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INTRODUCTION

THE PoOINT OF VIEW

r I YHIS book is not an art course in the usual sense.
Though it is based upon certain masterpieces of art,
and discusses some of the matters that are usually

treated in art books, with many aspects of art it has
nothing whatever to do. It is not concerped, for
example, with the historic development of painting; it
has little to say about technique; biography plays small
part in it. These are all matters worth while, but aside
from the purpose of this study.

But the book is an art course in the sense that it
studies a number of paintings to discover their spiri-
tual values. It takes the finished product of the studio
and asks of it, *“ What excuse have you for being?
What qualities have made you live these decades,
these centuries; have caused the eyes of men to turn
toward you and their hearts to burn as they think
of you?” Or perhaps one should say more accurately
that the book sets the reader down before these trea-
sures, one by one, and demands of him, “ What do
you see, what do you feel? Do you discover clearly
what the artist has tried to say? Does your heart
respond to its beauty? Does the great theme with
which it concerns itself shine down on you from the
canvas with a new significance, transfigured by the
insight, the skill, the emotional coloring of this crea-
tive personality?”” If you can give a positive answer
to these questions, the painting has significance for
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The Point of View

you; but if your answer is negative, no matter how
much you may know about the history or the tech-
nique of art, you have failed to grasp the essential
picture, either because the picture has no essential
worth or because you have not yet learned how to
find it.

The pictures of this book have been selected be-
cause in some measure they speak of religion. They
hint at some «connection between this world of fact in
which we move and the infinite spiritual world that
penetrates it and gives it meaning. Jesus lived so
continuously and so fully in both worlds that no
artist can depict an incident in his life without remind-
ing us to some extent of both. Both elements are
present in varying degrees in the story of his birth,
his growth and ripening, of his call to a specific task,
of his friendships and his labors, his successes and dis-
appointments, his tragic end. Take out from these
human happenings the spiritual element, the element
that speaks of joy and peace, of love and sacrifice, of
consciousness of a mission, of pity for suffering, hatred
of sin, intolerance of selfishness in high places, devo-
tion to the truth; take out faith and the ever-present
consciousness of God in which these elements are
rooted, and what have we left? Surely nothing that
is worth an artist’s time to depict. But if the painter
has given us a glimpse of these unseen realities, he
has not only illuminated for us the life of Jesus, but
he has revealed to us something of eternal truth, which
is as much truth for us and for all men as it was for
Jesus. He has shown us what Harnack calls  Eter-
nal life in the midst of time, under the eyes and by
the strength of God.” It is these spiritual values that
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How to Study a Picture

give significance to a great work of art; indeed, with-
out the presence of such values a work of art can
hardly be called great.

It is the purpose of this book to help you discover
and appreciate the religious element in art; to study
art not for art’s sake but for your sake; to strengthen
your grasp upon the things that are unseen and
eternal.

HOW TO STUDY A PICTURE

A. Find the Facts.— Some pictures are so simple
that a glance serves to show their contents. No pro-
longed study is necessary to grasp Murillo's Magda-
lene (p. 213); it is a portrait of a woman looking
upward. Hardly more pains will be required to master
Zimmermann's Christ and the Fishermen (p. 145); it
consists of four men in earnest conversation, with a
glimpse of a lake, a boat and a man beyond.’ But
when one is confronted with such a picture as Hunt's
‘“ Finding of Christ in the Temple " (p. 105) the task to
master its details is considerable. Here one must
adopt a method of procedure in order not to over-
look some of the significant details.!

First take the building. What strange architecture!
It is neither Egyptian nor Assyrian nor Greek nor
Roman. The rear wall seems to be a screen of metal
or of pierced marble, the pattern a beautiful diaper-
work and the frieze a series of circles inscribing ara-
besques. The ceiling is coffered, each beam bearing
intricate ornaments in fayence designed from the
elements of pine-cones and grapes and pomegranates.

lﬂ; It may be necessary to consult a larger reproduction, perhaps in your public
rary.
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How to Study a Picture

From each panel hangs a chandelier of silver, with
egg-shaped lamps of crystal. The pillars are clusters
of shafts or stalks bound round with a golden vine
and terminated by capitals that are fashioned upon
palm and lotus motives. The whole is dainty and
airy and fantastic, a flowering of the exuberant imagi-
nation of the East, though trained and modulated
by the hand of fitness. One valve of the great door
stands wide in front of us. It is overlaid with plates
of gold and ornamented with a wheel-like pattern of
papyrus blossoms interspoked with buds of the same.
Above the wheel is an inscription: “Et statim veniet
ad Templum suum Dominator quem vos guaerilis.”
There are tear-shaped bosses on the door, and a spiral
band set with great crystals. The very threshold
is ornamented with pomegranates and papyrus leaves.
Surely all this painstaking wealth of detail is here for a
purpose!

Turn now to the surroundings, Through the win-
dow (in the original) a hill with buildings. On the
right, leaning against the doorpost, a blind beggar, and -
below in the courtyard, workmen hewing a large stone
preparatory to placing it in the unfinished colonnade.
Beyond are cypress trees and a suburb of white houses
on the slopes of Mt. Scopas. The open doors, the
screens, the brilliant Syrian sky, the birds flying in and
out of the Temple, all speak of Spring.

Now look carefully at the persons. In the back-
ground do you see a man holding back a sheep and
counting his money? A little procession of four is
going somewhere within the temple: the woman
fondles a baby, the man beside her carries a lamb on
his shoulders, a priest with a censor walks in front of
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How to Study a Picture

them, and a boy with a harp leads the way. A money-
changer at his table is weighing gold. Again, near
the center, a boy is throwing up his scarf to scare
away the birds. To the left, a servant with a long rod
is lighting a lamp. Coming now to the nearer persons,
do you see that three of them carry musical instru-
ments —a small harp, a larger harp and a sistrum?
A well-dressed servant pours wine into a crystal bowl
and will hand it to a rabbi. A little boy slyly kisses
the skirts of the silken wrapper of the Holy Book;
another small boy with a fly-whisk forgets his task
while his thoughts fly out of doors with the birds.
Now the rabbis. They are all richly dressed and
brilliantly turbaned. The old blind man to the left
hugs a huge roll of the Law. The knobs of it and the
pendants are of silver; the precious parchment is
covered with crimson velvet embroidered with golden
vine-wreaths and the mystic name of Jehovah — the
Tetragrammaton, or four triangles, in an endless line.
The second rabbi holds a little cubical box, a phy-
lactery, containing the promises of Jehovah to the
Jews. The third rabbi, who has evidently been con-
ducting the argument, pauses during the interruption
with a roll of the Prophets in his hand. The fourth
rabbi wears a phylactery on his forehead to show his
piety, and is not modest enough to remove it even in
the temple of Jehovah. He holds a reed pen and with
it sums up on his fingers the whole argument; while
above him bends a Levite over his harp to point a
finger of scorn at the boy and his peasant parents.
The fifth rabbi pours a libation from his wine-glass.
The sixth casts an acrid glance at the young Jesus,
and the last slumps in his place like a lump of dough.
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How to Study a Picture

Over against these are the Holy Family: Jesus, the
strong, clear-faced, barefooted peasant boy; Mary,
the anxious mother, whispering her reproach; Joseph,
the robust carpenter, his shoes slung over his back, his
hand upon the mother’s hand upon the boy’s shoulder
as if to draw the boy homeward.

Go over these details again, perhaps again; shut
your eyes and still go over them until at will you can
recreate each one. This picture is now to be your
permanent possession, hung forever on the walls of
your memory. It is different from all others, it is
precisely this and nothing else. Holman Hunt painted
it, and its name is * Finding of Christ in the Temple.”

B. Note the Arrangement of Facts.— This is what is
technically called Composition. It means that the
artist has grouped his figures, his lines, his light and
dark spots so that without any effort on your part
your eye will be led to the center of the picture’s in-
terest. For a great picture is not a mere assemblage
of objects; it is an ordered assemblage. The artist
has in his mind one, or at most two, dominant ideas,
and he is indeed a bungler if he cannot give you a
hint where to look for them. All else is subordi-
nated to these, all others point to these, take their
value from their relation to these. This subtle leading
of the mind may be accomplished in several ways.
Contrasts or gradations of color may effect it; placing
the important figures in the foreground, making them
larger, making them distinct while the others are more
or less hazy. But the most effective method is to
make the important lines lead to the center of interest,
as all rays of light focus in the sun.

Turn again to Hunt’s picture. What is the center
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How to Study a Picture

of interest? Naturally you say, the Holy Family;
they are in the foreground and are larger than the
other persons. And of this group of three, which one
is the center? The boy; for the thoughts and the
looks of the parents are focused on him. This group
is distinct from the rest. Now it would have been

CUT SHOWING HOW THE LINES OF COMPOSITION FOCUS ON THE
LEADING OBJECT

casy and in a way natural to have grouped the rabbis
together on the left of the picture and to have made
them eagerly discuss the boy among themselves while
the parents were engaged with their son; but this
would have split the picture into two parts and divided
our interest between the two. Hunt has grouped the
rabbis there, but their interest is still the boy. They
are looking his way or thinking his way; and if our
eye wanders over to them it comes back again on the

9



Ilow to Study a Picture

bridge of their interest. In this way Hunt has kept
the picture a unity and has singled out in that unity
the dominant personality. Moreover, the lines of the
rabbis, their robes and accessories, the Levites be-
hind, the perspectives of the building and landscape,
all lead to the center. Start where you will on the
edges of the picture and somehow your glance gravi-
tates inward. Let it be the line cf robes and toes in
the left foreground, or the lines of hands beginning
with the fly-driver, or the row of beards or mouths or
forcheads, or the curve of the upper left-hand harp,
or the feet of Jesus, the heel of Mary, the facial angle
of the beggar, or even the birds in the sky, — all these
are the beginnings of sequences that lcad you, not of
course with mathematical precision but yet with suffi-
cient clearness, to the one face that Hunt wishes to
burn into your memory. These arrangements are the
groundwork of the picture, the skeleton that gives it
structure, the logic that gives it form and unity and
incvitableness, the psychic gravitation that draws all
things to their true center. When you have discov-
ered the composition of this or of any picture, you
have not only found a source of =sthetic pleasure but
a key to the meaning of the picture as well.

C. Consider the Meaning of the Facts. — All that has
preceded is preliminary. We have found out what
the artist has given us to study, what are its chief
and its subordinate themes. The real task is to dis-
cover the meaning of the whole, its message, its spiri-
tual value. Some pictures have no message — except
to reveal the accomplishments or character of their
author. In a certain bar-room in Boston are a couple
of marvellous paintings. One represents an old and
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faded and tattered dollar bill, and does it so perfectly
that without the use of a magnifying glass you would
take oath that a genuine bill had been passepar-
touted. The other is the portrait of a rather pretty
girl. You raise your hand to brush away a fly that
has settled upon her cheek, and you discover to your
amazement that the fly is painted on! What is the
message of such ‘““art’’? The artist is saying to you,
“] am so clever that I can deceive even an acute
observer like yourself!” or, “I am throwing away
great talent and precious time in amusing people ”’; or,
“1 see nothing in life worth painting except trifles.”
This is the message of a large percent of the pictures
in our galleries. But when you approach a picture
that has been admired for three hundred years, the
natural inference is that the artist has said something
worth while. All great artists are primarily great
men; they have intellectual and spiritual powers above
the average, powers of observation, insight, feeling.
They see more things, more deeply into the meaning
of things, and they feel more strongly about things
than we do. When such a man devotes a year, or
ten years, of his life, to a certain canvas, it is legiti-
mate to believe that he has tried to express an idea
that he was unwilling to let die.

