






















































































THE THEOSOPHICAL PATH 

through at any time, a pearled and peacocked splendor gleaming through 
the green quietude and flower-bright spaces; and there must be no peril 
of brawling and roystering in such a presence. - As for you yourself, 
my lord, I guess you mainly affect the main garden and the sunniest 
magnificence of it ; you go daily by the fountains, and watch the glitter 
of their lustred waters, to catch their sparkle for your prose. -- You 
have made the whole place nobly Elizabethan : it is an imagination glow­
ing up into splendid form : a grand adjustment of the inner and the 
outer : - which also was the literary achievement of the age. 

- And then from this profuse princeliness you lead us into the third 
part, the heath, where form disappears, and all is " framed as much as 
may be to a natural wildness. "  Sooth to say, we might have expected 
the green and the main garden and the side grounds from you ; but this 
heath, no ; only one man in your time moved at all freely in such scenes 
as these. But indeed, I understand you have more allowed it to be, as 
perceiving the need for it in the grand scheme and symbol, than ex­
pressly brought it into being for your own delight. You can stand in 
the arch of the hedge, and look forth, and point out to us the main f ea­
tures ; but you do not yourself use to walk here often, I think : you give 
no hint as to what shall bound or be found on its further limits ; as if  
you had hardly been out there to see. The magic of wild nature is  the 
aim ; but it is a wild nature made sweet and fragrant with all the most 
alluring of garden flowers. No trees, but thickets of sweetbriar and 
honeysuckle, " and some wild vine amongst ; and the ground to be set 
with violets, strawberries and primroses ; for these are sweet, and prosper 
in the shade " (of the thickets) ; " and these to be in the heath here and 
there, not in any order."  And there are to be roses and juniper, 
holly and barberries, red currants, gooseberries, rosemary and bays. 
- So here, louting as beseems, we will take our leave of you, my lord. . . . 

- He has brought us, you observe, from a green fair simplicity to a 
grand complexity and opulence of design ; and then on out to a sim­
plicity again, but one that has learned all the lessons of the complex and 
transcended them ; -which three things are a pattern of the universe 
and the whole Cycle of the Soul. - Here in this last stage man's work 
melts into the infinite and the vast wizardry of nature. And what is 
that wizardry - that part of natural beauty which does not refresh or 
soothe the senses, but excites the soul to wonder and worship, and whis­
pers to us that we are vaster than we seem, important co-workers with 
the Eternal? I think it is the aftermath of human consciousness that 
has passed on into the superhuman. I think that that Presence, that 
wonder, mystery, awe, 

" Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, " 
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and whose inspiration is to be felt without us as well as within us, is not 
merely an actual something, but an aggregate of qualities that have 
once been human . . . . .  

To this heath there is no defined boundary ; we are not told how the 
estate should be bordered, nor what lies beyond this far end and going 
forth. But indeed, it is easily discovered. I t  is a land of purple moun­
tains, where you may hear magical flutings blown along the wind at any 
time ; it is a land of dim forests, where infinite calm mystery leans brood­
ing evermore over the inaccessible remote seas of tree-tops. It is the 
native home, the realized dominion, of 

" The light that never was on sea or land, 
The consecration and the poet'� dream. " 

Milton, m his younger days, walked in this heath occasionally, 

" To behold the wandering moon 
Riding near her highest noon ; "  

Shakespeare, belated in the garden once, dreamed a dream here, of a 
midsummer night ; and here, another time, Perdita gave him flowers ; 
and here, on the very edge of it, he heard Ariel fill the air with a thousand 
twangling instruments. But these two were bold adventurers ; it is 
mostly to the poets of a later age that the heath belongs ; the men of 
a hundred years ago came into it at their will, and even pitched their 
tents among the thickets. Over those mountains yonder Wordsworth 
many times watched the sunset, and heard eternal voices calling out of 
the Alone ; and down in the hollow there, in a company of jocund daffo­
dils, he became merry because of the infinite merriness of God. - And 
here you may often watch Shelley's bird rise from her nest (it is by a 
little heap set with germander, that gives a good flower to the eye) ; 
and presently, when the far hills are wine-dark, and a cool breeze is 
blowing out of the heart of the evening, and the west is empurpled, and 
with a splash of liquid gold in the midst of it, you may see her ft.oat and 
run in the molten lightnings of the sunset ; and you will be aware that 
she is indeed no bird at all, but a singing spirit let loose from the 
earth, and by a divine irresistible gravitation of her own, ascending 
into heaven . . . 

And then the sun will set, and after a while the moon rises over those 
mysterious mountains beyond there - over the Forests of Faerie that 
are beyond the limits of the heath, and over the rim of the world. And 
the tops of the far trees will be dusked and silvered ; a great stillness 
comes down over the world. And that stillness will grow uneasy and 
apprehensive ; a�d there is a murmur, a stirring of the ether among 
the leaves ; and drops of song fall into the crystal waters of the young 
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night, and ripple out to the edges of space and time, till even Silence 

" Is took ere she is ware, and wishes she might 
Forget her nature, and be never more 
Still to be so displaced. . 

And it is the Bird of birds is singing : she is endowing with God's 
most secret magic, in the embalmed darkness, the 

" vVh;te hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine ; 
Fast fading violets covered up with leaves ; 

And mid-May's eldest child, 
The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves; " 

it is Keats 's bird is singing : whose name is Poetry : whose name is Beauty 
Unattainable and Eternal : 

" The same that oft-time hath 
Charmed magic casements . . 

ARCHITECTURAL NOTES : THE CIRCULAR FORM 

IN C URRENT ARCHITECTURE : by Leonard Lester ��,_.��·· ;; NOTEWORTHY departure in the architectural tendencies � :;/ of today is seen in the adoption of the circular form of building 

y�� for the new Court House now being erected in New York 
� on the east side lower section of the city. 

From the interesting description of the building which we print 
below, it would appear that the adoption of the circular scheme has 
entailed no sacrifice of its practical efficiency ; on the contrary, more 
ideal conditions of plan and arrangement, lighting, circulation, etc . ,  
have been realized than are usually met with in the rectangular type 
of structure. The circular scheme has, furthermore, a comprehensive 
simplicity which unites all its parts, - a harmony of design in its in­
terior and exterior aspects, and is a fitting expression of the purposes 
to which the building is dedicated. 

The following is an extract from an article published in The Art World 
for September, 1917, with illustrations from drawings by the architect, 
Mr. Guy Lowell : 

J\ NEW YORK COURT HOUSE 
A Court encloses an Ancient Temple or Church 

" When we say that it is a building with a heart and that it is built round one central idea, 
one imposing thought, it is  not meant as a slight, still less as a criticism, of other public buildings, 
but rather as a salute to the manner in which this difficult problem has been attacked, also to 
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the manner in which the architect has won out, and that without any sacrifice to dramatic 
strength. When completed it will he singularly impressive, with much of the majesty of the 
Roman Colosseum. 

" It shows that it paid to study the building from the ground up, beginning and staying 
by the plan, working from the center outward instead of from the street frontage - in com­
pliance with some idealistic conception of the drawing office - the more usual way. The 
scheme is plucky. We are stating facts. Wholesome it is  and economical of space and dollars. 
The remarkable thing about it  is  that with all the public buildings with which our architects 
have been entrusted of late, no one seems to have thought of the circular scheme or has had 
the patience, and the audacity, as one may say, to work it out. 

" Many a building in this city is known for its conventional fai,;ade, its sculptured pedi­
ments or friezes which are often grand in idea and enrich, even ennoble, the street. They 
smile upon open squares, but forbiddingly, coldly turn their backs upon the people, defying 
at times, concealing, even misleading the observer as to their purpose, and so prove simply 
further monuments to the aesthetic taste of a few. 

