
THE TITAN
And diif ^ant himself, rushine on to new struggles a

new difficulties in an older land, forever suffering the gc

of a restless heart—for him was no ultimate peace, no i

understanding, but only hui^er and dunc and wood
Wealth, wealth, wealth! A new grasp of a new gr

problem and its eventual solution. Anew the old utgi

thirst for life, and only its partial quenchraant. In Drea<

a palace for one woman, in Rome a second for another.

London a third for his beloved Berenice, the lure of beai

ever in his eye. The lives oftwo women wrecked, a scon

victims despoiled; Berenice herself weary, yet brillia

tumine to others for recompense for her lost youth. A

he resigned, and yet not—loving, understanding, doubti

caught at last by the drug of a petsooality which he co

not gainsay.

What shall we say of life in the last analysis— PeacC:

still " ? Or shall we battle sternly for that equation wh
we know will be mamtaiiMd whedier we battle or no,

order that the strong becmne not too strong or the W(

not too weak? Or perchance shall we say (sick of d

ness): "Enough of thit. I will have strong meat or di

And die? Or live?

Each according to his temperament—that sometn

whidi he has not made and cannot always subdue, ;

which may not always be subdued by ethers for him. V
plans the steps that lead lives on to splendid elories,

twist them into gnaricd sacrifices, or make of them ds

disdainful, contentious tragedies? The soul within? i

whence comes it? Of God?
What thought engendered the spirit of Circe, or eav<

a Helen the lust of tragedy? What lit the walls of Tr

Or prepared the woes of an Andromache? By
counsel was the fate of Hamlet prepared? And why
the weUd asters plan ruin to the murderous Scot?

Double, double toil and trouble,

l^re bum and cauldroB bubUc^*

In a mulch of darkness are bedded the roots of end

sorrows—and of endless joys. Canst thou fix thine

on the morning? Be glad. And if in the ulamat

blind thee» be gUd aliol Thott hast kved.
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