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mass on Sunday. All the church was 
crowded. We were just standing out 
to be married, — you and I. But I 
woke." 

For very weakness, the tears stood in 
his eyes. The girl flushed, then laughed, 

then caught the great, weak hand that lay 
upon the sheet and kissed it. 

"Stefan! Dear Stefan! You must not 
talk; go to sleep again. I — I dreamed 
about the ribbons — on the wedding car
riages!" 

THE POETRY OF LANDOR 

BY ARTHUR SYMONS 

LANDOR has said, not speaking of him
self, — 

Wakeful be sits, and lonely, and unmoved, 
Beyond the arrows, views, or shouts of men. 

And of himself he has said, in perhaps 
his most memorable lines, — 
I strove with none, for none was worth my 

strife; 
Nature I loved, and, next to Nature, Art; 

I warmed hoth hands before the fire of life ; 
It sinks, and I am ready to depart. 

In the preface to the Heroic Idyls he 
writes: "He who is within two paces of 
the ninetieth year may sit down and make 
no excuses; he must be unpopular, he 
never tried to be much otherwise, he 
never contended with a contemporary, 
but walked alone on the far eastern up
lands, meditating and remembering." He 
remains alone in English literature, to 
which he brought, in verse and prose, 
qualities of order and vehemence, of im
passioned thinking and passionless feel
ing, not to be found combined except in 
his own work. And in the man there was 
a like mingling of opposites: nobility 
and tenderness, haste and magnanimity, 
courtesy and irresponsible self-will, what
ever is characteristically English and 
whatever is characteristically Roman, 
with the defects of every quality. Landor 
is monumental by the excess of his vir
tues, which are apt to seem, at times, a 
little too large for the stage and scenery 
of his life. He desired to live with gran
deur; and there is grandeur in the out

lines of his character and actions. But 
some gust of the will, some flurry of the 
nerves, was always at hand, to trouble or 
overturn this comely order. The ancient 
Roman becomes an unruly child, the 
scholar flings aside cap and gown and 
leaps into the arena. 

Landor began to write verse when he 
was a schoolboy, and it is characteristic 
of him that poetry came to him first as a 
school exercise, taken for once seriously. 
Latin was to him, it has been weU said, 
"like the language of some prior state 
of existence, rather remembered than 
learned." His first book, published at the 
age of twenty, contains both Latin and 
English verse, together with a defense, in 
Latin, of the modern use of that language. 
When, a few years later, he began to work 
upon bis first serious poem, Gehir, he at
tempted it both in Latin and in English, 
finally decided to write it in English, and, 
later on, turned it also into Latin. 

Gehir was published in 1798, the year 
of the Lyrical Ballads, and, in its individ
ual way, it marks an epoch almost as dis
tinctly. No blank verse of comparable 
calibre had appeared since the death of 
Milton, and, though the form was at 
times actually reminiscent both of Milton 
and of the Latin structure of some of the 
portions as they were originally com
posed, it has a quality which still remains 
entirely its own. Cold, sensitive, splen
did, so precise, so restrained, keeping 
step with such a stately music, scarcely 
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any verse in English has a more individ
ual harmony, more equable, more re
freshingly calm to the ear. I t contains 
those unforgettable lines, which can never 
be too often repeated: — 

But I have sinuous shells of pearly hue 
Within, and they that lustre have imbihed 
In the sun's palace-porch, where when un

yoked 
His chariot-wheel stands midway in the wave : 
Shake one and it awakens, then apply 
Its polisht lips to your attentive ear, 
And it remembers its august abodes. 
And murmurs as the ocean murmurs there. 

The re are in it single lines like, — 

The sweet and honest avarice of love ; 
and there are hnes marching like these: 

the feast 
Was like the feast of Cepheus, when the sword 
Of Phineus, white with wonder, shook re-

strain'd. 
And the hilt rattled in his marble hand-
Has not that the tread of the Commander 
in Don Juan? And there are experiments 
in a kind of naivete: — 

Compared with youth 
Age has a something like repose. 

