Ya 1891 the office of the
Maria,’”” at Notre Dame, Indiane,
published a work entitled” ** Chris-

tian Art in Our Age,” from the pen
It
‘was with no ordinary pleasure that
T then read that charming and high-
Iy instructive production of a most

of the late Eliza Allen Starr.

brilliant pen. Recently I noticed

that the introductory remarks of the
werk have been reproduced in some

of the American Catholic weeklies.
At this I am not surprised, for I
ixave ever considered that preface
ome of the most beautiful as well as

judicious tributes to the influence of

Ohristianity upon art that was ever
written. T may intidentally remark
that I have invariably found a
charm in Miss Starr’s writings, and
especially in such of her unnumbered
contributions to literature
treat of art and religion. Some few
years ago I had the privilege of ex-
changing letters several times with
Miss Starr. She wgs then contribut-
ing some of her brightest effusions
to the columns of the ““Ave Maria,”
and other leading Catholic periodic-
als. She occupied her home, St. Jos-
eph's cottage, Chicago, that
shrine of learning, of culture and of
art, and there delivered her weekly
lectures before select audiences com-
pesed of the most refined, learned,
and appreciative citizens of the
Western metropolis. Her letters, in
all seven, each of ten pages, are now
before me, and 1 can say, , without
the shadow exaggeration, that
they are so many literary gems. A
Ruskin might have written them ;
yel the author of ‘“The Stories of
Venice,’’ his perfection of
diction and lucidity of appreciation,
could never touched with such
delicateness the

religious sentiment.

in

of

with all

have
minor
It

those

feminine
chords of
seems to me, on account
letters, that I had been a
aequaintance of that venerable
many-gifted lover of the beautiful. 1
am going to take the libérty of re-
producing that introduction to
“‘Christian Art in Our Age,”’ merely
dividing it into paragraphs, in order
that
the more readily distinguished
appreciated,

of
personal

and

its distinctive parts may be

and

ETERNAL BEAUTY.—‘ Eternal
beauty of the Eternal God-head !

‘ever ancient yet ever new; marvel-
ously stirring in the mind of Deity,
while our world, a shapeless 1mass
afloat’ in infinite space, held in itseli
the elements of the wondrous beau-
iy of earth, of air, and of sea, which
we see around us to-day ; working
mere marvelously still when a germ
of the uncreated beauty, like that of
the uncreated justice, truth, good-
ness, was planted by the Creator
Hiémself in the soul of man, to be
transmitted to every child of Adam
and of Eve to the end of time; which
ne barbarism should utterly destroy,
and which, although turned so often
te the service of the material and
the perishing, is gifted with a sense
wkich roots itself from age to age
in the divine perfections, and lays
keld of the infinite beauty of God
as its end. Eternal beauty of the
Bternal Godhead, story of our song
and theme of our praises ! 1"

THE SOURCE  OF BEAU1Y. —
“Only by tracing the sense of beau-
ty back to its uncreated source, and

. regarding it as the inheritance of
~mankind from the beginning, can we
aecount fer the unmiversality of its
pessession by all races and peoples,
amd in all ages, without a —~break,
from the primeval to the . present.
Whatever may have been the feeblé-
mess of tenure of the hereditary pos-
seasion, however imperfect its ie-
sults, it has existed; and every age
bhas left, either in the ruins of its
monuments, or thé sculptures on the
native fiice of its rocks overlooking

“isdand sea or rolling river, its proof

" of the cxistence of an art which had
its source’ in the sense of beauty and
the desire to reproduce what had ex-
oited its admiration. This fact puts

~am end to all theories limiting the¢
progress of art or its achisvemenis
\im ages to come. The arm which cre-
ated is not shortened, nor has the

- leve which prompted creation grown
3 ,ﬁl:.,mver'y age possesges in  its¢lf,

Jour. world while still = without

the elements of the most glo-
iods of production; and re-
decline to be noted,
seasons of the year, |

; and f:

d fll
\Brove,
resm:
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that.

tions,

ments of the noblest human ideals of
goodness, power and wisdom, such
as men might be drawn to worship.
But art, whether Greek or Roman,
whether at the hands of native or

formal rendering of hogage to the
will of the state. The imagination,
no_ longer stimulated by coming in

and yellow leaf’” of its existence. In
one sense, and so far as production
went, that sleep of winter had set
in, when seeds, already sown, are
preparing in the depths of the soil
to send forth
first airs of spring. The art of the
Catacombs, cherished in their
terranean gloom, might well be re-
garded as the richly endowed germ
of a forthcoming period of unparal-
leled significance and grandeur, since
the ideals of even Greek art are ne-
cessarily. transient, while those of
the Christian are eternal.”