These ideas may be insights or feelings or both. In
some pictures the insight predominates, as in the
“ Temptation” of Cornicelius (p. 134), the “Star of
Bethlehem " of Burne-Jones (p. 81), or the picture of
Hunt's that we have already considered. In some
where the insight predominates it takes the special
form of a symbol, as in Bloch's ‘ Come Unto Me"”
(p. 158), or Rodin’s “ Prodigal Son " (p. 169). In some
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How to Study a Picture

pictures the feeling is uppermost, as in Keller’s * Rais-
ing the Daughter of Jairus’ (p. 197), or Rubens’
* Jesus in the House of Simon” (p. 212). Perhaps it
will be well to examine these types more in detail.
1. Art as Insight.— We have already examined the
details of Hunt’s picture and are now prepared to dis-
cover what ideas lie beneath the surface. Hunt has
illustrated an incident in the life of Jesus; he has also
interpreted it — made its true significance clearer.
Take first, the building. We know that Herod built
a magnificent temple for the Jews in order to still
their restlessness under his iron rule. Marble was
the material, adorned with gold and semi-precious
stones. We know a few facts about the general arrange-
ment of the building, but next to nothing about its
style. The artists have always represented it as they
pleased. Hofmann (p. 104) suggests massive Roman
pillars; in another picture he presents an Italian-
looking porch (p. 283). Kirchbach (p. 290) paints a
noble fortress-like structure, part Roman, part Egyp-
tian. But Hunt has thought more in detail and more
deeply. He wanted to suggest size and impressive-
ness; hence the ample spaces in this loggia or sum-
mer house in which the scene is laid, and the colon-
nades without that speak of still wider areas and other
structures. * Seest thou what great stones and what
buildings are here?” ... *Forty and six years was
this temple in building,” —and not even yet is it
completed. These gold-plated and jewelled doors and
silver candelabra picture wealth; the arabesque screens,
the polychromatic decorations of the ceiling, the mo-
tives of the design, are indications that we are in the
luxurious East, and that the central shrine of Judaism

12



How to Study a Picture

is calculated to appeal to all the sons of the Disper-
sion, whether they come from the lotus-dotted Nile,
the pine-clad slopes of the Taurus, or the pomegran-
ate gardens of Persepolis and Babylon. This is no
simple * holy place ' where peasants from Galilee may
say prayers to Jehovah. It is a wealthy nation’s
temple of which the merchant-princes of Israel in any
land may boast, and in which the pride of Sadducees
like Annas may satisfy itself with pomp and ceremony.
Do you not see that Hunt has symbolized here the
spirit of the proud and selfish and luxury-loving hier-
archy of the Jews, that was destined never to find
God in any temple, or in the message of this new
prophet who was greater than the temple?

Again, what does Hunt tell us of these rabbis? Luke
calls them “ doctors " (margin, ‘‘ teachers "’) and makes
no further comment. But the artist fills the word
full of meaning. Study the faces and the robes; they
show us men of wealth and education, but alas, men
also of cynicism and bigotry. These are the Hypo-
crites who love to walk in long clothing and to have
the chief seats in the synagogue, that make broad their
phylacteries, that devour widows’ houses and for a
pretense make long prayers, that tithe mint, anise
and cummin but leave undone the weightier matters
of the law; whited sepulchres, blind guides that com-
pass sea and land to make one proselyte and then
make him a tenfold child of hell. Is this all here?
Why otherwise should their servant pour wine for
them while they raise not so much as a finger to help
the beggar at the threshold! Why should they bind
on their phylacteries in the house of Jehovah; why in
the very foreground should that blind old imbecile sit

13



How to Study a Picture

hugging the great law!— And how reverently they re-
gard this sacred book! The little boy with the whisk
is supposed to keep the flies, emblems of Beelzebub,
from defiling it. The boy behind tries to steal its
magic virtue by kissing the hem of its garment; the
mystic name of God on the cover protects it from all
harm. And the cataracts in the eyes of this bibli-
olater are just a symbol of the spiritual blindness of
the leaders of the nation who trust to the letter of
the law and leave undone the weightier matters of the
spirit. This episode of the boy moves half of the
wise ones to mirth and half to anger. Not one, as in
Hofmann's picture, is moved to sympathy with the
lad or has learned a thing from the young prophet’s
insight. Hunt may be wrong in his interpretation
of these men, but there is no doubt that he has inter-
preted.

The figures in the background also add their mean-
ing. Here are a father and mother who have come to
redeem their firstborn as the law prescribes. Those
that sell sheep are there, for not yet has One come
to drive them out. The lamb without spot has been
purchased, and now the worshippers and their priest
move to the sacrifice, as twelve years ago another
father and mother had out of their poverty sacrificed
two turtle-doves. Here in operation is the ceremonial
of the old Covenant, which the writer to the Hebrews
would have us believe to be the fore-type and pattern
of that ampler covenant that God should one day pro-
vide. And has that day arrived of which the prophet
spoke? Has the ‘ priest forever after the order of
Melchizedek "’ yet arisen, or the *“lamb slain from
the foundation of the world ”’ yet been revealed? On
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How to Study a Picture

the door it is written in Latin and Hebrew, where but
for their blindness the rabbis themselves might read,
“ And the Lord whom ye seek shall suddenly come to
his temple” (Mal. 3:1); in the courtyard, the stone
which the builders rejected is soon to become the head
stone of the corner; and on the threshold, fallen from
Mary’s dress as she entered, lies a head of wheat in
which we recognize the symbol of the Bread of Life.

And now when we come to the Holy Family, what
insight has the artist to give? We see an anxious
mother, a strong and virtuous father, both relieved to
find their lost boy and bent on taking him away at
once. This is what we might expect. But the boy
is the focus of the picture, and to him we should look
for the true significance of the whole scene. He is a
strong lad who can saw a plank or walk a hundred
miles as well as his elders. His face is truly a lad’s
face; but the clear eyes show that the soul within
has fully awaked; and the only half-yielding body is
a warning that his parents must regard him no longer
as a child. He has brought no book to bolster up his
arguments; he has not been confounding the wise
from the chair of authority, as Diirer would have it,
or graciously patronizing his would-be helpers, like
Hofmann's famous boy Christ. He has reverently
and frankly come to learn, and he has found the
temple to be in very truth God's house, — not be-
cause the doctors of the law have made him wise unto
salvation — God forbid! — but because he brought his
Father with him. In his soul God has ripened to con-
sciousness, as in our own souls he may ripen today.
And though the boy knows it not, on his right is the
great tradition he is destined to fulfil and destroy, and
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How to Study a Picture

on his left is the suffering world he is destined to
serve and redeem. In this one canvas, therefore,
Hunt has made the past and the future minister to
our insight of the present.

This picture represents perhaps an extreme case,
for Hunt was an antiquarian and a symbolist who
delighted to pack his details full of meaning. But the
principle holds for all worthy pictures. The artist
does not copy nature merely. He invents, assembles,
arranges, emphasizes, in order to speak clearly some
message from his soul to ours. It is our business to
discover what that message is.

But let us not delude ourselves with the idea that
we shall fathom a great picture on first sight. Often-
times we shall read our own fancies and follies into
it; we shall mistake our crude and partial insights for
true ones; and as the years go by we shall have to
revise if not reverse our earlier judgments. But still
the picture glows before us like the Gleam of Merlin,
enticing us onward to fresh pursuit of its truth. The
picture “ grows upon us,” we say; which means that
we have been growing up to its stature! The greater
the picture, the more truly and the more deeply it
finds us as our personal development advances; its
ever-expanding boundaries englobe more and more of
life.

2. Art as Symbol.— There is a class of pictures that
stands by itself, although in reality it embodies a spe-
cial form of insight. To it belong those works of art
that have a universal significance. In the usual cases
where the artist’s insight has penetrated beneath the
surface and found a meaning, the meaning pertains
especially to the particular event or person that he has
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presented. In the painting we have analyzed, Hunt
has grasped the true nature of the Judaism of Christ's
day, has seen that the boy Jesus stands at the oppo-
site spiritual pole from it, and that the paraphernalia
and pomp of legalism and ritualism will some day
yield to this boy's simple gospel of the indwelling
Father. This is insight into the meaning of a definite
event, of a definite situation, an insight corroborated—
if not, indeed, induced — by the subsequent course of
history. You and I are not very much concerned in
this. To be sure, our heart-beats quicken as the
grand generalization becomes clear to us and we grasp
as from some mountain peak the vast reaches of his-
tory that have embodied the Divine plan; but we are
not especially in it. OQur lives are in a way external
to it all

But some pictures are universals. They include not
only their immediate subjects, but you and me. The
artist’s insight has been primarily not of a special
event, but of a living and ever-present truth, so that
when the artist has expressed it by means of whatever
persons or events have come to hand, you and I, in
looking at the painting, find ourselves. Such pictures
are symbols. Their function is to embody universal
truth in a special case. Whoever contemplates this
special case with sufficient intensity will suddenly feel
it expand to universal dimensions; and this expan-
sion comes over one with the force of a revelation. A
veil has been lifted, and one sees and feels wonderful
things that it is not lawful for man to utter. What is
a Madonna? Surely not the portrait of an artist's
model and her baby; surely not merely an ideal Mary
and her Christ-child. A Madonna is an incarnation
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of the mystery of motherhood, of the ineffable meeting
of the human and the divine that has occurred not
once only in Judea but everywhere since history began,
whenever an immortal soul through love has found a
body. ‘
In these pictures of the life of Christ there are many
symbols. You may detect them by the simple device
of trying to find yourself in them. Are you present
in Burne-Jones’ *Star of Bethlehem™? (p. 81). You
may be, if you will dedicate whatever treasure your
life contains to the service of Christ, or of his repre-
sentative —a little child. Are you present in the
* Temptation ”’ by Cornicelius? (p. 134). Yes, if you
will see that all temptation is spiritual and must be
fought out in your own heart. Where are you in
Hunt's “ Light of the World "’? (p. 186). You are be-
hind the door, feeling the mystic summons to open and
let the stranger in. You have often stood beside
Flandrin's Christ weeping over Jerusalem (p. 276), and
seen the crowds stream out from the tenement and
the mill and look in vain to the church for the satis-
faction of their deepest needs. Even the uniquely
personal experiences of the Passion may be univer-
salized if you will reflect that the principle of vica-
rious suffering and of redemption through sacrifice is
fundamental to the spiritual life. This is what Mathe-
son meant when he identified himself with the Sufferer
who hung before his imagination:

** O Cross that liftest up my head,
I dare not ask to fly from thee;
I lay in dust life’s glory dead,
And from the ground there blossoms red
Life that shall endless be."”
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To a large extent all insights are symbols. It does
not take much reflection to think ourselves into any
of the world’s masterpieces of religious art. Indeed,
the endeavor so to do is a spiritual exercise of the
highest value.

3. Art as Feeling. — Tolstoi has said that art is the .
language of emotion. By this he means that when an
artist has had an experience so deep and rich that he
cannot rest till he has made others enjoy it, he puts
together on canvas certain devices — lines, colors —
which he hopes will arouse in others emotions that are
like his own; on precisely the same principle that I
now hope, by means of these black marks on white
paper, to recreate in your mind ideas that are like
mine. With his pigments the artist creates a kind of
speech by which his love, his fear, his hate, his sense
of beauty, his longing, his_ aspiration, pass over from
his heart to another’s. And though the human voice
is soon silent and the human heart will one day grow
cold, yet because the artist’s kind of speech is perma-
nent he can transmit his passions endlessly, as long
as there are spectators to pass before his canvas. This
is surely a very wonderful performance!

There is no end to the ranges of feeling an artist
may utter for us. Sometimes his heart may respond
to the sensuous beauty of a rose, or a sun sinking into
the sea, or grim clouds darkening the breast of some
golden Alp, or the face of a child. Sometimes an act
may cause a smile to break, or thrill his soul with a
sense of the heroic; or some story will breathe its
atmosphere of romance about him and conjure up a
world of dreams. Sometimes the mutations of for-
tune may stamp their dramatic quality upon his imag-
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ination, or the unrelieved monotony of poverty fill
him with gloom. Sometimes in moments of deep in-
sight his breast surges with the thrust of tremendous
issues that cross in a trivial event and that drive men
and nations to their destiny. The richer his life, the
_wider his experience, the deeper his insight is, the
greater is that store of emotion with which at will he
can flood his canvas. His pictures will be perpetual
reservoirs of life, surcharges of high potential whose
fields of force induce mighty currents in all who come
within their range. No one who has stood before the
Hermes at Olympia, or the Taj at Agra, or the Sistine
at Dresden, or Michael Angelo’s great ceiling at Rome,
can doubt for an instant that Art is the language
of emotion.

Perhaps this truth also is worth illustrating from
the pictures we are to study. Take a relatively simple
one, Keller’s ‘ Raising the Daughter of Jairus' (p. 197).
The event here recorded has no historical significance,
no special bearing on the life of Christ; there are no
deep meanings to be suggested by symbols or eluci-
dated by the skilful arrangement of details. In other
words, the intellectual element is negligible. But as
soon as your eye meets the picture you feel a pull.
Something grips you. Your attention is fastened now
on the awed and uncertain father and his clinging
wife on the left; now on the strange crowd almost
delirious between fear and joy. You feel the fasci-
nation of an act that partly drives you away with an
uncanny terror and partly draws you by its gentleness
and power. Each face has its heart stamped upon it,
and even when hidden, like the woman’'s at the foot
of the sarcophagus, it sends its shafts just as unerringly
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to your bosom. What insight is necessary to inter-
pret Christ? His face is peace, his hands are sym-
pathy, his whole body is love. Perhaps you have seen
such an one; perhaps he once walked down into the
valley of the shadow with one of your dear ones and
brought her back from the grave. Then there is no
need to tell you what this picture signifies; it is a
page out of the book of life.

