Bihar Board Class 12 English Poetry Notes Chapter 4
Ode to Autumn

JOHN KEATS (1795- 1821), one of the greatest of English Romantic poets, was born at
Moonfields, London.
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He studied at Clark’s School at Enfield. Deeply interested in Cricket and boxing, he grew into
a voracious reader especially of Greek mythology. He even started a translation of Virgil’s
Aeneid.
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His ambition to become a poet was fired by his first acquaintance with Spenser’s Faerie
Queene. His first poem ‘Lines in Imitation of Spenser’ was published in 1814.
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His first volume of poetry entitled Poems was published in 1817.
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His poem ‘Endymion’ was well appreciated by Wordsworth. It was published in 1818.
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His odes ‘On Indolence’, ‘On a Grecian Urn’, “To Psyche’, “To a Nightingale’, ‘On Melancholy’
and ‘Ode to Autumn’ made him a great romantic poet of English literature. So did ‘Lamia’
and ‘Hyperion’.
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He died of tuberculosis in 1821 at the age of 26, but within this short span of life he was able
to achieve greatness.
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His poems and letters have depth beneath their beauty and reflect his awareness of the pains
and sufferings of life. To him, ‘A Thing of beauty is a joy for ever,” and “Beauty is truth, truth
beauty.’
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In the poem ‘Ode To Autumn’ Keats describes the beauty and characteristic spirit of autumn
in a series of memorable pictures, exhibiting the principle of beauty in nature.
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4. ODE TO AUTUMN

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,

Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun; Conspiring with him how to load and bless

With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves run; To bend with apples the moss’d cottage-
trees, And fill all fruit with ripness to the core;
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To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,
And still more, later flowers for the bees, Until they think warm days will never cease,
For Summer has o’er-brimm’d their clammy cells.
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Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find Thee sitting careless on a granary floor,
Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind; Or on a half-reap’d furrow sound asleep,
Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook

Spares the’next swath and all its twined flowers: And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost
keep

Steady thy laden head across a brook; Or by a cider-press, with patient look,

Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours.
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Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they?
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too, — While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day,
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue; Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn

A b TGl 6 ? SR A B6 o

3I9% IR T Ad It | TR I +ff at Tfta g |

9 1A & BIe-BIC Tha YT &b I IS 364 ¢ |

oTd Gel (§31 Harh) & =i xar §, O Tarst I H Tie- a6
dd BIC-Bic foaferdl T a1y a2 id Tt 5

Among the river sallows, borne aloft

Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;
Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft;
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies.

Tt & SEl-aid, SR IodT g3 AT SadT g3 §edh! gaTd Iaid! § A1 b ol §

3R §3-9S T (A UeTs &t arfedl 3 fReand g1 (A §1)

fSTR TTTd & 3TN 3d LR SHTaTSl & A1 ATa Tat Ffla BT 3R J et Tol § 3R Waro!
(3faTeler) Teft 3T T Udhale glhs Igaeld ol






