Keats on “philosophy”, from the narrative poem “Lamia” (1820)
“…What for the sage, old Apollonius? ...

Let spear-grass and the spiteful thistle wage 
War on his temples. Do not all charms fly 
At the mere touch of cold philosophy? 
There was an awful rainbow once in heaven: 
We know her woof, her texture; she is given 
In the dull catalogue of common things. 
Philosophy will clip an Angel’s wings, 
Conquer all mysteries by rule and line, 
Empty the haunted air, and gnomed mine - 
Unweave a rainbow, as it erewhile made 
The tender-person’d Lamia melt into a shade.
Note: all italics are mine

Keats on aesthetics and reason 1: his theory of "negative capability", from an 1817 letter: 
“… several things dovetailed in my mind, & at once it struck me, what quality went to form a Man of Achievement especially in literature & which Shakespeare possessed so enormously - I mean Negative Capability, that is when man is capable of being in uncertainties, Mysteries, doubts without any irritable reaching after fact & reason.”

Keats on aesthetics and reason 2: Keats' on beauty and truth, from “Ode on a Grecian Urn” (1820):

“…Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought 
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral! 
When old age shall this generation waste, 
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st, 
’Beauty is truth, truth beauty’,- that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.”
Some alternative, 20th century, perspectives on science and philosophy:

Isn’t it a noble, an enlightened way of spending our brief time in the sun, to work at understanding the universe and how we have come to wake up in it?  This is how I answer when I am asked – as I am surprisingly often – why I bother to get up in the mornings.  To put it the other way round, isn’t it sad to go to your grave without wondering why you were born?  Who, with such a thought, would not spring from bed eager to resume discovering the world and rejoicing to be part of it? 
(Biologist and science writer Richard Dawkins in Unweaving the Rainbow, 1998)
…The Earth is a very small stage in a vast cosmic arena…

Our posturings, our imagined self-importance, the delusion that we have some privileged position in the Universe, are challenged by this point of pale light. Our planet is a lonely speck in the great enveloping cosmic dark. In our obscurity, in all this vastness, there is no hint that help will come from elsewhere to save us from ourselves.

It has been said that astronomy is a humbling and character-building experience. There is perhaps no better demonstration of the folly of human conceits than this distant image of our tiny world. To me, it underscores our responsibility to deal more kindly with one another, and to preserve and cherish the pale blue dot, the only home we've ever known.

(Astronomer, astrophysicist and author Carl Sagan on a photograph taken in 1990 by Voyager 1, showing Earth as a pale blue dot in the vastness of space.)