" The New York Court House is  not one monument more which has been studied 
for its dramatic value from the sidewalk. It is not one more tower which, sky-scraper fashion, 
adds to the interest of the horizon line when viewed from a distance ; it is not the reproduction 
of some classic building . . to be revered for its association. It is not awe-inspiring, grim, 
and superior when seen through t he network of thoroughfares that bisect the lower portion 
of our city - part of a series of i mpressionistic fapdes, towering up austere, self-satisfied -
the product of a stern acceptance of certain rigid laws of the Renaissance, or classic in its 
most uncompromising school. Obviously, it is, on the face of it,  a building singularly un­
affected, monumental in the sense that it accepts gracefully the great privilege of service ; 
and yet there is not here any one grand front. It is all front ; whithersoever we look a calm 
quiet countenance confronts us, and it is  so planned as to add greatly to the material comfort 
of those who live in it. . . . 

" The central idea round which the courts assemble might be likened to what remains of 
Agrippa's creation, the Pantheon. There is something particularly appropriate and significant 
in the hemispheral dome. It recalls Agrippa's temple to all the gods, and is probably 
the most i mpressive interior in the world. This is said to be due to the lighting, to the deeply 
coffered dome, which with its square panels surrounds the l antern light, and to the manner 
in which the dome is  supported by a colonnading. The colonnading . . bisects the building, 
running at right angles and forms the outlines of a Greek Cross making in that manner four 
equally important entrances accented by larger columns on the outer walls. 

" In scale the New York Court House is big. In actual inches it will he as !argc as the 
Colosseum, measuring the diameter of that wonder in its narrowest way . "  

Describing the location of the new building and its associations, 
the writer continues : 

" a  short distance from the Tombs, grim and terrible, a place of a hundred crimes, . .  and 
1t is in the middle o f  this turmoil that a white building is slowly rising, a building typifying 
t he square deal bet ween man and his neighbor. "  

If  we  consider the finer significance of  architectural design, this in­
novation may perhaps be interpreted as a sign of the times marking a 
transition in the development of our civic architecture, and foreshadowing 
a future when it shall be supported and inspired by a broader conception 
of man's nature and needs and more universal ends than those which 
bind us to the pursuit of a merely material satisfaction and culture. 
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The creative genius of the architect has for long been cramped and wing­
clipped in the service of adapting structural forms inherited from classical 
models to the ends which our commercial and social life impose. Even 
thus shackled, it has produced many works of great classic beauty, and 
in this country its vitality and resource are seen in the daring and mechani­
cal ingenuity which has developed the sky-scraper and other forms of 
industrial architecture. 

But surely the awakening art-genius of the race must find its true 
power through a knowledge and practice of the same fundamental laws 
of harmony which shall regenerate human life, and in their light, re­
dedicate itself to the upward path of human service. Its singleness of 
purpose will then dissipate the confusion of accumulated half-truths 
and fragments of the wreckage of past ages, not only present with us in 
the crumbling forms of devitalized religipns and philosophies, but also 
in our motley use of architectural styles. And its restored equilibrium 
will bring to a focus the blurred images of its dreams, and with clear 
vision and a new power of synthesis it will shape for itself a living style, 
nobler harmonies of form. 

The use of the circular form and of curvature in architecture offers 
a theme of deep interest. Its appearance in prehistoric monuments of 
the greatest antiquity, in all parts of the world, is evidence of the uni­
versality of its symbolism. 

The circle, being a more perfect form than the square and possessing 
higher symbolic relations, is potentially the unit of expression of a higher 
order of structural harmony, capable of infinite modification ; �md in­
herent in the rhythms of curvature is a suggestion of the universal and 
the infinite - the sphere-music of cyclic law. 

That the circular form has been successfully applied in the case of 
an important modern public building is proof that it is susceptible of 
further development and adaptation to the conditions of our life of today. 
That these conditions are not favorable to great or enduring forms of 
architecture is fully recognised, by none more than the architects them­
selves ; they await the renewal which will correspond to a change in the 
heart-motive of mankind upon which the whole fabric of our outer life 
is woven. The congested life of our great cities with their competitive 
strife in the pursuit of notoriety, wealth, and pleasure, finds fitting ex­
pression in the towering ' sky-scrapers. '  Yet impressive as these may 
be in their assertion of material power - this can claim no kinship with 
the calm beneficent power of great architecture. Their feverish energy 
is that of battling Titans, and the mood they inspire recalls the excla­
mation of the old Buddhist lama in Kim, fresh from his mountain monas-
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tery in Tibet, as he entered the grim iron railway station at Benares : 
" This is the work of devils. "  

When this titan strength, released from the bondage o f  an iron age, 
shall help to shape new conditions, - the destruction of its own former 
creations may be the first of its regenerative labors. 

The keynote of these new conditions will be devotion of the individual 
to the public welfare. This spirit, animating our civilization, would 
surely bring about a changed aspect in its outer life -- in the general 
constructive scheme of our cities -- permitting a really great architecture 
to flourish. It would introduce a higher science in the economics of time, 
space, and labor, in their relation to constructive design and arrange­
ment - the planning of buildings and thoroughfares - than those which 
govern a machine-made civilization. 

Public buildings would be numerous, living symbols of beauty and 
power, varied and related to each other in the order of their importance 
and purpose. Private resi�ences would be simple and unpretentious 
because the individual would find his work and inspiration in the service 
of that universal life in which he would become a conscious sharer. 

And what is this scheme but an application of the laws of architectural 
proportion to human life? Imagine the possibilities of this spirit animat­
ing the individuals of a city, a state, a nation, and the international 
relations of the whole world ! That such a condition is possible is proven 
by the life here at Lomaland so international in character because 
it is a co-operative expression of man's varied racial elements - a co­
operation which is not dependent on external similarity of nature or 
tastes ; so closely in touch with the life of Humanity because its power 
is an interior one, reaching beyond the outer differences of race, tongue, 
or creed. 

Of this larger life the beautiful circular Temple, (The Aryan Memorial 
Temple, or Temple of Peace, familiar to readers of this magazine and to 
thousands of visitors) designed, built and dedicated by Katherine Tingley 
nearly eighteen years ago, is an architectural symbol, and a prophecy 
- - a pervading influence of harmony felt under its varied aspects of light 
and color like the recurring motif of a sublime musical symphony. 

THE subject of all the states of consciousness is a real unit-being, called 
Mind ; which is of non-material nature, and acts and develops according 
to laws of its own, but is specially correlated with certain material molecules 
and masses forming the substance of the Brain.- George T. Ladd 
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STUD I ES I N  VERGI L :  by J. 0. Kinnaman, A. M. , Ph. D.  

PART I I I  - Dmo 

I 

;[0 '!fi.�/'#� 0 episode in all literature has wielded a broader and deeper 
� 5 '")� � influence upon the thoughts and feelings of European peoples 
�l°J "\'! � than the Dido episode of the Aeneid. In its appeal, it is 
""'�==�-� universal ; it touches the life-spring of the better side of 
human nature ; it is the theme of themes, life itself. 

Vergil ruined, for the great majority of readers, the rest of the Aeneid 
when he penned this throbbing love-story. It is the episode by which 
Vergil lifted himself among the great poets. Ovid tells us that the Dido 
was a favorite in his day. Macrobius informs us that sculptors, painters, 
artists of all kinds, ever employed the theme set forth by Vergil. The 
poet did not invent the story of Aeneas and Dido, for the tale already 
existed in several forms, its oldest form in Roman literature being found 
in the poem of Naevius, ' The Punic War

'
. '  In this poem, or Annals 

in poetic form, Aeneas and Dido formed the background. But in Vergil 
the opposite is true ; the historical is the background for the legendary. 
Dido and Aeneas form an episode in the Punic War of Naevius. The 
Punic War is no episode in the Aeneid, yet it is the foundation of the 
Aeneid. We can ever feel the memories, the love and hate of that ti­
tanic struggle pulsing through the narrative. Every Roman could not 
but feel his blood stirred by the events of the then world-struggle, though 
past for nearly two centuries. I f  Vergil wished to make his poem the 
national epic, he could not afford to neglect a theme so potent in the 
national life as the Punic Wars. 

He makes his hero and heroine each the representative of the genius 
of a race. He leaves the petty behind him, and elevates accident, petty 
jealousy, individual greed to a higher plane, namely, the philosophy of 
history : the inevitable clash of two diametrically opposite civilizations. 

