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which we possess. It is as restrained in expression

as the previous poem is exuberant; yet there is no
poem of Shelley's in which passion and thought and
imagery are so wrought together. The second was the

AdanaiSy a lament for the death of John Keats. It is

a poem written by one who seems a spirit about a spirit,

belonging in expression, thought, and feeling to that

world above the senses in which Shelley habitually

lived. Of all this class of poems, to which many of

his lyrics belong, Epipsychidion is the most impalpable,

but, to those who care for Shelley's ethereal world, the

finest poem he ever wrote. No critic can ever com-
prehend it \ it is the artist's poem, and all Shelley's

philosophy of life is contained in it. Of the same
class is the Witch of Atlas, the poem in which he
has personified divine Imagination in her work in

poetry and all her attendants and all her doings

among men.
As a lyric poet, Shelley, on his own ground, is easily

great. Some of the lyrics are purely personal ; some,
as in the very finest, the Ode to the West Wind, mingle
together personal feehngs and prophetic hopes for

Man. Some are lyrics of Nature ; some are dedicated

to the rebuke of tyranny and the cause of liberty

;

others belong to the passion of love, and others are

written on the shadows of dim dreams of thought,

rhey form together the most sensitive, the most ima-

ginative, and the most musical, but the least tangible

lyrical poetry we possess.

As the poet of Nature, he had the same idea as

Wordsworth, that Nature was alive ; but while Words-
worth made the active principle which filled and made
Nature to be Thought, Shelley made it Love. As each

distinct thing in Nature had to Wordsworth a thinking

spirit in it, so each thing had to Shelley a loving spirit

in it ; even the invisible spheres of vapour sucked by
the sun from the forest pool had each their indwell-

ing spirit. We feel then that Shejley, as well as Words-


