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PREFACE

the immediate present there is no perfection, no con-
summation, nothing finished. The strands are all
flying, quivering, intermingling into the web, the
waters are shaking the moon. There is no round,
consummate moon on the face of running water, nor
on the face of the unfinished tide. There are no
gems of the living plasm. The living plasm vibrates
unspeakably, it inhales the future, it exhales the past,
- it is the quick of both, and yet it is neither. There
is no plasmic finality, nothing crystal, permanent. If
we try to fix the living tissue, as the biologists fix it
with formation, we have only a hardened bit of the
past, the bygone life under our observation.

Life, the ever-present, knows no ﬁtiality, no fin-
ished crystallisation. The perfect rose is only a
running flame, emerging and flowing off, and never
in any sense at rest, static, finished. Herein lies its
transcendent loveliness. The whole tide of all life
and all time suddenly heaves, and appears before us
as an apparition, a revelation. We look at the very
white quick of nascent creation. A water-lily heaves
herself from the flood, looks round, gleams, and is
gone. We have seen the incarnation, the quick of
the ever-swirling flood. We have seen the invisible.
We have seen, we have touched, we have partaken
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PREFACE

in its own mouth. There is no static perfection,

none of that finality which we find so satisfying be- )

cause we are so frightened.

Much has been written about free verse. But all |
that can be said, first and last, is that free verse is,
or should be direct utterance from the instant, whole
man. It is the soul and the mind and body surging
at once, nothing left out. They speak all together.
There is some confusion, some discord. But the con-
fusion and the discord only belong to the reality, as
noise belongs to the plunge of water. It is no use
inventing fancy laws for free verse, no use drawing
a melodic line which all the feet must toe. Free
verse toes no melodic line, no matter what drill-
sergeant. Whitman pruned away his clichés — per-
haps his clichés of rhythm as well as of phrase. And
this is about all we can do, deliberately, with free /
verse. We can get rid of the stereotyped move-
ments and the old hackneyed associations of sound or
sense. We can break down those artificial conduits
and canals through which we do so love to force our
utterance. We can break the stiff neck of habit.
We can be in ourselves spontaneous and flexible as
flame, we can see that utterance rushes out without
artificial foam or artificial smoothness. But we can-
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PREFACE

all creation, is the incarnate, carnal self. Poetry
gave us the clue: free verse: Whitman. Now we
know.

The ideal — what is the ideal? A figment. An
abstraction. A static abstraction, abstracted from
life. It is a fragment of the before or the after.
It is a crystallised aspiration, or a crystallised re-
membrance: crystallised, set, finished. It is a thing
set apart, in the great storehouse of eternity, the
storehouse of finished things.

We do not speak of things crystallised and set
apart. We speak of the instant, the immediate self,
the very plasm of the self. We speak also of free
verse.

All this should have come as a preface to “ Look!
We have Come Through.” But is it not better to
publish a preface long after the book it belongs to
has appeared? For then the reader will have had
his fair chance with the book, alone.

D. H. LAWRENCE.

Pangbourne, 1919.
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