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THE ROSE OF THE VISITATION.

Elisa Allen Stare in the Resary,

In what lies tho myaterious, wo
might almost say., wmystieal charw,
which hingers avound a certain valloy-
town in Now England ?  8tay thers
ono week and you will feel axf you
could never leave it. 3o absent one
year, ten, & longing for gome effeet of
its sunshine, of its moonlight, of its
utmoaphere, will bo ready to spring up
m vour heart. You will rav to your-
self o hundred times: ** \ll thws 13 a
mere magination.  \What could be
moro oxquisite than these shadows
falliog around my door, tins moonhght
flooding thr mock-orange bush before
the window !
come withw the hunts of the valley-
town, no sooncr does the tran leave
you on tho platfortmof the small station
overlooking the villages near and far,
tho winding river, the fertito meadows
tho Inlis with their amethystine atios.
phere melting into tho summer sky,
than you know that the charm is not
a mero 1magination, but a beautful
veraty a8 real us1t 18 1deal,

Ono cf tho memories which have
clung to us, ia thut of the Sunday after-
noon. There has beon nothing in the
whole day like other daya; but the
alternoon, the wearing of the day
towards evening, bas brought a tran
quility into tho arr wiuch is like the
exultation of € natural idea of peaco.
The vesper Mayniticat, tho .lie Maris
Stella, have been sung, but before the
day sets, we turn even from the quiet
of tho village to certain byways lead-
ing soross narrow meadows, coming
out across smali bridges to the very
edge of the broaa river, where the
natural fall has been strengthened.
until the stream above it lies hke a
mirror, wherein we sco reflected the
rocky banks, tho overhanging hemlock
and pine, the feathory brake, even the
slender hare-bell nodding from its
cleft in tho sand stone ledge—all with
go mysterious a beauty that we wonder
at tho loveliness of the world. Every
now and then wo have paused to
gather some tlossom edging the way-
gide, or peeping from some hiding

lace on the bank at the end of the
ridge over the clear brook. DBut
while all theso are recalled faintly,
though pleasantly, there 18 one flower
which blooms afresh in the memory
whenever we recall these strolls of a
Bunday afternoon, and this is, the
wild rose ; flushing, fragrant, so abso
lutely perfect in form, in tint, thatall
the glnries of the garden pale beforo it ;
the Wilding Rose, to which one of vur
owtr poets bas attuned his sweetest
song :
** Symhol of love divine,
Five-petaled ruse
Sparkling with dew wine,
On tho uncultured sod

Thy beauty glow,
Fresh from the hand of God ~

Blooming, as it does, in the last
mys of June, onward throueh July,
wo have one of the most charming
treasures of our Lady's Rnse-garden
for her Feast of the Visitation, a feast
which gives us one of the themes for
our five Joyful Mysteries of the Most
Holy Rosary, and also. one of the
themes dear to those arlista, devout
towards the Incarnation

But, before we speak of their con-
ceptions, lot us turn to Saint Luke and
his gospel, to find in his narrative
those immortal canticles which make
the Visitation, as a mystery, one ot
tho fountains of sacred song.

What blissful days have passed over
that howmne in Nazareth since theangel,
having given his message to Mary,
* departed from hec ! as we are told.
St. Josepb has heard nothing, sesn
nothing, has been told nrthing . but a
joy exceeding all the joy Lc Las known
sinco taking the Daughter of Joachim
and Anna to his home, has had pos.
session of lng sonl. Al at anee Mary
proposesto visit Flizabeth, her cousin;
as if, suddenly biad been recalled toher
that other announcement made known
toher by the angel : ** And behold thy

cousin Elisabeth hath conceived a gon

I3ut no rooner do you |

in her old age, and this is tho sixth
month with her that was called
barren. * Nothing must keep hier from
the sulo of Litzaboth, with wham we
van beliove thero must have beon
heretofore a lovely intercourse, while
theve was atill auother motive than
her love and womanly symputhy for
Ehzabeth, The Eternal Wisdom who
had chosen her for tha seat, had ro.
vealdd o her dhat 1o 1s to perform,
even before His own bigth or tho birth
of Lhzabeth s offspring, a work of
aauctidication no less than the sancti-
ficavton ol 11is own Precursor. Wath
what haste, then, did not Mary pro-
pare for her visit to the hull countury,
the homo of Zachary and Ehzabeth!
Beautiful Laste, oven to tho oyes of
Sawt Juseph, although he may not
have fully understood ; benutiful, and
altogether without tumult, becauso
full of charity !

How joyful was tho surpriso of her
aged kinswoman, when tho salutation
of Mary fell on her car, and not of
Ehzabeth only, but of tho unborn babe
m her womb, leaping for joy! On
Elizaboeth, too, who had been one of
the meek of the carth, camo the gift of
the Holy Ghost, 3o that she cried out.

*¢ Blessed art thou among women,
and blessed is the fruit of thy womb.
And whence is tlus to me that the
Mother of my Lord ghould come to
me ?"

