
To Autumn  
BY JOHN KEATS 

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-eves run; 
To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees, 
   And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core; 
      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. 
 
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, 
   Drows'd 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 cyder-press, with patient look, 
      Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 
 
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 
   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 
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   The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft; 
      And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 
 

Summary 

Keats’s speaker opens his first stanza by addressing Autumn, describing its abundance 
and its intimacy with the sun, with whom Autumn ripens fruits and causes the late 
flowers to bloom. In the second stanza, the speaker describes the figure of Autumn as a 
female goddess, often seen sitting on the granary floor, her hair “soft-lifted” by the wind, 
and often seen sleeping in the fields or watching a cider-press squeezing the juice from 
apples. In the third stanza, the speaker tells Autumn not to wonder where the songs of 
spring have gone, but instead to listen to her own music. At twilight, the “small gnats” 
hum among the "the river sallows," or willow trees, lifted and dropped by the wind, and 
“full-grown lambs” bleat from the hills, crickets sing, robins whistle from the garden, and 
swallows, gathering for their coming migration, sing from the skies. 

Form 

Like the “Ode on Melancholy,” “To Autumn” is written in a three-stanza structure with a 
variable rhyme scheme. Each stanza is eleven lines long (as opposed to ten in 
“Melancholy”, and each is metered in a relatively precise iambic pentameter. In terms of 
both thematic organization and rhyme scheme, each stanza is divided roughly into two 
parts. In each stanza, the first part is made up of the first four lines of the stanza, and 
the second part is made up of the last seven lines. The first part of each stanza follows 
an ABAB rhyme scheme, the first line rhyming with the third, and the second line 
rhyming with the fourth. The second part of each stanza is longer and varies in rhyme 
scheme: The first stanza is arranged CDEDCCE, and the second and third stanzas are 
arranged CDECDDE. (Thematically, the first part of each stanza serves to define the 
subject of the stanza, and the second part offers room for musing, development, and 
speculation on that subject; however, this thematic division is only very general.) 

Themes 

In both its form and descriptive surface, “To Autumn” is one of the simplest of Keats’s 
odes. There is nothing confusing or complex in Keats’s paean to the season of autumn, 
with its fruitfulness, its flowers, and the song of its swallows gathering for migration. The 
extraordinary achievement of this poem lies in its ability to suggest, explore, and 
develop a rich abundance of themes without ever ruffling its calm, gentle, and lovely 
description of autumn. Where “Ode on Melancholy” presents itself as a strenuous heroic 
quest, “To Autumn” is concerned with the much quieter activity of daily observation and 
appreciation. In this quietude, the gathered themes of the preceding odes find their 
fullest and most beautiful expression. 

“To Autumn” takes up where the other odes leave off. Like the others, it shows Keats’s 
speaker paying homage to a particular goddess—in this case, the deified season of 
Autumn. The selection of this season implicitly takes up the other odes’ themes of 
temporality, mortality, and change: Autumn in Keats’s ode is a time of warmth and 



plenty, but it is perched on the brink of winter’s desolation, as the bees enjoy “later 
flowers,” the harvest is gathered from the fields, the lambs of spring are now “full 
grown,” and, in the final line of the poem, the swallows gather for their winter migration. 
The understated sense of inevitable loss in that final line makes it one of the most 
moving moments in all of poetry; it can be read as a simple, uncomplaining summation 
of the entire human condition. 

Despite the coming chill of winter, the late warmth of autumn provides Keats’s speaker 
with ample beauty to celebrate: the cottage and its surroundings in the first stanza, the 
agrarian haunts of the goddess in the second, and the locales of natural creatures in the 
third. Keats’s speaker is able to experience these beauties in a sincere and meaningful 
way.  Most importantly, the image of Autumn winnowing and harvesting (in a sequence 
of odes often explicitly about creativity) recalls an earlier Keats poem in which the 
activity of harvesting is an explicit metaphor for artistic creation. In his sonnet “When I 
have fears that I may cease to be,” Keats makes this connection directly: 