Tennyson is anticipated here : — 
On the soft inward pillow of her arm 
Rested her burning cheek ; 

Mr . Swinburne here : — 
The silent oars now dip their level wings. 
And weary with strong stroke the whitening 

wave. 

Bu t where the most intimately personal 
quality of Landor is seen is in the lofty 
homeliness of speech which is always 
definite, tangible, and about definite, 
tangible things. The . Gadi tes are build
ing, and Landor , remembering the work
men he has seen in the streets of War 
wick, notes: — 

Dull falls the mallet with long labour fringed. 
Gebir is wrestling with the nymph, who 
sweats like any morta l ; Landor does not 
say so, bu t he sets her visibly before us, — 

now holding in her breath constrain'd, 
Now pushing with quick impulse and by starts. 
Till the dust blackened upon every pore. 

We are far enough from Milton here ; not 
so far, perhaps,from the Lat in precision of 
s tatement; bu t certainly close to reality. 

And it is reality of a kind new to English 
poetry, — painter 's , sculptor's, reaUty,— 
discovered, as we have seen, a t precisely 
the moment when Wordsworth was dis
covering for himself the reality of simple 
feeling, a n d Coleridge the reality of im
aginative wonder. 

A few years after Gehir, Landor p u b 
lished two p o e m s , " Chrysaor " and " T h e 
Phoeseans," and then, for many years, a t 
long intervals, wrote, and occasionally 
published, other poems, in Lat in and 
English, which were eventually to make 
up the Idyllia Heroica and the Hellenics. 
T h e y are, to use a word which Browning 
was to invent (having learned the thing, 
perhaps, from Landor ) , dramat ic idyls. 
T h e most perfect of them, " T h e Death 
of Artemidora ," is only nineteen lines 
long; " T h e Last of Ulysses" fills fifty-
five pages in the edition of 1847. L a n 
dor never ceased to shift their places, 
and to add, reject, and, above all, re
write. T h e two essentially different texts 
are those of 1847 and 1859; and it is 
necessary to compare these with each 
other, and both with such as exist also 
in Lat in , if we would trace with any 
care the diligent and never quite final 
labor which Landor gave to his verse. 

I n the poems which Landor twice trans
lated from his own Lat in , it is not often 
that either form of the English is quite as 
good as the Lat in , and it is not always 
easy to choose between the two versions, 
of which the first is usually more easy a n d 
fluent, while the second, though more 
Lat in , is often more personal to Landor . 
Often the second version is nearer to the 
original, as in the opening of "Coresus 
and Call irrhoe," where the two lines, — 

Impulit adstantem lascivior una ministram, 
Irrisitque pedi lapso passiaque capillis, — 

are first rendered: — 

A playful one and mischievous pusht on 
Her who stood nearest, laughing as her foot 
Tript and her hair was tangled in the flowers; 

and afterwards: — 

A wanton one pusht forward her who stood 
Aside her ; when she stumbled they all laught^ 
To see her upright heels and scattered hair. 
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Sometimes the earlier version is the more 
literal, bu t the later one gains by conden
sation. T h u s the first eight lines of " Cu
pid a n d P a n " follow closely the first six 
lines of " C u p i d o et P a n , " while the ver
sion of 1859, reduced to six lines, omits, 
without loss, a line of the La t in which had 
filled nearly three lines of the English. 
T h i s process of condensation will be seen 
in lines 140-141 of "Coresus et Callir-
rhoe , " 

gelidaeque aspergine lymphae, 
Et, manibus lapso in resonantia marmora, 

ferro; 

rendered literally in 1847, — 

At the cold sprinkling of the sacred lymph 
Upon her temples, and at (suddenly 
Dropt, and resounding on the floor) the sword ; 

and in 1859 condensed into the single 
line, — 

And the salt sprinklings from the sacred font. 