Historically, Carthage and Rome fought for the possession of Sicily 
and the rule of the Mediterranean sea, in other words, a struggle of greed 
with greed. Such is the historian's view-point. But that is not all of it. 
There exists a deeper significance, i.  e.,  the philosophy of the whole mat­
ter. Each nation, like an individual, has a mission to fulfil, a life to 
live, a death to die. Each nation seeks a fulfilment of that life. Rome 
and Carthage were both working out their destinies, and they came 
into conflict in doing so. It was a struggle of ideas and ideals far more 
than a struggle for territory and trade control. Let us examine the 
subject somewhat in detail. 

The cause of the Trojan War, as previously shown, was first, to 
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gain control of  trade routes ; second, that ever constant struggle between 
Oriental and Occidental ideas and ideals. Oriental ideas and ideals had 
crystallized, become stagnant, there was no progress, no innovation ; 
the individual was nothing, the state everything. There was no ex­
pression for the individual except the despot who was the government, 
and even he was ringed about with bands of steel in the form of pre­
cedent and religious formulae from which he could seldom break. 

The Occidental was just the opposite. Progress, innovation, was 
the rule. It was expected. The individual sought ever to express him­
self in multitudinous and divers ways. The state existed for the in­
dividual, and not the individual for the state. Religion developed the 
person ; it did not hold him in abject slavery. The ruler was the re­
presentative of the sovereign will of all the people governed, and not 
a ruler because of the chance of birth. 

Greece was the champion of free thought, progress in politics and 
religion, innovation in education, art, literature, science ; in short, the 
champion of the humanities. Persia was the representative of the very 
opposite. They came into conflict in the memorable Graeco-Persian 
War. Occidentalism prevailed, and held at bay the Oriental dragon, 
Stagnation, until the budding Greek civilization could grow to full 
bloom and hand its fruit on to the west, i. e. , to Rome. Then Rome 
in the vigor of her youth must finish the struggle. Oriental ideas and 
ideals were nurtured and nursed on the northern coast of Africa, " op­
posite Italy and the Tiber's mouth, "  at Carthage, the western represen­
tative of orientalism. Here the civilization grew, flourished, and waxed 
strong. One hundred miles separated it from the stronghold of progress. 
It was inevitable that the two civilizations should come into conflict. 
Sicily was the mere vehicle or medium that precipitated the struggle. 
The Punic Wars were the concluding and closing scenes begun at Mara­
thon. Vergil names this force or power that draws the two nations into 
death struggle -- Fatum. The nation that has the larger ideas and 
ideals will win, for strength of army and navy will gravitate to that side. 

Besides the main issue of any conflict, there always enter some sub­
ordinate ones. These issues become complicated and confused, making 
it difficult for actors contemporaneous with events to distinguish that 
which is right and that which is wrong, and, as a result, men with right 
motives take the wrong side. This confusion of issues is the foundation 
upon which all tragedy is built, and in actual life, the only source from 
which it springs. In the study of these issues involving nations, the 
problem puts itself nearly upon the plane of the abstract, and the solu­
tion of the problem is not so difficult. But when the stage is reduced, 
the actors not nations but individuals, then the solution is very difficult, 
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for we have a conflict of ideas and ideals, purposes and passions of indi­
vidual men and women. The principles they maintain cross and recross, 
until the result is an entangled web in which it is very difficult to follow 
any one thread ; in addition there is the reaction of personality upon 
personality, and the personal equation ever to be taken into account. 
Under such conditions our sympathy, our instinct of race, nation, and 
environment, play upon our heart strings, and judgment abdicates m 
favor of the other impulses of our nature. 

We are far enough removed in time from the Punic Wars for us to 
see and reduce the issue between Carthage and Rome to its simplest 
terms : the conflict of two civilizations. That was true even in Vergil's 
day. He saw it clearly. He let his hero and heroine represent national 
types, types of civilization, but kept them individuals, personal and 
human. The poet touches the universal heart of mankind, for in the 
person of his two creatures, he lets us see the same kind of warfare that 
is going on in the heart of each of us, the conflict between love and duty, 
each pulling in opposite direction. Our sympathy is touched just in 
proportion to our experience. vVe cannot be touched by anything not 
within the scope of our experience . The broader our experience, the 
broader and deeper our sympathy. Everything must come within the 
realms of experience. Only through the particular can we apprehend 
the universal . Vergil used this law to show the universal through the 
particular. 

If we take it for granted that Vergil took his theme from Naevius, 
it is not probable that his treatment followed the line of the older poet. 
It is patent that Vergil used Greek tragedy as his model. He was a close 
student of Euripides who delights to show the conflict of character with 
character, the play of passion and principle, especially that involving 
woman. Hecuba, Andromache, and Alcestis are pictures of woman as 
mother and wife. It  was for Euripides to open in literature a new phase 
which it has never lost, viz: the love-theme. He gives us this in the 
Phaedra. This note is first struck in the Hippolytus, never to be lost 
from that day to this. After the conquest of Alexander, attention was 
turned from the state to the individual, and it gave man an opportunity 
to study the motive force behind all action. In other words, the love 
story became very popular and so still remains. 

Vergil experiments with the theme in the Eclogs, but he fails to arouse 
enthusiasm on the part of the reader. They are fine, worthy, and amiable 
young people, but they do not impress one as being seriously in love. 
Deliberate periods do not impress one with the throbbing impulses of 
the heart. The sentences must be short, sharp, direct, and to the point, 
in order to convey to the reader the impress of the master passion. 
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The abnormal mind does not appeal t o  Vergil. H e  takes man and 
woman as he finds them in actual life ; love, hate, longings, hopes ; the 
aspirations, the bitter disappointments of a feminine heart, and puts 
them on the screen for our inspection ; also the duty, the ambitions, the 
religious ideals of a man, setting the opposite forces loose to play against 
each other. The ' machinery ' of the gods does not influence, direct, or 
guide events, for the forces are already at work that produce tragedy. 

In the Dido, Vergil reaches the zenith of his power. It seems to the 
writer that he has never been surpassed, even if ever equaled. He inter­
prets feminine nature with a master hand ; he accomplishes the almost 
impossible, he interprets that which almost evades interpretation. 

I I  

In  the study of  the tragedy of  Aeneas and Dido, we must try to 
realize Vergil's conception of the central figure, Dido. She is a woman 
and a queen, a woman in instinct, feeling, and sympathy, a queen in 
her broad ideas, ideals, and accomplishments. She is radically different 
from Homer's women, except Penelope and Andromache. Calypso is 
a goddess, and thus removed from human restrictions. Helen can be 
summarized in one word, ' flirt. ' Andromache is the staid matron and 
devoted mother, thus more nearly approaching the modern conception 
of wifehood and motherhood. 

Dido is wife and widow. She realizes the joy of being a happy wife 
as well as the sorrows of a widow. Besides being a widow, she was child­
less, and her starved heart cried out for that solace that is the balm of 
every truly feminine heart. She loves children. She has ever in her 
mind the thought of her murdered husband, Sichaeus. He, the husband, 
had met his fate at the hands of his wife's brother, Pygmalion, and through 
greed only on the part of the latter. He had no regard for his sister's 
feelings, but tried to calm her fears by lies. This the heart-story of the 
woman though a queen. 

Dido the queen is never sunk in the woman as is the case in Phaedra. 
Dido is the queen, and always remains the queen, even in death, yea, 
in Hades she retains her regal bearing. She is a great queen, the founder 
of a great city and a great nation. She is great in the zenith of her power, 
great in her fall ; her greatness and her fall are ever synonymous. 

Dido's sympathy is broad and deep ; just as broad and deep as her 
own experience and sorrow, but underneath her beauty of exterior, the 
outward tranquiliity of her disposition, we can catch occasional glimpses 
of the Oriental. In her sweet repose one can see the restlessness of the 
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tiger. But the details of this element of her character we shall further 
discuss at the proper place. Ilioneus gives a hint of this in her character, 
Book I :  539-54 1 ,  when he says, " Quod genus hoc hominum? quaeve 
hunc tam barbara morem ' '  

l'crmi t t i t  patria-: ho:;pitio prohibemur harenac : 
Rella cicnt, primaque vetant consistere terra. 

