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MARY'S BROTHER

Sister Frances passed through the
ward and into the tiny roowm opening off
it, where for almost a year Mary had
lived in the invalid's chalr destined to
be her home for iife. The girl looked
up from & letter she was reading and
smiled joyously.

% Oh, Sister,” she cried, * my brother
is coming to this country. Ko is on the
ocean now. He'll be here, here in this
room, & week from to-day. Think,
Sister, I haven’t seen him for five years,
and he is all I have in the world.”

Then suddenly her thin, timid little
face clouded. A thought had oceurred
to her which cast a damper over her

0y.

“ Bat,” she went on presently, * but
what will he say when he knows that I
am s Oatholic? He will be furiously
angry. I'm afraid to tell him—I can’t
tell him. O, Sister, what shall I do 2"

« But, Mary, doesn't he know ? It is
at least a year and o hall since you were
received into the Church.”

| have never had courage to say 8
word about it to George. He is even
more prejudiced against everything
Oatholic than 1 was when I came here,
and you remember, Sister, how silly I
was. 1 would never have applied for
work in a Catholic hospital had I not
been cold and half naked and almost
starving. As for George, do you know I
feel certain that he would have starved
had he been in my place, rather than
have asked help in s * Popish institu-
tion, as he would call this.”

Mary said no more for a few minutes.
Every trace of gladness had died in her
heart, every trace of smile from her face.
The kind oid nun watched ber pityingly,
vainly trying to find something encour-
aging to say. She was thinking of her
own brother, out of the Church daring
maany yeers, for whom her life of priva-
tions was a perpetual holocaust. It was
Mary who broke the silence at last by
saying, low and tremulously :

“ I'm afraid he'll have nothing more
to do with me.”

« On the contrary, if you are patient
and gentle, you may be the means of
bringing him into the Chureh, and you
will then be closer to each other than
ever before.”

The girl shook her head.

« You don't know him, Sister. Not
that he is disagreeable or ill-tempered
about other things; he's the very oppos-
ite of all that he's as gay and bright an
attractive as 1 am stupid and insignifi-
cant ; but we were taught as children
that Catholicism is all thab is narrow
and all that is wicked, and the idea
took deep root in his mind.”

¢« Pray for him, Mary ; pray unceas-
ingly. This you can easily do.”

%1 do pray for him, S.ster, always to
the Blessed Sacrsment. It was the
sweetness, the peace, the indescribable
something about your chapel which I
had found nowhere else in the world,
that first made me long to be & Cathol ¢
and ever since I was baptized 1 have
loved the Blessed Sacrament—oh, 80
much! All the visits I made to the
chapel when I counld walk about, and
every Holy Communion since my first
has been offered for his conversion.
And besides on that night nearly s year
ago, when the fire broke out, and I awoke
to ind my room full of smoke, and re-
membered that Father Schultz was away,
remembered, t0o, that Sister Eulalie
was ill and toat I was taking her place
as sacristan—oh, Sister, [ was terrified !
1 felt that I could not let the flames
touch Our Lord, helpless in the taber-
nacle, but 1 was sfraid, so much afraid.
Then I thought of George—snd 1 made
my way through the smoke to the chapel.
1t wasn't very hard except that I could
not get my breath; and when at last
the wall tell, and I was pinned under it,
but with heip so near that 1 knew that
It was safe—why, I was almost glad of
the pain, because 1 could offer it for
George. And becsuse of him I've never
been sorry that the hurt crippled me,
except that it made me a care here,
where every one is busy.”

¢ N,nsense, Mary, you are one of our
own children |” the nun scolded kindly.

The girl eaid no more for a few min-
utes, and Sister Frances busied herself
about the room. Aftera time Mary be-
gan sgain sofoly and lovingly :

Mo think that [ am going to see him!
What joy ! If only he will forgive mel”

« Don't worry, little one. God can
do all things.”

« 1 know, Sister,
ing afraid. Pray,
won't turn from me,
feel badly about it.
love; he is counting the days until he
will reach here, he says. It will be so
bhard to tell him, so hard to hurt him.
He hates Catholioism ; and it’s strange,
for he loves everything elve.”

« ’1l uoite with you in praying to the
Blessed Sacrament,” Sister Frances said
and she went her way with a heavy sigh.
She felt sorry for the poor girl whose
devotion to her brother every one in the
house knew.

Daring the next few days Mary was
somewhat radisntly hsppy, more often
fearful ; and as the appointed time drew
nearer and nearer her uneasiness grew
prodigiously, until all the joy was
crowded out of her heart.