* * * * *

To understand and appreciate great pictures of any
kind it is necessary that one live deeply and signifi-
cantly. Art has no message for a shallow soul. But
those who who have loved and sacrificed, who have
known joy and sorrow, who have tasted the bitterness
and sweetness of life, and especially those who have
reflected upon life to know its true values, will find
in great art a perpetual revelation, a perpetual inspira-
tion. Youth is the golden time in which to seek these
treasures of experience; for if once our heart is schooled
to search for the deep things of life, if it is satisfied
early with the beauty of the Lord our God, then like
the Psalmist of old, we shall rejoice and be glad all
our days.

PICTURES ON THE LIFE OF CHRIST
ARRANGED IN BIOGRAPHICAL SEQUENCE

Note on the chronology: It is impossible to construct an accurate
biography of Christ from the material in the gospels. While
scholars are fairly agreed as to the general drift of events,
many of the separate incidents may as well be placed at one
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point as another. In this book the order given is for the most
part that of Stevens and Burton's Harmony of the Gospels in
which the various passages that refer to an event are grouped.
The numbers in parentheses refer to the sections of this Har-
mony.

Note on the pictures: The list of pictures here given is not ex-
haustive, but it includes all the works that one might reason-
ably wish to consult in studying the subject. Pictures are
arranged alphabetically by artists, and their present location is
indicated. Letters show what companies have issued reprints
in their one-cent-series. (Cosmos pictures are two cents, Medici
prints — colored — are twenty-five cents.) There is usually
a discount by the hundred.

Black type indicates that the picture is studied in this book. A
star indicates pictures recommended also for further study.

Key to letters indicating Publishers:

B =Geo. O. Brown & Co., Beverly, Mass.

Bl =Berlin Photographic Co., 305 Madison Ave., New York.

Br =Braun & Co., 13 W. 46th St. New York. The appended
letters indicate size and price of carbon photographs, as
follows: F=8x10,$2. R=11x14, $3. I=14x 18 to
16 x 20, $5. E =24 x 30, $18. O=30 x 40, $25. T =36
x 54, $65.

C =Cosmos Pictures Co., 119 W. 25th St., New York.

M =Medici series, *“ Old Masters in Color'": Foster Bros.
4 Park Sq., Boston, Mass.

P =Perry Pictures Co., Malden, Mass.

S =Seemann Three-color prints, $.25, Rudolf Lesch, Agent,
13 W. 42nd St.,New York.

T =Tissot pictures, N. Y. Sunday School Commission, 73
Fifth Ave, N. Y.

TP =Taber-Prang Art Co., Springfield, Mass. The appended
numbers indicate size, kind and price, as follows:

Carbon Photographs: Artotypes:
1 =cabinet, 18 cts. 9= 33 x 5" 2% cts.
2=6x8",30cts. 10=11 x 14" paper, 10cts.,

colored 25 cts.
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Carbon Photographs:
3=7x 9”50 cts.
4= 9 x 12", 80 cts.
S5=13 x 17", $1.50.
6=16 x 20", $2.00.

Artotypes:
11=16 x 20", 40 cts.
12=20 x 24", 50 cts.
13=20 x 28", 90 cts.
14=26 x 32", $1.75,
7=18 x 22", $2.30. colored $3.00. .
8=20 x 26", $3.50. 15=28 x 38", $3.00.
16=U. S. Carbons, 13 x 17, 80 cts., colored, $1.30.
17=U. S. Carbons, 20 x 26", $1.75, colored, $2.75.
18 =Platinos, 7 x 9", 20 cts., colored 40 cts.
19 =Eureka Carbons, 3§ x 51", 8 cts.
20=Color prints, from 2% to 24 cts.

U =University Prints, Newton, Mass.

W=W. A. Wilde Co., 120 Boylston St., Boston, Mass.

1227 PICTURES

THE ANNUNRCIATION TO MARY (§5)
Albertinelli: Florence, Acad. B
Angelico, Fra: FI ., S. M

Holbein: Munich, Pin. U
ra Filippo: London, Nat.
Bl. $5.00

"L R

BM
Cortona, Ch. of Gesu. M
*Baroccio: Rome. Vatican, B
*Bonfigli: Perugia, Vanucci Gal. U
gtucem Florence. Uffizi. PM

B
Bout: Brunswlck Gal. Bl $1.50
‘Bnmtnt.. A: Sparrow: Bible in Art,

'Bulleid G L.: Sparrow Bible in
rt 0 T. Bk. 111, p. 28; BL $1.25

2.00
‘Burne- Earl of Carlisle C.
g oo i

Chﬂstus P: Madrid, Prado, U
Cima (il nexliano Petrograd,
Hermitage. S. Bl $1.50

Cossa: Dresden Gal. S

'Crf]di. Lorenzo di: Florence, Uffizi.

Crivelli: London, Nat. Gal. UC
vid Vienna Gal. S

Bssmo Andrea: Florence, Pitti.
Donatello' Florence, S. Croce (re-

lef) U

Dubufe: Bl. $1.25-$6.00

Dtirer: Mu ch Alt. Pin. S

Ferrari: lin, K. F. Mus. U

Francia: Milan, Brera.

otto. Padua. Arena Chapel. U
: London, Tate Gal. S

Hofmann: (dra wing) B
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, Acad. U
Man.lni Florence. Uffizi. U
Melozzo da Forli: Florence, Uffizi. S
Monaco, L: Florence, Acad. M
Muller, Franz: B. Bl $1.50-$6.00
Murillo:  Paris, Louvre (Immacu-
laltaeooComp) BC. BL $1.50-

Madrid, Prado (La Purissima). BS.

BL $5. 00—312 00

Petrograd, Hermitage, Bl. $3.50
Ostade: Brunswick Gal. Bl. $1.50

Reni, Guido: Paris, Louvre, B
Rossetti: London, 'l‘ate Gal. BMS
Schaffner: Munich, Pin

Seifert: B
Tintoretto: Venice, S. Rocco (de-
tail). UC

Tissot: New York. T

Titian: Treviso,

Valx} der Weyden. Berlin K. F. Mus.

Van Eyck: Berlin, K. F. Mus. U,
*Veneziano, Lorenzo: Venice, Acad U
Vinci, da: Flotem:e. Uffizi. S, Paris
Louvre. U
Viti: Milan, Brera. U

ANGELS AND SHEPHERDS (§10)
BRassano: Rome, Sparrow: N. T. p. 57
Bastien-Lepage: Phila. Widener Col.

Sparrow: O. T. BL III. p. 38
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Cabanel Masterpieces of European
Cutlxllone' Brunswick Gal. Bl. $1.50

Gaddi: Florence. S. Croce. P
Perrault, H: (Paris Salon, 1896)
Plockhorst:

Uhde, von: Die Kunst Unserer Zeit.
Vol. 17

NATIVITY AND ADORATION OF
SHEPHERDS (§§9, 1

Antwerp, School of : éasse 1 Gal. S
Bartolommeo: Florence, Uffizi.
Biscaino: Brunswick Gal. Bl. 31.50
Botticelli: Petrograd, Hermitage, Bl.
$5.00. London, Nat. Gal. M
Bog‘wfmu. Paris, St. Vincent de

Bume-glgnu TorquayChurch. Bell:

urch window. Bell

op. cu p

Corre :f Dmden. Gal. BS. Bl
$1.25-$12.

Cosimo: Berlm. U
Crtajeyer. Gaspard de: Brussels Mus.

*Credi, Lorenzo di: Munlch Pin. B
David: Vienna Gal. Bl. $5.00
Doré: B

Dilrer: Munich. BS
Feuerstein:
Firle, W: BI. 34 50-$15.00
Ft};:csesca London Nat. Gal. Bl
*Ghirlandajo: Florence, Acad. BS
Giotto: Padua, Arena Ch. U
Grass, H: B
Hofmann: B
Honthorst: Flotence. Ufﬁzi. U

Vienna, S ow, N. T. p. 62.
Lerolle: d
Lotto, Lorenzo: Brescia, Marti-

nengo Coll. U
Luini: Paris, Louvre. P
ilﬁemlinx' Bruges, Hosp. St. John U

Mdiler, Carl' B. Bl $1.25-$18.00
Murillo: M ., Prado. B
Perugino: London. Nat. Gal. P.
*Pleey L. M.: S N. T. p. 66

errey, L. M.: Sparrow, N. T. p.
Pinturicchio:_Siena, Acad. B.

M. del Popolo, Rome, P

Reabl:ndt London, Nat. Gal. Bl

Ribera: Paris, Louvre. B
Ripert:
Robbia, Giov. della: Florence, Bar-

gello.
Roeber: Bl $1.25-$6.00
omanino. London, Nat. Gal U
Roseetti: ow N. T.
Scha.ﬂner. unich, Alt. Pln
Schingauer: Munlch Alt. Pin. U
Berlin Gal. Bl $2.5¢

Sinkel: B. Bl $1.25-$12.00

*Tintoretto: S. Rocco, Vemoe. Spar-
row O. T. Bk. III, p. 3

*Uhde, von: Berlin Nat. Gal S. BL
$1.25-36.00

Van der Goes: Florence, Uﬂixi us
Berlin Gal. Bl. $5.00.

Vecchio, Palma: Berlin: SP

Velasquez: London. Nat. Gal. B

Veronese, : Venice. S. Giusep.
di Castello. U

Vinci, Da: Florence, Uffizi. S

Zurbaran: Sparrow, N. T. p. 69

wx%n“)mm FROM THE EAST
Angelico, Fra:
PM

Bosch van Aeken: Madrid, Prado, S
*Botticelli: Florence, Uffizi. BMUS
Petro » Hermitage, S
Bouguereau: Paris, St. Vincent de
Paul. Sparrow 83
Brueghel, Jan: Vlcnna. Imp Gal. U
Burne-Jones: Manchester Gal. U
Byzantine terra-cotta: Bologna, Ch.
of St. Francis.
Correuio Milan, UM
Dfrer: (woodcut) Lnfe of the Virgin,
Sparrow N. T. p. 7§
*Florence, Uﬂizi. " BMS
*Fiorenzo di Lorenzo: Perugia, Va-
nucci u
Francia: Dresden Gal. S
Gaddi, Taddeo: Florence, S. Croce.

Geertgen: Amsterdam, Rijks Mus.
Gentile da Fabriano: Florence Acad.
BSM

Ghirlandajo: Florence, Pitti. B
Florence,

Giorgione: Vienna Gal BIL 35

Gozzoli: Florence, Riccardi Pal

Grien: Munich, Alt. Pin. U

Hofmann: B

Kulmbach: Berlin Gal. US

LaFarge: Boston Mus. F. A,, B

Leighton: *“ Star in the East,”
Temple: Sacred Art, p. 112

'Lippl, Fillpplnw Flomce. Uffiei.

Locg Colozne Eath. U
*Luini: Saronno. Pilgrimage Ch. U
s, Louvre.
Massaccio: Berlin Mus. M
Mastler of Mary's Death: Dresden
al,

Medleval tem-eotta: Bologna, Ch.
M:Jmling. gﬂllﬂ. St. John's Hosp.
Mostaert: Amsterdam, Rijks Mus.

S.
Madrid, Prado, BL $5

S. Marco, Florence,
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02 ‘l‘tevi S. M. d.Lacrime. U

., Baptistery. B
Portazl.r **On the way to Bethlehem **

Rooetd' ‘Temple, Sacred Art, p. 115
Rubens: Antwerp Mus

Pam. Losl:)vte (draw.). Sparrow,
Snrto de Florence, Annunziata. U

: New Haven, Conn. Yale,

.;lnwtrettao' ‘Il‘fnieelﬁnm proach of
issot: Brooklyn
Wise Men). y‘l‘ P

e, von: ** Star of Bethlehem.” S
Vm der Weyden, L.: Antwerp Mus.

v.sf":” r Weyden, R: Munich, Alt Pin.

Berlin Gal.
Van Orley: Antwerp M U
elasquez: Madrid, Prado U. Bl $S
Veronese: Dresden Gal. B

Vienna Gal. Bl
Vivarini: Ber us. U
FLIGHT INTO EGYPT (§14)
‘30 it Fm F‘ Acad. M
Brgigl’zel (;laughter) Vienna Gal.

®Cazin: Spanow. N. T.. p. 94
Darer: Little passion series. P
Furst: B
Giotto: Padua. Arena Ch. U
Girardet: S W N.T..p. 94 .
Hofmann:

Hun! Bo[man Liverpool, Walker
Unserer

'Kazuelilzach' Die Kunst

'ﬂ?e‘"éﬁb Bl, $1.25, 52.
n- T

Lonain.gguden Gal. U

Mu;ﬂslg. Petrograd, Hermitage, Bl.

Plockhorst: B

Portaels:

Rubens: Cassel Gal. S
Steinhausen:

Tintoretto: Venioe. San Rocco. U
Van Dyck: Munich. B

REPOSE ON THE FLIGHT OR
ESYPT (§14)

Altdorfer. Berlin Mus. US. Bl $3.50
me.

