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Complete summary of Alexander Pope's An Essay on Criticism. eNotes plot To do a line by line analysis, you may wish
to use an annotated View More.

Most critics, fond of some subservient art, Still make the whole depend upon a part: They talk of principles,
but notions prize, And all to one lov'd folly sacrifice. Walsh , the last of the critics mentioned, was a mentor
and friend of Pope who had died in  Pope contends in the poem's opening couplets that bad criticism does
greater harm than bad writing: 'Tis hard to say, if greater Want of Skill Appear in Writing or in Judging ill,
But, of the two, less dang'rous is th' Offence, To tire our Patience, than mis-lead our Sense Some few in that,
but Numbers err in this, Ten Censure wrong for one who Writes amiss; A Fool might once himself alone
expose, Now One in Verse makes many more in Prose. Vigor Vigor is physical or mental energy and
enthusiasm. Of all this servile herd, the worst is he That in proud dulness joins with quality, A constant critic
at the great man's board, To fetch and carry nonsense for my Lord. Parties in wit attend on those of state, And
public faction doubles private hate. He argues that without critics being open to new approaches and ideas
they will stifle the rise of great poets of their age. In praise so just let ev'ry voice be join'd, And fill the gen'ral
chorus of mankind! Pope encourages critics to avoid the temptation to become self-satisfied with their
Classical knowledge and poetic comprehension. In American use E. Fear not the anger of the wise to raise;
Those best can bear reproof, who merit praise. Encourag'd thus, wit's Titans brav'd the skies, And the press
groan'd with licenc'd blasphemies. I think it would be fair to say that critics can generally quite rightly be
labelled as snobs, but to in what way are they dangerous? Blest with a taste exact, yet unconfin'd; A
knowledge both of books and human kind; Gen'rous converse; a soul exempt from pride; And love to praise,
with reason on his side? From his early twenties his own work was being well received critically with his
poetry and translations selling well. Yet some there were, among the sounder few Of those who less presum'd,
and better knew, Who durst assert the juster ancient cause, And here restor'd wit's fundamental laws. As a
Catholic at that time in Britain, he was ineligible for patronage, public office, or a position at a university.
Therefore, he says ironically that other poets think of their unmeaning couplet as a thought. Some by old
words to fame have made pretence, Ancients in phrase, mere moderns in their sense; Such labour'd nothings,
in so strange a style, Amaze th' unlearn'd, and make the learned smile. Avoid extremes; and shun the fault of
such, Who still are pleas'd too little or too much. Hear how learn'd Greece her useful rules indites, When to
repress, and when indulge our flights: High on Parnassus' top her sons she show'd, And pointed out those
arduous paths they trod; Held from afar, aloft, th' immortal prize, And urg'd the rest by equal steps to rise.
Themes This turns the idea that wisdom is associated with age on its head. Art from that fund each just supply
provides, Works without show, and without pomp presides: In some fair body thus th' informing soul With
spirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole, Each motion guides, and ev'ry nerve sustains; Itself unseen, but in th'
effects, remains. But as the slightest sketch, if justly trac'd, Is by ill colouring but the more disgrac'd, So by
false learning is good sense defac'd; Some are bewilder'd in the maze of schools, And some made coxcombs
Nature meant but fools. He contracted tuberculosis of the bone when he was young, which disfigured his spine
and purportedly only allowed him to grow to 4 feet, 6 inches. In the fat age of pleasure, wealth, and ease,
Sprung the rank weed, and thriv'd with large increase: When love was all an easy monarch's care; Seldom at
council, never in a war: Jilts ruled the state, and statesmen farces writ; Nay wits had pensions, and young
Lords had wit: The fair sat panting at a courtier's play, And not a mask went unimprov'd away: The modest fan
was lifted up no more, And virgins smil'd at what they blush'd before. And the smooth stream in smoother
numbers flows; line This is a visual image. True wit is nature to advantage dress'd, What oft was thought, but
ne'er so well express'd, Something, whose truth convinc'd at sight we find, That gives us back the image of our
mind. Written in heroic couplets, the tone is straight-forward and conversational. As men of breeding,
sometimes men of wit, T' avoid great errors, must the less commit: Neglect the rules each verbal critic lays,
For not to know such trifles, is a praise. But tho' the ancients thus their rules invade, As kings dispense with
laws themselves have made Moderns, beware! Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move, For fools admire,
but men of sense approve; As things seem large which we through mists descry, Dulness is ever apt to
magnify. Whatever Nature has in worth denied, She gives in large recruits of needful pride; For as in bodies,
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thus in souls, we find What wants in blood and spirits, swell'd with wind; Pride, where wit fails, steps in to our
defence, And fills up all the mighty void of sense! Now, they who reach Parnassus' lofty crown, Employ their
pains to spurn some others down; And while self-love each jealous writer rules, Contending wits become the
sport of fools: But still the worst with most regret commend, For each ill author is as bad a friend. Who to a
friend his faults can freely show, And gladly praise the merit of a foe? Might he return, and bless once more
our eyes, New Blackmores and new Milbourns must arise; Nay should great Homer lift his awful head, Zoilus
again would start up from the dead. While, at each change, the son of Libyan Jove Now burns with glory, and
then melts with love; Now his fierce eyes with sparkling fury glow, Now sighs steal out, and tears begin to
flow: Persians and Greeks like turns of nature found, And the world's victor stood subdu'd by sound! The line
too labors, and the words move slowly; line The words can not really move but through this description, the
poet seems to humanize the words. Some judge of authors' names, not works, and then Nor praise nor blame
the writings, but the men. Part 3 Learn then what morals critics ought to show, For 'tis but half a judge's task,
to know. Soft is the stream when Zephyr gently blows, line By this sound and visual image, readers seem to
feel the gentle Zephyr blowing by and hear the soft sound of it. We could see a smooth stream gently flows.
However, drinking deeply is a way of trying to tackle this sickness.