But we lose sight of this accusation in Dido's most natural reply 
m vv. 563-564 : 

Res dura. et regni novitas me talia cogunt 

Moliri, et  late fine,; custoclc tueri . 

and m the famous line (574) so ofien quoted : 

Tros Tyriusque mihi nullo discriminc agetur. 

Thus she allays the suspicions of Aeneas and his companions, and 
also causes the reader, usually, to lose sight of this oriental tendency 
of character, or as Venus puts it in Book I :  661 : 

Quippc domum timet ambiguam Tyriosque bilingues. 

Why two people fall in love with each other is not within our province 
to discuss. It is a foregone conclusion from the very beginning that 
Dido is fated to fall in love with Aeneas ; while, on the other hand, Aeneas 
will, on his part, likewise fall in love, but with a wide difference. Aeneas, 
finally, allows duty to out weigh all other considerations, but he does so 
under divine compulsion. 

Dido is a beautiful woman, according to Vergil. Was Vergil writing 
his ideal of a woman? Was he painting a word-picture, or was he actually 
portraying for us that most wondrous woman of antiquity, the ' serpent 
of the Nile, ' Cleopatra? If we turn to Book I :  496-503 we get the picture : 

. . . .  forma pulcherrima, Dido 

I ncessit, magna iuvenum stipante caterva. 

Qualis in Eurotae ripis, aut per iuga Cynthi 

Excrcet Diana choros ; quam millc sccutae 

Hine atque hinc glomerantur Oreades : illa pharetram 

Fert umero, gradiensquc <leas supereminet omnes. 

Picture her taller than her companions, graceful, perfect in figure, 
lithe, symmetrical in every step, queenly in every move like the goddess 
Diana, regal in bearing, but still a woman among women, possessing 
every characteristic that could appeal to a man such as was Aeneas, and 
we need not to be amazed that the hero, iron-minded though he were 

stupet, obt utuque haeret defixus in uno. 
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Dido displays the modesty o f  the true woman, when addressed by 
Ilioneus : 

Tum breviter Dido, vult u m  demissa, profatur . 

The best known balm for sorrow is work. This remedy Dido assi­
duously applied, as is to be seen by her founding and building the city 
of Carthage. Vergil finely portrays this point for us in his famous simile, 
Book I : 430-436 : 

Qualis apes acstatc nova per fiorea rura 

Exercet sub sole labor ; quum gentis adultos 

Educunt fetus, aul quum liquentia mella 

Stipant, et dulci distendunt nectare cellas; 

Aul oncra accipiunt venientum, aut agmine facto 

Ignavum furns pccus a praesepibus arcent : 

Fervet opus, redolcntque thymo fragrantia mclla. 

She is full of energy, determination and resource. She has suffered ; 
she has hidden sorrows ; but she is bound to rise above this dead weight 
by the buoyant force of work. She is succeeding. The past is gradually 
fading into a dim memory. She is surrounded by danger on every hand ; 
she is the object of desire and envy on the part of several native African 
potentates, but she shows diplomacy and manages to keep them guessing, 
or plays them one against the other. But what a complete and radical 
change takes place when Aeneas appears ! 

It seems to the writer that, on the part of Dido, it is a case of love 
at first sight. There was no need for Venus to employ the divinity of 
Cupid to counterfeit little Ascanius in order to touch the queen's heart. 
It seems that the queen rather turned the tables, and used the child or 
his counterfeit to reach the heart of the father. At least the reader 
discovers long before Aeneas· has finished his story that Dido is hope­
lessly in love with the tall, dark stranger. The first step in that direction 
was sympathy. The loss of a wife on one side and the loss of a husband 
on the other, almost parallel experiences, each an exile from the native 
land, the founding of or the wanting to found a city, grief and sorrow, 
formed the second step. Such were the visible steps, but what can we 
say of the ultimate cause? We leave the further psychic causes to the 
discussion of professional psychologists. 

Now comes the battle and struggle in Dido's own mind. It is at this 
point that the basic principle of tragedy begins, the confusion of issues. 
Dido had resolved never to marry again (this being, by the way, the 
Roman's highest ideal of duty in this regard) .  The question that cries 
for solution is : shall she follow the path of ideal duty or shall she yield 
to inclination? She says, " Since the death of my hapless husband, 
Sichaeus, this man alone has touched my heart and shaken my resolution 
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until it totters. "  She realizes that she has spoken the truth, an9 that 
her resolution is weakening. Then she tries to strengthen her resolution 
by a curse, and an appeal to her honor (Pudor) , and woman's  final re­
sort - tears. 

Anna begins to clear away the barriers and smooth the road for Dido's 
feet . She asks why Dido should go on wasting her beauty and life in 
solitude and sorrow? She had remained long loyal to Sichaeus, and to 
clinch her argument she asks her several common-sense questions in 
the following, Book I V :  v. 34 : 

Id cinerem aut l\lane,; credis curare sepultos? 

It was all very well not to have married any one before, since none 
was pleasing to her, but now this was all changed by the arrival of the 
stranger-guest, v .  38 : 

. . .  placitone c t iam pugnabis amori' 

Anna belongs to the Cyrenaic school of philosophy, and inclination 
is her guide in life. She brings forward also political considerations : 

Nee ven it in mentem. quorum consederis arvis? 

These dangers can be averted by the aid of Aeneas. 
Dido is a woman of action rather than reflexion. She has not any 

deep-rooted philosophy of life ; therefore she has no reserve force upon 
which to fall back. She surrenders her ideal to her inclination. Vergil 
points this clearly in : 

Ante, Pudor, quam te violo aut tua iura resolvo. 

Anna's words accomplish that which Dido had deprecated. Yet 
all the time Dido is seeking and longing for these very words, this sup­
port, this confirmation by another of the thing she alone lacked the 
stamina to execute. But when she found this support, she hesitated 
no longer. I t  seems to be a human aversion to shouldering alone all the 
responsibility. This division of responsibility seems to strengthen the 
resolution. Later, Dido upbraids her sister for giving her the advice 
she wished to hear, verses 548-49 : 

Tu, lacrimis evicta meis, tu prima furentem 

His, germana, malis oneras. atque obiicis hosti. 

Why should Dido deny herself the privilege of a second marriage, 
is the question, at this point, in the mind of the modern reader. It was 
an ancient Roman ideal never to enter the second time the marriage 
bonds. This ideal did not prevail in Vergil's day, however, but yet the 
ideal was not entirely dead ; besides, it was Vergil's purpose to revive 
some of the virtues long neglected by the Romans. I f  a woman married 
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the second time she was not considered pure and undefiled, nor could 
she offer sacrifice to Pudicitia. Vergil depicts here the ideal for Roman 
womanhood. Shall Dido exemplify that ideal or shall she yield to this 
one sin? Sin in the purely Greek sense of the word, i. e . ,  missing the 
mark of the ideal. The sin lies within the mind of the actor. It would 
be no sin on the part of Dido, neither wrong in thought nor action, to 
attempt to win the love of Aeneas, but the culpa comes in attempting 
it against her conscience. I t  is the beginning of the end with the queen. 

Dido takes the fatal step ; she makes the tragic decision ; she yields 
to her inclination, ignoring the highest ideal. How inconsistent her 
acts ! Now she in company with Anna seeks the shrines to invoke blessing 
for the very thing for which she has just invoked the direst curse. It  
is  tragic irony. She sacrifices to Ceres, Apollo, and Lyaeus, i .  e .  the gods 
presiding over the founding of cities, marriage and joy, and law-giving. 

Vergil's comment upon Dido's sacrifice is one of those instances in 
which the poet seems to reveal the arcana of his innermost thoughts ; 
yet it is most difficult to detect exactly Vergil's attitude in re the religious 
thought and rituals of his day, for the most zealous ritualist could scarce 
quarrel with his words : 

" Alas, how dull the souls of seers ! What prayers, what shrines can sooth the conscience 
once outraged ! ' ' 

Dido proceeds with her courting of Aeneas. She leads him through 
the city : she shows him her Sidonian wealth, a city founded and finished 
�- all his for the asking, and she is offering with it herself to be his and 
its queen. But he will not see it in spite of his words in Book I :  437 

and 557. She impatiently awaits (quaerit) the return of the banquet 
at the close of the day (labente die) , and she hangs upon his words (pendet 
ab ore) . 