ART IN CATACOMBS. —#To one
just making acquaintance with the
art of the Catacombs, great is the
astonishment to find the subjects
familiar to us to-day treated on
those torch-lighted walls with a
vivacity which goes far to make up
for technical skill; since these cata-
comb compositions never fail to tell
their storv, and their symbolism is
direct while at the same time poet-
ical, and always steeped in the loft-
iest theology. But an_equal surprise
awaits the student when this art,
no longer confined within subterra-
nean chambers, finds itself in the full
light of day. No greater change was
cver seen in the plant grown within

prison walls on coming to air and
sunshine. Not only are forms per-
fected, but color appears in all the
splendor of pure tints and the
charms of delicate gradation. One

hundred years from Constantine’s

entrance into Rome, saw works in
mosaic which utterly eckpse any-
thing attempted in this manner by
auny artists of pagan antiquit}. In

fact, Christianity is allowed to have
developed this imperishable form of
pictorial art in a way unheard of,
unthought of; and the year 440 in
Santa Maria Maggiore, and 462 in
San Papola fuori le Mura, saw
arches of triumph in mosaic which
stand as landmarks in the onward
march of Christian art; while Rav-
cnna kept pace with Rome under
that noble Empress Galla Placidia,
encouraged and inspired by Leo the
Great. Through the fifth, sixth, into

the seventh century these magnifi-
cent compositions, in all but im-
perishable mosaic, continued, and

frescoes, as testified on the new sub-
terranean walls of San Clemente,
took on the same characteristics of
nobility of form and splendor of col-
or.”

BYZANTINE ART.—“We nced only
turn to our histories of the succeed-
ing ages to understand the causes
of what Has ‘been named the Byzan-
tire period, which was the great
conservator of Christian traditions
even in its decline; deserving well at
the hands of the art historian, like
the pit to which the priests of God
entrusted the fire from the altar
when the nation was carried into
Persia, and which Nehemiah rescued
after many vears when he came
with the children of promise to their
own land. (The reader is requested
to turn to II. Maccabees, i. 18-36,
for an account of the presevation of
the sacred fire.) The revival of these
Christian traditions in all their
loveliness, with the morning dew
and  sunshine upon them, in the
twelfth century, is one of the most
marvelous in the story of art from
the time of its recognition . among
the nations. This revival, beginning®
literally a} the tomb of St. Francis

of Assisi, had its full efflorescence in
Michael Angelo, Raphael, Coreg-
gio."”

LEO X. AND LUTHER.—‘Had the
influences which surrounded ' that
efllorescence continued, it is impos-
sible to say what might have been
the result; but when we remember
that the same Leo X. who. knelt be-
side Raphael on his bier and  shed
tpars over his early death, was the
same Leo who saw Martin Luther
lay violent hands upon the seamless
robe. of Catholic dogma, Carrying
with him, like another Lucifer, g
third part of the kingdoms hereto-
fore in allegiance to the Church,
need ‘we be surprised at the sudden

detline, not so much of the tech-
nique of art as itg spirit, changing
its motives, robbing it of its celes-

tial ideas, anathematizing plons cus-
toms out of which had sprung, as
from ‘a fruitful root, some of the
most charming conceptions ;
haye. blessed. . earth?

of Luther passed like

the homes of ‘art,

nature, and made them the embodi-

| foreign genius, shared the same fate
when belief was suoceeded by a mere

thelr shoots with the

sub-

V. GOD ;
tlere was ‘another result
‘enation-from the bel
“edl itself on the walls
combs,  where, ‘howeven
handicraft, one never loses

ling sense of supernatural surrpund-
ings. We are in this world, to  be
sure, but into this world has come
what -raises the world infinitely

o

contact with the popular = belief, | above its level as. merely ‘a part of
languished, and the last days of | the splar system; for Jesus, who
paganism gave an art in the ‘‘sear | Was called Christ, was born into

this world, to be sure; but into this
nature of man, so that He is both
very God and very man. He was not
only born into this world, but lived
in it and died for it. There was not
a plant, there was not a creature on
this earth"that did not take a new
significance from this advent of the
God-Man. Henceforth it must be con-
sidered as sometMing more than the
natural abiding place of human be-
ings. 1t shared in our sin, it has
becn associated with our Redemp-
tion. It is more than the planet
Earth, for it bears the footmarks of
the Incarnate One, of the Redeemer;
so that when we come to the Ceme-
tery of Saint Domitilla, we find
lanscapes and animals painted ac-
cording to their natural similitude,
but bearing a supernatural signifi-
cance. This is altogether the spirit
of the catacomb art.’’

