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“When I am dead, ‘I will be among the English Poets,’” said John Keats to himself as he lay supine in his bed. He gazed out of the large glass window of the house he had shared for the last four months with his dear friend Severn in Rome at the foot of the Spanish Steps, in the English District. Even though he had escaped the London winter and here in Rome the warm weather accorded perfectly with what the doctor had recommended, his health continued to deteriorate.  
Severely delirious, burning with fever and hallucinating, he muttered under his breath, incoherent to anybody in the room besides himself. He was aroused by a rich full-throated melody from the casement window. Perched there, was the same nightingale he had encountered under the plum tree in his garden in England. 
“Are you a reality or just a dream?” he asked the nightingale, trying and failing to sit up, too weak to move. He slumped onto the cool linen sheets, contemplating with relief his final few hours before his death.  
Keats could see the ‘dryad’ now lurking by his feet singing his requiem; a lone opera singer serenading perhaps his final sleep. It felt, he thought, like it was that time just before death when the process of disease takes over, leaving one to slowly descend ‘Lethe-wards’ into a state of suspended consciousness. The accredited practitioner once again was practising on himself, like he did when he first diagnosed the blood on his handkerchief as a death warrant.
“Have I at last sunk into oblivion?” he enquired again with his eyes fixated on the bird. “I am a prisoner here on the Spanish Steps, entrapped in a sepulchre.”
“I grieve for my beloved Fanny Brown who is so far away. Our romance gave me refuge from my dark moods, but this contagious disease has robbed me of the pleasure of her companionship,” he bemoaned with exasperation, “for her, I must stay confined to this room.” 
The nightingale chirped at his feet as he lamented, infusing him with a vigour to transcend beyond his oppressive reality. Unable to hold back he colludes with the bird to help him escape.
“Your light wings possess a power to soar far away,” he said, “transport me nightingale, so we can fly merged as one, ‘past the meadows and over the streams and up the hillside into the valley glades,’ back to my English garden.” 
In a state of delirium, his fevered mind turned to his adversaries’ callous cynicism. Fuelled by his anger, he again attempted to rise, only to fall back, cursing. He sighed, stating emphatically:  
“Soon, neither Croker, Lockhart nor any of my malevolent enemies will be able to use their malicious articles and hostile reviews to snuff me out,” 
“…and though I have asked for my epitaph to read ‘Here lies one whose name was writ in water, …I know you will give me perpetuity. I know with your succour I will be among the English Poets after my death.” 
Keats deliberated for a while searching for solace. He stared vacantly at a bright star he chanced to see through the window, “Ah… see,” he said excitedly to the nightingale, “look, there’s my star.” 
His weary leaden eyes returned to the bird as it fluttered on to his shoulder, its intense lament ringing in his ear and echoing through the room. That night Keats’ nightingale sang out full-throated and it didn’t stop. From then on, the Nightingale continued to sing Keats immortality into being as he rested in a quiet corner of Rome in the good company of friends and other English poets. 
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