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True love is "over-fixed," and unshaken, a "star" or guide-
post to "every wand'ring bark." Love is not Timets "fool"
or servant and will not change with time, e ven though
bodies must come "within his beonding sickle's compasse"
There scoms ?o be a love relationship that moots these
roquirements, but it is not the "marriage of true minds."
It is instead the sexual love implicit in the imagorye Or
porhaps Shakespearc's conception of "true minds" is quite
contrary to the popular traditional view so often imposed
by rcaders. Marriage in the Ronailssance was not a union
of minds. The basic reason for marrying was to have childron
and to continue tho line. The word "true" also raises the
idea of "mind" to question. The demand of the first two
lines seems rather unusual for minds, but perhaps not for
bodies. Theore are any number of impediments when two minds
come together, and not admitting impediments secms almost
impossible on a mental level. On a physical level, however,
the "marriago" would tend to admit (a word with sexual
connotations) few impediments, except perhaps for the
maidenhead, which does not long romain one.
e« o o Love is not love

Which altors whon it alteration finds,

Or bonds with the remover to remove,
Sexual desire or physical love does not change whon it finds
an alteration (perhaps a lost virginity, or pregwancy),
but a mind would tend to chango. Nor would Love bend "with
the remover to remove." Physical desire is a constant and
does not relax or "bend" to remove itself or the object of

its desire. This 1s true also of the constancy of poctry.
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0 no, it 1is an e¢ver-fixed mark
That looks on tomposts and is nover shaken « « « o
Love is a phallic image throughcut the poom, as is the
"ovor-fixed mark," a lighthouse image. Paradoxically, the
"over-fixod mark" also images the mark of a pen on paper,
the mark of the poct's pen perhaps.

It is the star to every wand'ring bark,
Whose worth's unknown, although his heisht be taken.

It- is the north star, used by navigators. Here, it is

a phallic image, "Star"™ is also, howevor; a sun imagoe
"Bark" or boat if archotypally feminine, and "every
wand'ring bark" i figuratively overy woman who has lived
and will live t1ill doomsday. The star!s "worth's unknown"
because it will only bo known in terms of the total popula=-
tion of the world, past and futuro, A navigator mcasures
the angle whon he "takes tho height"of thoe north star. In
the case of this image, however, tho measurec of the angle 1s
in the total measurcment or "worth" of the phallic or
sexual power on this carth till doomsdaye.

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lirs and chooks
Within his bending sickle's compass come.

Love is not Father Time's servant although individual
physical qualities fall to his ' "aanding sickle." Time
functions herc both physically and metrically (in terms of
tho time and compass of the poem) as we have alraady seen in
sonnet 60,

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the e dge of d oom.

Beeause this is universal physical love, it is grcater than
one man's duration or lifetime and docs not change with

his hours or wecks, but in a phallic sonsc "bears it ouf"
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endures, "even to the edge of doom," even to doomsday;
as long as therc are people on tho carthe "Doom" is a
apace as well as time image. The edges of medieval maps
designated unknown arcas as doom, "Bears it out" relates
directly to the truth of the poem and of poetry as it is
"borno out" unalterably in the "timse" and "compass" of the
poem. .In terms of this poem, then, physical love, sexual _
desire, is the only universally constant love relationship,
except for that which equates with it, the writing of |
pcetrye.

If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved,

If this is not true, thon Shekespeare never wrote and no
man over made love. The fact of his writing is this poen,

and the fact of man loving is the population of the world,

In sonnet 116 love, sexual love, was equated with

writing poetry. In Love's Labour's Lost love again iden-

tifies with poetry, but the kind of love and the results

are different. 1In Act I‘the king and three of his courtiers
had vowed to remove themselves from the world for three
yearss:

Our court shall be a little academe,
Still and contemplative in living art. LI, 1, 11.13-14)

But by Act IV all four men are in love, not so "still and
contemplative." They want to act. Berowne's speech is a
definition and defense of love and poetry in the world.
0} *tis more than needes
Have at you then, affection's men-atearms:
Consider what you first did swear unto,

To fast, to study, and to see no woman;
Flat treason t'gainst the kingly state of youth.
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Say, can you fast? your stomachs are too young,

And abstinence engenders maladies.