T h e a im is always a t adding more weight , 
in the clearing away of mere detail, with 
only a n occasional strong addit ion, a s , a 
few lines lower, " L e s s mournfully than 
scornfully said h e , " for the mere " i n q u i t " 
of the original. T h e style stiffens into 
ha rde r marble in its " rejection of what is 
light a n d minu te . " 

Alike from what is gained a n d from 
what is lost in this recasting we see how 
uncertain, with all his care, was L a n d e r ' s 
touch on English verse, how a La t in 
sound dominated his ears when he was 
writing English, and how his final choice 
of form was almost invariably of the na
ture of a compromise, like that of one to 
whom his native tongue was foreign. 
Compare the two versions of lines 30-34 
of "Vener is P u e r i : " — 

At neque propositum neque verba superba re-
mittit, 

Ut Chaos antiquum flamma radiant© subegit, 
Ut tenebras pepulit coelo, luctantiaque astra 
Stare, vel aeterno jussit prodire meatu, 
Ut pelago imposuit domito confinia nipes. 

I n 1847 " T h e Children of V e n u s " 
reads : — 

But neither his proud words did he remit 
Nor resolution ; he began to boast 
How with his radiant fire he had reduced 

The ancient Chaos ; how from heaven he drove 
The darkness that surrounded it, and drew 
Into their places the reluctant stars. 
And made some stand before him, others go 
Beyond illimitable space ; then curb'd 
The raging sea and chain'd with rocks around. 

I n 1859 " T h e Boys of V e n u s " reads : — 

Still neither would he his intent forego 
Nor moderate his claim, nor cease to boast 
How Chaos he subdued with radiant fire, 
How from the sky its darkness he dispell'd. 
And how the struggling planets he coerced, 
Telling them to what distance they might go, 
And chain'd the raging Ocean down with rocks. 

Both versions are fine, though the second, 
trying to foUow the La t in more closely 
line for line, abandons the freer cadences 
of the first; but is either wholly without a 
certain constraint, which we do not feel 
in even those passages of Milton most 
like Lat in ? And is there not, when we 
read the lines in Lat in , a sense, not due 
to mere knowledge of the fact, tha t we 
are reading a n original after a transla
t ion? 

Yet it is to this fact, partly, to this La t in 
savor in English, tha t not only those 
poems of Landor which were first writ ten 
in La t in , but others also, never written in 
anything but English, owe their excep
tional, evasive, almost illegitimate charm. 
Wha t , we find ourselves saying, is this un
known, exquisite thing, which yet seems 
to be not quite poetry, or is certainly un
like anything else in English poetry ? A 
perfume clings about it, as if it had been 
stored for centuries in cedar chests, and 
among spices. Nor does it fail to respond 
to its own appea l : — 

We are what suns and winds and waters make 
us. 

I have read the Hellenics, lying by the 
seashore, on warm, quiet days when I 
heard nothing bu t the monotonous repe
tition of the sea a t my feet, a n d they have 
not seemed out of key. T h e music is never 
full-throated or organ music, bu t picked 
out note by note on a reed-pipe, a slender 
sound with few intervals. And it is with 
t ruth that Landor says, in the preface to 
the edition of 1859, "Poe t ry , in our day, 
is oftener prismatic than d iaphanous : 
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this is not so: they who look into it may 
see through. If there be anywhere a few 
small air-bubbles, it yet leaves to the clear 
vision a wide expanse of varied scenery." 