In this poem, the act of creation is pictured as a kind of self-harvesting; the pen harvests the 
fields of the brain, and books are filled with the resulting “grain.” In “To Autumn,” the 
metaphor is developed further; the sense of coming loss that permeates the poem 
confronts the sorrow underlying the season’s creativity. When Autumn’s harvest is over, 
the fields will be bare, the swaths with their “twined flowers” cut down, the cider-press dry, 
the skies empty. But the connection of this harvesting to the seasonal cycle softens the edge 
of the tragedy. In time, spring will come again, the fields will grow again, and the birdsong 
will return. As the speaker knew in “Melancholy,” abundance and loss, joy and sorrow, song 
and silence are as intimately connected as the twined flowers in the fields. What makes “To 
Autumn” beautiful is that it brings an engagement with that connection out of the realm of 
mythology and fantasy and into the everyday world. He has learned that an acceptance of 
mortality is not destructive to an appreciation of beauty and has gleaned wisdom by 
accepting the passage of time. 
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Ode to the West Wind 
BY P ERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY  

I 
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! 
 
II 
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, 
 
Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine aëry 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 
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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! 
 
III 
Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 
Lull'd 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! 
 
IV 
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 seem'd 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 chain'd and bow'd 
One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud. 
 
V 
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 wither'd leaves to quicken a new birth! 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 
 
Scatter, as from an unextinguish'd hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my lips to unawaken'd earth 
 
The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind, 
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind? 

 
 
 
 



Summary 

The speaker invokes the “wild West Wind” of autumn, which scatters the dead leaves and 
spreads seeds so that they may be nurtured by the spring, and asks that the wind, a 
“destroyer and preserver,” hear him. The speaker calls the wind the “dirge / Of the dying 
year,” and describes how it stirs up violent storms, and again implores it to hear him. The 
speaker says that the wind stirs the Mediterranean from “his summer dreams,” and cleaves 
the Atlantic into choppy chasms, making the “sapless foliage” of the ocean tremble, and 
asks for a third time that it hear him. 

The speaker says that if he were a dead leaf that the wind could bear, or a cloud it could 
carry, or a wave it could push, or even if he were, as a boy, “the comrade” of the wind’s 
“wandering over heaven,” then he would never have needed to pray to the wind and invoke 
its powers. He pleads with the wind to lift him “as a wave, a leaf, a cloud!”—for though he is 
like the wind at heart, untamable and proud—he is now chained and bowed with the 
weight of his hours upon the earth. 

The speaker asks the wind to “make me thy lyre,” to be his own Spirit, and to drive his 
thoughts across the universe, “like withered leaves, to quicken a new birth.” He asks the 
wind, by the incantation of this verse, to scatter his words among mankind, to be the 
“trumpet of a prophecy.” Speaking both in regard to the season and in regard to the effect 
upon mankind that he hopes his words to have, the speaker asks: “If winter comes, can 
spring be far behind?” 

Form 

Each of the seven parts of “Ode to the West Wind” contains five stanzas—four three-line 
stanzas and a two-line couplet, all metered in iambic pentameter. The rhyme scheme in 
each part follows a pattern known as terza rima, the three-line rhyme scheme employed by 
Dante in his Divine Comedy. In the three-line terza rima stanza, the first and third lines 
rhyme, and the middle line does not; then the end sound of that middle line is employed as 
the rhyme for the first and third lines in the next stanza. The final couplet rhymes with the 
middle line of the last three-line stanza. Thus each of the seven parts of “Ode to the West 
Wind” follows this scheme: ABA BCB CDC DED EE. 
Commentary 

