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      JOHN KEATS was born in October 1795, son of the manager of a livery stable in Moorfields. His father died in 1804 and his mother, of
         tuberculosis, in 1810. By then he had received a good education at John Clarke’s Enfield private school. In 1811 he was apprenticed
         to a surgeon, completing his professional training at Guy’s Hospital in 1816. His decision to commit himself to poetry rather
         than a medical career was a courageous one, based more on a challenge to himself than any actual achievement.

      
      His genius was recognized and encouraged by early friends such as Charles Cowden Clarke and J. H. Reynolds, and in October
         1816 he met Leigh Hunt, whose Examiner had already published Keats’s first poem. Only seven months later Poems (1817) appeared. Despite the high hopes of the Hunt circle, it was a failure. By the time Endymion was published in 1818 Keats’s name had been identified with Hunt’s ‘Cockney School’, and the Tory Blackwood’s Magazine delivered a violent attack on Keats as a lower-class vulgarian, with no right to aspire to ‘poetry’.

      
      But for Keats fame lay not in contemporary literary politics but with posterity. Spenser, Shakespeare, Milton and Wordsworth
         were his inspiration and challenge. The extraordinary speed with which Keats matured is evident from his letters. In 1818
         he had worked on the powerful epic fragment Hyperion, and in 1819 he wrote ‘The Eve of St Agnes’, ‘La Belle Dame sans Merci’, the major odes, Lamia, and the deeply exploratory Fall of Hyperion. Keats was already unwell when preparing the 1820 volume for the press; by the time it appeared in July he was desperately
         ill. He died in Rome in 1821.

      
      Keats’s final volume did receive some contemporary critical recognition, but it was not until the latter part of the nineteenth
         century that his place in English Romanticism began to be recognized, and not until the twentieth century that it became fully
         recognized.

      
      JANE CAMPION was born in Wellington, New Zealand in 1954. Her parents, Edith and Richard Campion, studied theatre at RADA and later formed the New Zealand Players with the idea of touring professional theatre throughout the country. Later
         they turned to farming on a mixed sheep and cattle property that ran from the main road north to the beach at Peka Peka.

      
      Jane Campion studied Anthropology at Victoria University in Wellington and painting at both Chelsea School of Arts in London
         and Sydney College of Arts. While at the Australian Film, Television and Radio School she completed three short films, Peel, A Girl’s Own Story and Passionless Moments co-authored with Gerard Lee. Peel won the Palme d’Or at Cannes. Sweetie, co-written by Gerard Lee, was her first feature film, followed by An Angel at My Table and The Piano, which won the Palme d’Or at the 1993 Cannes Film Festival, as well as eight Oscar nominations and three Oscars including
         Best Screenplay for Jane Campion in 1994. Subsequent films were Portrait of a Lady, Holy Smoke (co-written with Anna Campion and currently being adapted for the stage) and In the Cut.

      
      Bright Star is the first film following Jane Campion’s four year break from 2003–2007 and has been written by her from an original idea.
         She is currently in development with 2B Films, Pathé and Screen Australia to make Runaway, an adaptation of an Alice Munro story.
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      Introduction

      
      Bright Star – The Story of Keats and Fanny

      
      When twenty-three-year-old John Keats met eighteen-year-old Fanny Brawne in the autumn of 1818, a love affair began, and the
         thirty-seven surviving love letters and notes Keats wrote to Fanny, as well as the poems collected in this book, bear compelling
         witness to its tenderness, passion and intensity. It was the first love most of us dream of enjoying, but with an end so tragic
         that it proved hard for them to bear.

      To the wider world and even to his brother, Keats maintained a self-mocking distance on the subject of romance. So, when he
         first met Fanny Brawne, he worked as hard to disguise his interest as he did to enjoy it. ‘Shall I give you Miss Brawn[e]?’
         he wrote to his brother and sister in-law in December. He went on:

      
         She is about my height – with a fine style of countenance of the lengthen’d sort – she wants sentiment in every feature –
            she manages to make her hair look well – her nostrils are fine – though a little painful… but she is ignorant – monstrous
            in her behaviour, flying out in all directions… I was forced lately to make use of the term Minx – this is I think not from any innate vice, but from a penchant she has for acting stylishly – I am however tired of such
            style and shall decline any more of it.


      Keats had just met the great love of his life, but neither he nor she knew it. Reading this extract from his letter it is
         easy to feel the energy, the relaxed relish with which he imposed a cool, yet playful eye over Miss Brawne. She had got under
         his guard.

      In Hampstead, the young girl was famous both for her attention to fashion as well as for her bons mots. Her uncle was the dandy of the day, Beau Brummell, and he may well have tutored his niece’s obsession with clothes. She
         was described by a contemporary as everything that is meant by the word ‘unusual’ and she, like Keats, was only five foot
         tall.

      Keats had met his petite equal, lippy and combative, and within a year, he would be writing of her in quite another way.

      
         
         Pillowed upon my fair love’s ripening breast,

         
         To feel for ever its soft swell and fall

         
         Awake forever in a sweet unrest,

         
         Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath


      What had happened? Keats had fallen completely in love. The early part of the affair has few markers. He barely ever mentioned
         her again in any letters to either his brother or sister, and he did not write to Fanny either. He didn’t need to, as Fanny Brawne and Keats both lived in Hampstead and were part of a small tight circle. Mrs Brawne, a
         widow, was well liked and popular with Keats’s best friend, Charles Brown, as well as with the Dilkes family with whom Brown
         shared the house, which then was divided into two separate living quarters. Sometime in the spring of 1819, the Brawne family
         took over the Dilkes’ half of the property and Fanny and Keats began living in the same house, sharing the same garden and,
         most likely, many meals as well.