In his first preface, in 1847, Landor 
had written: " It is hardly to be expected 
that ladies and gentlemen will leave on a 
sudden their daily promenade, skirted by 
Turks and shepherds and knights and 
plumes and palfreys, of the finest Tun-
bridge manufacture, to look at these rude 
frescoes, deUneated on an old wall high 
up, and sadly weak in colouring. As in 
duty bound, we can wait. The reader (if 
there should be one) will remember that 
Sculpture and Painting have never ceased 
to be occupied with the scenes and figures 
which we venture once more to introduce 
into poetry, it being our belief that what 
is becoming in two of the Fine Arts is not 
quite unbecoming in a third, the one 
which indeed gave birth to them." The 
Hellenics are all in low relief; you can 
touch their surface, but not walk round 
them. Some are moulded in clay, some 
carved in marble; all with the same dis
passionate and energetic skill of hand, 
the same austere sense of visible beauty. 
They do not imitate the variety and move
ment of life; they resemble the work of 
Flaxman rather than the work of Greek 
sculpture, and have the careful charm of 
the one rather than the restrained abun
dance of the other. They wish to be taken 
for what they are, figures in relief, har
moniously arranged, not without a rea
sonable decorative likeness to nature. 
The contours which have arrested them 
are suave, but a trifle rigid; the design 
has proportion, purity, rarely breadth or 
intensity. The planes are never obscured 
or unduly heightened; no figure, sud
denly starting into life, throws disarray 
among tlie firmly stationed or sedately 
posed figures around. 

With all his care, Landor rarely suc
ceeds in seeming spontaneous; the fastid
iousness of the choice is too conspicuous, 
and wounds the susceptibilities of the 
mind, as one who too obviously "picks 
and chooses " wounds the susceptibihties 

of a host or a friend. His touch, above 
a,ll things sensitive, sometimes misses the 
note; in evading the brutality of state
ment, he sometimes leaves his meaning 
half expressed. 

The shore was won; the fields markt out; and 
roofs 

Collected the dun wings that seek house-fare; 
And presently the ruddy-hosom'd guest 
Of winter knew the doors ; then infant cries 
Were heard within ; and lastly, tottering steps 
Pattered along the image-stationed hall. 

It is not without some intent deciphering 
that any one will realize from these hints 
that the passage of three years is meant 
to be indicated in them. Landor prefers 
to give you a sort of key, which he expects 
you to fit in the lock, and turn there; 
there is disdain in his way of stopping 
short, as with a half courteous and half 
contemptuous gesture. For the most part 
he hints at what has happened by men
tioning an unimportant, but visible, con
sequence of it. 

Landor's chief quality is sensitiveness; 
and this is seen equally in his touch on 
verse and in the temper of his daily Ufe. 
The root of irritability is sensitiveness; 
and sensitiveness is shown by Landor 
when he throws the cook out of the win
dow upon the flower-bed, and not only 
when he remembers that he has "for
gotten the violets." All his prejudices, 
unreasons, the occasional ungentlemanli-
ness of his enraged caprices, come from 
this one source. We trace it in his attitude 
of angry contempt toward Byron: " ' Say 
what you will,' once whispered a friend 
of mine, 'there are things in him strong as 
poison, and original as sin.'" We trace it 
in his refusal to call on Shelley, when the 
poet, whom he admired profoundly, was 
his neighbor in Pisa. He marries pre
cipitately, at the sight of "the nicest girl 
in the room," at a provincial ball; and 
leaves his wife in Jersey, to cross over to 
France, alone in an open boat, because 
she has reminded him before her sister 
that he is older than she is. Throughout 
life his bluster was the loud, assumed 
voice of a sensitive nature, hurt to anger 
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by every imperfection that disconcerted 
his taste. 

And sensitiveness makes his verse 
shrink away from any apparent seK-asser-
tion, all in little shivers, like the nymph's 
body at the first cold touch of the river. 
He heard a music which seemed to beat 
with too definite a measure, and he often 
draws back his finger from the string be
fore he has quite sounded the note, so 
fearful is he lest the full twang should be 
heard. The words pause half-uttered; 
what they say is never more than a part 
of what they mean, as the tune to which 
they say it always supposes a more ample 
melody completing it behind the silence. 
In that familiar ending of "The Death of 
Artemidora," — 

and now a loud deep sob 
Swell'd thro' the darken'd chamber: 'twas 

not hers, — 

we find this shy reticence, which from an 
idiosyncrasy has become almost a method. 

