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John Keats
The Last Journey of John Keats. 
Ode To A Nightingale to my mind, is a poem about Creativity.
The nightingale is a metaphor for that almost indefinable spirit that is creativity: it’s  the force that through the green fuse drives the flower. It’s immortal. The nightingale (as a species) represents the force of immortality that is creativity. Keats, in his poem, is longing to be a part of that and, in fact, becomes a part of it with his engagement with the language of death that is creative language. I don’t mean nothingness but that mysterious infinity that implies being. Keats’ quest was to find this language and in his miraculous year (1819) he got as close to it as anyone, perhaps because he was so close to death. The language of death and creativity is not a despairing language though it may be sorrowful; it’s something almost noumenal: at the mysterious centre of things. It’s a sanctuary and in a quotidian sense he flirts with it with the “draught of vintage” and the “blissful Hippocrene” and, for a while anyway, is able to escape life and with the nightingale and its immortal voice, “fade away into the forest dim”. Away from the pain of dying.
This lesson is based upon the documentary in which the Poet Laureate Andrew Motion retraces the last journey of the dying poet.
After watching the video:
Initially write some lines on what you’ve just seen.
You may want to write your own homage to creativity and may like to consider my interpretation of the poem or your own. It's always important to appreciate a poem in your own way.
What about Ode to a Nightingale as a kind of manifesto for Romanticism in its eulogising of escape from reality (by means of whatever “Hippocrene”?)
The point Motion makes about the nothingness of the calm sea contrasting with Vesuvius and Keats’ own volcanic creativity; this person, Keats, full of something and the immortality and somethingness of beauty.
Before you write or rewrite, do your own research: read some of Keats’ letters to Fanny and some of his poetry.
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