Bassano, J.. Milan, Ambrosiana. U

Benz:

Bordone: Florence, Pitti. B

Correggio: Florence, Uffizi.
Cranach: Berlin Gal. Us, Bl. $S
ltte‘n%ch Berlin Gal, Bl $1.25,

$
Knaus: New York, Metro. Mus. B
Loog, Edwin

Memxe n: Hyde Park, Mass., Dr. Geo.

*Morris: * Shadow of the Croes.” B
Ml’lgi.llo Petrograd, Hermitage. Bl

‘Pag' “ leht in Ecypt." Temple,

Patinir: Bmueh Mus.

Plockhorst: B

Solario, A.: Milan, Poldi Pezzoli. U

Uhdel. r?n: Die Kunst Unserer Zeit,
vol

Van Dyck: Munich, Alt. Pin. US
Florenoe. Pitti. B

Veith: Bl. $2-$6

CHILDHOOD AT NAZARETH (§15)
'Dasz:an;.l!ou(x:vmt: ** Madonna of the

draw.) B
hriotintheHoueoth

Parents
Viti: Bruda Martinengo Col. U

VISIT TO RUSALEM WHEN
TWELVE OLD (§16)

Hofmm
Millais:

Bida Sparrowp N. T. p. 109

Bramer: Brunswick Gal, Bl, $1.50
mpi: Cremona. Margherita
({:::’s‘.:o)B Sparrow, N. T., p. 107

Duccio: _Siena Cath.
Dilrer: Rome, Barberini Gal. P
e{fmri )lelo. S. M. d.
*Gebhardt, von:
Zeit, 10: 94
Glotdano. Rome, Corsini Gal. S
Hoot Hoiman: jﬁncﬂthmGsl B
unt, Ho irmi
*Luini: Saronno (fresco)
London. Nat Gal. Bl $5.00
(draw.) O. T., lii: 45

Mauollno'
Mengelbe

salem
Pinturicchio' Spello, Coll ch. (fresco)
bera Vienna Gal., Sparrow, N. T.,

Van det Meire: Antwerp Mus. U
Veronese: Madrid. C

EI({&}')REN YEARS IN NAZARETH
Hunt, Holman: Manchester Gal. B
*La Font: Nazareth, Ch. of the An-

nunciation. C
Miller, F: C

Grazie
Die Kunst Unserer
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BIRTH AND YOUTH OF JOHN
THE BAPTIST (§8)

Anselleo Fm. Florence, Uffisi. P.

Benedetto d Florence,
o a Majano:

Botticelli: Pub. Louvre. C

Boucher:
Bouguereau: Van Dyck, How to

JudgeBa Picture, p. 71
Dolt}aeello (relief) Florence, Bargello.
hlrla.ndn‘joz Flotenee. S. M. No-
Giotto: orznce S-nu Croce
Llpnl. Filippo: Prato (fresco)
Luini: Milan, Ambrosiana.
Murillo: Vienna, B Bl $3.50

@ B
M)mdﬂd. Prado, B BI, $5.00
Quercia, J. della: Siena, S. Giovanni.

Reni: London Nat. Gal. B
Fred. Cook Col.,
w. N. ‘l‘ . 104
Rubens: Berlin G C
Vienna Gal.

U
Sarto, del: Florence, Uffisi.
Florence, Pitti, BMS BL 85.00
Vm der Weyden, R
Van Eyck: Berlin Gal. BL $5.00
Winterstein: P

nn(l.m.'fnr OF JOHN THE BAPTIST
Baudry: B

Bles: enna Gal.

Dreaden Gal.

onln!

$1.
'l‘laoot.I Voloe in the Desert, Brook-
*Titian: VenbeAead BS

Wouvermans: Dresden
Van Eyck: Ghent, BL 35.00
Vinci, da: Paris, Louvre. U
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MPTISI OF JESUS (§19)

lioo Fn
‘Bel ¢ Vicenza, S. Corona. U
Con¢ e(lhno: Venice, S.
Glov. in B:
Teno dl innda: Petrograd,

Dnvid B U
E V. Harpen Weekly,

Mu'. 11 1894
‘Fncx:leum . della: London Nat.

Francia: Dresden Gal.

Hampden Court

hlrl“a.nddo: Florence, S. M. No-
Giotto: Padua, Arena Ch. U
Maratta: R.ome. S. M. degli Angeli
Masolino: Castiglione d'Olona

oligno
London Nat. Gal.
Pinturicchio: Rome, Sistine Ch,
Raphael: Rome, Vatican (fresco)
Sansovino: _ Florence, Baptistery
(-culpt) U
Stoss: Cracow, S. Florian (sculpt.)

U
Tintoretto: Madrid, Prado, Sparrow,

N. T., p. 126
Vamechiop Florence, Acad. UCMS
Veronese: Florence, Pitti, Sparrow,
N. T., p. 127

TEMPTATION (§20)

Sacred Art, p. 124

Schaeffer: B
‘Tlntoretto"r Venloe. S. Rocco, Spar-

MIRACLE AT CANA (§25)
Angelico, Fra: Florence Acad.
Burne-Jones: Biarritz (window)
Da:éid Bl’al'll. Louvre.

Gebhardt, wvon: (fresco) Loccum.
Die Kunst Unserer Zeit, lg 106

Steen, Jan: Dresden Gal. U
‘Thl!:omto. Venice, S. M. d. Salute
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*Veronese: Pu.rh. Louvre. U
Dresden Gal. BS
Milan, Brera

DISCOURSE WITH NICODEMUS

Francken, Frans: Vienna Gal.
Gebhardt, von: Bl, $6.00
*La Farge: Boston, Trinity Ch.
Mtller: B
Rembrandt: P
Tissot:
$Uhde, von: Die Kunst Uneerer
Zeit, vol. 17
DISCOURSE WITH THE SAMAR-
ITAN WOMAN (§32)
Biliverti: Vienna Gal.
Burne-Jones: London, S. Peters
"
enna Gal., Bl, $3.50
Berlin Gal.
]Dyee Wm.: Birmingham Gal.,
. N. T., p. 139
:r! mann: BC
Jppi. Fﬂiggino' Venice, Semlnario
Morelli Col.

Rzni Paris, Louvre
Richmond: London. Nat. Gal

PREACHING IN THE SYNAGOGUE

Bis B
Doré: P
Tissot: T

CALL OF THE FOUR (§38)
Barocci: Brussels Mus.
Basaiti: Venice Acad, US
Burne-Jones: Cheshire, Ferry Ch.

2 K {

Ducdo’ London, Mr. R. Benson
hirlandajo: Rome, Sistine Ch. U

Jouvenet: Paris,

Mantegna: Padua, E:emltanl Ch.

Raphael: Londo#,

Mus. B
Rubens: Mechelin
Van Dyck- London, Nat. Gal,,
Vou * Mivaculots draught.”
ogel: ou
Zimmermann: BC

CALL OF MATTHEW AND FEAST
m HOUSB OF LEVI (§42)

Sk?m Brunswick Gal. Bl $1.50
Temple, Sacred Art, p. 131
Van Hemessen: Sparrow, N. T., p. 132
Veronese: Venice Acad. US

, Louvre. B
Yoenjus, Otto: Antwerp Mus,
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SERMON OK THE MOUNT (§49)

Angelico, Fra: Florence, S. Marco
Bida: B

Bloch: Unto Me.” B
‘Dletr.lch: (Is. 32 :2) B, $1.50-$15.00

Zeit, 10 ¢
Hofmann: B
Le June:
Lorrain: London, Grosvenor Col.
Noack:

B
Roeselli: Rome, Sistine Ch.
Tiseot: T

THE CENTURION’S SERVANT (§50)

Veronese: Vienna. P
Dresden, Sparrow, N. T., p. 147
Madrid, Prado. S
Munich

RAISING THE WIDOW’S SON (§51)

Carsccl: S N. T., p. 148
Dobeon: ple. Art, p. 132
Hofmann: B

] B
Schuret: Sparrow, N. T., p. 149
Tissot: ‘l‘

ANOINTING IN THE HOUSE OF
SIMON (§53)

Jouvenet: Paris, Louvre
Lanzani: Vienna Gal.
Mabuse: Brussels M
Moretto: Venice, S. M d. Pieta
Rubens: Vienna Gal.

Petrognd Hermitage, Bl, $5.00
Tiseot: T
*Veronese: Paris, Louvre. B

MARY MAGDALERE (§53)

Allori: Florence, Uffizi
Bawni- Dresden Gal., C Bl. $1.25-

$18. S
Bellini. G.: Venice Acad. U
*Byzantine: Florence Acad.
Corre; o' Dresden Gal., B Bl $3.50
Crivelli: Berlin Gal., Bl, $2.5
Dolce: Florence, Uffizi.
*Domenichino: Florence, Pitti. B

Edelfelt: S

Max: B, n’zsu?o? oo US
ax: 0 &Jy

Metsys: Antwerp Mus. UM

Berlin Gcl Bl. $2.50
Murillo: n Gal. B



Pictures on the Life of Christ

Rembrandt: Brunswick Gal., Bl, $1.50
Reni: Rlo:le pitoline

oister
Rubens Munich, Alt. Pin.
Scorel: Amst erdnm Rijksm S
Tl;hn' Petrograd, ermitue. Bl,

Florence, Pittl. S
Van Orley: London, Nat. Gal. U
er;?e Turin. Sparrow, N. T.
wg'- Bologna Gal. U

PARABLES BY THE SEA (§37)
Dietrich: * Sower ** Bl, $1.25-$6.00
Hofmann: Preaching from Shi B

‘Joy. G. W.: Pearl of Great

T., p. 158
Evil One Sowing Tares.

l(lllet: The Sower. B
er| : The Sower, Sparrow,
N. T., p. 154

Robert: The Sower.

Tissot: Pmchin&rom Ship.
*Uhde, von: unst Umeter Zeit,

o

STILLING THE TEMPEST (§58)
Delacroix: Sparrow, N. T., p. 156
}%tteﬂchn Bl, $1.50-$36.00
Jalabert: Temple, Sacred Art., p. 140

GADARENE DEMONIACS (§59)
*Rivi¢re: Sparrow, N. T., p. 157

RAISING JARIUS' DAUGHTER (§60)

Coml;-sl-slood: Temple, Sacred Art,

D.

Ecckhout: Berlin Gal.,, Sparrow,
N.T.. p. 159

Hofmann: B

Keller: B

*Max: Die Kunst Unserer Zeit

Re S: " 20, 26 4A

epin: Petrogra

*Richter: Berlin Gal. B Bl.&l 25-$18.00
Tissot: Brooklyn Inst.
Veéonue: Vienna Gal., Bl, $5.00.

PREACHING TOUR, HEALING
8ICK, ETC. (§63)

*Aubert: N. T., o 149
Bida: (Paloy. B e

(B nd) B N

Dictient

Blind) Paris, Louvre. U
Gal., Bl, $1.25-

: (Consoler). B

) Rome, Sistine Ch.
Schaeffer: ( ler). B
err:
Tissot: Brooklyn Inst. T
Uhde, von: Die Kunst Unserer Zeit,
vol. 17
: Ten

valgal Dgck: Lom

. N. T., p. 164
Van etrograd, ﬁ
Zlnmmn (Consoler). B

DEATH OF JOHN THE BAPTIST
(§65)

Civitale, M.: Luom Cath. U
tello: Siena, S. Giovanni (re-

Giotto: Florence, S. Croce. U
‘Llppi Flhppo' Prado Cath, U
Luini “2 rence. Sparrow, N. T.,
Mmllno Castiglione d’ Olona Bap-
Meuy- Ant. Mus. U
Moreau bourg. U

¢ Paris,
Puvis deo Chavannes: New York,
us.

Sarto, d
Titian: Venlee. S. Giovanni Elymoo. U
%G THE FIVE THOUSAND
Murillo: Seville. B
JESI.I‘%’ WALKING ON THE WATER
thdi. Florence, S, M, Novella. P
hiberti:

Florence Bapt. (relief)
.;il:no' Rgme. St. Petera (mosaic) P

p. 159
.anfnneo gmw ‘i‘..p. 160
TB(E‘”)S!ROPBGMOAR WOMAN
ecchio, Palma: Venice Acad.,

Sperrow, N. T., p. 160

A. ‘




Psctures on the Life of Christ

Peter’s Confession (§75)
: Rome,
Schwarts, A.: B

THE TRANSFIGURATION(§577, 78)
co, Fn' Florence, S. Marco.

orence A
Bellini: Naplu Mlll.. Sparrow, N. T.

p. 167
Ghiberti: Florence Bapt. (relief). U
*Perugino: ged.ruaia. Cambio.