NATURALISTIC ART. — ‘“ But
what do we see in that naguralistic
school which took the place of all
this when the revolt came = which
spread such desolation over the
realm of imagination as well as of
dogma? We have no longer the Bless-
ed Virgin Mary saluted by an angel
on. bended knee, making reverence
due-to her who is to be the mother
of God; but a geotle girl, who lays
her hands crossed on her blue man-
tle, standing in awe before an angel

the Superior Being! This is our An-
nunciation, our Lady-Day picture!’’
EXAMPLES.—“We have a Nativ-
ity, but, for some reason, which it
is hard to put into words, it seems
like some domestic event; and won-
dering curiosity in the shepherds has
taken the place af worshipful awe,
while the angels are merely decora-
tive attendants. We have a Flight
into Egypt, but the Mother, holding
her infant close to her heart, to hér
cheek, for' fear of dangers by the
way, is hardly noticed amid the lux-
uriant foliage and the wild scenery
through which she is passing. We
have a Finding in the Temple, but
we  scarcely can take this Boy,
standing with such assurandé among
His elders, for Him who was sought,
sorrowing, during three days, was
found sitting in the midst of the

high above her in the air—in fact, |

from the Cross, but the pathos
lost in the busy officiousness of. the
attendants.” %
P 4 e
1BEE CENTRAL THOUGHT.— “In
each and every instance we find the
! human eir tar ing between
us and the ‘Divine Personage, who is
| the central t, and to whom
| the eye should DBe 'directed as -sueh.
{ Yet all this time" the eye, so quick
to take in beauty of form, so> sus-

| ceplible to. the charms of color, andehis

the

| them, have wrought so wondrousty
' that men have adwmired without real-
| izing that God had been left out of
His own world. Only the humanity
of the God-Man was thought of, and
therefore only His humanity has
been presented to our eyes. Might
we not sigh forth, like Jeremiah in
his lamentations, ‘How is‘the gold
become dim, the finest color 'is
changed, the stones of the sanctu-
ary are scattered in the top of every
sireet? The gates of Zion are sunk
intu the ground; her kings and her
princes are among the Gentiles; the
law is no more, and her prophets
have found no vision from the
Lord?" "

I will make no apology for having
occupied so much space with the re-
prioduction of this magnificent ana®
lysis of the rise and decline of Chris-
lian art, and of the causes and ef-
fects in connection therewith. I
waould so much like to ‘comment up-
on each paragraph, but that would
be impossible wunder the circum-
stances. However, I promise t0 re-
turn, on another occasion, to this
subject. There is food for no end of
scrious reflection in those few pages.
The reader can form a faint idea of
the beauty, the grandeur, the charm
of the whole work, when the intro-
duction is 'so full of deep thought,
lofty conception, and delicate appre-
ciantion. These few paragraphs again
“mirror the mind of their author,"
as the poet priest said of his own
poems. 1If the reader can imagine a
stately, elegant, refined elderly lady,
animated with a quiet and holy zeal,
filled with a subdued ‘but all-absorb-
ing enthusiasm, imparting to all
who came within the circle of her
influence, an impulse almost angelic
in its heaven-life aspirations, and
then, picture a veritable sapctuary
of art constituting the surroundings
of that personage, an idea may be
fcrmed of Eliza Allen Starr as she
was during the last twenty years of
her remarkable and beautiful life.
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A TRUE STORY, *

i And a Lesson.

A Pathetic Incident in th

There are miracles of grace in the
daily life of a holy priest, that the
world never dreams of. The_.follow-
ing little incident which occurfed in
the ministry of the late lamented
Rev. Father James Callaghan needs
no glowing words to tell its tender
story. It is just one flower from the
garland of a beautiful life which I
dare to ‘take with most reverent
hands to lay upon his tomb ‘‘In
Memoriam.”
It was an evening in May, ohe of
the last of our Heavenly Queen’s
lovely month, when Father James
after a long day of toil in His mas-
ter's vineyard, ‘passed from the
noise and glare of the dusty streets
into the quiet golitude of the ““Hotel
Dieu’ Chapel. The evening shadows
had already crept in before him,
nestled into the dusky corners, but
the never-failing ruby lamp beck-
oned him on, and with his breviary
under his arm and his long swi
foutsteps o familiar to us all, he
approached and knelt at the foot of
the altar. tew.
moments “in prayer wWhen the Sound
of - a sob attracted his nttention
‘and & plaintive child’s voice br
upon the holy stillnéss.