Landor was a scholar of beauty, and 
it was with almost too disinterested an 
homage, too assured at once and too shy, 
that he approached the Muses. "The 
kingdom of heaven sufFereth violence," 
and poetry wants to be wooed by life. 
Landor was not a strong man; he was a 
loud weak man; in his life we see the tu
mult, and only in his verse "the depth 
and not the tumult of the soul." His work 
is weakness made marmoreal; the explo
sive force tamed, indeed, but tamed too 
well, showing the lack of inner fire, so 
busy with rocks and lava on the surface. 
That is why it becomes tedious after a 
little; because life comes and goes in it 
but capriciously, like the shooting flames 
of his fife; it is not warmed steadily 
throughout. 

Something of this may have been in 
Coleridge's mind when he said, in the 
Table-Talk of January 1, 1834, "What 
is it that Mr. Landor wants, to make him 
a poet? His powers are certainly very 
considerable, but he seems to be totally 
deficient in that modifying faculty which 
compresses several units into one whole. 
The truth is, he does not possess imagina

tion in its highest form, — that of stamp
ing il piu neir ujio. Hence his poems, 
taken as wholes, are unintelhgible; you 
have eminences excessively bright, and 
all the ground around and between them 
in darkness." And he adds, "Besides 
which, he has never learned, with all his 
energy, how to write simple and lucid 
English." 

Is it, really, imagination which he 
lacks ? In some lines addressed to Barry 
Cornwall, Landor states his own theory: 

Imagination's paper kite. 
Unless the string is held in tight, 
Whatever fits and starts it takes, 
Soon bounces on the ground, and breaks. 

Landor holds in the string so tight that 
the kite never soars to the end of its 
tether. In one of his many fits of "the 
pride that apes humility," he writes: —-

And yet, perhaps, if some should tire 
Of too much froth or too much fire, 
There is an ear that may incline 
Eyen to words so dull as mine. 

He was, indeed, averse to both froth and 
fire, and there is nothing of either in his 
temperate and lofty work. Yet there are 
times when he lets his Muse grow a little 
thin on an Arab fare, dates and water, in 
his dread of letting her enter "Litera
ture's gin-palaces." 

It is in Landor's dramatic work that 
we see, perhaps more clearly than else
where, the point beyond which he could 
not go, though nowhere else in his work 
do we see more clearly his nobility of 
attitude and his command of grave and 
splendid verse. Landor's method in dia
logue is a logical method; the speeches are 
linked by a too definite and a too visible 
chain; they do not spring up out of those 
profound, subconscious affinities, which, 
in the work of the great dramatists, mimic 
nature with all her own apparent irregu
larity. Coleridge, writing of The Tem
pest, has noticed in Shakespeare, with 
deep insight: "One admirable secret of 
his art is, that separate speeches frequent
ly do not appear to have been occasioned 
by those which preceded, and which are 
onsequent upon each other, but to have 

w**«f^|af»''R'"'''«* » s i * ' " -
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arisen out of the peculiar character of the 
speaker ." How minutely Landor follows 
the mechanical regularity of logic and as
sociation of ideas will be seen if we turn 
to almost any page of his d ramas . I n the 
second scene of the second act of Count 
Julian, one speech of Jul ian 's ends : " R e 
member not our coun t ry ; " and Covilla 
echoes, — 

Not remember! 
What have the wretched else for consolation ? 

She dwells on her desire of her own 
country, a n d Ju l ian continues, rather 
than replies, — 
Wide are the regions of our far-famed land. 
Covilla responds in the same key, and 
ends her speech with the words, — 

Outcast from virtue, and from nature, too. 
I t is now Jul ian who becomes the 
echo : — 

Nature and virtue! they shall perish first. 
His long speech ends wi th a reflection 
that the villagers, if they came among 
them, — 

Would pity one another less than ns, 
In injury, disaster, or distress. 