Seo how this daughter of Aaron
grasps the mystery of the Incarpation.
“ The Mother of my Lord ;" as if the
clothing in flesh of this seconé Person
of the Holy Trinity wore already re-
veeled to her! Then added her pro.
phecy to that of Gabriel . ** Blessed
art thou that hast believed, because
the words spokien to thee by the Lerd
will be accomplished.”

But what voice, clearer, sweeter,
softer yet more trimmphant than the
song of any skylark, is this which
responds to the salutation, the beno
diction, the prediction of the aged
Elizabeth ? No other than the voiee
of Mary in her own glorious canticle,
tho Mayniri-at ; excluded from no of
fice of the entire ycar, and which is to
go down tarough the innumerable
generations of men yet to be born, as
it has come dowa to us, from the mo-
ment it was uttered, to the present.

In Overbeck’s great picture, now in
Frankfort, called * The Triumph of
Religion in Art,” we see the DBlessed
Virgin, 1n the height of thearch which
encloges the demgn, enthroned on
clouds, within a circle of cherub's
heads. In her nght hand she lholds
her pen, in her left the soroll on which
she has inscribed her own canticlo of
triumph. Thus enthroming the Blsssed
Virgin hersclf as the patroness of that
* poesy, which,” in the words of Over-

beek, ** is the centre of all art as the
mystery of tho Incarnation is the cen-
tre of all religious 1deas.”

Duzing the whole of this wonderful I

gcene, no mentivn is made, i the

brought to hig father Zachary to ro-
receive his name, than, having ealled
for a tablet, on which ho wrota : “Julin
18 Ins nnme,” thns true son of Aaree:,
of the courso of Abua, not only recov
ered tho gift of speech, but brake forth
mto that cantiele, whioh liko the Afuy
nuicat, comes mto the Sacred Uflico
during tho most eolemn season, 18
chanted m full voice during the Teac-
bree of Iloly Weck, and 18 & part of
that magmficent burial servico by
winch ighops and priests are Jawd
their sepulehore.

\What a sanoctication mny wo not
call thi< visit of vur Lord to the house
uf Zachary and Lhzabeth, whilo stull
i tho womb of lua Virgin Mother , a
sanctification, an allummnation, not
anly of the unburn Precursor, but of
his holy parents, und with the sane-
titication and the illummation, what
an inspiration!  We havo but to close
our vyes to tho sights around us, our
caes to tho sounds of busy life, to
enter upon a planoe of human existence,
mado possible by God for His creatures
according to His own divine will, for
His own divine ends, which is like a
translation to another world. Yet,
all tho actors m this ovent of tho
Viatation, divided into scenes as
dramatic as an .Lschylus or a Shake.
spearc could devise, aro human beings,
were all born, wero all to die. They
dwelt on this earth, seemingly like
their neighbors; and not only the
Precursor, but He for whom he
* prepared the way, muking his paths
straight,” is as truly human as wo
who pen or thoso who will read these
linea. These wonders do not lie out-
side our humanity; they only illus.
trate God's providenco towards it in
creation, above all, in its redewption;
and that most touching petition in the
proparation for the Holy Sacrifice,
daily offered, comes to mind with a
pathos which may well bring tears to
oursayes: *(irant that by tho mystery
of tlug water and wine, wo mny be
made partakers of His divinity, who
vouchsafed to become partaker of our
humawty, Jesus Christ, Thy Son, our
Lord."

To deny the Divinity of our Lord is
vot the only wrong we can do Him,
for 1is hunanity has been endeared
to lim by untold suffering and humi.
liation, and He claims it as lis own
—true Son of Mary as lle is true Son
of God. Nor is this more plam in
His Nativity than in tlus mystery of
the Visitation on which we weditate
as we gay our Rosary beads.

Let us now turn to those artists
who have delighted i depicting the
scenes which show forth the Incarna-
tion of the Son of God under its love-
hest aspects.  Without attempting to
give the lustory of the Visitation
connection witl: art, although 1t might
be carried back to a very early period,
wu can gpueak of Cunabue's Visitation
as one full of the most delicate feeling.
Buat sull more beautiful, stll moro
tendér, 1 one among the treasured

narrative of Saint Luke, either of | choir books of the Camaldoline wmon-
Zachary, the host, ur of Saint Joscph, | astery of the Angelt, 1 lorence.  These

thoe guest.
to have been outside, or m any way
indifferent.  Zachary,

Wo cannot suppuse them | books are sdorned by tho handa of

their own monks, and wero so much

mdeed, was | admired by Lorenzo the Maguificent,

dumb, #3 8 rebuke to his slewness of | that when lus son, Leo X, wisited

belief in the prediction of the angel ,
and as to Saint Juseph, no word fromn

Flurence and tho Caialdoli, e asked
to havo these books ehown to him,

the lips of this humble virgin spouse | vnjeying them with the snme exquisite

of Mary the Virgin, hias come down to | taste as hus father.

us . while in this sceno we might say

that the destiny of e world, of its |

Tho Visitation
wiuch we bave 1o mind was painted
by the monk, Don Lorenzu, and to

souls Lurn and unburn, has heen en- | 8ee it is almost 10 unfit one for admir

trusted to two huly women, a matron
and a virgin. All that has ever been
claimed for womman iu our century,
pales before this exalted colloquy—
taking tho form of song, as if in no

other way conld they express ther |

rapture—between the Mother of the
Incarnate Word and the mother of
His san=tified precarsor.