Now come one of the most human touches of the poet : 

" Afterwards, after the guests have departed, and the waning moon in her turn withdraws 
her light and the sinking- stars invite to slumber, she in the vacant hall pines alone, and re­
clines upon the couch still warm with his personality . "  

Had the poet lived the experiences he  depicts? I f  not, could he 
so vividly have portrayed them? Thus pass the days. 

Now is introduced the episode of Juno and Venus that culminates 
in the sin of Dido. The plan suggested by Juno is literally fulfilled. 
Juno is not planning to ruin Dido morally, but merely to make her the 
instrument that would " divert the Kingdom of Italy to the Libyan 
shores."  Venus is more to blame for the fall of Dido than Juno, for 
the former knew. that the fates would allow no such thing, so she can 
see that the one inevitable result must be the ruin of the queen. Usually, 
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human beings were but pawns in the hands of the gods. But in the 
attitude of Juno, Vergil rises far above Euripides. 

Dido has attained her desire, but as time goes on she finds that it 
demands more and more of her. Rumor denounces both of them. The 
Poet ( IV :  vv. 181- 183) describes Rumor as a fiend having as many 
eyes and tongues as she had feathers on her body. 

Finally, ] upiter takes notice of the case, and sends Mercury to arouse 
Aeneas to his duty. 

Dido finds that the fulfilment of her inclination does not contribute 
to her happiness. Suspicion hovers ever in her mind. She has a presenti­
ment that all is not as well as it appears on the surface. Her uneasiness 
of soul assumes complete control of her mind, since she has thrown duty 
to the winds. A complete change has come into her life and character. 

Aeneas, in the meantime, is thinking. The mode of thought of years 
cannot be discarded easily or readily. For seven years he has had one 
thought, one purpose in view, i. e . ,  the founding of a new Troy, the es­
tablishment of a home for his people, the building of an asylum for the 
homeless Penates. The thought of his father comes to him, and of the 
wrong that he is doing Iulus in keeping him away from his heritage in 
Italy. In his sleep his father appears before Aeneas with sad and down­
cast countenance, but Aeneas cannot look him in the eyes, for he realizes 
that he is neglecting his duty to everyone. He feels for the queen, his 
heart is not dead to her, but duty calls. The turning-point comes when 
Mercury appears before him with the message of Jupiter, also asking 
him a few pointed questions. He sees his duty clearly, and determines 
to perform it, let the consequence be what it might as far as Carthaginians 
and their queen were concerned. How to broach his determination to 
the queen was a puzzle, but she does it for him with her woman's intuition. 

She then truly becomes the reginam furentenz, and she relieves her 
mind by telling Aeneas plainly what she thinks of his actions. He lets 
her rage until she talks herself out, then he makes his reply in which he 
seems to forget the words that he used in Book I :  606-610. He tells 
her of his vision of Mercury, of his dreams, of his ambition, of his duty, 
but he adds a somewhat saving clause, v. 361 : Italiam non sponte sequor. 

In her reply, all the fury of a woman spurned comes to the surface, 
reinforced by her Oriental nature. She upbraids him, she reviles him, 
abuses him, expressing the hope that he may be shipwrecked. With 
that she flings herself away, leaving him " with a thousand things to say. " 

Then her mood changes. She sends Anna to beg him not to abandon 
his purpose but to delay until she could adjust herself to their changed 
relations. Aene�s listens to Anna, and weeps, but the appeal is in vain, 
for (verse 449) his mens immota rnanet, and naught have the tears availed. 

398 



STUDIES I N  VERGI L  

Despair and superstition drives Dido insane. Everything is  an omen. 
The owl on the palace roof terrifies her, her dreams are horrible. She 
seemed to be alone in a desert with the unpitying face of Aeneas ever 
in pursuit. She hears the voice of Sichaeus issuing from the chapel 
dedicated to him in the palace. Her insanity is complete, and with the 
shrewdness of the insane she plans her own destruction, and again calls 
in superstition, in the form of magic rites, to cover her purpose. She 
invokes the curse that is to make Carthage and Rome enemies forever. 
She mounts the pyre ; her last soliloquy follows with her destruction 
and descent to the shades below. 

But let us mark that in the end love conquered her madness and 
hatred ; it is the one dominant note. 

The Greek tragic poets do not deliberate so much upon wickedness, 
wrecked lives, as upon some great error or weakness. Dido's fall was 
due entirely to weakness of will-power. Aeneas crossed her path and 
became her temptation ; she gives way to inclination, loses her sense of 
proportion, of right and wrong, and, of course, falls from her high estate. 

Aeneas's  part in the fall of Dido consists in the fact that he agreed 
to the proposals of Dido, and that he dallied in Carthage. Of these two 
points, the latter, no doubt, strongly appealed to the Roman, while 
the former scarcely caught his attention. The Roman was ever very 
careful of his duty to the state ; in fact, it was his highest virtue. So 
Aeneas in the eyes of his descendants sinned most in his temporary 
neglect of his state. 

But Vergil wishes strongly to bring something else to the attention 
of his contemporaries. He seems to wish to condemn the double standard 
of morals, one for the woman, and one entirely different for the man, 
which was the prevailing condition in his times. It anticipates by almost 
fifty years the Sermon on the Mount. This grand conception contributed 
to the moral awakening, and to the deepening of the moral sense. The 
thing that Vergil is stressing throughout the book is moral strength, 
character-building, and righteousness. 

If Dido acted as the medium of the above great lesson, she lived 
and died not in vain. 

After reading the book, the chief question in the mind of the school­
boy or school-girl is : Was Dido a real flesh-and-blood woman? Did 
she actually live and love? 

I have been asked this question, I think I am safe in saying, by every 
class I have taught for the past twenty-five years. I have done my 
best to answer their questions, not, however, by the orthodox method 
of saying " she is identical with the goddess Ashtoreth, Semiramis, and 
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Aphrodite ." It may be that I have been able to convince no one but 
myself, but , at least, I have succeeded in doing that thoroughly. 
I tell them that I believe that Dido was a real woman, and that she did 
what Vergil portrays her as doing, but, of course, stating my position 
in sufficient detail for them to understand it clearly. 

It has been the custom to relegate too much to mythology and po­
etic license without scientifically studying the origin of myths, taking 
it for granted that myths arose in the untutored mind of the prehistoric 
savage and in some way were handed down to classical times, worked 
over by the master-minds, and thus became the pleasing thing that we 
know today. That trait was especially peculiar to certain European schol­
ars and so-called schools. They proceeded to identify the characters 
of the Iliad, of the Odyssey, and of other poems with the gods and god­
desses of mythology. Sometimes they reversed the process, stripped 
the god of his divinity, and made him a mere man. Sometimes they 
did not trouble themselves even to that extent, but made some wild 
hypothetic statement and let it pass for a fact. As a result, we have a 
grand medley of statements that pass for facts, a Chinese puzzle that 
even the learned ( ?) savants could not solve. They merely added to 

· the confusion. 
Let us study the process of apotheosis, using just a little common­

sense of the size of a mustard-seed, and see at what conclusion we may 
arrive. 

Human nature is alike the world over, and practically identical 
in all ages. Ancestor-worship is nothing more, when reduced to its lowest 
terms, than hero-worship carried a step farther. Hero-worship usually 
precedes even the death of the hero. Legend gathers around him even 
during his lifetime ; when he has passed to his fathers, this process goes 
on, and as time rolls by the hero becomes the god. The apotheosis is 
complete. But the apotheosis does not eliminate the fact that he lived, 
moved, and had his being as a man. 

