are broken up, and grass,
Thin grass and king-cups grow within the paths.
But never elsewhere in one place I knew
So many nightingales; and far and near,
In wood and thicket, over the wide grove,
They answer and provoke each other's song,
With skirmish and capricious passagings,
And murmurs musical and swift jug jug,
And one low piping sound more sweet than all
Stirring the air with such a harmony,
That should you close your eyes, you might almost
Forget it was not day! On moonlight bushes,
Whose dewy leaflets are but half-disclosed,
You may perchance behold them on the twigs,
Their bright, bright eyes, their eyes both bright and full,
Glistening, while many a glow-worm in the shade
Lights up her love-torch.
A most gentle Maid,
Who dwelleth in her hospitable home
Hard by the castle, and at latest eve
(Even like a Lady vowed and dedicate
To something more than Nature in the grove)
Glides through the pathways; she knows all their notes,
That gentle Maid! and oft, a moment's space,
What time the moon was lost behind a cloud,
Hath heard a pause of silence; till the moon
Emerging, a hath awakened earth and sky
With one sensation, and those wakeful birds
Have all burst forth in choral minstrelsy,
As if some sudden gale had swept at once
A hundred airy harps! And she hath watched
Many a nightingale perch giddily
On blossomy twig still swinging from the breeze,
And to that motion tune his wanton song
Like tipsy Joy that reels with tossing head.

Farewell! O Warbler! till tomorrow eve,
And you, my friends! farewell, a short farewell!
We have been loitering long and pleasantly,
And now for our dear homes.That strain again!
Full fain it would delay me! My dear babe,
Who, capable of no articulate sound,
Mars all things with his imitative lisp,
How he would place his hand beside his ear,
His little hand, the small forefinger up,
And bid us listen! And I deem it wise
To make him Nature's play-mate. He knows well
The evening-star; and once, when he awoke
In most distressful mood (some inward pain
Had made up that strange thing, an infant's dream)
I hurried with him to our orchard-plot,
And he beheld the moon, and, hushed at once,
Suspends his sobs, and laughs most silently,
While his fair eyes, that swam with undropped tears,
Did glitter in the yellow moon-beam! Well!
It is a father's tale: But if that Heaven
Should give me life, his childhood shall grow up
Familiar with these songs, that with the night
He may associate joy. Once more, farewell,
Sweet Nightingale! once more, my friends! farewell. 
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 Ode to a Nightingale


MY heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains
	[bookmark: 1] 

	  My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,
	[bookmark: 2] 

	Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains
	[bookmark: 3] 

	  One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:
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	'Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,
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	  But being too happy in thine happiness,
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	    That thou, light-wingèd Dryad of the trees,
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	          In some melodious plot
	[bookmark: 8] 

	  Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,
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	    Singest of summer in full-throated ease.
	[bookmark: 10]  10

	 
	

	O for a draught of vintage! that hath been
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	  Cool'd a long age in the deep-delvèd earth,
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	Tasting of Flora and the country-green,
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	  Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth!
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	O for a beaker full of the warm South!
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	  Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,
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	    With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,
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	          And purple-stainèd mouth;
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	  That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,
	[bookmark: 19] 

	    And with thee fade away into the forest dim:
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	Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget
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	  What thou among the leaves hast never known,
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	The weariness, the fever, and the fret
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	  Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;
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	Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs,
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	  Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;
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	    Where but to think is to be full of sorrow
	[bookmark: 27] 

	          And leaden-eyed despairs;
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	  Where beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,
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	    Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.
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	Away! away! for I will fly to thee,
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	  Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,
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	But on the viewless wings of Poesy,
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	  Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:
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	Already with thee! tender is the night,
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	  And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,
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	    Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays
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	          But here there is no light,
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	  Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown
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	    Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.
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	I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,
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	  Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,
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	But, in embalmèd darkness, guess each sweet
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	  Wherewith the seasonable month endows
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	The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;
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	  White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;
	[bookmark: 46] 

	    Fast-fading violets cover'd up in leaves;
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	          And mid-May's eldest child,
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	  The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,
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	    The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.
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	Darkling I listen; and, for many a time
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	  I have been half in love with easeful Death,
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	Call'd him soft names in many a musèd rhyme,
	[bookmark: 53] 

	  To take into the air my quiet breath;
	[bookmark: 54] 

	Now more than ever seems it rich to die,
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	  To cease upon the midnight with no pain,
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	    While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad
	[bookmark: 57] 

	          In such an ecstasy!
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	  Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain—
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	    To thy high requiem become a sod.
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	Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!
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	  No hungry generations tread thee down;
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	The voice I hear this passing night was heard
	[bookmark: 63] 

	  In ancient days by emperor and clown:
	[bookmark: 64] 

	Perhaps the self-same song that found a path
	[bookmark: 65]  65

	  Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,
	[bookmark: 66] 

	    She stood in tears amid the alien corn;
	[bookmark: 67] 

	          The same that ofttimes hath
	[bookmark: 68] 

	  Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam
	[bookmark: 69] 

	    Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.
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	Forlorn! the very word is like a bell
	[bookmark: 71] 

	  To toll me back from thee to my sole self!
	[bookmark: 72] 

	Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well
	[bookmark: 73] 

	  As she is famed to do, deceiving elf.
	[bookmark: 74] 

	Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades
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	  Past the near meadows, over the still stream,
	[bookmark: 76] 

	    Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep
	[bookmark: 77] 

	          In the next valley-glades:
	[bookmark: 78] 

	  Was it a vision, or a waking dream?
	[bookmark: 79] 

	    Fled is that music:—do I wake or sleep?
	[bookmark: 80]  80
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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? 
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