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Ode to a Nightingale

             1    My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains
             2      My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,
             3   Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains
             4    One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:
             5  'Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,
             6      But being too happy in thine happiness,--
             7           That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees
             8             In some melodious plot
             9      Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,
            10           Singest of summer in full-throated ease.
            11   O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been
            12      Cool'd a long age in the deep-delved earth,
            13   Tasting of Flora and the country green,
            14      Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth!
            15    O for a beaker full of the warm South,
            16      Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,
            17           With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,
            18                And purple-stained mouth;
            19      That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,
            20           And with thee fade away into the forest dim:
            21   Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget
            22      What thou among the leaves hast never known,
            23   The weariness, the fever, and the fret
            24      Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;
            25   Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs,
            26      Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;
            27           Where but to think is to be full of sorrow
            28                And leaden-eyed despairs,
            29      Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,
            30           Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.
            31   Away! away! for I will fly to thee,
            32      Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,
            33    But on the viewless wings of Poesy,
            34      Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:
            35   Already with thee! tender is the night,
            36      And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,
            37           Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays;
            38                But here there is no light,
            39      Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown
            40           Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.
            41    I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,
            42      Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,
            43     But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet
            44      Wherewith the seasonable month endows
            45   The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;
            46      White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;
            47           Fast fading violets cover'd up in leaves;
            48                And mid-May's eldest child,
            49      The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,
            50           The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.
            51   Darkling I listen; and, for many a time
            52      I have been half in love with easeful Death,
            53   Call'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme,
            54      To take into the air my quiet breath;
            55           Now more than ever seems it rich to die,
            56      To cease upon the midnight with no pain,
            57           While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad
            58                In such an ecstasy!
            59      Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain--
            60          To thy high requiem become a sod.
            61    Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!
            62      No hungry generations tread thee down;
            63    The voice I hear this passing night was heard
            64      In ancient days by emperor and clown:
            65    Perhaps the self-same song that found a path
            66      Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,
            67         She stood in tears amid the alien corn;
            68                The same that oft-times hath
            69      Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam
            70           Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.
            71      Forlorn! the very word is like a bell
            72      To toll me back from thee to my sole self!
            73     Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well
            74      As she is fam'd to do, deceiving elf.
            75      Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades
            76      Past the near meadows, over the still stream,
            77           Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep
            78                In the next valley-glades:
            79      Was it a vision, or a waking dream?
            80           Fled is that music:--Do I wake or sleep?
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Vocabulary and Allusions

Stanza I 

Line 1, aches : pain = torment = grieve =يتألم – يكتئب  & drowsy= somnolent = slumberous = نعسان  & numbness= unfeeling = insensate = فاقد الحس/ الوعي
Line 2, hemlock: a poison made from an herb or a poisonous drink made from that herb.(نبات الشوكران) 
line 3, emptied(v.) empty  = void = evacuate = أفرغ  & drains = gulps= dosages= جرعات  
Line 4, Lethe: a river in Hades (the underworld). Souls about to be reincarnated drank from it to forget their past lives. 
line 6 thine = for you = your = لك – ملك لك  
Line 7, Dryad : (حورية الغابات) a wood nymph or nymph of the trees. Dryads or nymphs were female personifications of natural features, like mountains and rivers; they were young, beautiful, long-lived and liked music and dance. A Dryad was connected to a specific tree and died when the tree died. 

Line 8 ; Melodious plot = مقطوعة لحنية 
Stanza II 

Line 3, Flora: goddess of flowers and fertility.(آلهة الزهور الرومانية) 
Line 4. Provencal: of Provence, an area in the south of France associated with song, pleasure, and luxury.
Line 6, Hippocrene: a spring sacred to the Muses, located on Mt.Helicon. Drinking its waters inspired poets. (The nine muses were associated with different arts, such as epic poetry, sacred song, and dancing.) 

Stanza IV 

Line 2, Bacchus: Roman god of wine.
            pards: leopards, which drew Bacchus's chariot.
Line 3, viewless: invisible.
           Poesy: poetry in general or, depending n how you read this ode, a specific kind of poetry:  visionary poetry poetry or fantasy.
Line 6, haply: perhaps, by chance.
Line 7, fays: fairies.
Line 10, verdurous: green. 

Stanza V 

Line 3, embalmed: (1) fragrant(عطر) , (2) preserved body. Is Keats using both meanings here to suggest the inextricably mixed nature of life? 