: Rome, Vatican Gal. B
Savollldo. Florence Uﬂkl
an,
‘l‘lntomto- Brescia, S. Afra
: Venice, S. Salvatore

WO(MA)]I TAKEN IN ADULTERY

®Anderson, A.: Sparrow, N. T., p. 171
Cranach: Munich, Alt Pin. U

en Gal.
Francken 1I: Dresden Gal.
Gebhardt, von: (fresco) Loccum. Die
Kunst Unserer Zeit 10 : 106
Hofmann: Dresden Gal. B
Lotto: Paris, Louvre

Marconi: Rome, Corsini Gal.
Berlin Gal.
Padovanino: Vienna Gal.
Palma: Rome, Caplmllne
Poussin: Paris, Lo
Rembnndt. London. Nat. Gal., Bl

Munichlﬁhl’in

Paris, Louvre
ﬂnwmto' Venle:. Acad.

Dresden Gal.
Milan, Archduke’s Pal.
Budapest. S
‘l‘l-ot. Brooklyn Inst. T
tian: London, Duke of West-
nate ol.,, Sparrow, N.

e'lzma Gal., Bl $5.00

Van der Werfi: Munich, Alt Pin.

THE GOOD SAIARH'AN (§88)
Bassano, F. Berlin

London Nat. Gal.

Ch. U

.

ml n, B‘.. B
ple, Sacred Art, p. 141

Plockhoﬂt B ni $1.25- 812,05
Rembrandt: s, Louvre
Veronese: en

(lﬂ’)‘r° o
Allori: B
Burnand: Phila.,, Bethany Ch., BL

$1.25-86.00
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Richstadt:

Dietrich: Bl $1.25-36.00

Hofmann:

Jouvenet: Parls. Louvre

J oy. G. W.: (Mary) Sparrow, N. T.,

Lecueur' Mun!ch
Siemiradski:

Sinkel: Bl., Sl 25-36.00
Steenwyck: Paris, Louvre
Velasquez: London, Nat. Gal.

PA%A%;.)B OF THE LOST SHEEP
Dietrich: Bl. $1.25-$18.00
Dobson:

Molitor: B

Mosaic, fifth cent: Ravenna.

Murlllo Madrid, Prado. B
., Museum. B

U

PARABLE OF THE LOST MONEY
(§102)
Millais: B

PARABLE OF THE PRODIGAL
SON (§102)

Batonini” Vienna Gal., Sparrow, N. T.

P.

'Bef&i)ngham. A.: Royal Acad exhib.,
Duclmfe' BNew York, Adolf Strauss

Daorer: (enfr
Francken I
bbardt. von:
t, 1908

Greuze: P

Guercino: Vlennal Walker Gal.

Liverpool, er

Hunt, W. M.: Boston, Mus. F. A.

Jordaens: Dresden Gal.

Kugelgen, von: Dresden Gal.

Molitor: B

Murillo: London, Sutherland Col.
Madri Ptad

Dle Ktum Unserer

Rembrand P md Hermi

randt: Petro tage

Rosa. Suivator: betrograd, Hermi
o0sa, vator: Pel tage

Rubens: Dtndenmfnd

*Swan: Temple, Sacred Art, p.

Teniers: Paris. Louvre,
N. T., p. 182

Tissot: Brooklyn Inst. T
(veries) Paris, Luxembourg

Van Hemessen: Brussels Mus.

Watts, G. E.: Sparrow, N. T.. p. 185

PARABLE OF DIVES AND LAZARUS
(§103)

Bassano, J.: Vienna Gal.
Bonifazio: Venice Acad.

Sparrow.



.

Pictures on the Life of Christ

Doré: B
Tenijers: London. Nat. Gal.
*Veronese: Venice, Acad.

RAISING OF LAZARUS (§10S)

A Fra: Florence Acad. M
eBamana Lo enboe Acad:

Bonifazio 11: Paris, Louvre
Froment: Uffisi
Garofalo: Femn
QGebhardt, von: Die Kunst Unserer
Zeit 10 llO
Ghiberti; Florence Bapt. (nlld’) U
Giott.o- Padua, Arena
Guercino: Paris, vre

ouvenet: Paris, Louvre
abuse: Busssels Mus,
Outwater: Berlin Gal.
*Piombo, S.: London, Nat. Gal. B
ﬁmbnn%t: New Y X:ttkeo (l::;.
vidre: Temple, o Pe
Beﬂm BS B, $5.00

Rubens: Gal,
Tanner, H. O.: Parls, bourg
Tintoretto: Venice, S. Rocco

London, Dorchester House
Vedder: (he-d of L) leicuu. Stone

Col.
Vischer, P.: Regensburg Cath. U
Voenius: Antwerp Cath.

PARABLE OF THE PHARISER
AND THE PUBLICAN (§109)
®Tissot: Brooklyn Inst. T

CHRIST BLESSING LITTLE CHIL-
DREN (§111)
Ballheim: B
Bourdon: Paris, Louvre
Burne-Jones: Brampton Ch (window)
Eastlake: Manchester Gal.
-\:#:l. S B
’fann-:hmldt' Bl, $1.25-83.50
Plockhorst: B
t. School of: London, Nat

Gal.
‘Roederateln. N. T, 123
Uhde, von ol Mun

THE RICH YOUNG RULER (§112)

Gebhardt, m: Die Kunst Unserer
Zeit, 10
Hofmann:

Tissot: Brooklyn Inst.
Watts: London, Tate G-I.

BLIND MEN NEAR JERICHO (§115)
Poussin: Paris, Louvre
Van Leyden, L.: Petrograd, Hermitage

TRIUMPHAL ENTRY (§119)
Angelico, Fra: Florence Acad.
Deger: B Bl $1.50-$12.00

M
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chSunovNT 103
e: . N. T,
Ducclo: Siena Cath. U
Diirer: Little

Eastlake: London, Nat. Gal. B
Gm.:skrl N. T., 203
oi&uo:’hmw' 2 Ch' U

cml:gsmo THE TEMPLE (§§27,

Bonifazio: Venice, Ducal Pal.

Ddrer: Little .erle.

9Gebhardt, von: (fresco) Loccum:
Die Kunst Un-uer Zeit, 10 : 102

Ghiberti: , Baj

Giordano: Naples, S.

Giotto: Pndu.AnmChﬁ

Greco, Londcn.B 8

Kirchbach: B

Rembrandt: (etching)

Tissot: B yn Inst.

Venusti: l.ondon. Nu.Gd. U

PARABLE OF THE VINEYARD (§124)

*Rembrandt: Petrograd, Hermitage.
Bl. $2.50
Melville: B

OF THE GREAT SUP-
PER (§12¢)
Burnand: Br. F.I.E.

THE TRIBUTE MONEY (§125)

Blda. B
: Florence, Brancacci Ch. U
‘Rezxsbnndv (etchln.) Sparrow, N. T,

bens: Paris, Louvre
R Dresden Cal BC BL, $15.00. S
THE WIDOW'S MITE (§128)
Bida: B

PARABLE OF THE WISE
POOLISH VIRGINS (§131)

‘m’ N Y., Metro. Mus. BC

: Temple, Sacred Art 154

CORRUPTIOR OF JUDAS (§132)
Giotto: Padua, Arena Ch, U
Prell: Berlin P

THE LAST SUPPER ($133)

An , Fra: Florence Acad. M

g' B
Bonl! io II: Uffial
en?ce. S.M.nf('ambom.
Burnand: B, 82 00-83600

Duccio: Slena Cal
Dfirer: Basel Gnl.



ey

Pictures on the Life of Christ

Ferrarese: London, Nat. Gal.
Cagae m:eme;s' S Nevela™ P
Gebbhardt, von: B. BI $2.00-$18.00
Ghiberti: Florence Btpt. (relief)
Giotto. Padlu, Arena Ch.

Holbdn Basel Gal,
L d Ghent: Urbino Gal. U
Florence, Sant’ Onafrio or
me. Vatican.

enschneider:
James Ch. (aculp.)
Rosselli: Rome, Sistine Ch.
Rubens: Milan, Brera. U
Sarto, del: Florence. S. Salvi. UC
Schoenfelein: Berlin Gal.
Unknown: Florence, Egyptian Mus. C
Tiepolo: Paris, Louvre. U
Tintoretto: Venice. S. Rocco. U
Venice, Giov. Mag., Sparrow,

burg, St.
U

d, Prado. S
Milan, S. M. d. Grazie.
Bl, Sl 50-31

WASHING THE DISCIPLES' FEET
(§133)

, Fra: Florence Acad.

Gal.
arallo. S. M. d. Grazie
Ghiberti: Florenee. Ba Et (relief)
Giotto: Padua, A
Morando: Verona Gal
Tintoretto: London, Nat. Gal.

THE AGONY IN GETHSEMANE
($136)

Bacon:
Basaiti: Venice Aad.
Bassano: Petrograd, Hermitage
Bellini: London. Nat. C‘nl
Berna: S. Gimllnh
Bruni: Petrograd, H %:l
Correggio: London. Nat. Spar-

ondon A'p.zl H

ndon, ey House
nach: lin Gal,

Cra .
Dolce: Florence. Pittd
Duccio: Siena Cath. U
Dfirer: Little n series
Ferrari:

Francken 11: Berlin Gal.
Gilotto: y Uﬁzls
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Herbert: Parls,
Hofmann: B.
ska: B .

egna: don, Nat. Gal.
Murillo: Paris, Louvre
Noack P

Perugino: Florence Acad. U
Schoenfelein: Berlin Gal.

Luxembourg
Bl, $1.50-$18.00

Tiuot Brooklyn Inst.
Tintoretto: Venice. S. Rocco
Van Leyden: Passion series

BETRAYAL AND ARREST (§137)

Angelico, Fra: Florence Acad. M
rence, S. Marco. Sparrow, N.

T.,
Duccio: Slena Cath.
Diirer: Greater paulon series
o tde p;uion es

Ghil ni Florence Bapt. (relief)
Giotto: Padua, Arena Ch. U
Hofmann: Darmstadt Mus., B
Mosaic: Ravenna, S. Apollinare
‘hn Dyck Madrid, Prado, U, Bl

TRIAL BEFORE THE JEWISH
AUTHORITIES (§138)

Angelico, Fra: Florence Acad. M

Duccio: Siena Cath.

Dfirer: Little Passion series

Giotto: Padua, Arena Ch.

{Ilolbein' (t};nwmc) Basel Mus.

Van Leyden: Round passion series

REMORSE OF JUDAS ($138)
Armitage: London, Tate Gal. S
'Mtyer“ Die Kunst Unserer Zeit

*Dollman: Temple Sacred Art, 165

PETER'S DENIAL ($138)
Angelico, Fra: Flonnce Acad M
Dietrich: B, $1.25-$6.00

Harrach: B

Ribera: Seville Cath.

Teniers: , Louvre.
West: Hampton Court, Eng.

TRIAL BEFORE PILATE (§139)

Cagliari: Venice Acad.

Ciseri: Rome, Nat Gal, BC
(“ Ecce Homo™)

D:cdo. le‘tet'ln pasdo seri
rer: e n series
Hofmann: P



Pictures on the Life of Christ

Holbein: (drawing) Basel Mus.

%ulucher Berlin (e;ldhhsl Waza
maker, ﬁC pa.

Rem’ brandt: London, Nat. Gal., BI,

Schiavone. Naples Gal.
*Schongauer: Brussels Mus. U
Tintoretto: Venice, S. Rocco. U
Tissot: Brooklyn Inst. T

TRIAL BEFORE HEROD (§139)

Duccio: _Siena Cath. Hurll, p. 270

Direr: Little passion series

SCOURGIN! OCIIKG. “ECCE
HOMO" (m

Angelico, Fra: Florenoe Acad. M
Antonelli da Messina: Venice Acad.

16)
Borgognone: Milan, Brera
Botucini. Vlenm. B""‘(’::'fh
Cls)h Fiomwe. Pitti, Sparrow,
Conullano London, Nat.

.orteuio. London, Nat. Gal.
Dolce: Rome, Corsini Gal. C
Duccio: (three .oene-) Siem Cath.
Diirer: Little passion seri

Ferrari: Varallo

Gelder, de: Dresden Gal.
Giotto: Padua, Arena Ch.
Hofmann:

Holbein: (drawing) Basel Mus.
Lesueur: Paris, Lo
Luini: M

Mabuse: Anf
Mazzolino: en Gal.
Morales: Rome, Coninl Gal. S
Morelli: Berlin, Seeger Gal. S
Murillo : Paris, Louvre

Madrld Pmdo. Bl, 81.50

Mignard:
"lombo' Rome. S. Pietro in Mont.
Pollaiuolo: Florence, Pitti
iembnndt. Darmstadt Gal.
s wo pictures) Dnoden Gal.
BC B $1.25-85.00
Corsini Gal.
London' Nat. Gal., Bl, $3.50
Rudinoff:
Signorelli: Mllcn Brera
Sodoma: Siena Acad. U
Solario: Milan, Poldi Pezzoli us
Tintoretto: Venice, S. Rocco
Titian: Venice, lmp. Gal. US
. o.
Paris, Louvre. U
Munich, Alt. Pin. S
Van der Werff: Munich Gal.
Vu& ogyck: Berlin  Gal.,

U

U. Bl
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Va'? Leyden: (two series) round pas-
on

Velu&;uz: London, Nat. Gal,, Bl,
West: Phila., Acad. Fine Arta.