é?lnd where that you have vow'd to study, lords,
n that each of you have forsworn his book,

Can you still dream and pore and therecon look9

For when would you, my lord, or you, or you,

Have found the ground of study's excelleonce

Without the boauty of a woman's face,

From women's eyes this doctrine I dorive:

They are the ground, the books, the academecs,

From whence doth spring the true Promethean firos

Why, universal plodding poisons up-

The nimble spirits in the arteries,

As motion and long-during action tires

The sinewy vigour of the traveller,

Now, for not looking on a woman's facec,

You have in that forsworn the use of oyes,

And study too, the causer of your vow;

For where is any author in the world

Teaches such beauty as a woman's oye ?-
Learning 1s but an adjunct to oursoelf,

And where we are cur learning likewisec ist-

Then when ourselves we soo in ladies' cyes

Do we not likewise see our learning thereﬁf7
0} we have mado a vow to study, lords,

End in that vow we have forsworn our books:

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you,
In leaden contemplation have found out

Such fiery numbers as the prompting eyes

Of beauty's tutors have enrich'd you with?

Other slow arts ontirely keep the brain,-

And therefore, finding barren practisecrs,

Scarce show a harvest of theilr heavy toil;

But love, first lecarned in a lady's eyes,

Lives not immured in the brain,

But, with the motion of all elements,

Courses as swift as thought in every power,

And gives to every power a double power,

Above their functions and their offices,

It adds a precious seeing to the eye;

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind;-

A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound,

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp'd:
Love's feeling is more soft and sensible

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails:

Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste,

For valour, is not Love a Hercules,

Still climbing trees in tho Hesperides?

Subtle as Sphinx; as sweet and musical

As bright Apollo's lite, strung with his hair;

And when love speaks, the voice of all the gods
Make heaven drowsy with the harmonye.

Nover durst poet touch a pen to write

Until his ink were temper'd with Love's sighs;
0} then his lines would ravish savage ears,

And plant in tyrants mild humility.
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From women's eyes this doctrine I dorive:

Thoy sparkle still the right Promethean fire;
They are the books, the arts, the academes,

That show, contain, and nourish all the world;
Else none at all in aught proves excellent.-
Then fools you were theso women to forswear,

Or, koeping what is sworn, you will prove foolse
For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love,

Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men,
Or for men's sake, the authors of these women,
Or women's sakec, by whom we men arc men, ’
Let us once lose our oaths to find ourseclves,

Or else wo losc ourselves to keep our oaths.

It is religion to be thus forsworn;

For charity itsclf fulfils the law; ’

And who can scver love from charity? (1v, 3, 115223-

Berowne asks the other nobles first to consider whether
they are actually able "to fast, to study, and to see no

woman,"

when fasting 1s dangerous to their "young" stomachs,
and when seeing "no woman" removes "the ground of study's
excellence":

From women's eyos this doctrine I derive:

They are the ground, the books, the acadomes,

From whence doth spring the true Promethean firoc.
"Womon's eyes," like "mistress' oyes" are the physical
details, as wo have seen, of women or of poemse. "They,"
the oyes, the details, arc the "ground," the carth, the
images, the body of the poems, as well as "the books,"
the books of pooms thomselves. They arec "the academes,"
the centers of learning. Paradoxically "academes" in this
context arc not isolated from the world, but encompass
the entire world of human details., From the eyes, from
the poem, "doth spring the truc Promethean fire." "Pro-
methean fire" is an image rolated to the sun.’ It also

connects with the idcas of knowledge and actions

Why, universal plodding poisons up
The nimble spirits in thoarteries « « « o
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Plodding along with abstractions poisons or destroys
"nimblo spirits" like fire and air, which as we have seen
earlier connote inspiration and creativity. "Nimble"
also implies movement or activity,.

e « o Where 1is any author in the world
Teaches such beauty as a woman's eyes?

"Any author if\ the world," any writer of abstract learning
cannot compare with "a woman's oye" that teaches boauty
through details, through poetry.

Loarning is but an adjunct to ourself,

And where we are our learning likowise is:-

Then when ourselves we see in ladics! eyes,

Do we not likewilse seo our learning therec?
It was a Renalssanco concept that lovers! images are rc-
flocted and containod in cach others oycs. Love was first
discovered in and by the eyess Tho lover who sees himself,
and likewise his learning in o woman's eyes, can see the
truth of himsclf reflected in the details of the poom.

e « o When would you, my liege, or you, or you,

In leaden contemplation have found out

Such f iery numbers as the prompting oyes

Of beauty's tutors have enriched you with?
"Leaden contemplation,”" like "universal plodding," tho
opposite of "nimble spirits," is part of the "still and
contemplative" academe. "Leadon contemplation," without
the wonder of love and of details cannot discover "filery
numbers," sun-filled poems, They are bestowed by "prompte-
ing eyes."