*“Oh, good
Oly good

James Callaghan.

WRITTEN FOR THE TRUE WITNESS.
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He had been but a ,few | o1

e Life of the Late Father

®

of a child. He hesitated for a mo-
ment until the storm of grief which
shook her little frame had subsided,
and then his voice was very tender
as he said : ““Your are in great trou-
ble, my poor little one.’’

Startled, she arose to her feet im-
mediately, and looking at the priest
with  vague astonishment in her
moist eyes, she shrank back timidly
from him.

““Oh!"’ ghe exclaimed, ‘I thought I
was alone. I did not know there
was any one near me. I came late
purposely, because — because—I do
not belong to your church.’”

“ Do not fear, my child, I do not
wish to disturb you,” he said, “‘this
i$ not my church, but God’s church,
and  all are welcome, particularly
those who come to lay their sorrows
at His feet. But you are very young
v have such a great big trouble,” he
continued with a kindly swile,
"Come, 'perhaps I might be able to
:glg)tyc:;:’ ilA'ygu ::;e to tell me.

ut - it.” An her hand,
which’ now she pfacedmig his :’:‘&
childlike - confidence, he led 4
into the garden. There,

hand 8o skilled -to réproduce’

her out |
ding

LG, Y
‘wendering where you
confidence, and God bl
‘laid his hand for a moment i; -
diction upon her head, and strangely
comforted, she dried her eyes with
a dainty little handkerchief, and
tripped lightly away beyond the
shadows of the high grey convent
wall. Father James followed = her
with his eves till she had disappear-
ed, and then returned to his devo-’
tion; but all through the eveni
thoughts  were with and hi
prayers were for the afflicted family.
The next morning after he had - of-
fered the Holy Sacrifice and his hos-
pital duties were accomplished, he
too passed through the wide stone
gate bent on a mission which he
could scarcely define.”'Where am I
‘going?"’ he asked himself, for al+
though he wished to enquire about
the sick child with his proverbial
unworldliness, he had not even ask-
ed the little girl her name. How-
ever, Mary, who never failed to guide
a bark of his life, was this morning
at the helm. An invisible hand
pointed onwards! He had an indis-
tinet idea that the child had men-
tioned a street not far off, so on he
went, under. the soft shade of the
new blown trees, his black soutane
waving a way through the golden
sunshine. A  laborer who broke
stones on the path looked up to sal-
ute him. as he passed, the priest
raised his hat to the man with the
same courtesy that he would have
given to a prince. An old woman
with a basket on her arm and misery
in her withered face stood on, the
corner, she felt a coin slipped “be-
tween her  fingers, for Father
James’s meagre purse seemed  ‘al-
ways overflowing when charity .ap-
proached. A little farther down a
group of children gathered joyously
around an organ player. At the ap-
proach of the well known black fig-
ure, even the rainbow be-ribboned
tambourine which the little Italian
girl waved about their heads was
forsaken, they merrily encircled him.
He touched the curly head of one,

J

invisible hand would not let him de-
lay!

At last he stood upon the street ]
that he sought; but after looking
up and down a trosubled thought
shaded his face. He gazed upon row
after row ef handsome houses, whose

b

“Alas! where was the grief stricken
mother whom he sought? Where the

own residence,

‘“Good morning, Father,” she said,
as she approached him, and it seem-
ed to her that he answered with a
preoccupied air; but with his usual
affability, he quickly enquired.

never far eoff.’”’ ‘‘I have just heard,””
she explained, ‘‘that a child is dying
but a few doors away from us, and,
although I am not pPersonally ac-
quainted with the family, I thought,
I would go and offer my sympathy
and assistance, if necessary.’’
Father James's zealous heart must
have glowed at this moment, and
his lips must have breathed an
“Ave,”” for surely the invisible hand
was holding his own just now. The
lady contimued. I had often noticed
the child, a beautiful little girl, but
it was only this morning I knew of
her illness, when a maid came out
to ask the little ones who played on
the pavement to be gentle in their
games and make the least noise pos-
sible, for little Muriel was dying.”’