George came 8t last, a tall, stalwart
man, ive years her senior, with a smil-
ing face and & frequent. hearty laugh.
Sister Frances it was who led him
through the long corridors to Mary's
room, wondering 88 he chatted easily
and jobosely how his sister could have
dreaded his displeasure. He was pleas-
ant, she decided, but not one likely to
take anything mnuch to heart. She did
not know that laughter-loving natures,
easy of access on slight acquaintance,
gometimes hide limitless depths of ten
derness and strength, and as often a
strain of adamantine hardness.

A cry of loving welcome burst from
Mary's lips when he appeared in her
doorway, a cry which voiced the pentup
longing and weary homesickness of five
hard years ; and in & moment the
brother and sister were locked in each
other's arms. Wiping her eyes, Sister
Frances hurried away and left them
alone together. Bat, as often happens
when two people devoted to each other
have been long geparated, after their
first emotion passed both felt shy and ill
at ease, Mary asked one formal ques-
tion afser another about their old neigh-
bors in Manchester, and her brother
answered them laconicaily until remind-
ed of & characteristic story about an

but I can’t help be-
will you, that he
that he won't even
His letter is full of

absent-minded man who had always been
a source of amusement to them, he told
it inimitably ; they lsughed together ;
and the ice was effectually broken.
After this they chatted cosily for half
an hour, and Mary forgot her trouble
until there came a long pause, during
which George glanced curiously about
the spotless little room with a crucifix
hanging over the bed and a statute of

Our Lady on & bracket in the corner.
When he spoke agsin it was with o
certaln constraint of voice and manner
which sent a chill to her heart.

“ Do you like being here? 1 can't
imagine how you chanced to get into a
place like this.”

« |—1I had no position for along time,”
Mary faltered. “I had walked the
streets for days and weeks in search of
one. 1 was hupgry, almost starving and
in desperation 1 asked here for work.
They,.didn’t need another girl, but they
took me in and made a place for me, It
was very kind of them ; they have al-
ways been kind ; and especially so since
I was hurt the night of the fire. You
remember, I told you that a wall strack
me as it fell.”

“ Yes, I know.
exclaimed.

He opened his mouth to say some-
thing, snd closed it again, his sister
watching him fearfully, for his face was
gerious and paler than was its wont.
She knew that the dreaded moment Was
at hand, and shrank back intg her in-
valid's chair, breathing a prayer for
strength. Still George was silent until
Mary could stand it no longer.

« Oatholics are not at all as we used
to imagine them,” she ventured to say.

George made no snswer, and again
there was a long, uncomfortable pause.
Then, at last, he looked up, and with a
very evident desire to chauge the sub-
jeot, said :

“'You never told me, Mary, just how
it happened that you were injured in
the fire.”

Her face became a shade paler.

I—oh, George, 1've been afrald to tell
you !” she blurted out. “ 1 know that
you will be angry. Promise me that
you won't.”

“ Why, Mary, what do you mean - a

“ Jg—it happened a year ago, but I
never dared to tell you the particulars.
You see, the—the chapel caught fire in
the night. 1 was filling the sacristan’s
place at the time, the chaplain was
away,and so [—I saved the Blessed Sacra-
ment. 1 was hurt as I reached the open
air, but It—1t was safe ! And Idid it
for you, George 1"

George was quite as pale as she by
this time, and was trembling from hend
to foot. When Mary found courage to
glance at him she cried agonizingly :

* QOh, brother, don’t feel that way
about it. You do not understand. It is
all so sweet, so beautiful !”

¢ You mean that you are 8
he gasped in answer.

She nodded. He next ssked her &
que-tion which to her seemed strange
and irrelevant :

“ This happened a year ago, you 88Y ;
can you tell me the exact date 2"

« Yes. How could I forget. The fire
broke out at 2 o'clock in the moroing of
the feast of Corpus Christi, which fell
on the 28th ot May last year.”

George leaned forward and clasped
his sister's haund in his.

« Listen, Mary !” he said solexnly.
# About 8 o'clock in the morning of that
same day—there i8 six hours’ difference
in the time between here and Man-
chester, so just at the moment that yoa
were doing this—I was caught in a ter-
rific storm on my way to the factory.
I stepped inside & Oatholic church to
wait until its fury had spent itself. A
priest was standing at the altar-rail
talking to a band of children dressed in
white. What he sald went straight to
my heart, burned jitse!f into my mind ;
and that evening I went to see him. 1
had to; snd 1—I've been a Catholic
eight months. Mary, but I could not
bear to teil you.”

Mary took his now smiling face be-
tween her little hands and kissed it
tenderly.

« Oh, George, how glad I am !
I heiped a littie, didn't 1 2"

© You did it all, Mary, you end the
good God. But to think how I have
dreaded telling you!"” Aud the room
rang with his hearty boyish laughter.