This is the natural process at the present time ; it was thus in Roman 
and Greek times, and so as far back as runs the history of man. This 
process is in existence among us now. Abraham Lincoln passed from 
among us only fifty-three years ago : men are still living who knew him 
personally ; yet we all know what an amount of legend has gathered 
around him. This is testified to by the almost countless volumes that 
have been written about him, some of them entitled ' The True Abraham 
Lincoln ' etc. Legend is composed of both truth and fiction. The fiction 
is added by enthusiastic admirers in order to add to the renown and 
glory of the hero. As the years go by this mass of legend increases until 
it is impossible to find the line of demarcation between truth and fiction. 
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Perhaps at the end of  three thousand years, scholars of  that day will 
have to use the process of elimination with a ponderous apparatus criticus 
in order to obtain the truth concerning our Lincoln, as is already the 
case in regard to Washington. If we were in the stage of development 
where this process had been carried farther than the present day, these 
men would long ago have been catalogued among the gods. We rank 
them among our great heroes, we attribute to them certain ceremonies, 
we observe their birthdays, etc . ,  so that it may well be possible that 
thousands of years hence, the then antiquarians may say and argue from 
evidence that we considered our heroes as gods. It all depends upon 
the way they interpret us, yet we know that these were real men who 
accomplished, in the main, the achievements assigned to them. 

Augustus was worshiped, also ] ulius, yet does that abrogate the 
fact that Julius was the greatest Roman and Augustus his close second? 
But their divine honors were bestowed upon them by an admiring public. 

Thus we see, when we clear away much rubbish, much scholarly eru­
dition and self-assertion ; and using just common sense the while, keeping 
in mind the true psychological attitude of men's minds, we can arrive 
at near-facts that may guide us into paths of truth, ultimately. 

If Dido became identified with the goddesses mentioned above, it 
took place after, long after, her death. She never was a goddess first, 
then later brought down to the level of a human being. The very fact 
of her later being considered a goddess, is strong evidence of her probable 
historicity. In other words, the ' faded gods ' never became the heroes 
and heroines of song and literature. 

This criticism, it seems to me, may well be applied to other charac­
ters of Epic song. We know that real historical characters of the northern 
European races have been woven into epic literature : no one challenges 
that fact. I f  that be true, why could it not be true in regard to the epic 
we have under consideration? 

Every legend has its foundation in fact ; it does not merely ' grow up, ' 
like Topsy ; it has its roots far down in the stratum of fact and history. 
The older historians and poets of Rome, whose works as a whole are lost 
to us, considered Dido as historical (if we may judge from the fragments 
that have reached us) , whether as the original founder of Carthage, 
we have no sure way of judging, yet the city's foundation is usually as­
signed to the ninth century, though it well may be possible that the real 
date far preceded the one usually assigned. We are now forced to con­
clude that even Rome was founded many centuries before 754. If we 
study contemporaneous nations of the Orient, we are forced to the belief 
that Troy, Carthage, and even Rome itself are very recent, though we 
assign their date · as the twelfth century. Egypt at that time was in 
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the height of her glory and power ; the great Empire of Minos had fallen 
under the hand of the barbarian from the far North, his palace was a 
mass of ruins, the Minotaur no longer bellowed and demanded his victims, 
and even his ' ally , '  the Pharoah upon the throne of Egypt, trembled in 
dread of the return of the ' people of the sea, '  as the monuments of the 
Nile call those wild freebooters from the still wilder and rougher Scan­
dinavian lands. 

Troy with its frowning walls at that time looked down upon many 
an annual fair held upon her plains, where the wares of the civilized 
and barbaric world were bartered. 

Dido says that her father was Belus, the conqueror of Cyprus, or that 
he at least held part of that island under his sway. This was a period 
of great political changes in almost every part of the Mediterranean Sea. 

Space forbids us further discussion, though the evidence is far from 
being exhausted. May we ask any fair-minded man, one who is not 
bound up in the exposition of some pet theory, if there is not high pro­
bability for the real existence of the heroine of Book IV of Vergil's Aeneid? 
What conclusion will be drawn by any boy or girl without prejudice? 

THESE truths are in no sense put forward as a revelation; nor does the 
author claim the position of a revealer of mystic lore now made public for 
the first time in the world 's history. For what is contained in this work 
is to be found scattered throughout thousands of volumes embodying the 
scriptures of the great Asiatic and early European religions, hidden under 
glyph and symbol, and hitherto left unnoticed because of this veil. What 
is now attempted is to gather the oldest tenets together and to make of 
them one harmonious and unbroken whole. The sole advantage which the 
writer has over her predecessors, is that she need not resort to personal 
speculations and theories. For this work is a partial statement of what 
she herself has been taught by more advanced students, supplemented, in 
a few details only, by the results of her own study and observation. 

-H. P. BLAVATSKY, in ' Preface ' to The Secret Doctrine 
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THE BUNCH T I TANIA PI C KED : A FAI RYTALE OF 

LONDON : by Floyd C.  Egbert 

( With /Jen-and-ink drmvi11gs by R. 11!achcll) 

SIMMONS was a London clerk. He was what the 
poet calls a " pipe-and-a-stick young man."  His 
speech bewrayed him for Cockney : you could hear 

Bow Bells jangling in it. Though not too oleaginous­
ly, as you might say ; he was above indiscretion in 
the matter of aitches ; which, after all, is the main 

thing. The P. stood for Peter. 
He had a season ticket on the District Railway, 

which raises one above the rank of third-class tra­
veler - or used to. Every morning in the week he 
emerged, at ten minutes to eight, from a semi­
detached villa residence ( ' desirable ' ) in Laburnum 
Terrace ; lit his pipe at the garden gate ; bought 
The Daily Flamer at the station bookstall, and 

caught the eight o'clock train to the city. The station 
was Walham Green. The pipe would last him as far 

as to the Temple, or perhaps Blackfriars ; the paper to 
Mark Lane, where his journey ended. His days were spent in the 
outer office of J . .J . Merrill and Co. , Metal Brokers, of Mincing Lane ; 
I forget the number. .J . .J . Merrill and Co. had two clerks, of whom 
P. Simmons was the senior. The other fellow used to be sent on the 
errands : Simmons, maintaining a certain state in the outer office -
especially when Merrill was out - had the privilege of sending him. 
Merrill - our Mr. J. ] .  Merrill - was the firm ; the Co. , like North 
Poles and Equators in the poem, was merely a conventional sign. In 
respect to the junior clerk, Mr. Simmons' rights extended still further : 
as, to send him to buy oranges in the street ; to make him a hone for the 
wit, and a dumping-ground for stories supposed funny. In fact, the 
junior clerk was little better than an office boy ; though he thought he 
was a poet. 

At 1 P. M . ,  Simmons would repair to a room beneath the level of the 
street, where there were marble-topped tables, clouds of tobacco smoke, 
clerks innumerable, chess, draughts, and dominoes. The chess was for 
the aristocracy of intellect, to which he made no claim to belong ; he, 
when he had eaten his steak-and-kidney pudding or the like, would 
play a game of dominoes with kindred spirits over his second daily pipe. 
There, also, he was respectably familiar with the waitresses : called them 
Rose or Alice, as the case might be. Five fifteen saw him at Mark Lane 
Station again ; and so home strap-hanging to the parental semi-detached 
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at Walham Green. He derived his politics from the ha'penny press ; 
by religion, he was impeccably -- but not so as to cause insomnia - - of 
the one Respectable Fold. As to his philosophy : he had been known once, 
in a moment of serious self-searching, to confess that " It (life, or the 
universe -- this sorry scheme of things entire --) was a rummy sort of 
go. "  All these particulars are to convince you that he was in fact quite 
an ordinary young man. 

His even- ings were de-
voted to wor- ship at the 
shrineofaMiss Violet Smiff, 
No . 10, Bur- lington Gar-
dens, round the corner . She 
was meek and mouselike, had 
pale eyes, a colorless com-
plexion, and more or less 
colorless hair : was an entire-
ly deserving young person. 
Worship at her shrine, I said ; 
in sober truth the phrase is 
none too ac- curate. The 
odor of the sacrifice rose, mostly, to his own nostrils. Miss Smiff was 
an immense admirer of Mr. Simmons, and he knew how to feed the 
flames of her admiration. He made that his business whenever they 
were together ; and was her hero, her " flaming lion of the world."  She 
heard that phrase in a poem read at the local Literary and Philosophic 
Society ; and wept, it did remind her so of Mr. Peter Simmons. Not 
that it was all take, and no give, with him, by any means. A certain 
portion of his salary went in the purchase of flowers ; to be exact, a 
minimum of sixpence a week. I t  came more expensive usually, and 
in the winter, of course, could not be managed daily. But now Spring 
was here, and violets at a penny or twopence the bunch with the flower­
girls on most days ; what other flower, costly though it were, would serve 
so well? It was a kind of punning, you see. The violet was his favorite 
flower. 