Stanza VI 

Line 1, darkling: in the dark.
Line 10, requiem: song or musical service for the repose of the dead.(موسيقى قداس الموتى)  

Stanza VII 

Line 7, corn: grain, often wheat, in British usage.
Line 9, casements: windows.(نوافذ – إطارات) 
Stanza VIII 

Line 5, plaintive: expressing sadness.(حزين) 
            anthem:(ترنيمة – نشيد)  (1)a hymn of joy or praise, patriotism, or devotion; (2) a sacred choral song generally based on words from the Bible. Both meanings carry with them intense feelings and high seriousness. Which meaning do you think Keats intends? Does one fit better with requiem? Can both meanings be meant or suggested? 
John Keats  (v. important)
 John Keats lived only twenty-five years and four months (1795-1821), yet his poetic achievement is extraordinary. His writing career lasted a little more than five years (1814-1820), and three of his great odes--"Ode to a Nightingale," "Ode on a Grecian Urn," and "Ode on Melancholy"--were written in one month. Most of his major poems were written between his twenty-third and twenty-fourth years, and all his poems were written by his twenty-fifth year. In this brief period, he produced poems that rank him as one of the great English poets. He also wrote letters which T.S. Eliot calls "the most notable and the most important ever written by any English poet." 

      His genius was not generally perceived during his lifetime or immediately after his death. Keats, dying, expected his poetry to be forgotten, as the epitaph he wrote for his tombstone indicates: "Here lies one whose name was writ in water." But nineteenth century critics and readers did come to appreciate him, though, for the most part, they had only a partial understanding of his work. They saw Keats as a sensual poet; they focused on his vivid, concrete imagery; on his portrayal of the physical and the passionate; and on his immersion in the here and now. One nineteenth century critic went so far as to assert not merely that Keats had "a mind constitutionally inapt for abstract thinking," but that he "had no mind." Keats's much-quoted outcry, "O for a life of Sensation rather than of Thoughts!".
Themes

1- Consciousness

By the time he wrote “Ode to a Nightingale” in 1819, John Keats was familiar with the tribulations of life. He enumerates them in the third stanza of his poem: We must work and worry, grow old, become infirm, feel pain. Even “youth grows pale, spectre-thin, and dies.” But far worse than the afflictions that come with being mortal, man must live with the awareness of age, death, and loss: “But to think is to be full of sorrow / and leadeneyed despairs,” he writes. Knowledge and reflection bring unhappiness. When we are still young we know that we will one day die; when we are in love, we know that beauty and love will one day pass. To this sorrowful self-awareness, Keats contrasts the unthinking happiness of the nightingale. “Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!” the poet says. Death cannot interfere with the nightingale’s happiness because the nightingale knows nothing of death. At the beginning of the “Ode,” thought is weighing down on the poet. His “heart aches,” he feels “a drowsy numbness,” sensations which the unselfconscious happiness of the nightingale’s song only seems to intensify. He longs to escape from consciousness. At first he speculates that wine will enable him to “fade away into the forest dim.” But in the end he decides that there is only one vehicle that can transport him out of self-consciousness: Poesy, the imagination. It works — for a while, at least. Keats is transported into a gentle bower, where the nightingale sings but is never seen. In the “Ode,” vision represents conscious, reflective thought. “Here there is no light. I cannot see,” the bower is a place where self-consciousness does not exist. In the bower the poet has reached a state like unto the nightingale. He experiences pure sensation, nothing more. There is no past or future. He experiences everything as it is now. He is no longer aware of change. Things obviously change in the bower — “fast fading violets / The coming musk-rose” — but the poet no longer reflects on it. Even death is somehow present in the little bower, indicated by the murmuring of the flies. But it is not something to be feared or lamented. Death is now “easeful” because it annihilates thought and ends the awareness of human misery forever. But as seductive as the idea of death is to Keats, the song of the nightingale makes him hesitate: If he were to die, he would be free of the cares of existence. But he would give up everything that might be precious to him, like the lovely song that has transported him to this blissful state. Reflecting on the song, Keats is drawn back to his “forlorn” life, back into his “sole self.” The song of the nightingale and its pure, unconscious happiness disappear. The poet’s moment of self-forgetfulness ends. When he returns to normal awareness, he is not sure what has happened. The two modes of experience, conscious thought and unconscious perception, are so different that it is impossible to comprehend one with the other. Keats is left wondering which of the two is real: the mode of experience that has just slipped through his fingers, or the one he experiences now.