G

T

‘little sister, is
there not? Then, knowing the kind-
ness and eharity of Mrs. A—, the
lady whom he addressed, he briefly
told her how he had heard of 'm
iliness of the child and sorr- _ = the
f B . #YW of tho

" 5

T came ov

for them, l;'."
i

b

this morning to seelé
said, and Divine Provi-
you on my path. I
call and enquire; but
visit of a

Lady, hear my puya.
St e i

| soon to. lose, uni
“had never been before,

‘gilded bed, like the picture of an an-

ful silence fell upon the sick

earnestness of voice and manner, he

tinuing most pleasingly.
you allow me to baptize her?"

when he beheld the quick surprised
look of both parents,
met in what seemed to him indigna-
tion at his intrusion. The

smiled back into the laughing eyes |face pale from heart sorrow and
of another, and with a brief, bright long vigils rlushed, deeply, the lines
good morning to all, passed on. The | around the father's mouth became

more and more severe. Father James
awaited with bated breath the
swer that was to come.

mother turned to him and looked at

angels, what did she behold! Was it

windows stared him. with blank eyes, | gentle kindliness? was it the holy
telling  not whether joy or sorrow spirituality?  was it God’'s grace
hid behind their snowy curtains. | that fell from his priestly hands ?

Ier eyes dropped and _with a gest-
ure of abandonment, she could

dying child?’’ resist Mary’'s power; the precious
It was just at this moment that | answer slipped softly from hor lips.

the door of a house near-by was ‘It can certainly do her no harm.

opened, and a lady, well known to As you will Father.”

¥ather James, emerged from her

ating waters
brow of little Muriel. A child’s pray-
er
reached high heaven,
wide its gates. Mary, the

2% ¢ 2 pfuses those who

Are you all well?”’ Lady,”” who never re 8o

““Yes, Father, all quite well thank | 5¢¢k her protection had heard A
you, and thank God,”’ she added se- | PIer¢Ing hea.r?. ery and.gmntod a re-
ricusly, “‘for sickness and death are | 1U¢St: Yes, life was given to the

dear little sister. Life eternal before

quiver of thie half closed eyelids,
smilé illumined the
Mury's angels were gathering around
already singing Mary's hymns,
almost. imperceptibly to those
watched little Muriel had joined the
angelic choir apd flown away to Ma-

of baptism granted to this child will
be buf the first link of a long chain
of graces and benedictions

those who took part in this
story. Is it not sweet to think that
when Father James closed his
upon this world to open them in the
light of eternity, among the many

“Little Muriel,”” who through his ministry and his
Oallaghinst " Chmt 0 oo ks ather | prayers had reached their heavenly
there is  another destination before him, one little

angel clothed in the glowing garb of

taks Bl by the band
1tk To Celestial blisst

forgetful
e world ex-

ol A
er , bY & common
gorrow. From them ' the pitying

‘glance of the priest passed to the

beautiful child who lay in her little

gel  enshrined in a golden frame.
H» thought he had never before seen
80 lovely a countenance. It was one
of those child faces that God sends
into. this world, only now and then,
to beautify and uplift it. The noble
brow, the soft sweep of dark lashes
ou an oval cheek, and the hair, the
same as that he had seen last even-
ing on the altar steps; but now it
fell over a pillow bright as an aure-
ole around the little head.

““Oh! Mary! Mother of God, .you
are with me, tell me what to do,”
he” murmured in his heart, as he
clasped the hand of the father who
approached him, and he whispered
some words of comfort to the mo-
ther who bowed him a sad but kind-
1y greeting. Little Muriel lay all un-
conscious of their last moments of
her short sweet life, arid as he gazed
upon her, prayers arose unceasingly

l;
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from the heart to the lips of " the
priest. At last he turned to the
parents, and in a low voice asked:

““Has she ever been baptized?’’

With a negatiVe movement of her
head, the mother answered indiffer-
ently.

‘“No, she has not,”” and the father
mutteréd some words about ‘‘tender
age'’ and _‘“‘unbelief.”’ Again an aw-
room,
and surrounded the dying child. Fa-
ther James hesitated, but it was on-
ly for a moment, then with a holy

asked
““Have you any objections?”’
‘“Oh!

con-
will

He was startled at his own words,
Their

eyes

mother’s

an-

Suddenly and unexpectedly the

1im long and searchingly. Oh! holy

not

A few moments after the regener-
fell upon the white
Humble altar had
and opened
““ Good

before an

J

sod’s face! :
A little later there was a slight
a
sweet mouth,
and
who

y’s throne.
May we not believe that the grace

all
,ittle

to

eyes

aptismal innocence was there to
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., and welcome
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A MIRAGULOUS OUBE.
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