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In ]fk‘? MANTEE “To Autumn? offers a pespective on
nature in the u-lnmate tichness of its condition. It has al:
wayS: e.en Vi ‘euitlor poets 1o look upon nature without
mora'l 1zmg.1t.s lzlndsc'ape for human edification. The Ro-
mantic period especially soygahy i morality from nature
and its PI'F’CCSSES- Keats, however, describes nature with-
out pressing metaphor out of it: his goal is to oifer it as
worthy in itself s0 that we might love it for itself, I there
are analogues between human nature and nature. they
are not the subject, concern, or purpose of the poerh. As
several critics have noted, the stanzas move from the late
growth of summer to the [ulfillment of autumn to the
harvested landscape:; correspondingly, the imagery
moves from tactile to visual to auditory in an ascension
from the most grossly physical to the most nonphysical.
The sun and the season are in league to Joad and bless
the vines with fruit, and in a string of energetic infini-
tives, the push of life’s fulfilment is i'&{..u'cz:sc;m:cd: “Tn
hend “with apples the mossed cottage (rees,” o “fili ali

fruit with ripeness to the core,” “To swell the gourd, and
plump the hazel shells,” “to set budding more,/ And still
more. later flowers for the bees.” An image of surfeited
hees, who think summer will never end, their “clammy
cells” are so “‘o’er-brimmed,” concludes the first stanza.
Stanza two presents the personification of autumn
“sitting careless on a granary floor”; sound asleep
“Drowsed with the fume of poppies” in the fields; “by
a cyder press, with patient look, watching the “last
oozings hours by hours.” The harvested stubble plains of
stanza three provoke the poet’s question, “Where are the
songs of spring?” Even so, the question is raised more to
dismiss it as irrelevant than to honor its inevitability. Au-
. tumn has its own music and the poem softly presents it:
as the st:ibble plains are covered with the rosy hue of the
dying day, the “small gnats mourn,” “full-grown lambs
loud bleat,” “Hedge crickets sing,” “with treble soft/ The
red-breast whistles from a garden-croft,” and “gatherin g
swallows twitter in the skies.” The suggestion of ani-
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ng unconsciously in its joy, while just as

mate life singi
1o for winter, signals the end of the

unconsciously readying
natural year. Unlike Shelley, however, who in “Ode to

the West Wind”* looks through the fall and coming win-
ter to spring as an analogue of rebirth for humankind,

Keats allows not more than a suggestion of what 1s to
follow, and that only because it belongs to the sound and
aCH'OI.l of the season. Autumn is accepted for itself, not
as an unage, sign, or omen of spiritual value. Ripeness is

. “ODpE ON A GRECIAN URN”’
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