JOURNEY TO CALVARY

®Aertszen: BeﬂlnGd

Angelico, Fi Florence Acad.
*Beraud: (Plﬂl Salon, 1894) Br
Bouguereau: Sparrow, N. T.. 251
Brueghel: Vienna GAI. Bl, $3.50
Cariani: Vienna Belvedere

Bk B

Doré:

Ghiberti: Florence Bh‘&. U

. Giorgione: Boston, J. Gardner
Giotto: Padua, Arena

Gn:‘oo. Il. Munich, Alz. Pln. S

B
lttenbach Berlin Gal.
Vergglm s Hudkuchld. BI, $1.25-

3
{Ex;t‘:u. Madrid, Prado
t: (sculpt.) Stations of the
Croes, l 2,6,7, U
Lelneur. i’lﬂl Louvre. S
Master Fiemlle' * Veronica's
5 Frankfort Art Inst.
l(:xh;e‘G : “Vaon!enl Handker-
Morando: Verona Gal.
Morales: Paris, Louvre.
Palmezzano: Berlin Gal.
Piombo: Petrograd, Hermitage

Dresden Gal.
Ribera: Vienna Gal., Bl, $5.00
Raphael: Madrid, Prado. C S
Romano. G: * Lo Spasimo " Madrid,
Prado, BC, Bl, 35 00-315.00
R:ibem Brussels M

epolo: Venice, S. Alvioe. U
*Tintoretto: Venice, S. Rocco
Titian: Madrid, Prado.

*Unknown, 14th Cent.‘ Florence,
S. M. Novella.

Van der Meire: Antwerp Mus. U

Van Leyden: Round passion series

Veronese: Paris, Louvre

CRUCIFIXION (§140)
Fra: Florence, S. Marco

Bonat, L.: C
*Bulleid: Bl, $1.25-$2.00
'Bumejonel' Blnnlnzha S.PhIIlpl
(window), S N. T. 2
Cano: Madrid, Prado. U
: Paris, Luxembourg
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ranach: Weimar, Stadt Kirche. U
)lvld' Betllnth. Bl 3350

:Bl

Good Frlday ' Templc

Att

“ Nlaht of the Crudﬁxion ** Temple
Sacred Art, 172

4r :theadm‘;n (}alrl U

rea on series

Lesser on series

hila. Acad. F. A.

anda Paris, Louvre

F{,otenoe. S. M. Novella

orence Ba relief)
lorem:e. g;' (Novdla U
otto: Padua, Arena, C

B
Lebrun, C.: Paris, Louvre. U
Luini: i.uono
»i&mem‘r Paris, Louvre, Sparrow,
Martini: Florence, S. M. Novella B
Messina: London, Nat. Gal. M
Mosaic: Venice, S. Mark,
Marot: Petrograd. M
Mu;ilslo. Petrograd, Hermitage, Bl,

$2.50

Madrid, Pndo. Bl. $5.00
Munkacsy: P Wanamaker. B
Nuremberg Master: Berlin Gal. U
Perugino: Florence, S. M. Mad. dei

Pozzl. U

etrograd. M

Pldhdn- * Moritur in Deo"
Pizano, G.:_Pisa Mus. (reli u
Prud’hon: Paris,
Plockhorst: Bl, 31 15-81800
Raphael: London, Mr. Du Mont. M
Reni: Rome, S. Lor. in Lucina. B
Rubens: Antwerp Mus. U

Paris, Louvre. B

* Elevation " Ant. Cath.
Schmalz: * Return from Calvary "’
Sc?:ﬂldnv(mllm.) Trefenbroun, Abbey

uarcione: Pesaro, Ateneo. u
Tintoretto: Venice, S. Rocco. U
enice, S. Cassanio, Sparrow, N.

10008
ol

e

Wm
Unknown, 8th Cent. (fresco): Rome,
S. M. Antiqua. U

2th Cent. (fresco): Florence Acad.
Van der Weyden, R.: Madrid

Bl, $5.00
Velasquez: Madrid, Pndo. BI $5.00
Wolgemut: Munich, Alt U
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THE DEPOSITION (§141)

Angelico, Fra: Florence Acad. M
Bartolommeo: Florence, Pitti. UM
Correggio: Parma Gal. UC

: Pin,
Garofalo: Rome, Borghese Gal, U
Giottino: Floreme.g i, U’
Blle;n. Gerrit von: Vienna Gal.

Master of Cologne: Paris, Louvre U
Perugino Florence, Pitti.
Rem nndt. London, Nat. Ga! Bl,

$2.50

Maunich, Alt Pin. US

Petrograd, Hermitage, Bl 85.00
Rubena AntwerpCa 8500

, Hermitage, Bl
Tlntoretto 'Venice Acad.
Vag d?; \goeyden. Madrid, Prado. U

Madrid, Escorial
Voll;etn: Rome: S. Trin. del Monte.

THE ENTOMBMENT (§141)
#*Angelico Fra: Florence Acad.
Browu. F. M London. Leyland Col.

Cmvuﬂarl:ome Vsdcan. U

Crivelli: Rome, V:ﬁun

, da: Florence, Pitti
Duccio: Slena Cath.
mberg Mus.
Little passion series

: Bologna.

Fill Florence, Uffiz{
TH "8° ce Acad,
Metsys: Antwerp Gal. U
M lchehn(elo LondG:x;: Nat. Gal. U
anmchmidt'

Pigihein :

Pisano, N.: (relief) Lu
*Raphael: Rome, BorgheoeGa! UMS
Rembrandt: Dresden Gal. U B,

.00
Sa‘rgo del: Florence, Pitti. C
*Titian: Paris, Louvre. B
Uhdfi'. :;m. Die Kunat Unserer Zeit.
ané: d;r Weyden: London, Nat. Gal.
Florence, Uffisl. S

THE PIETA am)
Bartolommeo Pitti. BS
Bellini: Berlln th Bl, 35 00
Milan, Brera. UM
Milan, P, Pezsoli,. M
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Bernini: (eculp.) Rome,

St. John
La U

Basel U
Klinger. M.: Bl $1. 25-8600
Mantegna: (engraving)

: Munich, Alt Pin.
‘Mlpc::tehncelo' (sculpt.) Rome, St.

Morales: Madrid, Academy St. Ferd.
Piombo: Berlin Gal. Bl, $5.00
Pouuln Munich Gal.

Brera

S

Gal.
0 Inst. F. Arte
Vienna Gal. Bl 85.00

: Urb

.

Veronese: Petrograd, Hermitage. S

RESURRECTION (§143)

Angelico, Fra: Florence. _S.
ﬂorence. Pitti. B
BI, $5. 00. S

U
Del Garbo:
Dietrich: BI, $1.25-36.00
Duccio: Siena Cath.
Direr: Greater passion series
Lesser

Mus. U

Flore:
Ghiberti: Florence, Baj (relief)
Ghirlandajo: Berlin iy
«Giotto: Pndua.AmemCh.
: Tours Mus.

Hofmnn
Lon on, Nat. Gal.
béiemling Lubeck

Pinturicchio: Rome, Vatican
Ro(l:)bti!a‘. L della: (relief) Florence
al
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Schinherr

Thompcon- B

Tintoretto: Venice, S. Rocco

Titian: Brescia, S&. Nazero e Celso.

Uhd ,
inci, da:

Vl

3

: P
: Berlin Gal.
Venice, S. Giov. in Bragora

HOLY WOMEN AT THE TOMB
(§143)

A ., Fra: Florence Acad. S
rence, S. Marco

Bouguereau:
Bum&{'onu: P H
n gian ivory '

e: (frueo) N. Y., Ch. of
omas

St.
Mutet vaenbu; Pas: Cologne

CHRIST APPEARING TO MARY
MAGDALENE (§143)

, Fra: Florence, S. Marco
Florence Acad.
Baroccio: Florence, Uffizi. U
Burne-Jones: Endand Mre. Williams

P. Bl $3.50
Caracci: , Hermitage
‘Coﬂuds o: M, Prado. Bl $5.00.

Credi, di: Pu-h.'l.ouvre. U

*Giotto: Padua, Arena Ch,
Giovanni di Milano: Florence, S.

Croce. U
Henner: N. Y. Metrop. Mus. U
Llpp(. Fllippino' Venice, Seminario
London, Nat. Gal.
Mu. " Die Kunst Unserer Zeit,
18: 209
Schongauer:
Tltlan. Lom‘lon. Nat. Gal.
e, von: ‘' Easter
$5.00.

moraing.” Bl,
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CHAPTER |
THE ANNUNCIATION

PICTURES FOR STUDY

Fra Angelico: Annunciation
Crivelli: Annunciation

Rossetti: ‘‘ Ecce Ancilla Domini "
Murillo: Immaculate Conception

HE story of the miraculous conception of Jesus

I is found in only two gospels: Mt. 1:18-25,

in which the announcement is made to Joseph,
and Lk. 1:26-38, in which the angel visits Mary. No-
where else in the New Testament are the incidents
in any way referred to. The pictures that follow are
based upon the story in Luke.

The narrative is singularly reticent about details.
We are told that the place was Nazareth, but we are
not told the year, the season, the time of day, how
old Mary was, what she was doing, whether she saw
the angel or what Gabriel looked like. These defi-
ciencies have been made good by the pious imaginings
of later generations. We learn, for example, in the
apocryphal Gospel of James that Mary was drawing
water from the spring when Gabriel appeared. St.
Bernard says that she was reading from the prophet
Isaiah, and an early biographer of Mary says that the
angel filled the room with a great light. The Prote-
vangelium of James tells us that she had been chosen
by lot one of seven to spin the royal purple for a new
curtain of the Temple, and the announcement was
made while she was at work.
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The Annunciation

The good monks of Nazareth, both of the Latin and
of the Greek rite, have located the scene for us. The
Roman Catholics place it in a cave now under the
high altar in their church of the Annunciation. A
broken ancient pillar marks the spot where Mary
stood, and another the position of Gabriel. The
Orthodox Greeks, on the other hand, venerate a spot
under the altar of their church of St. Gabriel just
where the spring that supplies the village issues from
the base of the hill. These conflicting traditions and
the conflicting beliefs that Christians of all ages have
held need not trouble us. They all witness to the
central fact that once in this little town the life of
God and the soul of man met, and history became
different. The ages have not been able to forget that
somehow the Incarnation shows at once God's willing-
ness to save and the historic fact that in Christ he
has made salvation possible.

The artists have given us scores of Annunciations
of all degrees of excellence and insight. In general,
the older ones are more theological, the later ones
more human. Contrast for example, Bonfigli or Alber-
tinelli or Fra Filippo Lippi, none of them lacking in
human quality, with the Rossetti or the sweet waking-
dream of Hacker, and the difference will be at once
apparent. The pictures are an index of the changed
emphasis in our day from dogma to life.
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FRA ANGELICO: THE ANNUNCIATION

Fra Angelico (1387-1455)

Original, a fresco in the upper corridor of the monastery of San
Marco, Florence, Italy.

Colored reproductions: London, The Arundel Society, No. 61.
Chromo-lithograph.
London, The Medici Society, No. lviii. Chromo-lithograph.
0. M. C. 283, Three-color half-tone.

This picture is so plain, so simple, at first sight so
lacking in dramatic quality and arresting power, that
the novice is likely to pass it by with the thought
“ One of those old ones!” Nevertheless the world has
judged it to be one of the great Annunciations; and
not a few of us, when we approach its radiance in the
dim corridor of San Marco, yield ourselves perforce
to the injunction the Angelic Brother has painted on
the border:

‘ When thou comest before the figure of the spotless Virgin,
see to it that the ‘ Ave '’ be not silent through omission.”

