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matched their prophets well with their hero this time. Wilhelm II*
has always been to a certain extent conscious of himself as an
incarnation of Lohengrin, Siegfried, Parsifal.

The last thing that Wagner wanted to draw was an overman.
Wagner's intellect was socialistic. But the prophet in him, as in
every true artist, was aristocratic; and every time he drew, he
drew a saviour. His hero was not merely a king, but a holy king.
He was the custodian of a sacred treasure; he wielded magic
weapons, and wore armor consecrated and invulnerable.

It was a great thing for Germany that she had an emperor
with the intelligence to perceive what these things meant, and to
realize himself as the Messiah of whom the prophet Wagner spoke.
This being so, he stepped readily and naturally into the place, as on
a well-rehearsed stage. Already, before the war is ended, he is
apparent even to neutrals and to enemies as the central figure of
the drama, the new Agamemnon.

This is the age of fairy tales. The newspapers have weaned
us from the truth. So even the All-lies have conspired in stupid
hate to endow the Kaiser with all the qualities of a demigod. In
truth, to his own soldiers he appears, flashing hither and thither,
like St. Michael, to rally, to encourage, to lead forward in the
charge. Where the fight is thickest, there is the emperor, pale and
stern, like Christ as he arose from Gethsemane and walked forth
to meet Fate, and to find triumph and immortal glory. From front
to front he rages, whirling aloft the consecrated sword of his
fathers. He never spares himself ; he is a comrade to every soldier
in the ranks.

There is something here to catch the popular imagination.
To his very enemics he seems like Lucifer or Attila, not wholly
human. They endow him with the magic gifts; he is reported
simultaneously on every battle-front, as well as in a dozen of his
castles. Even the Crown Prince is killed a hundred times and
rises to renew the combat, ever more glorious because more glitter-
ing as he breaks through the spider-web of myth whose gossamer
shrouds him as with the veil of a high priestess over the silver
armor of a knight of the Graal.

There is no such magic drapery about the Czar. He is in
Petrograd, and goes to the front now and again, a mere king,
hardly a warrior king, certainly not a sacred king, and still less a
demi-god. But Wiihelm II is the genius of his people. He has

*It is remarkable that Franz Josef fits in quite well as the aged king.
He is Titurel.



