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Preface





Is our life aught but a series of preludes to that unknown chant, whereof Death intones the first solemn note? Love forms the magical aurora of all life; but whose may be the lot wherein the first raptures of happiness are not interrupted by some storm of which the baleful breath dissipates his fair illusions, of which the fatal lightning’s consume his altar; and what sorely wounded soul is there which, emerging from such a tempest, does not seek reposeful oblivion amid the soothing calm of pastoral retreats? Nevertheless, man but seldom resigns himself long to the enjoyment of the beneficent tepidity whose charm welcomed him to Nature’s breast; and when the “trumpet-call to arms shall ring out,” he rushes to the post of danger, whatever be the war which summons him to the ranks, that in and through the combat he may regain full self-consciousness and the full command of his powers.





* Meditations poetiques.  