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain,-

And therefore, finding barren practisers,

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil.
A1l the "slow arts," abstract arts with their "heavy toil,"

like "loaden contemplation," "entirely keep the brain,"
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entirely control the brain and will not allow the freedom
of emotions, of "nimble spirits." Thoy also "keep in" the
brain, and thigrefore are "barren practisers" that "scarce
show a harvost,"

But love, first lcarned in a lady's oycs,
Lives not alone immured in tho brain ¢ « ¢

Love and poetry are both }oarned by looking, by yielding
to the details of a woman, a poem. Love and poctry thon,
as opposod to the "slow arts," are not confined to the
brain; they are active, emotional, and they "live not alonos"

But with the motion of all eloments; [ Love_7

Courses as swift as thought in every power,

And gives to every power a double power,

Above their functions and their offices.
With the "motion" of all tho cloments of tho poem, poetry
"courses as swift as thought," moves as swiftly as thought
can grasp it, "in overy power" of the sensos and intellect.
It "gives to every power a double power," gives every image
or word a denotation and &lso connotations "above their
functions and their offices." Love scemsto heighton tho
senses so that you see more keonly; poetry as well heightens
sensitivity: the more poetry you read and know, the more
you will be able to see in poems., "Love's fealing" and
"Love's tongue" discriminate the finest shades and nuances,
as does poectry. Anl what bxeopt for love, can journey
more easily to "the Hesperldes" than poetry? What is more

subtle, more sweet or musical?

Never durst poot touch a pen to write
Until his ink werec temper'd with Love'!s sighs « ¢ « o

"Sichs" suggests feeling and emotion, and is an image

again, of inspiratione.
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From women's eyes this doctrine I derive:

They sparkle still the right Promethean fire;

They are the books, the arts, the academes,

That show, contain, and nourish all the world;

Else none at all in aught proves excellent,
Love shows, contains, and nourishes all the world; poetry
as well "shows" forth the world in images; "contains" the
world in its details; "nourishes" the w orld because it
"lives not alone immured in the brain." It connects with
"the motion of all elements," to motion, to action, for
love and poetry are inevitably oxpressed in action. They
are both eoxperienced cmotionally, The reader is moved
emotionally in the poem; the movement continues to acts
of "charity," the manifestation of love in life.

Let us once lose our oaths to find ourselves,

Or eolse we losc ourselves to keep our oathse

It 1s religion to be thus forsworn;

-For charity ibsclf fulfils the law;

And who can sever love from charity?
It 1s "religion" to be "thus forsworn," to have lost their
abstract oaths. For "charity," the act of making love
menifest, "fulfils the law." This is also a New Testament
phrase that describes Christ's supreme act of love in
dying on the cross. (Matthew 5:17-18) "And who can sever

love from charity," love in action, writing or loving in

the world of human affairs?

In the pootry of Shakespearc we have seen love defined
in terms of scxual love and "charity." In both cases
love was related directly to poectry. In the poems of Keats
thore seem to be at first no parallel definitions of love,
but the implications of "warm Love in" in the "0de to

Psyche" seem close to the ideas of poetie truth we have
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scen thus far, the "fair young man," the sun, charity,.

ODE TO PSYCHE.

0 Goddess} heoar thesec tuneless numbers, wrung
By sweet eonforcement and remembrance dear,
And pardon that thy secrets should be sung
Even into thine own soft-conched ears
Surely I dreamt to-day, or did I see
The winged Psyche with awaken'd eoyes?
I wandor'd in a forest thoughtlessly ’
And, on the sudden, fainting with surprise,
Saw two falr creatures, couched side by side
In doepest grass, boencath the whisptring roof
Of leaves and trombled blossoms, wherc therc ran
A brooklet, scarce espied:

fMid husht!d, cool=-rooted flowers, fragrant-cyed,
Blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrian,

Thoy lay calmebroathing on the bedded grass;
Theilr arms ecmbraced, and their pinions too;
Their lips touch!d not, but had not bade adiecu,