But all the fountains of song which
were to gush forth during this visita-
tion of Mary to Ehzabeth, have not

yet Leen opened. No sooner was tho
Precursor, now born into the world,

iny any other;, so profound 18 the
sentiment expressed by these two holy
women, 80 altogether mystical the
beauty of the figures, so noble yet so
aniably engaging tha heads, above all
that of the Bilessed Virgin herself,
which 18 celestial 1 ats humility ;
while the head of the kneeling Eliza-
beth has an carnestnuss in its poso
and itg expression which inakes us
velievo all that St. Luke tells us of
her joy on hearing the voice of Mary.
We havo tsken this as tha bighost
type known to2 us of the Mystery of

tho Visitation; for not until we como
to that Ly Frederick Overbeck of our
own century, do wo know of one
which comes so near, > any way,
to tho text of Nt. Luke. Thero
is in  hoth tho same engagng
annability, and oven more affestion.
ateness 1 Uverbeok s Virgin than in
Don Lorenxo’s, as she hastens up tho
steps, 1 ono hnnd hLor staff, tho other
strotched out towards tho aged 1hiza.
beth, who receives, on her knecs,
hands, and arms extonded, hor young
kinswoman. In this by Overbeck
also, wo sco both Zachary and Joseph,
nct, however, as in Don Lorenzo's, in
conversational greeting. Baiwt Joseph,
leading the gontlo amumul from which
Mary has alighted, 18 just pasming from
under the shadow of the arch, and lovks
with wonder on the sceno before him,
while Zuohary, who seems tv have fol-
lowed LElizabeth to wolcomo their
guests, is standing behind hor in the
portico, leaning on Lis crutch, but with
s magwficently patriarchal head and
uir, one hand raised, too, in wondor
at tho sceno which has so moved Saint
Joseph. Tho brokground and acces-
eories of this design are beautiful in
the extremo, whilo tho simplicity in
the blending of the notural and super-
natural could only huve been caught
by ono whose whole soul was sieeped
in the reality of tho Incarnation.

Succeeding this pinturo i the series
of *¢ Forty lllustrations of the Four
Gospels,” is tho paming of St. John
the Baptist, as Zachary writes, ¢ John
is bis namo,” on a tablet. The curi-
osity of tbe handmnideus who look
over Zachary's shoulder from behind
o pillar, the happy Elizabeth on ber
couch in an inner room, the
priost of the circumsision waiting pati-
ontly, knife in hand, for Zachary's
anawer to his question, the charming
figure of & young mother, and her
young son afraid of the knife, resting,
point upward, on the kneo of tho
priest; the vencrable form of Zachary
bending over bis tablet as ho writes,
aud, stunding, 8o a3 tc bo higher than
any othersg in the group, in her mantlo
and crowned by ber auriole, the
Blessed Virgin Learing in her arms the
sanctified child, Precursor of her un-
born Son, gives us a composition so
complete thag we secm to see the sub-
ject treated for the first timo in all its
gracious possibilitics.

As wo write, the Midsummer feast
of the Nativity of St. John Baptist 1s
passing through 1ts octave. The glory
of the season 18 around us. There 18
no end of bloom, of umbrageous
groves, of morming and cvemng per-
fumes. But stauding, as we do, cloge
to the threshold of the Feast of Mary's
Visitation to Elizabeth, our Rosary
mystery takeg on a fresh significsncu
as the beads drop through our fiugers
on our Sundny ovening s stroll ecross
meadows, and winding nivulets ; the
broad river's courge over its bed giving
voice to the solemmty of the Complno
bour until the far-off curfow of the
village bell, in i1ts sweot munor key,
floats over the misty landscape, and
we cull still another wilding rose,
fresh with the falling dews that im-
peril its five petals, all aflush with the
charity which urged Mary to the luli-
country frcm Nazareth, and name 1t
the Rose of the Visitation.

‘The Holy See has decidrd not to re-
now to the firm of Puntet Brothors of
Ratisbone, Germany, the privilego of
the exclusive sale of liturgical books.
Tho privilege will expiro in 1893,

Coulc axD Rirvey Diprreriry  Mr J.
W. Wilder, J.P., Lafargorille, N. Y. writes :
¢ 1 am snbject to soveroattacks of Colicand
Kidney D.fficulty, and find Parmcleo’s Yills
afford mo groat rclief, while all other
remedies havo failed. Thoy ave tho best
medicine I ever ueed.” In fact sogreatis
tho power of this medicino to clesnso and
purify, that dixcases of almost every namo
and naturo are driven from the body.

Axents Wanted
To canvaas for Tig Catnorio Reaistrr, A
liberal ocommision allowed, Write for
partioulars,