      During this spring Keats famously experienced the great outpouring of his poetic life. He completed ‘The Eve of St Agnes’,
         ‘La Belle Dame Sans Merci’, ‘Ode to Psyche’, ‘Ode on a Grecian Urn’, ‘Ode to a Nightingale’, ‘Ode on Melancholy’ and ‘Ode
         on Indolence’.

      Other factors also contributed to this period of creativity. Keats’s younger brother Tom had died the previous December. He
         was nineteen years old. Keats had nursed him as he coughed blood and became increasingly weak and miserable. There was no
         one else to help; their parents were both dead and Keats’s brother George and his wife had emigrated to America. Keats had
         recovered from the worst of the grief and now had a period of time when he could write. Brown had insisted on Keats staying
         with him, alleviating Keats’s financial worries. His health was for once good, spring had begun and he was falling in love.

      Fanny and Keats became close in these very unusual circumstances. Both of them would have recognized how extremely financially
         unacceptable marriage would be between them, yet with the constant ease of access and little thought for the future, the young couple enjoyed many opportunities
         for ‘tiffing and making up’. Good – natured Mrs Brawne had little reason to be suspicious. Fanny was as interested as her
         mother in marrying well and she did not like poetry, preferring trumpery novels and politics. Keats’s friend Brown thought
         otherwise; he noticed Keats’s growing attachment and many times pointed out the potential dangers to his career should Fanny
         entrap him. He did not believe Fanny was in any way Keats’s equal.

      In the early summer of 1819, Brown and Keats left Hampstead for an extended writing retreat on the Isle of Wight. Brown rented
         out his half of the Hampstead house to raise money. Keats and Fanny were separated. The first letter to Fanny arrives a week
         later. Reading the letter today one feels it shockingly present, like a handhold or a kiss, his exact words as he wrote them and she read them, and re-read them, kept and treasured them her whole life:

      
         Ask yourself my love whether you are not very cruel to have so entrammeled me, so destroyed my freedom… I almost wish we were
            butterflies and liv’d but three summer days – three such days with you I could fill with more delight than fifty common years
            could ever contain.


      In this letter and the ones that followed, Keats poured out his heart. He was self-mocking, pleading, vulnerable, jealous,
         funny, tender and stunningly truthful.

      Fanny was so affected by Keats’s departure that she became literally love sick. By the middle of summer, the realities of
         their situation had sunk in. Keats had neither the money nor the promise of money on which to marry. His first book of poetry
         had sold poorly and earned famously cruel reviews. Then after a month of not writing, he wrote dispiritedly, admitting that
         he was ‘endeavouring to wean’ himself from her.

      When Brown returned to Wentworth Place in Hampstead and the Brawnes, Keats did not join him. He intended to find rooms in
         Westminster near to the Dilkes and away from Fanny. The resolve did not last. When Keats and Fanny re-met shortly after, the
         love between them had not diminished with distance but deepened. In mid October, he writes, ‘I cannot exist without you. I
         am forgetful of everything but seeing you again… You have absorb’d me. I have a sensation at the present moment as though
         I was dissolving.’ Shortly after he adds, ‘On awakening from my three days dream… I should like to cast the die for Love or
         death. I have no patience with any thing else.’ Keats moved back to live next door in Hampstead. He gave Fanny his mother’s
         garnet ring and while the young couple believed themselves engaged, Mrs Brawne and their friends strenuously protested. But
         the couple grew closer still. Keats prepared his next book of poems in the hope that it would be successful enough so they
         could finally marry. Whenever Keats and Fanny were alone she wore his ring on her engagement finger, and when in company on
         her middle finger.

      In February 1820, Keats went into town without his greatcoat and returned late, cold and feverish. He staggered so badly that
         Brown thought him drunk. As he got into bed he coughed slightly, and seeing a single drop of blood upon the sheet said to
         Brown, ‘I know the colour of that blood; – it is arterial blood… that drop of blood is my death-warrant.’ Later that night,
         a large lung haemorrhage followed that almost suffocated him. All he could think of was Fanny. Keats’s doctor believed love
         frustration was a contributing factor. For the sake of his health, Keats was kept away from Fanny, and Brown, who was still
         criticizing her, was zealous in maintaining their separation. They communicated by notes and Fanny ‘showing herself in the
         garden’ while Keats convalesced on a daybed inside. ‘I think you had better not make any long stay with me when Mr. Brown
         is at home. Whenever he goes out you may bring your work,’ Keats wrote her in a note.

      At first, Keats was hopeful of a full recovery, but after a long convalescence and repeated haemorrhages, he began to despair.
         His letters and notes to Fanny, so often playful and loving, became cloying and paranoid. To make things worse, Brown’s financial
         circumstances were severely reduced, forcing Keats to live elsewhere. Brown had been conducting a romance of his own with
         the maid and she was pregnant. All Keats’s doctors believed that his only chance for life would be to leave England for Italy
         before the winter. Fanny desperately wanted to travel
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