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8 THE BURIED IDEAL

flourishing, This portrayal ia at best in abstract
outline only: neither the full figure nor the living
soul do we find here. But another place and
speech supply both lacks; in whose words the
shapes are flesh and the spirit breathes discernible
therethrough. To these the reader shall in time
be brought.

First, then, we find our Roman author telling
us that ¥ it is no disgrace for any German youth
to show himself among the members of a Com-
pany ”; and i we wonder why shame might at-
tach to the position we are duly told by certain
Tacitean commentators that the legal standing of
a Companion toward his chicef was that of slave
to lord. Buch voluntary slavery was the price
paid to a chosen leader by the Impecumious
or asgpiring young Germanic warrior for his living
and the gift of battle-horse and terrible * bloody
and vietprious * battle-spear. But, as our his-
torian has hastened to inform us, so far from
being held disgraceful, such a servitude was held
in highly henorable demand. * For the strength
and glory of each chieftain lay in having always
a great band of chosen youth about him, as an or-
nament in time of peace, a, guard in war: by
means of them his fame might spread not cnly
through his own tribe but to neighboring nations
also, gaining him both reverence and gifts and
winning wars with his mere name.”

Whereby these bands were soon become an in-
dispensability to the most modest princeling and
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might almost dictate their own terms of service.
These were not, however, very hard; in addition
to good fare.and furnishings, they demanded from
their leader.only ample grounds for admiration
of himself; without which, truly, no amount of
promised pampermg and splendid apparatus could
have slightly tempted them. * Shameful is it,”
says our Roman, * when the battle has been joined,
for a prince to be surpassed in bravery.”™ Then,
indeed, his band would not be long in taking back
their freedom and betaking themselves to a nobler
leader. But such necessity was rare enough, if
ever it accurred ; for the chieftain lived upon his
reputation and became in fact the servant of his
servants’ eves in order to preserve it.

And what therefor was asked of the compan-
ioms? — Perfect readiness at all times to sur-
render their Lives utterly. * Shameful is it,” Tac-
itus continues, * for Companions when in battle
net to be the equals of their lord in bravery.
Yea, truly, it is life-long infamy and erime for any
to retreat from fight survivor of his lord. To
defend him, guard him, give their bravest deeds to
brighten his own glory,— these are the Compan-
ions® gpecial part and sacred duty. Princes strive
for victary; Companions for their princes.”

Here, then, are certain traits of this our chosen
type,— thus pictured to us in the skeleton shapes
of their politico-economical aspects only, but de-
gpite it promising the patient reader much more
apimated matter when their bones are once em-
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bodied in live flesh. Does nof, indeed, a pious
scholarship in footnote furnish us with the aus-
picative example of a practising Companionship
from a certain late contemporary of Tacilus, one
Ammisnus Marcellinus, who relates how, when
Chief Cheehilincus of the Alamanni had been
taken by the Romans, his whole following, unfor-
tunately absent at the earlier time, came after
him to share the chances of captivity?

And now we pass from Chochiliacuz and his
Companions — whose reputation might have been
much wider-spread had he possessed a pensionary
bard or people not heen naturally bashful about
naming him —to some whose names and deeds
and spirits also have been splendidly enshrined for
us by the first eraft of English song.

4 POETICAL

History has certified to us through several of
her lofty functionaries that the settlement in
Britain of her continental eonguerors was nothing
less than a transfer thither in its fullest form of
Anglo-Saxon soclety, Natural enough, then,
that the eatly FEunglish should find nothing alien
in the poetical transplantations from whose slips
and shoots in time sprang up their epic lay of
Beowulf. ¥or such, a ¢loud of commentators has
assured us, were the origins and was the growth
of that most ancient modern song. Many other
things concerning the said Beowulf they do also
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at great length assure us; but concerning any
present helpfulness or every-day unliterary value
to be got thence they have nothing to say; and
we ghall therefore in re-visiting the region travel
as if on new ground. !

With Beowulf on friendly errand to the aid of
Hrothgar against Grendel, giant fen-flend, came
his twelve Companions, heartened for whatever
fate their chief should find.

And when at evening the hero, having boasted
duly ~— as became coe in those days — and dis-
armed himself to meet the monster on fair terms,
had bedded him.in the great Hall of Hart,
% there bowed themeselves to rest about him many a
brave sea-fishter,”— the full number, our mag-
niloquent word-smith would say, of that somewhat
meagre band. He might slumber, feeling safe in
the prowess of his several horse-power hand-grip:
not so securely they. For they had heard how
“ slaughtercus death within the wine-hall had
snatched away ere new by much too many of the
Danish folk, and not onie of them thought that he
should thereafter see his own dear land, his tribe,
or neble city, where he had been reared.” But
nonetheless they slept upon the premonition, sl-
lowing Grendel, who came scritheing down inte
the hall toward midnight —* livid flame was
standing from his eyes *-— to seize upon one of
the watch, * rend him unawares, bite hiz bone-
locker, drink his blood, and swallow him in bits.”
By which time, however, Beowulf is ready to re-
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ceive the visitor with a most gladsome hand of
weleome, and his friends awake to find themselves
once more in occupancy of the back-ground to
his battle-play. And in background they must
keep both during that impenetrable miz-up out
of which the unbidden guest emerges minus arm
and appetite, and while the fight iz fought again
with speeches and potations. Not until the splen-
dor of their leader’s presence disappears in Gren-
del’s pocl and stays under nine full days, do they
shine again with unreflected light.
' To this spot the hero had been brought by
Hrothgar's retinue to pay return—call zpon Gren-
del's dam, whe had visited the hall in dire venge-
ance of his death. And when the neighboring
bands of water-snakes and consanguineal aea-
monstera were for the time being dispessessed by
his Companiens’ spears, Beowulf haed gone down
inte the submarine home of the Grendel family.
And become, ao thought his poor Cempanions,
almost a member, by incorporation, of the same.
S0, too, did oot doubkt the white-haired old men
natives, and, having said as much, departed home-
wards. But ® the strangers sat there still upon
the ness and, sick in spivit, stared upon the pool.
They haped, but not expected, ever to behold their
own dear lord again.” Somewhat suggestive,
truly, of a certain other ancient twelve — then
lacking one — left likewise lonesome and discon-
solate.

But when the “ helm of seamen ™ did at length
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get back on land, they hastened to him; “ God
they thanked,” interpolates a later piety, “and
took joy of their lord, that they might behold
him safe once more.” And now begins again their
own eclipse, which they enter with no specified
repinings, His the glory and the torchlight;
theirs as great a joy in shadow. Did these simple
spirits never guess the high advantages and
strong delights of Individualism? FEvidently not;
perhaps, indeed, they could not have appreciated
them. '

Nor was Beowulf himself, so far as ome can
well discover, such an overweening individualist.
Contrarily, one can discover him,— when, gifted
with large treasure hy the grateful Hrothgar, he
has returned to Hygelac his overlord aand duly
told his tale and ably boasted, for the times be-
comingly, both of his prowesa and the prizes it
had won,— making some remarks in quite another
mood. For he ends with: *“ These {said prizes)
I would gladly bring thee and bestow them joy-
fully on thee, O king of men. SHll doth every
good thing begin with thee. Take thos full joy
of all,* Whercafter the famed hero did not hesi-
tate to enter his own position of cclipse, and con-
trived to occupy it, says his poet, lawhlly —
without, when drunken, slaying any of his com-
rades,— which was something, for those days.

Nor, when Hygelac had gone a-warring once
too often, and remained to feed the ravens and
the wolves of Friesland, did Beowulf, who, having




