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in, who alono T'Im .'I'ilnn is lmi!ml to !-iu rock, and suff :u. I;ult he Alumw-f llnft . time of
8 of the poot's restitation of all ilnng.u will come yet, (the Christian inillennium in !m't under
ot ks tasd. pagan guise) when evil shall coase to appenr good, and the power of darkness,
now regnant, or apparently triumphant, shall have downfall.  And the great
beauty of the poem consists in a long series of chorug songs wherein this faith
is urged by the Nymphe who are his consolers upon the suffering Titan,  Some
of them are among the most exquisite of English iyries,
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The healthiest of Shelly's minor poems also belong o this period, that of his
happy domestic life.  Who knows not the “ Sensitive Plant,” the ¢ Skylark,
and that © Heart of Hearts,”
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Of the night for the morrow ;
The devotion to something afar,
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remembrances of poor Leigh Hunt—in the purer and less turbid flow of the
poetry which Byron wrote during his intimacy with Shelley, in the poem wherein
a great master singer of our own day deseribes how he walked with Shelley, and
how the eagle feather fell on his path as they parted,—but none half so touching
a8 that of the poor wife, written soon after he had leen taken away. How sunny
were the days to those two who loved each other so intensely ! In their villa, in
their garden, in their boat on the Serchio, with sky and water, of which we
huve a description like Turner's colouring :

“ Where far into mists of aéry gold
The clouds on the western heights unfold,”

or as we meet them in another pocm, in the pine woods listening to the cicela
d, against al] and the aziola. Then there were friends, such as Leigh Hunt, who were poor
and needed to be helped and entertained. It was all too bright to last in this