2- Art Vs. Experience

Keats compares the nightingale’s song, which is “such an ecstasy(نشوة – انجذاب) ,” to everyday life, with its trials and troubles. Compared to the bird’s “full-throated ease,” the poet feels numb: in other words, he does not feel to the extent he should. The bird’s “art” touches the poet and leads him to the same experience that will enable him to transcend normal experience. In this, imagination is the key. “The dull brain perplexes and retards,” so he has to feel his way slowly toward heightened experience. It may be possible through wine, “the blushful Hippocrene.” But the thought of wine draws him only more deeply into “the weariness, the fever, and the fret,” and he realizes that only “Poesy,” the imagination, and art can bring him to the heightened state he craves. The change happens abruptly. And the two kinds of awareness are literally as different as night and day, for when the poet first hears the nightingale it is day, but after he is swept away “on the viewless wings of Poesy,” it is suddenly night. He is in a universe where every sensation is heightened and meaningful, where “the Queen Moon is on her throne, / Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays.” Even death takes on a new, artful meaning. Keats recalls the “soft names” he has called death. The nightingale’s song makes death seem “rich” and inviting, until the poet realizes that to die would entail giving up the ecstatic song. He would “have ears in vain,” Keats says, suggesting that the whole point of existence might be to experience art and beauty. Besides presenting heightened, more meaningful experiences, art, embodied in the bird’s song, lives forever, unlike everyday experience which passes quickly into nothingness. Through the ages, art has been experienced by all classes, “emperor and clown”; it has consoled the sorrowful. But as important as it is to man, art cares nothing for its audience. It “oft-times hath / Charm’d magic casements / in faery lands forlorn” — it can exist just as fully realized in a land where there is no person to witness it. Suddenly a “bell” tolls. Keats is roused from the meditative(تأملي)  trance he was in. Back in everyday consciousness, he realizes that the imagination falls far short of its reputation(شهرة) . The “deceiving elf” has teased him with the idea that he might be able to escape humdrum reality — that is what many consider the function of art — but the experience proved to be only temporary. Keats can only ask himself if the heightened perception achieved by Poesy was real or merely a dream

Summary

Ode to a Nightingale is a poem by John Keats. It was written in May 1819. The poem describes Keats' journey into the state of Negative Capability. The poem explores the themes of nature, transience (سرعة الزوال) and mortality (الفناء) , the latter being particularly personal to Keats; there are direct references to the death of his brother Tom in 1818 .

The speaker opens with a declaration of his own heartache(حزن) . He feels numb(فاقد الحس) , as though he had taken a drug only a moment ago. He is addressing a nightingale he hears singing somewhere in the forest and says that his "drowsy numbness" is not from envy of the nightingale's happiness, but rather from sharing it too completely; he is "too happy" that the nightingale sings the music of summer from amid some unseen plot of green trees and shadows. In the second stanza, the speaker longs for the oblivion(نسيان)  of alcohol, expressing his wish for wine(خمر) , "a draught of vintage(خمر-  قطف العنب) ," that would taste like the country and like peasant(الفلاح)  dances, and let him "leave the world unseen" and disappear into the dim (معتم – باهت – غامض)  forest with the nightingale. In the third stanza, he explains his desire to fade away, saying he would like to forget the troubles the nightingale has never known: "the weariness(تعب – ملل) , the fever, and the fret(قلق) " of human life, with its consciousness that everything is mortal and nothing lasts. Youth "grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies," and "beauty cannot keep her lustrous (لامعة)  eyes." In the fourth stanza, the speaker tells the nightingale to fly away, and he will follow, not through alcohol ("Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards"), but through poetry, which will give him "viewless wings." He says he is already with the nightingale and describes the forest glade, where even the moonlight is hidden by the trees, except the light that breaks through when the breezes blow the branches. In the fifth stanza, the speaker says that he cannot see the flowers in the glade, but can guess them "in embalmed darkness": white hawthorne, eglantine, violets(أسماء نباتات) , and the musk-rose, "the murmurous haunt(يكثر التردد)  of flies on summer eves(ليال) ." In the sixth stanza, the speaker listens in the dark to the nightingale, saying that he has often been "half in love" with the idea of dying and called Death soft names in many rhymes. Surrounded by the nightingale's song, the speaker thinks that the idea of death seems richer than ever, and he longs to "cease upon the midnight with no pain" while the nightingale pours its soul ecstatically forth. If he were to die, the nightingale would continue to sing, he says, but he would "have ears in vain" and be no longer able to hear. In the seventh stanza, the speaker tells the nightingale that it is immortal, that it was not "born for death." He says that the voice he hears singing has always been heard, by ancient emperors and clowns, by homesick Ruth; he even says the song has often charmed open magic windows looking out over "the foam / Of perilous(خطر)  seas, in faery lands forlorn(مهجورة) ." In the eighth stanza, the word forlorn tolls like a bell to restore the speaker from his preoccupation(استغراق – انهماك) with the nightingale and back into himself. As the nightingale flies farther away from him, he laments(ينوح – يرثي) that his imagination has failed him and says that he can no longer recall whether the nightingale's music was "a vision, or a waking dream." Now that the music is gone, the speaker cannot recall whether he himself is awake or asleep. 
With my faithful best wishes

In your life and career
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