	
	



Lyric poetry 

“A short subjective poem with a songlike outburst of the author’s innermost thoughts and feelings”

“Lyric poetry — which takes its name from songs accompanied by the lyre — is distinguished from dramatic and narrative poetry.  Although the boundaries are flexible, most lyric poems are fairly short, and are often personal. “

Although lyric verse was born in the Medieval period and is intimately connected with Courtly Love poetry, the contemporary lyric poem is a direct descendent of the Romantic Lyric poem. In fact, in intention and reception, it’s hard to say that the form has changed at all in the past 200 years. In 1798, William Wordsworth and Samuel Taylor Coleridge published a collection of their works called, “The Lyrical Ballads.”   The poems in this volume were so radically different from what people at the time would have perceived of as poetry that the authors felt compelled to write a preface explaining just what the heck they thought they were up to:

“the majority of the following poems are to be considered as experiments... [some readers] will look around for poetry, and will be induced to enquire by what species of courtesy these attempts can be permitted to assume that title.”

Yes, folks, back in the day, the “Daffodils” poem was considered experimental.
What was so radical about what these guys were doing?

Well, the whole concept of the individual as having any importance at all was still a comparatively new one, though it was gaining some teeth in the wake of the French and American Revolutions. There’s a democratizing force behind the concept of lyric poetry which suggests that the thoughts and feelings of the individual poet are valuable, and worthy subject matter for poetry. The lyric here began to be described as a “subjective” form of poetry, as opposed to forms that were called “objective.” Here’s what Wordsworth said they were up to:

For all good poetry is the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings: and though this be true, Poems to which any value can be attached were never produced on any variety of subjects but by a man who, being possessed of more than usual organic sensibility, had also thought long and deeply.

There will also be found in these volumes little of what is usually called poetic diction; as much pains has been taken to avoid it as is ordinarily taken to produce it; this has been done for the reason already alleged, to bring my language near to the language of men; and further, because the pleasure which I have proposed to myself to impart, is of a kind very different from that which is supposed by many persons to be the proper object of poetry.

 Preface to Lyrical Ballads 

William Wordsworth (1800)

http://www.bartleby.com/39/36.html
Another important thing to remember about the Romantics is that they drew their inspiration from Nature:

There is pleasure in the pathless woods

There is rapture by the lonely shore

There is society where none intrudes

by the deep sea, and music in its roar

I love not man the less, but nature more

-Byron, from Childe Harold’s Pilgrimmage.

Canadian Lyric poetry shares a lot in common with the original Romantic poets. It is often represented as the inner most feelings of the poet. It is often inspired by the landscape- whether natural or urban.

Lyric poetry tends to be image-dependent. It tends to be the kind of poetry that requires study to get inside. It is in lyric poetry that digging deep will yield rewards. Look up the references. Consider the imagery. Check any prominent images in a Dictionary of Literary Symbolism. 

Lyric poetry can be a bit self-serious, and self-important. As the critic T.E. Hulme wrote, “I object even to the best of the Romantics... I object still more to the sloppiness which doesn’t consider that a poem is a poem unless it is moaning or whining about something or other.”

I WANDERED lonely as a cloud


That floats on high o'er vales and hills,


When all at once I saw a crowd,


A host, of golden daffodils;


Beside the lake, beneath the trees,


Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.





Continuous as the stars that shine


And twinkle on the milky way,


They stretched in never-ending line


Along the margin of a bay:                                 


Ten thousand saw I at a glance,


Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.





The waves beside them danced; but they


Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:


A poet could not but be gay,


In such a jocund company:


I gazed--and gazed--but little thought


What wealth the show to me had brought:





For oft, when on my couch I lie


In vacant or in pensive mood,                               


They flash upon that inward eye


Which is the bliss of solitude;


And then my heart with pleasure fills,


And dances with the daffodils.
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