Covilla instantly catches the word " p i ty ," 
and replies, — 

But they would ask each other whence our 
grief. 

That they might pity. 

Landor , to forestall criticism, tells us 
that Count Julian is " r a the r a dialogue 
than a d r a m a ; " bu t it adopts the dra
matic form, a n d even the form of French 
d rama , in which the entrance of a new 
speaker begins a new scene. I t could very 
well be presented by marionettes with 
sonorous voices, speaking behind the 
scenes. Landor never sees his people; 
they talk unmoved, or enunciate a sud
den emotion with unnatura l abruptness. 
T h e verse is too strict a n d stern, within 
measured Miltonic limits, for dramat ic 
speech, or even for lifelike dialogue; 
thus : — 

If strength be wanted for security, 
Mountains the guard, forbidding all approach 
With iron-pointed and uplifted gates, 
Thou wilt be welcome too in Aguilar, 
Impenetrable, marble-turreted. 

Yet there are moments when the Miltonic 
speech becomes, as it can become, naked
ly dramat ic : — 

Heaven will inflict it, and not I . . . but I 
Neither will fall alone nor live despised. 

T o Landor his own people were very 
real; and he says, " I brought before me 
the various characters, their forms, com
plexions, and step. I n the daytime I la
boured ,anda t night unburdened my mind, 
shedding many tears ." Bu t between this 
consciousness of a step heard in the mind, 
and a working knowledge of the move
ment of an actor across the stage, there is 
a great gulf; and Landor never crossed 
it. He aimed at producing the lofty effect 
of Greek tragedy, bu t in reading So
phocles he seems never to have realized 
the unerring, the infinitely ingenious 
playwright, to whom speech is first of all 
the most direct means of setting his char
acters to make his plot. Landor endows 
each of his characters with a few unvary
ing sentiments, and when several charac
ters meet in action they do bu t give dig
nified expression, each as if speaking by 
himself, to those sentiments. T h e clash 
of wills, which makes drama, may be 
loud enough somewhere off the stage, 
but here it is but "recollected in t ran
quillity." 

Landor is a great master of imagery, 
and in Gourd Julian there are many 
lines like these: — 

Gryphens and eagles, ivory and gold, 
Can add no clearness to the lamp above; 
Yet many look for them in palaces 
Who have them not, and want them not, at 

home. 

Note how precise, how visual (in his own 
remote, sumptuous way), is the image; 
and how scrupulous the exactitude of the 
thought rendered by the image. But the 
image is, after all, no more than just such 
an ornamentation of "gryphens and 
eagles, ivory and g o l d " to a thought 
separately clear in itself. T h e image is 
not itself the most vital par t of the speech. 
T a k e , again, the speech of J u h a n to 
Roderigo, in which an image is used with 
more direct a im at dramatic effect: — 
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I swerve not from my purpose : thou art mine, 
Conquer'd ; and I have sworn to dedicate, 
Like a torn banner on my chapel's roof, 
Thee to the power from whom thou hast re

belled. 

In my copy of the first collected edition of 
Landor's poems some one has marked 
these last two lines; and they are striking 
lines. But let us open Shakespeare, and 
read, say, this: — 

He was a queen's son, boys : 
And though he came our enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: though mean and mighty, 

rotting 
Together, have one dust, yet reverence, 
That angel of the world, doth make distinction 
Of place 'twixt high and low. 

Here the superb epithet, "that angel of 
the world," which seems to interrupt a 
straightforward speech, heightens it with 
meaning. The "torn banner on the 
chapel's roof" is only a decoration; it 
shows self-consciousness in the speaker, 
who thinks aside, in an unlikely way, and 
for effect. 

