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his poetry is the word immature. Not only was the poet 
young ; but the fruit of his young mind had been pluck­
ed before it had been duly mellowed by reflection. Again, 
lie did not care 'enough for common things to present 
them with artistic fulness. lie was intolerant ctf detail, 
and thus failed to model with £he roundness that we find 
in Goethe’s work. He flew at the grand, the spacious, the 
sublime ; and did not always succeed in realizing for his 
readers what he had imagined. A certain want of faith 
in his own powers, fostered by the extraordinary dis­
couragement under which he had to write, prevented him 
from finishing what lie began, or from giving that ulti­
mate form of perfection to his longer works which we ad­
mire in shorter pieces like the Ode 'to the West Wind. 
When a poem was ready, he had it hastily printed, and 
passed on to fresh creative efforts. If anything occurred / 
to interrupt his energy, he filing the sketch aside. Some 
of. these defects, if we may use this word at all to indicate 
our sense that Shelley might by care have been made equal 
to his highest self, were in a great measure the correlative 
of his chief quality—the ideality, of which 1 have already 
spoken. He composed with all his faculties, mental, emo­
tional, and physical, at the utmost strain, at a white heat 
of intense fervour, striving to attain one object, the truest 
and most passionate investiture for the thoughts which 
had inflamed his ever-quick imagination. The result is 
that his finest work has more the stamp of something nat­
ural and elemental—the wind, the seq, the depth of air— 
than of a mere artistic product. Plato would have said : 
the Muses filled this man with sacred madness, and, when 
lie wrote, he was no longer in his own control. There 
was, moreover, ever-present in his nature an effort, an as­
piration after a better than the best this world can show,
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