Now Miss Smiff had a bosom friend, a Miss Amelia Colman ; they 
attended the Literary and Philosophic in company ; were the inseparable 
prime movers in Young Women's Christian bazaars, and had no secrets 
the one from the other. Miss Smiff was the first to be engaged ; Miss 
Colman, however, biding her time, wiped out that advantage with a 
score of her own. One day she came round to Burlington Gardens, 
and gushed out the tale ; he was a Mr. Algernon Binks, in whom she 
had long been tenderly interested ; and she showed her dearest Violet 
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a copy of some verses he had addressed to her. Alack, here was a point 
in which the flaming lion was excelled ; her Peter had never written 
verses to Miss Smiff. She mentioned Binks' poem to Simmons, and 
spoke wistfully of her love for poetry. She had always seen in him, 
she hinted, one who needed but rousing to become a Browning, or an 
Omar Khayyam. 

Peter didn 't know, he was sure. Was rather inclined to think that 
things should be drawn mild. Binks, he explained, was notoriously 
weak-minded ; and he didn 't much hold with that sort of thing himself. 
But she seemed disappointed ; and thereafter the odor of sacrifice rose 
not so sweetly as of old. Fair play to him, he made attempts at poetry, 
but could do nothing with it. At last a plan came to him. 

It was on the morning of a certain 29th of April that it came ; and 
acting upon it promptly, he broke thus upon his underling at the office : 

" Here, April ; write us a poem abaht violets, will yer ? "  (The spelling 
slanders his speech, perhaps ; but not much.)  

' April , '  naturally, was short for ' Spring Poet ' ;  an allusion to a weak­
ness of the junior clerk to which reference has already been made. His 
name was really Bains - Wilfred Bains. �ext morning, when Merrill 
had gone on 'Change and occasion offered, quoth Bains : 

" I ' ve brought you that, Mr. Simmons. "  
" Brought me what? " says Simmons, hypocritically. 
" What you asked me for. "  
" Didn 't ask yer for anything."  (A conscious straying from the 

paths of veracity.) 
" It was a - poem about violets, " said April, blushing. 
" Poem abaht violets? - Oh, ah - let 's have a look ."  
He tilted back his stool till he  could lean comfortably against the 

partition, placed his feet on the desk, and accepted the verses. He 
read a line - two - out loud ; then, " Coo ! "  said he, " what rot ! "  
Whether it was rot or no, he need not have read it like that. " Get yer 
hair cut, April old chap, " said he ; " yer ' ll never be poet laureate . "  This 
when he had tortured poor Bains' ears with perverse rendering of the 
whole - his ears, and his whole sensitive being. I will not say he was 
one to hanker after inflicting torment for torment's sake ; but there was 
a grave fault with the poem as it stood, a damning lack ; and he was 
disappointed. And April's tribe is easy game ; having neither strength 
for fight, speed for flight, nor wit for concealment. " Hullo, kid, what 's 
wrong now? " said Simmons ; " blest if I don 't believe yer blubbing ! "  

Nothing of the kind ; he thought he had a cold though, did April ; 
and - was glad to escape. Fortunately the s. s. Oanf a had arrived at 
Rotterdam the evening before, and there were notes to be carried round 
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to the metal-broking world. That morning, between breakfast and the 
Clerkenwell-Mansion House bus, - he had dingy lodgings in Clerken­
well -- he had caught a whiff of violets from the basket of a flower-girl ; 
a whiff that somehow set his brain on fire. Being, as Mr. Simmons 
often remarked, a rummy little bloke, he had taken off his hat : ostensibly 
to the flower-girl, who caught his eye and nodded friendlily :  really 
to her flowers and ' to the beauty of the world. '  Merrill paid him mighty 
little, and he might worship such beauty from afar, but hardly spend 
pennies on it. " Good luck to yer, my dear ! "  cried the flower-girl ; and 
made as if to give him a bunch ; but the bus was on the move, and he 
had had to run for it. On the top front seat he had composed his verses ; 
passing through London streets as if they were alleys enchanted in A vallon ; 
and hearing not the street-cries and pounding of hoofs, but the music 
of Fairyland. " She gave me good luck, all right,"  he said ; as he read 
through what he had typed on the office Remington before Mr. Simmons 
arrived. " Wonder how I came to think of it ; it isn ' t  a bit like anything 
I ever wrote before. ' '  :\or was it, - but you shall judge for yourself :  

" Violets, sweet violets! 

Who w ill buy my v iolets? 

Here's a bunch from Fairyland 

Only costs a brown! 

" Here 's a scent from woody vales 
Where harl 's-tongue 's whispering fairytales ; 
King Oberon his writ 's  to run 

For once in London town ! 
Here's a breeze that 's wandered seas 
With the Argonauts and their argosies; 
Here are the bright Hesperides, 

And here 's  Titania's crown ! 

" Here 's a breath from moor and heath 
Where cowslips bloom the blue beneath -
(Cowslips bloom in Fairyland, 

Not in London town !) 
Here 's what grew in the Wonder Hilb 
With the asphodels and daffodils,  
Hard by Arethusa's rills 

In the Realm of old Renown. 

"Violets, sweet violets ! 
Who will buy my violets? 
Who ' 1 1  have the flowers of Fairyland 

To wear in London town? 
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' Ere 's  vi 'lets, lydy ! ' Ere, I sye, 
Yer 'd better tyke yer chawnst and buy ! 
Here 's  a bunch Titania picked, 

Only costs a brown!" 

" Violets, sweet v iolets! 

Who's it selling v iolets? 

Who's it bringing Fairyland 

Into London town? 

" - Would you guess that fairy feet 
Might tread the dirt of Fenchurch Street? 
Might leave the dances wild and fleet 

To wander up and down 
'Twixt Camberwell and Clerkenwell 
And Pentonville --- and all to sell 
The flowers of Further Fairyland 

In dingy London town? 

'' - Lips that suck the dews of j une, 
Feet that dance beneath the moon, 
Raiment spun of the gold of noon 

And foam, and dandy-down -
Human seeming, so they say, 
May be donned for just a day 
When Oberon would have his way 

For once, in London town. 

" Oh, London streets are full of hell, 
And between Kew and Whitechapel 
Are half the seraphim that fell 

And half the souls that drown ; 
Yet deathless Beauty, wandering by, 
Sometimes may choose to leave the sky, 
And make a stand for Fairyland 

Even in London town. " 

Commonly he began his poems with 0 thou! and had tags from the 
Gradus ad Parnassum that must be brought in, if skill and thought could 
achieve it. Here, the lines in rich Cockney troubled him ; and to call 
a penny a brown, he thought, was irregular. Still, on the whole, he had 
marvellous good conceit of his work ; and so now was the more enangered 
against that beast Simmons. He was but sixteen. 

" Rummy kid ."  reflected Peter. He stretched out an arm towards 
the waste paper ·basket, and rescued the effusion he had tossed there so 
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lightly to save his junior from swelled head. " Not half bad, after all ---­

for him,"  he commented, with the air of one who knows. The question 
was, how was it for himself, and for Violet? " No love in it, and that 's  
what 's wrong."  He recollected with regret that he had asked for a 
poem about violets, and not to Violet. " Anyone but a mug would have 
understood,"  he considered. " Still it isn 't half bad. Shouldn 't wonder 
if he did something, some day. Knew a feller once 
that sent in a poem to the Church Recorder, and got 
a guinea for it ; and it wasn't more than half as 
long as this one. Maybe I 'll put the kid up to 
that, one of these days." He was, perhaps, a little 
sorry for having teased the boy over much ; but 
there was the goose that laid the golden eggs to 
be thought of. His lady love might turn Oliver 
Twist in this matter of poetry, and ask for 
more. So he determined to make amends nobly. 

