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III lliinin lluniiin love will <1<) much,
and rcliition will do morr, m Biipply

the decpiratrd ni i» o( ihe human
-oul. Hut even to llioie who lind lo-

•e in thrie, there cnnie hour* of

wearineo and confuiion, liniei when
thc> feel tIicinaelvi-9 Kro[)intf in ;i

formlen world. The morali«l knowi
moodi of diacouraKemciil, wh#--:

his power is at ehh. and thr ff , , i

of evil preas him sorely, em rini-

even his own heart in (he form i

temptation, sloth and despair. The
scientist encimlers facts which his

theories cannot emhrace or explain
The philosopher at time> grows tired

o( attemplinii to uness the answer to

"the wtary riddle of this world."
I.ove has its tragedies, and faith its

hours of eclipse. The world, in a

word, is too big for ns. Facing its

vast whirl and glijtcr with our mod-
est kit of senses, intellect and spirit.

we are hliniled. deafened, dizzied,

completely hewildcred. .\nd then,
recalling wit a wistful regret our
partial insigl we fancy th, m gone
forever, anil .selves wholly lost.

It is just at these moments, when
the mind momentarily fails in its

uneiiual struggle with reality, that
we discover the deep meaning and
supreme service of Art. For Art Is

the tender human servant that i.ian

has himself made for his solace. He
has adjusted it to his faculties and
restrained it within its scof, ,. Fash-
ioning it from the infinite suhstance.
he has impressed upon it a finite

form. It

"niversal

>" weary

,iole. ab-

particulir syuilio'. of the

harmony n we are I

to be comfoiicd hy lit' re

stract good that relijiio- p.-oiui.es—
when our faith in "that far-off divine
event, to which the whcde creation
moves." hecomi-s feeble and dim. Art
romcs with an immediate, substantial,
caressing relief and beauty. Seeking
to provj nothing. reipiiriuK us no
activity, saying nothing of aught be-
yond itself, it is sn|>remcly restful.

Finding us de/.-.ited in our -.earch for
rationality, it .ay,: "Search no more
—at least not now' I'uizle n. more
—at least not yet! .Merely l.sten and
look! Here is fuire b.ariy! Delight
aufl rest."

.Art. therefore, answers our prob-
lems, not directly, but by making
them, for the time being, irrelevant.
Like morality, philosophy, love and
religion, it deals with life, hut it elim-
inates and excludes all it cannot
unify. Selection and imagination are
its fundamentals. Though Ihe eye
cannot shut out the ugly or the su-
pernous. the pair, - can. He can ex-
clude from his picture the building,
the tree, the colors that would mar
its composition or beauty. Actual
men and women present all sorts of
incongruities of face and figure, but
the sculptor can suppress the stoop-
ing shouhlers, the knobby hips, Ihe
bandy legs. He can remodel the re-
rcding forehead, the uplifted nose. It
IS the same with the literal arts.
Language bristles

, ,
- with trivial and

IS a voice less thunderous vulgar words, but the poet uses only..an^ature-s a lamp that does no. such as are des;^;;;;'^; 'ZiZI.
Dlifie, the U^T '""• " '"" ^^ "''" "

'' "' 'hat is audible OutPl.fies the wea th that is too luxur- of the infini.e number of sounds thalou, and complex and make, tangi- knock on our auditory nerves musible a fragment o the great ethereal cians have selected about uTneybeauty no mortal can grasp. Thus de inite tones, preordained to cong uArt IS visible or audible rightne»s_a ity. with which to weave their r^ar