Sister Frances, chancing to pass the
open door, thought that after all, the
brother and sister were having a gay,
cozy, matter-of-fact visit together, and
she was immensely relieved.

« He isn't as prejudiced as the poor
child imagined,” she said to herself.—
Florence Gilmore in the Messenger of
the Sacred Heart.

“ THE CHURCH, THE MOTHER
AND INSPIRATION OF ART”

Poor little girl!” he

Catholie 2"

And

By VeEry REv. THoMmAs N. BURKE, O. P

(Pronounced on Sunday evening, March ioth, 1872,
on the occasion of the completion «f the Dominican
Chuich of St. Vincent Ferrer, in Lexington Avenue,
New York, of which Very Rev. M.A. Lilley, O, P,,
was pastor.)

Dearly beloved brethren : This
morning I told you that the Holy Cath-
olic Church was the spouse of the Lord
Jesus Christ, described to us in Serip-
ture as endowed with a twofold beauty,
namely, interior, of which the Paalmist
says. * All the beauty of the king's
daughter is from within,” and exterior,
of which he spoke when he said, “ The
queen stood at His righe hand, in
golden garb, surrounded with variety.”
We saw, moreover, this morning,
that the interior besuty and in-
effable loveliness of the Church con-
sists, above all, in this, that she holds
enshrined in her tabernacles the Lord,
the Redeemwer of the world, as the Bles-
sed Virgin Mary, His mother, held Him
in her arms in Bethlehem, as the cross
supported Him on Mount Calvary ; that
she possesses His everlasting truth
which He left as her inheritance, and
which it is her destiny not only to hold,
but to proclaim and propagate to all
the nations ; and, finally, that she holds
in her hands the sacramental power and
agencies by which souls are sanctified,
purified, and saved. In these three
features we saw the beauty of the
Church of God ; in these three we be-
held how the mystery of the Incarnation
is perpetuated In her; tor Onrist our
Lord did not forever depart from earth,
but, according to His own word, came
pack and remsined. *Iwill not leave you
orphans,” He said, * but I will come to
you agsin, and 1 will remain with youall

days, even to the consummation of the
world,” We see in these three wonder-
ful features of the Church's interior
besuty how she is truly * The city of
the Living God,” * The abode of grace
and holiness ;” and therefore, that all
the majesty, all the beauty, all the
material grandeur which it is in our
power to invest her with, it becomes
our duty to give to her, that she may
thus appear before the eyes of men a
fitting tabernacle for our Divine Lord
Himself, We have seen, moreover, how
the Church of God, acting upon the in-
stinets of her divinely infused life and
perpetual charity, has always endeavor-
ed to attest and to proclaim her faith
by surrounding the object of that faith,
her God, with all that earth helds as
most preclous and most dear. i then
told you (if you remember) this morn-
ing, that the subject for our evening's
consideration would be the exterior
besuty of the Holy Church of God—
some other features that belong to her,
distinet from, though not independent
of, the three great singular graces
of God’s abidiog presence, of
God's infallible truth, and of the
unceasing stream  of sacramental
grace that, through her, flows
onward ; those features of divine exter-
nal beauty which we recognize upon the
face of our Holy Mother, the Church.
Taerefore, dearly beloved, the things
that are indicated by the exserior garb
with which the prophet invested the
spouse of Christ : * The queen stood on
thy rigkt hand in golden garb, sur-
rounded with variety "’ —every choicest
gem every celestial form of beauty em-
broidered upon the heavenly clotbing of
Heaven's Queen, every rarest jewel let
into the setting of that golden garment,
every brightest color shining forth
upon her—what is this exterior beauty
of the Church ? 1 answer, that it con-
sists in many things—in maoy influences
—in the many ways in which she has
acted upon society. Ever faithful to
the cause of God and to the cause of
humanity ; ever faithful to the
heavenly trust, after more than eight
een hundred yesrs of busy life she
stands to day before the world ; and
no mar can fix apon her virgin brow the
shame of deception, the shame of
cruelty, the shame of the denial of the
food -of man's resl life, the Word of
Trath. No msn can put upon her the
taint of dishonor, of 8 compromise witi
hell or with error, or with any power
that is hostile to the sovereiguty of
God or to the interests of man. Many,
indeed, are the ways in which the
Church of God has operated upon so-
ciety. Of these many ways I have sel-
ected as the subject for our even-
ing's illustration, the power exist-
ing in the Catholic Church sand
attested by undoubted historical
evidence — the power which she
exercised as the Mother and inspirer of
the fine ‘arts. And here let me first of
all say, that besides the ureful and
pecessary arts which occupy men in
their daily lifle—the arts that consist in
maintaining the essential necessaries
and in providing the comforts of life—
the arts that result in smoothing away
all the difficulties that meet us in .our
path in life, as far as the hand of man
can materially effect this — besides
these useful and necessary arts — there
are others which are not necessary for
our existence, nor, perhaps, even for
our comfort—but are necessary to mneet
the spiritual cravings and aspirations
of the human soul, and that fling a grace
around ourselves. There are arts and
sciences which elevate the mind, scothe

