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the quality that Castor and Pollux had for Rome. He seems
omniscient, omnipotent, omnipresent, the very angel of God. ter-
rible and beautiful, sent to save the Fatherland from savage foes.
Even if he perish, he will not perish as a man. He will acquire
the radiance of Milton’s Satan, and go down the ages as the hero
of the great lost cause of humanity.

None will know the place of his burial. Legends will grow
up around him as they did for Christ, for Balder, for Adonis, for
Arthur, for Mohammed, for Napoleon. “He is not really dead;
he will come again to lead his people to the final triumph,” will
be the word in the mouth of every peasant, and a subconscious
hope in the heart of every noble. The poet will know that this
is mystically true; for he knows that there is no death, that charac-
ter is more permanent than flesh and blood, that men are in truth
the incarnation of some god. He knows that the hero, compact of
myth, is yet more real than the historical figure of the man him-
self. Imagination holds more truth than science; art is real, life
is illusion. For art holds the idea complete and pure, the divine
thought clothed about with beauty. Art formulates deity; art,
from the quarries of the amorphous earth, builds its imperishable
palace of white marble, or of onyx, porphyry and malachite.

Ave, Guglielme! Rex, imperator! Hail, Saviour of the world,
that, clad in golden armor, with the helm of holiness, wieldest the
sword! Hail, sovereign and saviour, that healest all the disease
of the ages, that hurlest back the heathen from the sacred realm.

Welcome to the world that lay in anguish, hungering for thy
dawn, O sun of righteousness! The holy kings of old salute thee;
the prophets anoint thee with the oil of benediction; they offer
thee the crown of Europe. The poets see thee, and know thee;
their songs weave silken veils about thine armor!

Ave, Guglielme, rex, imperator!



