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mnountain, 1 gazed upon the ruins of Deiphi. A voice seemied very
near, a sweet, sad, low voice but 1 could discern sio forrn, 1 onlv
heard!tliese %vords: <"Long ago 1 dwelt here, the future wvas veilect to
me, the past %vas a drearn, the present, darkness, 1 was senît to eartlî
by the all-wvise truth, the ineffaceable knovledlge and love of truth in
my heart. JuJge tlîeî of the anguishi I suffered when daily 1 saw
the Bacchanal processions ~utiofrom the green fields below the
vineyards, crowning the tini pealzs of Parnassus wvhere the orgies of
Bacchantes wvere lheld with ail the hon-ors of Pagan rnaterialisrn, and
there under the shadow of the vine, wvas hield the solernn and de-
grading wvorship of Apollo and the Nymlphis. There arnong
the vineyards gathered the youthis aud mnaidens w'ho took
part iii the dancE; called sacred. Error seerned triumphiant.
The false beauty, tuie miock sensibility of paganisrn ruled. The wvor-
ship of the passions was called the Religyion of the Beautiful. But 1
wvho kniv Beauty iii its celestihl entirety, surrounded b3' its double
aureole of truth aiîd goodness, groaned as 1 beheld the increasing
grossness and blindness. Then suddenly there camie rurnors of a newv
%vorship tlîat the wvise mein of Athens pronounced the expansion and
fulfilment of the truthi that Plato and Aristotie liad grasped at. Frorn
the East came the lewv creed and fi-rn the East camne its Apostles,
but 1 saix, its :idherents corne frorn every, direction. I sait liow as
they grew iii num bers beyoîîd cornputing, through rivers of blood,
they, multiplied as they wvere persecuted; they niultiplied as tlîeir ene
mies %vorked at -their romn, till one day in Imiperial Rome 1 heard the
Religion of the Crucified Jew proclainîed the Religion of the World.
Then 1 realized wliy the oracle of Delphi wvas sileîîced and the Fes
tival ot Bacchus noa longer celebrated under the loaded vines of Par-
naissus. Fi-rni the pagan wvori-d I heard a great ci-y wvailed forth:
'IThe Beautiful lias beeîî annihilated wlhen nature nîo longer is wor-

shippedi'~ Often during the niglît 1 hieard bands of priests clîanting-
ini slow and miournful tone, dirges of %Yhich the breezes wafted this re-
frain Ia my ears:

Our Pan and aur Isis hiave flown a\vay:
Their God-Iike footprints mai-k the sands dulI gray.

Tien thie sea-waves rush in tidal swvay,
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