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career a failure, lay just here. The right he followed was 
too often the antithesis of ordinary morality : in his desire 
to cast away the false and grasp the true, he overshot the 
mark of prudence. The blending in him of a pure and 
earnest purpose with moral and social theories that could 
not but have proved pernicious to mankind at large, pro­
duced at times an almost grotesque mixture in his actions 
no less than in his verse. We cannot, therefore, wonder 
that society, while he lived, felt the necessity of asserting 
itself against him. But now that he has passed into the 
company of the great dead, and time has softened down 
the asperities of popular judgment, we are able to learn 
the real lesson of his life and writings. That is not to be 
sought in any of his doctrines, but rather in his fearless 
bearing, his resolute loyalty to an unselfish and in the sim­
plest sense benevolent ideal. It is this which constitutes 
his supreme importance for us English at the present time. 
Ours is an age in which ideals arc rare, and we belong to 
a racc# in which men who follow them so single-heartedly 
are not common.

As a poet, Shelley contributed a new quality to English 
literature—a quality of ideality, freedom, and spiritual au­
dacity, which severe critics'of other nations think we lack. 
Byron’s daring is in a different region : his elemental 
worldliness and pungent satire do not liberate our ener­
gies, or cheer us with new hopes and splendid vistas. 
Wordsworth, the very antithesis to Shelley in his reverent 
accord with institutions, suits our meditative mood, sus­
tains us with a sound philosophy, and braces us by heajthy 
contact with the Nature he so dearly loved. But in 
Wordsworth there is none of Shelley’s magnetism. What 
remains of permanent value in Coleridge’s poetry — such 
work as Christabel, the Ancient Mariner, or Kuhla Khan