the heart,and captivate the understand-
ing and the imagination of man. These
sre called “The Fine Arts.” For in-
stance : it is not necessary for your life
or mine, that our eyes should rest with
pleasure upon some beautiful painting.
Without that we could live. With
out that we could have ali that is neces-
sary for our existence—for our daily
comfort, Yet, how refining, how in-
vigorating, how pleasing to the eye,
and to the soul to which that eye
speaks, is the language that spesks to
us silently, yet eloguently, as from the
lips of a friend, from works of architect-
ure, or sculpture, or painting. It is not
necessary for our lives, nor for the com-
fort of our lives, if you will, that our
ears should be charmed with the sweet
notes of melodious musie ; but is there

one amongst us that has not, at some
time or other, felt his soul within him
soothed, and the burden of his sorrow
lightened, the pleasure he enjoyed in-
creased and enhanced, when music, with
its magic spell, fell upon his ear ? 1t Ia
not necessary for our lives that
our eyes should be charmed
with the sight of some grand, mej*stic
building ; but who smougst us is there
who has not felt the emotion of sadness
swell within him as he looked upon the
green, ivy-clad ruin of some ancient
church 2 Who is there amongst us
that has not, st some time or other, felt
the softening, refining, though sadden-
ing influences that creep over him
when, on entering within jsome time -
honored ruin of an abbey, he beheld the
old lsnce-shaped windows, through
which came streams of sunshine like the
“light of other days,” aund beheld the
ancient tracery on that which stood be-
hind the high altar, and had once been
filled with legends of angels and sainta
— but now open to every breeze of
heaven — when he looked upon the
place ss that in which his imagination
pictured to him holy bishops and mitred
abbots officiating there, and offering up
the uubloody sacrifice, while the vaulted
arches and long drawn aisles resounded
with the loud hoSannas of the long-lost
monastic song ? Who is there amongst
us who has not felt, at times elevated,
impressed, aye, filled with strong feel-
ings of delight, as his eye roamed
steadily and graduslly up to the apex
of some grand cathedral, resting upon
niches of saints and angels, and gilding
from beauty to beauty, until, at length,
straining his vision, he beheld, high
amongst the clouds of heaven, the sav-
ing sign of the Cross of Jesus Chriat,
vpheld in triumph, and flinging its
sacred shadow over the silent graves.
It is thus these arts called the fiberal,
or the Fine Arts, fill a great place, and
accomplish & great work in the designs
of God, snd in the history of God's
Holy Church.

My friends, the theme which I have
propounded to you contajns two grave
truths., The first of these is this: I
olsim for the Osatholic Church that she
is the mother of the erte ; secondly, 1
claim for her the glory' that she has been

and is their highest inspiration. What
is it that forms the peculiar sttraction
—that creates the peculiar iufluence of
art upon the soul of man, through his
senses ? What is it that captivates the
eye ? It is the ideal thav gpeaks to
him through art. In nature there are
many beautiful things, and we contem-
plate them with joy, with delight. The
faint blushes of the morning, as the ris-
ing sun climbs slowly over the eastern
hills, filling the valleys with rosy light,
and gladdening the face of nature — all
this is grand, sll this is beautiful. Bat
in nature, because it is nature, the per-
fectly besutiful is rarely or never found.
Some one thing or other is wanting that
would lend an additional feature of
Joveliness to the scene which we con-
templste, or to the theme, the hearing
of which delights us. Now, the aim of
the Ostholic soul of art is to take the
beautiful wherever it is found, to ab-
stract it from all that might deform it,
or to add all that might be wanting to
ite perfect beauty—to add to it every
feature and every element that can fal-
fill the human idea of perfect loveliness,
and to fling over all the still higher
loveliness which is caught from heaven.
This is called *“the Ideal” in art. We
rarely find it in npature. We seek
i#/ in  highest art. We look
upon & picture, and tkere we be-
hold portrayed with supreme poder all
the giory of the light that the sun can
lend from heaven—all the glory of
material beauty chastened, refined, and
jdealized by the artist's inspiration,
breathing purest soul, enforcing some
high lesson, and persuading by the
spiritual influence which pervades the
whole work. Ameng the ancient nations
—the great fountaios of the ancient
civilization — Egypt, Assyria, Greece,
and finally, Rome — during the four
thousand years that went belore the
coming of the Redeemer, these arts and
sciences flourished. We have still the
remains of the Coliseum, for instance, in
Rowme, cowbining vastness of proportion
with perfect symmetry, and the mind is
oppressed at the immensity of size, whilst
the eye is charmed with the beauty of
proportion. .