We are in Italy. Before us is the porch, or loggia, -
of some simple and dignified building. The ceiling is
vaulted. The plain, round arches rest upon plain
capitals of modified Corinthian and Ionic design, sup-
ported by plain but delicately proportioned columns.
The structure bears striking resemblance to the porch
of the Church of the Annunziata in Florence which the
painter's friend Michelozzo had just designed. Yet
this is not a church. The little doorway opening into
a tiny room with its tiny grated window suggests
not even a home, but rather a monastery. This sug-
gestion is continued by the ‘ mission” style of chair
upon which Mary sits, by the uncovered floor of stone,
by the absence of any implements of household work
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and of any trace of comfort. This is a place for medi-
tation. There are no curious people here; the fence
limits our eyes and our thoughts to what is taking
place within the enclosure. Can it be Mary's home?
It is certainly ‘“‘home” for the monk-painter — the
only home he knows. If he must create a home for
Mary it shall be of the very kind that is home to
him. There too is the little grass plot that he loved
within the cloister walls; there are pinks and daisies
to tell us it is Spring. And beyond the fence we see
only so much of the world as is beautiful and silent —
cypress trees and roses. ‘“ A garden enclosed is my
sister, my spouse.” Mary is here alone with her great
experience. '

Of the two figures in the picture there is no doubt
which is the important one. The artist has hinted it
in several ways. First he has placed in Mary’s vi-
cinity the striking contrasts, so that the eye will be
attracted thither: the dark blue of her robe against
the pink of her under-garment; the shadow of the cell
against the white of the wall and the light of the win-
dow. Then he has placed her face in the very center
of the right-hand arch, as it were in a frame, and so
closely against the corbel of the two rear vaulting-
arches that the eye is led to it by them. And if the
eye wanders from Mary's face it is brought back in-
voluntarily by other lines that focus upon her: by the
curve of Gabriel's wing that projected leads thither,
by the line that skirts his robe on the pavement and
jumps across to her robe, by the curves of light and
shade in the vaulting that spray from each capital above
Gabriel's head and converge upon Mary. The artist’s
intention is perfectly clear: he is telling Mary's story.

40



Fra Angelico: The Annunciation

Yet the angel is not to be neglected. He is a
‘splendid creature. His robe is pink edged with gold
and most chastely embroidered; the plumes of his
many-colored wings are delicately tinted with rose,
violet, green, yellow. Lustrous and pure, he has
freshly come from the Divine Presence; without the
slightest delay he has spoken his message, * Hail
Mary, full of grace!”” and now with eager face and rev-
erent posture he is waiting for her response. The
painter has no doubt of Gabriel's reality. Gabriel is
not a dream nor an apparition; he is of the sub-
stance that heavenly creatures are made of — too
substantial, in fact, to ever have been borne hither by
such wings as he possesses. The good Fra has made
him real because to his thinking angels are always
real. Has not Dionysius the Areopagite written about
them — given the names of the three orders and the
three ranks in each, defined their nature and their
duties, and even described their armor! In these
days we are inclined to minimize the angelic function.
Probably the most religious among us prefer to feel
that God speaks direct to our hearts, or even dwells
within us, and so needs no messenger. Our angels
therefore are to all intents poetical symbols of
God's presence, — wings for swiftness and strength,
for willing service that outstrips the wind; the
human face for intelligence and love. But not so
in the middle age. Gabriel was objective and real.
Mary saw and heard him; she could speak and get
responses. And in our picture he stands as we our-
selves would have stood had we been the messenger,
eager, interested, conscious of a divine errand, and full
of reverence and deference to this mortal who of all
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women has been chosen to be the mother of our
Lord.

Turning now to Mary, what interpretation has the
artist to offer us? She is a simple peasant girl; hence
her inexpensive and modest costume. Her robe is
blue in token of her faith in God. She has no devices
for increasing her attractiveness, no jewelry or ribbons,
no embroidery and lace; her face is not even pretty.
There is not a trace of self-consciousness, no feeling
of elation or pride or fear. She is simple woman,
whose well-ordered mind is reflected in well-ordered
surroundings and in the self-contained posture of her
body. And note how skilfully the artist has expressed
in her figure his ideal. Dr. H. H. Powers has written:
‘““Let the head drop a trifle lower, and instantly it
becomes obsequious; hold it a little higher and some-
thing of haughty reserve mars the perfect spirit of the
scene. Not by the deviation of a hair could this pic-
ture be modified without sacrificing something of its
spiritual perfectness.” Another critic says: * Wonder
and inquiry are in her face, but chastened and free
from doubt; meekness, yet mingled with a patient
majesty; peace, yet sorrowfully sealed, as if the
promise of the angel were already underwritten by
the prophecy of Simeon.”

What, then, has the artist said to us? * Here is
simple and pious Mary, chosen of God to be the
mother of our Lord; and here is Gabriel who brings
her the divine message. Let us revere her for her
purity and her lowly acceptance of the Divine will.”

“ Virginis intactae dum veneris ante figuram
Praetereundo cave ne sileatur Ave.”
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CRIVELLI: THE ANNUNCIATION

Crivelli, Carlo (14407-1495?7)

Original painted for the Church of the Annunziata, Ascoli, Italy,
1486, and given by the citizens as a thank offering for the
liberties conferred on the city by Pope Innocent VIII on the
anniversary of the Annunciation. Removed to the Brera
Gal., Milan, in 1811; sold to private hands in 1815; bought
and presented to the Nat. Gal., London, by Lord Taunton in
1864. Painted on wood, 7 x S ft.

Reproduction:

Crivelli takes us into a different world from Fra
Angelico’s. Here is no monastic seclusion, no unobtru-
sive and respectable poverty; rather the full tide of
Renaissance splendor. The Virgin's home is a Ve-
netian palace adorned with sculptured marble, rich in
tapestries, melodious with singing birds and bright
with flowers. The exotic splendor of peacocks and
Oriental rugs vies with the newly-found grace of Greek
art. The scene conjures before our imagination the
great republics of Italy in the fifteenth century, whose
argosies whitened every sea and whose merchant-
princes trafficked in the wealth of Ormus and of Ind.
The painter’s own Venice is here — Venice that single-
handed defended Christendom against the Turk, and
took toll of half the world that she might adorn her-
self as becomes the Bride of the Sea. This is a far cry
from Fra Angelico’s simple story, far indeed from the
Nazareth hovel where the scriptural Mary lived.

Nor is this a private experience that is here depicted.
On the steps of the palace at the left a merchant dis-
cusses- plans with two friars while his little daughter
peeps round the balustrade. A priest pauses at the
corner of the street; a lawyer under the arch medi-
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tates his next legal maneuver; overhead on the archi-
tectural viaduct another lawyer reads a document to
his client. In the distance by the garden wall young
people form groups for conversation. The public is
very much in evidence —so much so that Mary is
overlooked by everybody and half forgotten by us.
Even the angel has been waylaid by the enterprising
young bishop, and it is a question whether he will get
a chance to deliver his message! Could anything be
more absurd?

The trouble is with us rather than with the picture.
We have failed to get the artist’s point of view. The
first step in understanding a work of art is to enter
sympathetically into the mood of its creator; and in
this case such participation is imperative. Crivelli’s
picture was a thank-offering of the city of Ascoli.
Lying on the border of papal and secular dominions,
Ascoli was subject to changes in political and economic
allegiance that were detrimental to its interests; until
at the intercession of their bishop, Prospero Cafferelli,
a new charter was obtained from the Pope giv-
ing the city autonomy under papal protection. The
inscription ‘‘ Libertas Ecclesiastica”” on the frame of
the picture is a reminder of this event. Since the
charter was received on Annunciation Day it is not
strange that the thought of their civic freedom became
linked for the people of Ascoli with the Angel's visit
to Mary. That is what Annunciation Day meant to
them, religion and liberty. In a deeper sense, too,
their liberty had sprung out of their religion. Were
it not for this blessed annunciation there would have
been no Christ, no Christian civilization, no develop-
ment of free cities wherein wealth might minister to
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well-being and art glorify life, no church to hold in
its hand the keys of heaven, no Pope to rule the
faithful in Christ's stead and to confer freedom on
deserving Ascoli! All these blessings have flowed from
the Virgin and her participation in the divine plan.
It is not such a fantastic thought therefore to paint in
one picture the intimate experience of Mary and the
public experience of Ascoli, the mystery of the incar-
nation and the consequences of redeeming grace, the
Annunciation in its private and personal aspect and
in its cosmic relations. The picture is one grand
symbol: it is what the Annunciation meant to
Ascoli.

Crivelli has filled the canvas with other symbols
also. A ray of light darts from the sky, passes through
a hole in the palace wall which the naive builder con-
structed for this purpose, and falls upon Mary. Its
origin is a double “glory” of angels, two rings of
celestial dancers who show forth the joy of heaven
over this event. Along the beam slides the dove,
symbol of the Holy Ghost,—as in King Arthur’s
later hall the Grail slid down a beam of light. This
means that God is the prime mover in the event and
that the dove comes from Him. The lilies in the
angel’'s hand are token of Mary's spotlessness. Emi-
dius, patron saint of Ascoli, holds in his hands a model
of the town. It is his way of saying that the whole
city is here present to participate in the joy of the
event and to offer itself to the Virgin's service. The
fruits of the earth in the foreground, the flowers, the
gorgeous peacock, the parrot, the doves, the rich rug,
the clean street, the beautiful vista and the happy
garden, all speak of joy and prosperity. And the
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fact that none of the citizens sees the light or the
angel or the bishop is a hint that, after all, this is
primarily a spiritual experience of Mary's; these celes-
tial tokens are for her heart alone.

The most attractive part of the picture is the group
in the street. It is all animation and good will. The
angel is so full of his message that he cannot wait to
deliver it to the proper person, but must gossip about
it with his friend Emidius; and the saint drinks in
the news with a refined eagerness that is tempered
with humility, — for in the heavenly hierarchy he is
hardly more than a country squire, while the angel is
at least a duke. It must have pleased the people of
Ascoli to see their familiar saint here. He was their
very own. He was the human link that bound them
to heaven; the one who carried the city not only in
his hands but on his heart, and through whom they
dared petition the Virgin and her more august Son;
for in those days the common man might not ap-
proach the Throne unsponsored! Crivelli has lavished
upon these two the principal wealth of color and inter-
est. How aristocratic is the face of Gabriel, his hand
how dainty, his costume how supra-mundane! He has
robes, to be sure, but growing into feathers at the
upper edge. Gorgeous feathers droop like epaulettes
from the shoulder, a fantastic head-dress surmounts his
wealth of ambrosial hair. His jewelry is of celestial
richness; his wings are dyed with the living colors
that flashed from the walls of chrysoprase and jasper
as he passed through. The saint too is only less
splendid: his cope is stiff with thread of gold and his
bishop’s mitre blazes with precious stones. All this to
us is fantastic; but to the simple people of an Italian
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hill-town it was the very livery of heaven. Anything
less gorgeous would have been earthy.

As we turn now to Mary, we feel that the painter
has really a spiritual message to express. This gentle
and high-minded girl is shown at her devotions: she
kneels at her prie-dieu and reads from the book of
Isaiah — * Behold a virgin shall conceive and bear a
son’’— at least, St. Bernard in his ‘‘ Perfect Legend "
tells us so. How clean her chamber is! The bed is
neatly made, the shelf is duly arranged; she has set
her house in order. Indeed she is that perfect woman
whom the ancient sage declares to be above rubies in
‘value (Prov. 31:10-31). But all her thought is now
upon the scripture; and as she reads the prophetic
words, she feels in her heart that this virgin is she!
She crosses her hands upon her bosom — ‘‘ Behold the
handmaid of the Lord; be it unto me according to thy
word! "’ There is no need for Gabriel to speak now, he
may return to his celestial choir, for the pious heart
of a maiden has outsped his wings in the speed of its
desire, and has found God and Heaven in her own soul.

ROSSETTI: “ECCE ANCILLA DOMINI ”
(* Behold, the Handmaid of the Lord ')

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel (1828-1882)

Original: 28 x 16 inches, painted in 1849 when Rossetti was but
twenty-one yearsold. Now in the Tate gal., London. The head
of the Virgin was painted from the artist's sister Christina.

Colored reproductions: London, The Medici Society, No. xxxii.
Chromo-lithograph.

London, The Medici Society, O. M. C. 277, Three-color half-tone.

Why has this simple picture such a hold upon the
modern heart? Everybody who sees it loves it, if not
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!
at first sight at least ultimately; and those who have

come upon its modest pallor among the glories of the
Tate will never forget its message to their souls. Its
attractiveness cannot lie in richness of color, for it is
predominantly white. It cannot be its impressive
size that holds us, for one has to hunt to find the
little two-foot canvas among its grand companions.
It cannot be its novelty of conception, for we have all
seen Virgins and lilies and angels before, in not dis-
similar attitudes. It is worth while stopping a mo-
ment to find an answer.

We have here the work of a boy twenty-one years
old. He was a youth who saw visions and dreamed
dreams. One of his visions was of Art that spoke to
men’s hearts not through the inane conventionalities of
cows and landscapes and Venuses, but through the
sincere presentment of noble experience. One of his
dreams was of finding or creating a brotherhood of
artists who should make this view of Art their creed.
This little picture is his dream and vision realized: it
was painted to embody his artistic creed and to fulfil
the mutual promise that he and Hunt and Millais had
made. And the picture is all Sincerity. '

In what way is the picture sincere?

