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In a letter dated August 16, 1820,Keats suggests that Shelley "curb
[his] magnanimity. . . be more of an artist, and 'load every rift' of [his]
subject with ore"(perkins 1235). If, as Kenneth Muir offers, the allusion
is to Shelley's prolificity as well as his passion for reform (142)1,we know
that Shelley viewed his outpouring rather more positively than did
Keats. In the Preface to Prometheus Unbound, Shelley asserts:

Whatever talents a person may possess to amuse and instruct
others, be they ever so inconsiderable, he is yet bound to exert
them: if his attempt be ineffectual, let the punishment of an
unaccomplished purpose have been sufficient. (136)2

Shelley sees as his duty, then, a continued application of his talents for
the instruction of others.

Iris Murdoch, whom I increasingly see as a neo-romantic, perhaps
politically and aesthetically a neo-Shelleyan, comments on her own
similar fecundity through the character of Arnold Baffin, the more
prolific author in her novel, The Black Prince (1973). Harshly criticized
by the serious, slower, more painstaking writer, Bradley Pearson, Arnold
responds: "The years pass and one has only one life. If one has a thing
at all one must do it and keep on and on and on trying to do it better"
(172). Indeed, Murdoch, like Shelley, keeps "on and on trying to do it
better"a because both writers, I think, view their work as they view the
moral life: as "a task which does not come to an end" (Berthoff 147).

For both Murdoch and Shelley morality and love are indissolubly
connected. For both, "The great secret of morals is Love" (Defence 487),a
concept that both define as imaginative, selfless involvement with
otherness. In The Defence of Poetry, Shelley defines love as "a going out
of our own nature, and an identification of ourselves with the beautiful
which exists in thought, action, or person not our own" (487). Similarly,
Murdoch explains that love is "the extremely difficult realization that
something other than oneself is real" ("The Sublime and the Good" 52),
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