The afternoon was a busy one ;  Merrill kept 
them hard at it until three o'clock, when he 
went out, and things (as usual) slackened some-
what. " Say, April," said Mr. Simmons, " that 
wasn't half a bad poem of yours, after all . "  

The merest grunt for 
" No ;  I read it over 

it shows promise. Only it 
human interest. Now, if 
thing about a girl' s  eyes 
bein' like the violets, and 

- why, it would be tip-top, nppmg stuff." 

an answer. 
again, and I must say, 
hasn't got wot I call 
you'd worked m some-

- don't you know --­

all that kind of thing 

Another grunt, but with more articulation in it. 

" Yer know, I want that poem for a particular purpose. Don 't yer 
think yer could work in another verse, so as to make it more human 
- depth of feelin' , and all that kind of thing? I might be able to get 
yer a ticket for the Lyceum, if yer did ."  

Pride struggled in the heart of  April, prompting this for an answer : 
" You can write your own poems in future, Mr. Simmons ! "  But one 
didn 't get the chance to see Irving do Shylock every day. Pride also 
had traitors in his own camp ; the poet was appealed to. " You can tell 
me what you want me to say, and I '11 see if an inspiration comes. " This 
loftily , though a concession. 

" Well now, supposin' you were to address the poem to a girl : say 
her name was Violet, same as the flowers - she must have some name, 
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of course ; then bring in that about her eyes. That 's wot I mean by 
human sentiment - something to make it real and appealin' :  not all 
up in the air like."  

At about quarter to four April took the sheet out of  the typewriter. 
" How will this do for you? " said he. 

" Let 's have a look."  
" I\o, I 'd better read i t  to  you mysel f. " 
" All right, go ahead. "  
Then the poet read this : 

"Violet, thy lustrous eyes, 
Pellucid as the evening skies, 
Cure my aches and miseries 

Here in London town. 
Deeper than the violets blue 
When they 're wet with diamond dew -­

Ah, my heart's forever true 
To you, my ownest own !" 

I suspect he had misgivings himself ;  but Mr. Simmons called it 
glorious. " Yer ' 11  get yer Lyceum ticket all right, Apri l ;  sure as eggs. 
Say, did yer ever try sending poems to the papers? I bet they 'd give 
yer a whole lot for one like this. It gives expression to the sentiments 
of a feller's  heart, yer know - same as Shakespeare. Yer 'll know all 
abaht the value of these things when you 're a bit older, old chap. Try 
sending something to the Church Recorder - not this one, of course, 
because yer 've given it to me. I knew a feller once - " but we have heard 
of that fell er before. 

At half past four they began to prepare for departure. Merrill was 
still out ; had doubtless gone home. Mr. Simmons changed his coat, 
hanging up that reserved for office wear ; doffed paper cuffs, revealing 
so the genuine Belfast article beneath. " Say, April, "  said he, " just 
run down and get me a bunch of violets, will yer? Here 's  yer twopence. "  
April obeyed, a s  usual . A t  the corner o f  Fenchurch Street he found 
what he sought. " Vi ' lets ! Buy a bunch of vi 'lets, young man - honly 
tuppence ! ' Ullo, my dear, wotchyer doin' aht 'ere? Want some vi'lets? " 

" A  bunch please ,"  said April, with dignity intended to be discouraging, 
and holding out Peter's  pence. She took the money and gave him the 
flowers ;  then : '"Ere, I likes you ; sor yer this morning up Clerkenwell 
wye. You give them to ' im: nah 'ere's some special for yerself, along 
of yer tiking orf yer rat to a pore flower-girl. 'Alf price they are ! "  

April hesitated, reluctant to say, " I  haven 't a penny " ;  though such 
was nearly the case ; since it must be choice between having the flowers 
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and riding home. " Hi tell yer, this 'ere bunch is for yerself, and goin' 
at 'alf price, "  said the flower-girl ; " 'ark ! "  And then, what would he 
hear but a murmur of chanting swell out of the tinkle of harness and 
swing and ding-dong of London hoofs : momentary poetry, and music 
and a sudden thrill of wonder in unwondering London : ·· 

�--.... 

' ' Here' s  the bunch Titania picked, 

Only costs a brown ! "  

He stared, round-eyed and as they say goose­
skinned ; and managed to get out, How did you 
. . . know . . . that? to which she answered, 
" Yer ' d  better 'ave it " ;  convincingly, somehow, 
for he produced his penny ; whereupon what 
should she do but brush his eyes with the 
violets, and -

It was but a moment, and then it had va­
nished away. The opalescence, the quivering 
of intense glory, all was gone. The clerks 
passing were no longer gods, fiamey and rainbow­
hued, their faces full of proud agony, of calmness, 
triumph or compassion ; they were just every day 
London clerks ; and this was Fenchurch Street and 
the corner of Mincing Lane ; but - · What the eyes have seen, the heart 
will remember ; and how should this place, or these people, be common­
place again? Oh God, what mystery, what tragedy and beauty might 
be hidden here - or anywhere ! - April went upon his ways ; some 
special providence led him back to the office. It would be tomorrow morn­
ing before any clear thought would come to him. No more need be 
told of him than this : he had fed upon his honey-dew ; he had been given 
to drink the milk of Paradise. Imperious Poetry, lonely and haughty 
wanderer, had knocked at last upon the gates of his soul. 

" Hullo April, seen a ghost? "  said Mr. Simmons. " Oh, yer 've got 
two bunches, have yer? " He drew quick inferences, to be used later for 
teasing. " Sentimental little beggar ! "  said he, taking one of the bunches. 
It happened to be the wrong one ; but neither of them knew that. 

Now Miss Smiff had been spending the day at Greenwich, at her great­
aunt Fanshawe's ;  whither now Mr. Simmons hastened ; after tea he 
was to conduct her home by steamer. Miss Fanshawe was prim : kept 
her from opening the door when he ringed ; and left them not alone to­
gether for a moment during tea. Then she was to attend a prayer­
meeting, and must have Violet' s  assistance in the matter of putting on 
a bonnet. All three started out together, the elderly spinster in the 
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middle ; nor could they shake her off, since her way and theirs lay in 
the same direction, until the doors of Little Bethel had opened and 
closed upon her. So that nothing had been said about poem or posy 
until they had turned into the Park, and were among the tulip-beds 
in a lonely and lovely region. Then he produced both ; presented the 
violets · which, unaccountably, were quite unfaded -- and declaimed 
the verses, execrably ; though the last one, that of his own prompting, 
it must be said with feeling. They were duly admired, or perhaps unduly. 
" Dearest ," said Miss Smiff, " it 's lovely. Did you really write it all 
yourself? " And then - I am sorry to record this - he answered : 
" Violet, I 'm hurt - that 's wot I am ; hurt ! "  

A strange glory of sunset took the western sky ; the river below them 
was pearl and faint opal ; London was enshrouded in pearl-mist, and 
over-flamed, as it sometimes is, with mysterious lilac and roses and gold. 
They had never heard, these two, that the Eve of May is the fairy night 
of all the nights in the year. " Oh, Peter ,"  said Miss Smiff, " isn 't it 
pretty ! Hush, listen to that barrel organ ! "  

Ah, but never a barrel organ made music such as that ! I t  came 
from behind them, from around them, from the air and the trees ; from 
the dimly gleaming, many-masted river ; from pearl-enroyalled London, 
from the tall May tulips in the beds. And there they were, with Titania's 
own violets in their possession, and never a thought to touch their eyes 
with them, and obtain vision ! . . . Vision of the hosts of Faerie singing, 
and dancing, and weaving and waving out their music in the lovely 
dusk : mist-like and iridescent forms, hued like the bluebell and the 
lilac, like pale irises and the leaves of daffodils. They had no notion 
what a great dim glory Greenwich Park was that evening ; or. of the 
ones dancing that wore stars upon their foreheads, whose feet twinkled 
whitely and luminously in the gloom. . . . " All out ! "  cried the park­
keepers ; and our couple hurried forward. " Peter, " said his betrothed, 
" I  wanted to ask you : who is Harry Thuzer - mentioned in your poem?" 

THE occultist . . . does not obtain his own strength by his own right, 
but because he is a part of the whole ; and as soon as he is safe from 
the vibration of life and can stand unshaken, the outer world cries out 
to him to come and labor in it. So with the heart. When it no long­
er wishes to take, it is called upon to give abundantly.-Light on the Path 
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