But in the fourth and fiith centuries
—safter the foundation of the Church
had been firmly laid, after the promul-
gation of the Christian religion—when
the Roman Empire had bowed down her
imperial head before the glory of the
Cross of Christ, it was in the designs of
God that all that suctent civilization,
all these ancient arts and sciences,
should be broken up and perish. From
Egypt, Syria, and the far East they
came, and their glory concentrated it-
gself in Greece—later, the most of all, in
Rome. All the wealth of the world was
gathered into Rome. All the glory ot
earth was centralized in Rome. What-
ever the world knew of painting, of
sculpture, of architecture, of music, was
found in Rome, in the highest perfec-
tion to which the ancient civilization
had brought it. Then came the moment
when tke Church was to enter upon
her second mission—that of creating a
new world and a new civilization. Then
came the moment when Rome and its
ancient empire gravitated to a climax
by its three hundred years of religious
persecution of the Church of God, and
her crimes were about to be expiated.
Then came the time when God's designs
became apparent. Kven as the storm-
cloud bursts forth and sweeps the earth
in its resistless force, so, my dear
friends, in these centuries of which I
speak, from the fastness of the North
came forth dreadful hordes of barbarisns
—men without civilization—men with-
ont religion—men without mercy—men
withont & written lapgusge—men with-
out a history—men without a single re-
fining element of faith amongst them ;
and down they came, Goths snd Visi-
goths, Huns and Vandals, onward sweep-
ing in their resistless and almost count-
less thoussnds of warriors, carrying
slavery and destruction in their hands;
—and thus they swept over the Western
world. Rome went down before them.
All her glory departed; and so the
civilization of Greece and Rome was
completely destroyed. Society was
overthrown, and reduced to the first
chaotic elements-of its being. Every
art, every. science, every moat splendid
monument of the ancient world was des-
troyed ; and at the close of the fifth
century, the work of the four thousand
preceding years had to be done over
again. Mankind/ was reduced to its
primal elements of barbarism. Lan-
gusges never before heard, barbaric
voioes, were lifted up in the halls of
the ancient palaces of Italy and in the
fornm of Rome. All the splendors of
the Roman Empire dissppeared, and,
with them, almost every vestige of the
ancient arts and civilization of the pre-
ceding times. No power of earth was
able to withstand the hordes of Attila.
No army was able to make front againet
them. All went down before them,
save and exoept one—one organization,
one power in the w:rld—one power
founded by Christ and compacted by
the very hand of God—founded upon
an immovable foundation of knowledge
and of truth—one power, for whieh, for
divine purposes, was sllowed a respite
from ‘persecution for a few years, in
order that she might be able to present
to the flood of barbarism that swept
away the ancient civilization, a compact
and well formed body, able to re-act
upon them,—and that power was the
Holy Church of God. She boldly met
the assault ; she stemmed the tide ; she
embraced and sbsorbed in herself nation
after nation, million after million of
those rude children of the Northern
shores and forests. She took them,
rough and barbarous as they were, to
ber bosom : ‘and, at the end of the fifth
century, the Church of God began her
exterior, heroic mission of civilizing
the world, and laying the foundations
ol modern civilization and of modern
society. So it went on until the day
when the capitol of Rome was ghrouded
in flames, and the ancient monuments of
her pride, of her glory, and of civiliza-
tion, were ruined and felli and almost
every vestige of tho ancient arts dis-
appeared. The Church, on the one
hand, addressed herself, first and most
immediately, to the Ohristianizing of
theee Northern nations, Therein lay
her divine miesion, therein lay the pur-
pose for which she was created—to
teach them the truths of God. Whilst
she did this she carefully gathered to-
gether all that remained of the tradi-
tions of ancient Psgan science and art.
Whilat all over Europe the greater part

of the nations were engnged in the war
between Northern barbarism and civil-
ization and the land was one great
battle fleld, overflowing with blood, the
Church gathered into her arms all that
she could lay her hands on, of ancient
literature, of ancient science and sart,
and retired with them into her clois-
ters. Kverywhere, over the whole face
of Europe, and in Africa and Asia—
everywhere the monk was the one man

of learning—the one man who brought
with him, into his cloister, the devotion
to God that involved the sacrifice of

