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Horus, the God of War. And so secret and so awful was this labor
that no poet could join their godly company, else it may be the birth
had been hasted and the child still-born. Even now when he is
come, he appears in so black a veil that men, remembering the
prophet of Khorassan, shudder and pass on.

But after the rule of the prophet comes the rule of the king. In
the world-crisis which they foresee arises the hero. And just as
they are forced to prophesy against their will, so often enough the
hero is a man of peace. Any one wh3 has studied the history of
Napoleon with broad clear vision will not read ambition, but neces-
sity, in his campaigns. The shallow mind forgets that at that time
France, already self-mutilated and bleeding from the revolution,
was beset by the armies of the world. Napoleon saved France from
Bourbon sloth, stupidity and selfishness in the hour of the ruin they
had brought about. His subsequent wars were the fruits of his past
victories. If you disturb equilibrium ever so little the whole uni-
verse shakes. In order to readjust the machinery which has slipped
a single cog, it may sometimes be necessary to scrap the whole plant
and rebuild it from new material. It is impossible to localize war.
For the moment the affair may be prevented from spreading, but
the force continues to operate invisibly.

So by the irony of the gods the warrior king is often a man
of peace. The popular mind is unable to perceive these subtleties.
It tends to regard Julius Caesar as a warrior rather than as a
legislator, and Mohammed to this day is considered rather as the
conqueror than as the greatest author and lawgiver of the Christian
era, the man who built up a civilization whose essential force
carried Europe through the dark ages, and prevented the destruc-
tion of knowledge from being complete.

Thus, it being necessary for the popular mind to interpret the
prophets in some concrete manner, the popular imagination seizes
on some convenient figure and makes him a hero. There he stands,
in marble sometimes, more often in bronze, but always colossal,
with the inscription “Hail Saviour of the World” upon the ped-
estal.

In the present crisis there are more pigmies than men. Obscene
dwarfs like George V, pot-bellied bourgeois like Poincaré, could
only become heroic by virtue of some Rabelais magic-wand. Joffre
and Kitchener are quiet business-like subordinates with no qualities
that can seize the reins of the horses of Apollo. The Czar is a
nobody.

But there is no necessity to scek so far. The lavish gods have