As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber,

And roady still past kisses to ountnumber
At tender eyeo-dawn of aurorean lovo:

The wingoed boy I knew;
But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove?
His Psyche truel

0 latest born and loveliost vision far
Of all Olympus! fadod hierarchyl
Fairor than FPhoecbo's sapphirec-regiontd star,
Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky;
Fairer than these, though tomple thou hast none,
Nor altar heap'd with flowers;
Nor virgin-choir to make delicious moan
Upon the midnight hours;
No voilce, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet
From chain-swung censer teeming;
No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no hecat
Of pale-mouth'd prophet dreaming.,

0 brightest! though too late for antique vows,
Too, too late for the fond believing lyre,
When holy were the haunted forest boughs
Holy the air, the watcr, and the fire;
Yot cven in these days so far retirtd-
From happy pilecties, thy lucent fans,
Fluttering among the faint Olympians,
I see, and sing, by my own eyes inspir!d.
So let me be thy choir, and make a moan
Upon the midnight hours;
Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet
From swinged censer teeming;
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Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat
Of pale-mouth'd prophet dreaming,.

Yos, I will be thy priest, and build a fane
In some untroddon region of my mind,
Where branched thoughts, new grown with pleasant pain,
Instead of plnes shall murmur in the wind:
Far, far around shall those dark-cluster'd trees
Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep;:
And there by zcphyrs, streams, and birds, and bees,
The moss=-lain Dryads shall be lull'd to slecps;
And in the midst of this wide quietness
A rosy sanctuary will I dross
With the wreath'd trellis of a working brain,
With buds, and bolls, and stars without a name,
With all the gardener Fancy eter could feign,
Who breeding flowers, will never breed the same:
And there shall be for thee all soft dclight
That shadowy thought can win,
A bright torch, and a casement ope at night,
To let the warm Love in}

The poem, as the title indicates, 1s addressed to Psyche,
whoso name means soul, She was once & mortal princess, but
according to the myth recounted by Apuleius, she became
immortal through Cupid who fell in love with her, Keats
addresses her as "goddess" when he asks her to "hear these
tuncless numbers," the moasurcs or metrical lines of his
poern,
e« ¢ o Wrung

By swoot onforcemont and romembrance dear o« « o« o
The poem was "wrung with swect enfor cement," brought
forth with difficulty, but also, "wrung" or vorbally

1"

sounded as a bell is "rung."

Surcly I dreamt to-day, or did I soco
The winged Psyche with awaken'd oyes?

He questlons the rcality of his experioence, as he does
later in the "Ode to a Nightingale," and then describes

seoing "the W1nqod Psyche."
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I wandor'd in a forest thoughtlessly, '
Ind, on the sudden fainting with surprisec,
Sew two fair creaturecs, couched side by side o o o o
As he wanders "thoughtlessly," without thoughts of himsclf,
of the world, "on the suddon, fainting with surprise,"
fainting and perhaps cven falling to the ground, he dis-

covers "two fair croaturcs" lying y

‘ e o o 8lde by sidec
In dcepest grass, bonecath the whispering roof
Of lcaves and trombled blossoms, where thore ran
A broocklet, scarce cspiled:
'Mid hush'd, cool-rootecd flowers, fragrant-eyod,
Blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrian,

They lay calm=breathing in the bedded grass « « « e
Thoe sctting is scnsuous but not passionate, The flowers
themselves are "hushed," "coolerooted," Thecir colors are
cool=="blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrian" (purplec).
The "two fair creaturos" are "calm-breathing," not
passionate.

Thoir arms cmbraced, end their pinions too;
Their lips touch'!d not, but had not bade adieu,
As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber,
And roady still past kisses to outnumber
At tender cye~dawn of aurorcan 1love + ¢ e e
The moment is one of physical closeness becausc they are
embracing. But "pinions" reminds us that they are not
entirely mortal or real. It seems to be a kind of still
point, time and movement suspended. They have had "past
kisses" and arc "ready still" these "past kisses to out-
number." "Aurorean love" is the dawning love or now love,.
"Eyc-dawn" suggests the idea that love is born in the eyes,
rocognized through the oyes; it also rocalls tho "awaken'd
eyes" of tho poct as he first viewed "the winged Psyche"

and suggests perhaps a point of identification between

the poet and the "two fair creaturecs.”