coming down f{rom heaven to salute
Mary—then did all these greet the eye
of the rude, unlettered man, and tell
him, in language more eloquent than
words, how much Almighty God in
heaven loved him. But it was neces-
sary for this that the art of painting
should be idealized to its very highest
form. It was necessary to the painter's
band to fling around Mary's head &
combined halo of virginity and of
heavenly maternity. It was necessary
that the angelic form that saluted her
should have the transpsrency of heaven

his lile—the devotion to man that con-
siders a neighbor’s good, and makes civ-
ilization and refl t the purpose and |
study of bis life! Where, to-day, would
be the literature of ancient Greece and
Rome, if the Church of God, the Catho-
lic Cnurch, bad not gathered their rem-
nants into her cloisters? Where, to-
day, would be (humanly speaking) the
very Scriptures themselves, if these
monks of old had not taken them, and
made the transcribing of them, and the
multiplying copies of them, the busi-
pess of their lives ? And so, all that
the world has of science, of art,—all
that the world has of tradition — of
musie, of painting, of architecture—all
that the world has of the arts of (ireece

and Rome, was treasured up for a thou-
sand years in the cloisters of the Cath-
olie Church 4

And now, her two-fold mission began.
Whilst her preachers evangelized—
whilst they followed the armies of the
Vandal and the Goth, from field to field,
snd back to their fastnesses of the
North—whilst they converted those
rude and terrible sous of the forest into
meek, pure-minded Christians, upon the
one hand, on the other, the Church took
and applied all the arts, all the
sciences, all the human ageacies that
she had—and they were powerful—to
the civilizing and refining of these bar-
barous wen. Then it was that in the
eloisters there sprang up, created and
fostered by the Church of God, the fair
and beautiful arts of painting, music,
and architecture. I ssy “created” in
the Church. There are many amongst
yoa as well informed as I am in the
history of our civilization, and I ask
ycu to consider that amongst the debris
of the ruin of ancient Rome aund of
sncient Greece, aithongh we possess
noble monuments of the ancient archi-
{ecture, we have but the faintest tradi-
vion of their music or their paintings—
scarcely snything. I have visited the
ruined cities of Italy, I have stood with-
in the walls of Osttum, at the mouth of
the Tiber, when, after hundreds of years,
for the first time the esrth was removed,
and the ancient temples were revealed
sgain. The painting is gone, and noth-
ing but the faintest outline remains.
Still less of the music of the ancients
have we. We do not know what the
music of ancient Greece or of ancient
Rome wss. All we know is, that among
the ancient Greeks there was a dull
monotone, or chorus, struck into an
alternating strain. Of their sculpture
we have abundant remains; and, indeed,
on this it may be said, thas there has
pot been any modern art which has
equalled, scarcely approached, the per-
fection of the ancient Grecian model.
Bat the three sciences of architecture,
painting, snd music have all sprung
from the cloiaters of the Church. What
is the source of all great modern song ?
When the voice of the singer was
hushed everywhere else, it resounded
in the Gregorian chant that pealed in
lond hosannas through the long-drawn
aisles of the ancient Catholic medimval
churchee. It first came from the mind
—it came from out the loving heart of
the, holy pope, Gregory, himselt a rellg
jous, and counsecrated to God as a
monk. Whence came the orgsm, the
prince, the king of all instruments, the
faitbtul type of Christianity—of the
Christian congregation—so varied yet
80 harmonious; made up of a maultitude
of pipes and stops, each one differing
from the other, yet all blending to-
gether into one solemn harmony of |
praise, just as you, who come in here be-
tore this altar, each one full of his own
motives and desires—the young, the old
—the grave, the gay—rich and poor—
each with his own desire aud experi-
ence of joy, of sorrow, or of hope—yet,
before this altar, and within these walis,
do you blend into one united and har-
monious act of faith of homage, and of
praise before God. Whence came the
king of instruments to you—so majee-
tic in form, so grand in its volume—so
symbolical of the worship which it
bears aloft upon the wings of song. In
the oloisters of the Benedictine monks
do we hear it for the first time. When
the tired Crusader came home from his
Eastern wars, there did he sit down to
refresh his soul with sacred song.
There, during the solemn Mass of mid-
nignt, or st the Church’s office at
mating, while he heard the solemn,
plaintive chant of the Church, whilst
he heard the low-blended notes of the
acoompanying organ, skilfully touched
by the Benedictine's hand—would his
rugged heart be melted into sorrow
and she humility of Christian forgive-
pess. And thus it is the moat spiritual-
izing and highest of all the arts and
sciences—this heaven-born art of music.
Thus did the Church of God make her
divine and cizilizing sppeal, aud thus
her holy influence was brought out,
during those stormy and terrible times
when she undertook the almost impossi-
ble task of humbling the proud, of purify-
ing the unchaste, of civilizing the
terrible, the flerce, and the blood-
atained horde of barbarians that swept,
in their resistless millions, over the
Roman empire.