In the later plays and scenes, in " The 
Siege of Ancona," and in the "Beatrice 
Cenci," most notably, Landor seems to 
have more nearly mastered the dramatic 
method, partly by limiting himself to 
briefer and less complicated action; and 
he has finally adopted a style which is 
at once more flexible and more beauti
ful. In "The Siege of Ancona " there is 
a note of almost homely heroism which 
comes to one with a direct thrill; in 
"Beatrice Cenci" there is both pity and 
terror; a deep tenderness in the scene 
between Beatrice and Margarita, and, 
in the last scene, where the citizens, "a t 
a distance from the scaffold," hear the 
groans of Beatrice under torture, and 
suffer indignant agonies with each groan, 
a profound and almost painful beauty, 
at times finding relief in such lines as 
these:— 

She always did look pale, 
They tell me ; all the saints, and all the good 
And all the tender-hearted, have looked pale. 
Upon the Mount of Olives was there one 
Of dawn-red hue even before that day ? 
Among the mourners under Calvary 
Was there a cheek the rose had rested on ? 

In some of the briefer scenes, those 
single conversations in which Landor 
could be so much more himself than in 
anjrthing moving forward from scene to 
scene, there are fines that bite as well 
as shine; such lines as those of the 
drunken woman who has drowned her 
child: — 

Febe. I sometimes wish 't were back again. 
Griselda. To cry? 
Febe. Ah ! it does cry ere the first sea-mew 

cries ; 
It wakes me many mornings, many nights. 
And fields of poppies could not quiet it. 

It is, after all, for their single lines, single 
speeches, separate indications of charac
ter (the boy Csesarionin "Antony and 
Octavius," the girl Erminia in " T h e 
Siege of Ancona," a strain of nobihty in 
the Consul, of honesty in Gallus, Inez de 
Castro at the moment of her death), that 
we remember these scenes. If we could 
wholly forget much of the rest, the 
"rhetoric-roses," not always "supremely 
sweet," though "the jar is full," the lev
ity without humor, and, for the most part, 
without grace, the "giggling " women (he 
respects the word, and finds it, in good 
Greek, in Theocritus), the placid arguing 
about emotions, his own loss of interest, 
it would seem, in some of these pages 
as he wrote them, we might make for 
ourselves in Landor what Browning in 
a friendly dedication calls him, "a great 
dramatic poet," and the master of a great 
and flawless dramatic style. 

There is another whole section of 
Landor's work, consisting of epigrams 
and small poems, more numerous, per
haps, than any English poet since Her-
rick has left us. Throughout his life 
he persistently versified trifles, as per
sistently as Wordsworth, but with a very 
different intention. Wordsworth tries to 
give them a place in life, so to speak, 
talking them, as anecdotes or as re
cords of definite feelings; while Landor 
snatches at the feeling or the incident 
as something which may be cunningly 
embalmed in verse, with almost a fune
real care. Among these poems which he 
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thus wrote there are immortal successes, 
such as "Dirce" or "Rose Aylmer," with 
many memorable epitaphs and epitomes, 
and some notable satires. By their side 
there is no inconsiderable number of 
petty trivialities, graceful nothings, jo
cose or sentimental trifles. With a far 
less instinctive sense of the capacities of 
his own language than Herrick, Landor 
refused to admit that what might make 
a poem in Latin could fail to be a poem 
in English. He won over many secrets 
from that close language; but the ulti
mate secrets of his own language he 
never discovered. Blake, Shelley, Keats, 
Coleridge, Wordsworth, among his con
temporaries, could all do something that 
he could not do, something more native, 
more organically English, and therefore 
of a more absolute beauty as poetry. 
He reads Pindar for his "proud compla
cency and scornful strength. K I could," 
he says, "resemble him in nothing else, 
I was resolved to be as compendious 
and as exclusive." From Catullus he 
learned more, and his version of one 
of the lighter poems of Catullus has its 
place to-day, as if it were an original com
position, among the mass of his collected 
lyrics, where it is not to be distinguished 
from the pieces surrounding it. Yet, if 
you will compare any of Landor's trans
lations, good as they are, with the original 
Latin, you will see how much of the 
energy has been smoothed out, and you 
will realize that, though Catullus in Lan
dor's English is very like Landor's Eng
lish verse, there is something, of infinite 
importance, characteristic ahke of Catul
lus and of poetry, which has remained be
hind, uncapturable. 