The wispy, fluid terza rima of “Ode to the West Wind” finds Shelley taking a long thematic 
leap beyond the scope of “Hymn to Intellectual Beauty,” and incorporating his own art into 
his meditation on beauty and the natural world. Shelley invokes the wind magically, 
describing its power and its role as both “destroyer and preserver,” and asks the wind to 
sweep him out of his torpor “as a wave, a leaf, a cloud!” In the fifth section, the poet then 
takes a remarkable turn, transforming the wind into a metaphor for his own art, the 
expressive capacity that drives “dead thoughts” like “withered leaves” over the universe, to 
“quicken a new birth”—that is, to quicken the coming of the spring. Here the spring season 
is a metaphor for a “spring” of human consciousness, imagination, liberty, or morality—all 
the things Shelley hoped his art could help to bring about in the human mind. Shelley asks 
the wind to be his spirit, and in the same movement he makes it his metaphorical spirit, his 
poetic faculty, which will play him like a musical instrument, the way the wind strums the 



leaves of the trees. The thematic implication is significant: whereas the older generation of 
Romantic poets viewed nature as a source of truth and authentic experience, the younger 
generation largely viewed nature as a source of beauty and aesthetic experience. In this 
poem, Shelley explicitly links nature with art by finding powerful natural metaphors with 
which to express his ideas about the power, import, quality, and ultimate effect of aesthetic 
expression. 
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The World Is Too Much With Us 
BY WILLIAM WORDSWORTH  

The world is too much with us; late and soon, 

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;— 

Little we see in Nature that is ours; 

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon! 

This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon; 
The winds that will be howling at all hours, 

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers; 

For this, for everything, we are out of tune; 

It moves us not. Great God! I’d rather be 

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn; 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn; 

Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea; 

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathèd horn. 

 

 

Summary 

Angrily, the speaker accuses the modern age of having lost its connection to nature 

and to everything meaningful: “Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers: / 

Little we see in Nature that is ours; / We have given our hearts away, a sordid 

boon!” He says that even when the sea “bares her bosom to the moon” and the 

winds howl, humanity is still out of tune, and looks on uncaringly at the spectacle 

of the storm. The speaker wishes that he were a pagan raised according to a 

different vision of the world, so that, “standing on this pleasant lea,” he might see 

images of ancient gods rising from the waves, a sight that would cheer him greatly. 

He imagines “Proteus rising from the sea,” and Triton “blowing his wreathed 

horn.” 

Form 

This poem is one of the many excellent sonnets Wordsworth wrote in the 

early 1800s. Sonnets are fourteen-line poetic inventions written in iambic 

pentameter. There are several varieties of sonnets; “The world is too much with 

us” takes the form of a Petrarchan sonnet, modeled after the work of Petrarch, an 
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Italian poet of the early Renaissance. A Petrarchan sonnet is divided into two parts, 

an octave (the first eight lines of the poem) and a sestet (the final six lines). The 

rhyme scheme of a Petrarchan sonnet is somewhat variable; in this case, the octave 

follows a rhyme scheme of ABBAABBA, and the sestet follows a rhyme scheme 

of CDCDCD. In most Petrarchan sonnets, the octave proposes a question or an 

idea that the sestet answers, comments upon, or criticizes. 

Commentary 

“The world is too much with us” falls in line with a number of sonnets written by 

Wordsworth in the early 1800s that criticize or admonish what Wordsworth saw as 

the decadent material cynicism of the time. This relatively simple poem angrily 

states that human beings are too preoccupied with the material (“The 

world...getting and spending”) and have lost touch with the spiritual and with 

nature. In the sestet, the speaker dramatically proposes an impossible personal 

solution to his problem—he wishes he could have been raised as a pagan, so he 

could still see ancient gods in the actions of nature and thereby gain spiritual 

solace. His thunderous “Great God!” indicates the extremity of his wish—in 

Christian England one did not often wish to be a pagan. 

On the whole, this sonnet offers an angry summation of the familiar theme of 

communion with nature, and states precisely how far the early nineteenth century 

was from living out his ideal. The sonnet is important for its rhetorical force (it 

shows Wordsworth’s increasing confidence with language as an implement of 

dramatic power, sweeping the wind and the sea up like flowers in a bouquet), and 

for being representative of other poems in the Wordsworth canon 

 
 

























































 



 



 



 



 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 