The next gread art
the church cultivated her
cloisters, and  which, truth,

which
in

was oreated by her as it exiats to-day,
was the art of painting. Recall the oir-
cumstances of the time. Printing was
not yet invented. Yet the people had
to be instructed—and not only to be in-
structed but influenced; for mere in-
strugtion is not sufficient. The mere
appeal to the power of faith, or to the
intellect of man, is not sufficient.

Therefore did the Church call in the
beautiful art of painting; and the holy,
congecral monk in his cloister de-
veloped all the originality of his genius
and of his mind to reproduce in capti-
vating form—in silent but eloquent
words, tire mysteries of the Church—
the mysteries which the Church has
taught from her birth. Then did the
mystery of the Redemption, the Incar-
nation of the Son of God, the angels

and of its own spiritual nature, floating,
as it were, though him, in material
color. It wasnecessary that the atmo-
sphere surrounded her should beas that
cloudless atmosphere which is breathed
before the throne of the Most Higb. Tt
was necessary that the man who looked
upon this should be lifted up from the
thoughts of earth and engaged wholly
in the contemplation of objects of
heaven. Therefore, glimpies of
beauty the most transcendent,
aspirations of heaven, lifting up the
goul from all earthliness—from worldli-
ness—were necessary. To obtain this
the monk was obliged to fast and pray
while he painted. The monk was
obliged to lift up his own thoughts, his
own imagination, his own soul, in con-
templation, and view, as it were, the
scene which he was about to ilinstrate,
with no earthly eye. The Church alone
could do this, and the Church did it.
She created the art of painting. There
was no tradition in the pagan world to
aid him; no beauty—the beauty of no
fair forms in all the fulness of their
msjestic symmetry before his eye to in-
spire him, Ile must look altogether to
heaven for his inspiration. And so
faithfully did he look up to heaven’s
glories, and so clear was the vision that
the painter-monk received of the
besuties ho depicted on earth, that in
the thirteenth century there arote in
Florence a Dominican monk, a member
of our order, beatified by his virtues,
and called by the single title of “The
Angelic Painter.” He illustrated the
Holy Trivity. He put before the eyes
of the people all the great mysteries of
our faith. And now, after 10 many ages
—after six hundred years have passed
away, whenever & painter, or lover of
art, stands before one of those wonder-
ful angels and saints, painted by the
hand of the ancient monk, now in
heaven, it seems to him as if the very
apgels of God had descended from on
high and stocd before the painter, while
be fixed their glory in colored form
88 they appear to the eye of the be-
holder. It seems as if we gazed upon
the blessed angelic hosts, and as if
Gabriel, standing before Mary, mingled
the joy of the meeting with the solemn-
ity of the message which the painter
represents him a8 announcing. It
seems as if Mary is seen receiving the
message of man's redemption from the
angel, not as 8 woman of earth, but as if
she was the very personification of the
woman that the inspired Evangelist at
Patmos saw, “clothed with the sun, and
the moon under her feet, and on her
hesd & crown of twelve stars.”
Michael Angelo, the greatest of
painters, gazed in wonder at the angels
and ssints that the Dominican monk
had painted. Astonished, he knalt
down, gave thanks to God, and said,
“ThLe man that could have painted these
must have seen them in heaven!”

The srchitecture of the ancient world,
of Greece and of Rome, remained. It
was inspired by a Pagau idea, and it
never rose above the idea that inspired
it. The temples of Athens and of Rome
remain in all shattered glory, and in all
the chaste beauty of their proportions.
Very remsrkable are they as archi-
tectual studies for this: that they spread
themselves out, and covered as mueh of
the earth’s space as possible; that the
piliars were low and the arches low;
and everything seemed to cling to and
tend towards earth. For this was the
idea, and the highest ides, of architec
ture that ever entered into the mind of
the greateat of the men of ancient civili-
zation. The monk in his cloister, de-
signing to build a temple and a house
for the living God, looking upon the
models of anclent Greece and Rome
ssw in them a grovelling and an earthly
architecture. His mind was heaven-
ward in sspirstion. His thoughts, his
affections, were all purified by the lite
which he led. Out of that upward tend-
ency of mind and heart sprang the
oreation of a new style of Cheistian
architecture, which is called the
Gothic; as little in it of earth as may
be—just sufficient to serve the purpose
of a superstructure. The idea was to
raise ib as high towards heaven as pos-
sible—to raise s monument to Almighty
God—s monument revealing in every
detail of its architecture the divine
ides, and the upward tendency of the
regenerated heart of the Christian man.
Now, therefore, let every arch be
pointed; now, sherefore, let every pillar
spring up as leftily as a spire; now,
let every niche be filled with angels and
saints—some who were tried in love—
others who maintained the faith—teach
ing the lesson of their sanctity—now
pronouncing judgmest, now proclaiming
mercy. Now, therefore, let the high
tower be uplifted on which swings the
bell, consecrated by the blessing of the
Chureh, to fling out upon the air around,
which trembles as it receives its mess-