Is it that, in Coleridge's phrase, "he 
does not possess imagination in its high
est form ? " Is it that, as I think, he was 
lacking in vital heat ? 

No poet has ever been a bad prose 
writer, whenever he has cared to drop 
from poetry into prose; but it is doubtful 
whether any poet has been quite so fine, 
accomplished, and persistent a prose-
writer as Landor. "Poetry," he tells us. 

in one of his most famous passages, "was 
always my amusement, prose my study 
and business. I have published five vol
umes of Imaginary Conversations: cut 
the worst of them thro' the middle, and 
there will remain in this decimal fraction 
quite enough to satisfy my appetite for 
fame. I shall dine late; but the dining-
room will be well lighted, the guests few 
and select." Without his prose Landor is 
indeed but half, if he is half, himself. His 
verse at its best has an austere nobility, 
a delicate sensitiveness, the qualities of 
marble or of onyx. But there is much also 
which is no more than a graceful trifling, 
the verse of a courtly gentleman, who, as 
he grows older, takes more and more as
siduous pains in the shaping and polish
ing of compliments. It is at its best when 
it is most personal, and no one has written 
more nobly of himself, more calmly, with 
a more lofty tenderness for humanity seen 
in one's small, private looking-glass. But 
the whole man never comes alive into the 
verse, body and soul, but only as a stately 
presence. 

He has put more of himself into his 
prose, and it is in the prose mainly that 
we must seek the individual features of 
his soul and temperament. Every phrase 
comes to us with the composure and so
lemnity of verse, but with an easier car
riage under restraint. And now he is talk
ing, with what for him is an eagerness and 
straightforwardness in saying what he 
has to say, — the "beautiful thoughts" 
never "disdainful of sonorous epithets." 
And you discover that he has much more 
to say than the verse has quite fully hint
ed at: a whole new hemisphere of the 
mind becomes visible, completing the 
sphere. And in all his prose, though only 
in part of his verse, he has the qualities 
which he attributes to Pindar: "rejec
tion of what is light and minute, disdain 
of what is trivial, and selection of those 
blocks from the quarry which will bear 
strong strokes of the hammer and retain 
all the marks of the chisel." He wrote 
far more prose than verse, concentrating 
his maturest years upon the writing of 
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prose. Was it, then, that his genius was to this quality that he owes the greater 
essentially a prose genius, and that it was among the excellencies of his prose. In the 
only when he turned to prose that, in the expression of his genius he was ambidex-
fullest sense, he found himself ? I do not trous, but neither in prose nor in verse 
think it can be said that the few finest was he able to create life in his own 
things in Landor's verse are excelled by image. No one in prose or in verse has 
the best of the many fine things in his written more finely about things; but he 
prose; but the level is higher. His genius writes about them, he does not write 
was essentially that of the poet, and it is them. 

PULVIS ET UMBRA 

BY EDWARD N. POMEROY 

W H E N thou art lying under ground, 
Beyond the reach of sight and sound, 
The world will still go round and round; 

But, troubled not by fool or wise. 
Unheeding all beneath the skies. 
Shadow and dust will thee suffice. 

The youth and maid, who stroll above, 
Will dream their dream, and deem it love; 
But thee, beneath, it will not move. 

With all the art that song employs 
The birds will celebrate their joys. 
But not for thee their amorous noise. 

Without the least concern of thine 
Will June bestow her days divine, 
October spUl celestial wine. 

And Nature change, with changed dress. 
From loveliness to loveliness 
That nevermore will thee impress. 

However dear thy fame to thee, 
With generations soon to be 
It will not be a memory. 

Though thou wast beautiful or brave, 
Nor love nor gratitude will save 
Thy desolate, defenseless grave. 
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