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¢ ) elal! toute la Chine est par terre en moreesox [
Ce vase piile et doux eomme un reflet des ean,
Convert d'ofseauz, de fleurs, de fraity, et des mensonges
De ce vague idéal qui sort du bleu des songes,
Ce vase unique, étrange, impossible, engonrdi,
Gardant sur Tui le elair de lune en plein midi,
Qui paraissait vivaot, ou luisait une damme,
Qui semblait presgue un monatre et semblait presque

nne Ame.'
— Vioror Hueo (L€ Foi Casedl
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PREFACE

It is a perilons adventure —the writing of
a preface, however brief, to one's own poems.
For one may be tempted to re-state matters
that could find their full elucidation only
in the verses themselves. Tennyson once re-
marked that poetry is like shot silk, glancing
with many colours; and any attempt to define
its meanings is as great a mistake as the attempt
of nineteenth-century materialism to enclose
the infinite universe in its logical nut-shells.
Through poetry alome, whether of deeds or
words, thought or colour, passion or marble,
is it possible to approach the Infinite, or as
Blake did : —

iTo gee a world in o grain of sand,
A heaven in a wild flower;
Hold Infinity in the palmn of your hand,
And Eternity in an hour,

But this revelation is the sole end and object

of all true art; and 1 hope it may not be
ix