behold them in those ancient and quaint
towns of Belgium and of France. We
behold on their transepts, for instance,
a tracery as fine as if it were wrought
and embroidered by & woman's hauds,
with a strength that has been able to
defy the shocks of war and the action of
ages. If the traveller seeks the sunny
plains of Italy, he climbs the snow-
crowned, eolitary Alps, and there, after
his steep and rugged ascent, he beholds
on one side the valleys of Switzerland,
and he turns to the land of the noonday
sun, snd sees before bim the fair ang
widespread plains of Lowbardy. The
great rivers flow through these plaing
and look as if they were of molten silver.
The air is pure, and the sky is the sky
of Italy, Majestic cities dot the plains
at his feet. But amougst them all, as
the sun flings his Italian light upon the
scene—amongst them sll, he beholds one
thing that dazzles his eyes with ite
splendor. There, far away in the plains,
within the gates of the vast eity of
Milan, he sees a palace of white marble
rising up from the earth ; ten thousand
statues of saints around it ; with count-

less turrets, and a spire with a pinnacle

rising towards heaven, as if in a riot of
Christian joy. The sun sparkles upon
it as if it were covered with the rime of
a hoar-frost, or asif it were made of
molten silver. Possibly his steps are
drawn thither, and it pleases him to en-
ter the city. Neverbelore—npever, even
with the eye of the mind—hud the trav-

TORTURED FROM
BABYHO0D
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Miss E. A. GOODALL

EDMONTON, ALTA., Nov. 20th. 1911

«I have beem a sufferer since baby-
hood frem that terrible complaint,
Constipation. 1 have been treated by
physicans, and have taken every
medicine I heard of, but without the
slightest bemefit. I finally cemcluded
that there was no remedy in the world
that could cure Constipstion.

About this time, I heard about ““Fruit-
a-tives” and decided te try them. The
effect was marvellous.

The first bex gave me great relief, and
after I had nsed a few boxes, 1 found
that T was entirely well,

“Fruit-a-tives’’ is the only medicine
that ever did me any good and I waut to
say to all whe suffer as 1 did—"Try
this fruit medicine and you will find—
as I did—a cure”’

p“(?;xts) E. A. GOODALL

“Pruit-a-tives’’ is the enly medicine
in the world made of fruit and the only
one that will positively and completely
cure you of Constipation.

soc. a box, 6 for $3.50, trial size, 25c.
At all dealers or sent on receipt of price
by Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottaws.

ACETYLENE

Even though yeu canmot get city gas
or ity, you can get a better light
=k "

An Acetylene lighting eystem can be
tmstalled in your homse at small expense.

can sy good-bye to the

smey, smelly coal-oil lamps, the smoky
the wmeven wicks, and the
dsagreeable job of ing them im
erder. Them—you can have in every
rosm a Rght that is really daylight's
conmter-part—a Hght that

is soft, white, plessant and
resaeriably easy on the eyes

—a light that makes

reading a grester pleasure

ever.
Then why not have
Aecetylene?

Write us and we'll tell
you all about how to put in
am Acetyleme system, what
Rcosta, and how much light
it will give you for every
oemt in cost. 18
ACETYLENE CSNSTRUCTION CO., LIMITED
604 POVFER BLDG., MONTREAL.

age, the notes of Christian joy and of
Chbristian sorrow! And high above

¥ O'KEEFE'S

that tower, let the slender, pointed

spire seek the clouds, and rear up, as

near to heaven as man can go, the

symbol of the Cross on which Christ

redeemed mankind! The people re-

quire instruction; put sermons in

stones. Let t e material edifice be an

epic of faith and of praise to God. Let

everything that the eye sees be symbol-

jcal of the divine.

«ghut then in the petals of
flowers, .

Round the stems of all the lilies twine,

Hide beneath each bird's or angel’s
pinion,

Some wise meaning or some thought
divine.

Place in stony hands that pray forever,

Tender words of peace, and strive to
wind

Round the leafy scroll and fretted
niches

Some true loviag message to your
kind.”

Such is the Church’s idea ; and such

is the architecture of which she is the

mother! Thus we behold the glorious

churches of the middle ages. Thus we

the
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