Deserted Village 1770.

!
Irish, inherited geniality and improvdence; disfigured by smallpox--ugly

!
went to Trinity College Dublin as a sizar (work-study student)

!
traveled in Europe--The Vicar of Wakefield is a romanticized account of this.

!
hung out with S. Johnson

!
The Traveler and Deserted Village --"unforced simplicity" of couplets difficult

!
DV about destruction of way of life because of the enclosure acts--Also we could say this signals the end of a way of life and writing--industrial age, French revolution, romanticism and capitalism are in the works--Goldsmith was also upset about "luxury" and corrupted influence of new (industrial) wealth

Text of Deserted Village (1770--22 years before Tintern Abbey)

!
pastoral in sentiment--laments lost way of life (like Renaissance pastoral)

!
Ideal of English rural life (Twickenham, Penshurst) also lost; Something else that the Romantics were probably mourning.

!
Like "To Penshurst" begins with address to the place: "Sweet Auburn! loveliest village of the plain"--but though he gives a long list of ideal features, like Tno particular landscape.

"
also lists idealized charming pastoral activity of gamboling swains, virgins, matrons, children "These were thy charms--but all these charms are fled."

!
Garden represents harmony of lost aristocratic order. Trade is enemy of pastoral landscape--one master grasps the whole--Trade's unfeeling trade" usurps the land, destroys forever the "bold peasantry, their country's pride" and drives the children to "seek a kinder shore"--America. 

!
especially mourns his own place is this order--the learned squire showing the rustics his impressive books--this tells us he mourns the order also for his own lost sense of place in the hierarchy--displacement.

!
Trade displaces their livelihood and his "blest retirement" sought like a rabbit when pursued by care--loss of idleness as a way of life; usurped by trade, care. A fall. 

!
list of lost villagers: country preacher "more skilled to raise the wretched than to rise"; schoolteacher "amazed the gazing rustics ranged around;/ And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew,/ That one small head could carry all he knew."

!
The spot of schoolteacher's triumph is forgot.


Low lies that house where nut-brown draughts inspired,

....Imagination fondly stoops to trace

the parlor splendors of that festive place:

The whitewashed wall, the nicely sanded floor,

The varnished clock that clicked behind the door....

While broken teacups, wisely kept for show,

Ranged o'er the chimney, glistened in a row.

Vain transitory splendors! Could not all

Reprieve the tottering  mansion from its fall


!
Conventional nature good, art bad distinction--will be revived in Wordsworth but not Blake. 

!
Foretells economic ruin because of luxury and pleasure--"all/ In barren splendor feebly waits the fall"--wrong. Empire next century. "The country blooms--a garden, and a grave." Compares to a woman who is simple and unadorned in youth but uses makeup in old age; "verging to decline, its splendors rise"

!
"The country blooms--a garden and a grave" --garden fortells grave in its monstrous growth.

!
Poor people in cities--see profusion he can't share, "pale artist plies the sickly trade", homeless women laying her head on her betrayer's doorstep.

!
Or else in America--horrifying vision of it!!

Through horrid tracts with fainting steps they go....

The various terrors of that horrid shore;

Those blazing suns that dart a downward ray,

And fiercely shed intolerable day;

Those matted wood swher birds forget to sing,

but silent bats in drowsy clusters cling,

Those poisonous fields with rank luxuriance crowned,

Where the dark scorpion gathers death around;

Where at each step the stranger fears to wake

The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake;

Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey,

And savage men, more murderous still than they;

While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies,

Mingling the ravaged landscape with the skies.


· Ends with a vision of the destruction of England: "Even now, methinks, ...I see the rural Virtues leave the land./ Down where yon anchoring vessel spreads the sail....Downward they move, a melancholy band, / Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand." Virutes are contented Toil, hospitable Care, kind connumbial Tenderness, Piety, Loyalty, Love, and Poetry--guide which flies sensual joys. 

!
Extended Farewell to all these things, esp. Poetry. 

!
For some reason, S. Johnson ended the elegiac  poem with 4 bad lines about "self-dependent power" defying time like rocks resisting billows and the sky. Actually, rocks don't really resist these things, they are gradually worn away. Is this really what he meant, however?

