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ORLD-CRISES are always preceded by world-prophets. The

artist is the secret incarnation of the Zeitgeist; his contem-
poraries always fail to recognize him even as an artist, unless he
live long enough to impose his will upon them, and so see the world
swing slowly towards his sun.

I am fortunate in that, young as I still am, I behold the estab-
lishment of the moral principles for which I fought even as a boy.
I see the death agony of sham religion, the destruction of that cave
of petty tyrannies and narrow ideals that the “good” called the
“home,” the general recognition of what was then called degen-
eracy, but was in truth moral courage asserting its divine destiny,
as part of the normal life of the best men. Hypocrisy is squirming
still, but such is the habit of slain reptiles. So, before I am forty,
I find the world almost an ideal place to live in. Being an optimist,
I had hoped much; but this greatest thing I had hardly dared to
hope, the dissolution of Syphilization in universal war. Only in
my prophet-mood could I speak it aloud.

I feel that there is a certain historical importance in making
this claim, for the Celtic race, the holy clan that derive even their
blood from Osiris and Isis, must constantly deserve the golden harp
upon the banner of green, the symbol of poetic inspiration, and the
older banner, the sun blaze, which I bear on my own shield, token
of the fatherhood of Apollo.

For there were prophets in the shrine before me, and it is of
them I speak. The weapon of one was music, of the other philos-
ophy. And these two men understood what was seething in Europe,
were torn by the throes of the birth of this giant child of Time,