The real Mary was a young girl, —a fact the me-
dieval painters quite forgot. She was not a queen nor
the daughter of a merchant-prince; she was a peasant.
She did not live in a Venetian palace; she lived in a
simple hut with the plainest of furnishings — at least
the scripture narrative implies all this. This idea
Rossetti paints. The room is poor, but neatly white-
washed; the bed is hardly more than a place to lie, but
the linen is white. There is no chair or rug, no scroll
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of the prophets or prayer-desk. The only furnishing
is a little hand-loom on which she has been weaving
her ideals — red for love divine, white for the pure in
heart; and the lilies of the pattern, they speak of
spring when the dead heart of earth leaps up to God.
Not a syllable of this need be changed if you trans-
port the painter to the Nazareth of the first century.

There is sincerity also in the portrayal of spiritual
things. Rossetti’s angel is not a *‘show-piece,” as
Crivelli’s evidently is. He is there merely to remind
us of the heavenly origin of Mary's experience. A
good angel, like a good wine, needs no bush. Fuss
and feathers do not make a seraph. Angels do not fly;
they appear. If one must have warrant that they are
heavenly, let it be through the exceeding whiteness of
plain robes, such that no fuller on earth can whiten
them, and the air bursting into primrose flames under
the feet of the hovering creature — ‘‘ He maketh . . .
his ministers a flame of fire.” If further proof of
supernaturalness is needed, let the face be strong and
sweet and grave, like the face of man — which is the
noblest thing we know. So only can one picture.love,
and wisdom that ever wakens, even when they are
divine.

And if you would know what Mary's experience
really was, in part at least, you must study this girl’s
face. Do you notice that Mary is not looking at the
angel or at the lily he holds out to her? Do you see
that her eyes are not beholding anything? The painter
means to say that the angel is not there at all. He
must be placed there, it is true, for our sake, and the
dove must be wafted in at the window on the wings
of the white dawn, in order that we dull mortals may
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not forget the divineness of this event. But for Mary
there is no objective angel: the scripture does not
compel us to think so, and Rossetti will not have us
think so. The whole transaction is going on behind
those eyes of hers — has already gone on, was con-
summated while she slept; and through the half-
unconsciousness of this waking moment Mary is trying
to fix the vision lest it fade forever. Gabriel is a tran-
scendent experience in the soul.

What did this experience mean to Mary? It meant
a secret that she could not share; it meant misunder-
standing and condemnation; it meant participation
in a fearful mystery that was charged with signifi-
cance for all time and for other worlds. If all of this
meaning were realized, as in a flash of revelation, by a
simple peasant girl, would she look otherwise than
this young poet has pictured her? And would the
next moment be ecstasy or tears? It was the human'
side of this experience that appealed to Rossetti; the’
simple and untutored peasant girl with no dowery but'
a pure heart and an earnest longing to do God’s will,’
brought face to face with the unescapable and the
inscrutable. In his verses to Mary’s girlhood he has_
expressed precisely this moment: o

 So held she through her girlhood, as it were,
An angel-watered lily, that near God 1
Grows and is quiet. Till one dawn at home
She woke in her white bed, and had no fear
At all, yet wept till sunshine, and felt awed,
Because the fullness of the time had come.”

It is the utter humanity of this Mary that fasci-
nates us. True to a boyish instinct of what was fit-
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ting, Rossetti painted in her face the features of his
sister Christina. As if he would say to us: ‘ Mary
was like this—like my own sister; as pure as she,
but not purer; as simple as she; as naturally and as
lovingly God's own child as she; longing as earnestly
as she for his kingdom of righteousness. And out of
his grace God blessed the world through her.” Shall
we now go a step further? Shall we see in this Mary
our own spiritual selves and say, ‘ Be it unto me
according to thy word” ? Then this picture has ac-
complished its supreme mission: the unique experi-
ence it interprets has become a universal; art has
become the handmaid of religion.

MURILLO: IMMACULATE CONCEPTION

Murillo, Bartolomé Estéban (1617-1682)

Original, one of three pictures painted in 1678 for the Hospital
de los Venerables in Seville, Taken to France in the Na-
poleonic wars by Marshal Soult, and when his loot was
sold in 1852, bought by the French government for $117,200
and placed in the Louvre, Paris, where it now is. It is
reckoned one of the great paintings of the world.

Reproductions: Berlin Photographic Co. No. 119a, various kinds,
$1.50 to $18.00.

This picture presents the mystery of the Incarna-
tion. Mary is standing upon the clouds, the crescent
moon beneath her feet, the earth nowhere to be seen.
Mary is like that person mentioned by Paul who was
caught up into the third heaven and saw things it was
not lawful for man to utter; only in this case it is
not possible for human lips to utter them: they are
ineffable.
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“The Immaculate Conception” 1is one of those
glorious creations that it is granted man to produce
only once in a hundred years. The golden light that
streams from its heaven brightens half the long corri-
dor of the Louvre where the picture hangs. The blue
of Mary’s robe is that of our New England skies in
May, pure radiance with the emotion of infinite spaces
in it. The cherubs that ring the Virgin in a living
cloud wit not that their faces shine, but the light of
the empyrean still radiates from them. How could
a mortal think such heavenly colors!

Yet the glory of this canvas is not its color. It
lies in its clear expression of a transcendent mystery
and a transcendent emotion.

The first message of the picture is that of the
peace of surrender. Mary is not rising or falling; she
is not rapt up to heaven in any whirlwind. All the
energy of the scene—and it does not lack motion —
streams from the palpitating cherubs; she herself is at
rest. See how the lights and darks are balanced about
the central line of her robe, and note how the eye
comes back to her again and again because there is
nothing elsewhere to distract it. Mary is in equi-
poise as if she had found her true center. It cannot be
otherwise with her soul: the strain and stress of self-
hood have gone and left no trace. She no longer has
a personal will; she has surrendered it to His dread
keeping. Like Piccarda whom Dante saw in the
Heaven of the Moon, she has found in His will her

peace.
“ E la sua volontate é nostra pace.”

The second message is that this experience in its
essence is emotional. The composition of the picture
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clearly indicates this. Begin where you will, the eye
is led not only to Mary but to a certain part of Mary's
figure. Follow, for example, the line of light that
begins with the cherub’s foot at the bottom of the pic-
ture: it leads you up the leg, the side of his body, his
arm, to the upraised arm of the cherub above, to the
white edge of Mary's robe, till it disappears beneath
her hands. Or starting with the same point and fol-
lowing to the other side of the cherub’s body, the eye
jumps to the medial line of Mary’s robe and thence to
the hands. Begin with the faint diagonal cherub in
the lower right-hand darkness — you are led past the
horn of the crescent to the blue robe and thence to
the hands. Begin with the central right-hand cherub,
or follow the direction of cherubic legs and arms in
any part of the picture, or observe the point on which
the eyes of these little creatures are focussed: you
are led, not to Mary's face but to her hands. And
the hands have sought her breast because the ecstasy
of her experience is centered there. Not even does
her heavenward look draw our interest — or hers — into
the heavens. Her wonderful eyes do not see the
glories above; they are no longer organs of vision, but
of expression. They are windows through which we
may look into a woman's soul at its supreme moment.
And this moment is not for her a revelation of divine
truth to the intellect; it is a mystical union of the
finite and the infinite in her heart. Two super-
charged potentials have here found contact and the
result is a flash of blinding emotion.

Just what has taken place here? The Word has
been made flesh.

* * %x =
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Is this a unique experience, happening only once in
human history? Let the theologians decide that as
they will — for doubtless they know the precise limits
God has set for himself, the precise boundaries of the
human soul. They can tell where dead matter leaves
off and life begins; where life ceases to be animal and
becomes human; at what point human life becomes
divine; and how our bodies can become * temples of
the Holy Ghost ” without interfering with the chemi-
cal, the physical, the sub-human and the human forces
that are already tenanted there. But sometimes the
poets are wiser than the theologians. Do you re-
member how King Arthur came, in the Idylls, on
the night that Uther died, * moaning and wailing for
an heir"’? Merlin and his master Bleys

 Left the still king, and passing forth to breathe,
Dropt to a cove and watched the great sea fall,
Wave after wave, each mightier than the last,
Till last, a ninth one, gathering half the deep
And full of voices, slowly rose, and plunged
Roaring, and all the wave was in a flame;
And down the wave and in the flame was bourne
A naked babe, and rode to Merlin's feet;

Who stooped, and caught the babe, and cried ‘The I\mg'
Here is an heir for Uther!" "

When Merlin was questioned later about the birth
and nature of King Arthur, he replied in a riddle:

“From the great deep to the great deep he goes."”

You may say that this is just poetry. But if you
turn to “ De Profundis,” written by Tennyson upon
the birth of his son, you will find that fancy has
given place to conviction:
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“ Out of the deep, my child, out of the deep,
From that great deep before our world begins,
Whereon the spirit of God moves as He will, —
Out of the deep, my child, out of the deep,
From that true world within the world we see,
Whereof our world is but the bounding shore —
Out of the deep — thou comest, darling boy!

For in the world which is not ours they said

‘Let us make man’; and that which should be man
From that one light no man can look upon

Drew to this shore.”

And when Tennyson draws nigh the verge of life,
and he wishes to give the world the Seer’s final word
on human destiny, one immortal figure alone will
suffice:

‘ When that which drew from out the boundless deep
Turns again home.”

Conviction has become faith: faith in God as the
ultimate source and the ultimate destiny of all human
life. Life and death alike are the process of finding

‘ Nearer and ever nearer Him, who wrought
Not matter, nor the finite-infinite,
But this main miracle, that thou art thou,
With power on thine own act and on the world.
Hallowed be thy name — Hallelujah! —
Infinite Idealty!
Immeasurable Reality!
Infinite Personality!
Hallowed be Thy name — Hallelujah! ”* -
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CHAPTER IT
THE NATIVITY

PICTURES FOR STUDY

Merson: Arrival at Bethlehem

Correggio: Holy Night
Van der Goes: Adoration of the Shepherds
Lerolle: Arrival of the Shepherds

the birth of Jesus. From his gospel (Lk. 2:1-20)

we learn that Joseph and Mary came from their
home in Nazareth to Bethlehem to be enrolled in the
census, and that while there Jesus was born. On the
same night, angels announced to certain shepherds
that a Saviour had come, and immediately they went
to Bethlehem to worship him. The artists have
usually introduced the shepherds into the nativity scene,
so that pictures of this event may be called indis-
criminately the Nativity or Adoration of the Shep-
herds.

The scripture says that the birth did not
take place in the caravanserai, but it does not say
that it took place in a stable. A movable manger
could be utilized as a temporary cradle anywhere, and
a movable or fixed one is found in every home where
animals are owned. Tradition has located the actual
spot in a cave adjoining the ancient market-place of
Bethlehem. The first to mention this cave was Justin
Martyr (d. 165 A.D.). Origen (d. 255 A.D.) confirms
the tradition. The empress Helena (c. 325 A.D.) ac-
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The Nativity

cording to her contemporary Eusebius, transformed
the cave into a splendid sanctuary, and her son the
emperor Constantine built the imposing basilica that
still stands, albeit somewhat restored in the fourth and
sixth centuries. Under the high altar is the cave cut
in the living rock, set in the marble floor of which is
a silver star with the inscription “ Hic de Virginis
Maria Jesus Christus natus est.”” A few feet away
is the manger —or its modern substitute of marble;
for the original (!) wooden one, now plated with silver,
has since the twelfth century been preserved in the
church of Santa Maria Maggiore in Rome. In most
pictures of the Nativity some sort of cave is either
painted or symbolized.

The Nativity has naturally attracted the attention
of all the major artists. There are at least eighty
representations of it extant in the galleries and
churches of Europe. From various points of view the
story has been repeated over and over, as if it were
too precious a heritage ever to be lost sight of, and
too universal in its import to be circumscribed by any
private interpretation. One might easily fill a book
with Nativities alone. The reader is urged to procure
if possible some other versions of the story for the pur-
pose of comparison, particularly those starred in the
list on p. 24, With all these pictures before you, con-
sider such questions as these: Which of these pictures
represents most truly the facts of scripture? the true
spirit of the occasion? Just what did this event sig-
nify about (a) God’s attitude toward man, (b) man’s
~ possible relation with God, (c) the interest of man's
redemption for all creation, (d) its significance for the
whole of history (cf. Brooks' lines, “ The hopes and
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fears of all the years Are met in thee tonight"); (e)
the dignity of motherhood. Does any one of the pic-
tures express all of this meaning? Which expresses
the most of it?

The reader will not forget to refresh his mind on the
hymns that celebrate this event: Luther’'s ‘‘ Away in
a manger,” Brooks’ “ O little town,” Longfellow’s
“I heard the bells on Christmas day,” Lowell's
“ What means this glory round our feet,” Sears’ * It
came upon the midnight clear,” Mohr's * Holy Night,"”
Holland’s * There's a song in the air,” Wesley's “ Come
thou long-expected Jesus,” Watts’ “ Joy to the world,”
and the old English carols like “ God rest ye merry
gentlemen "’ and “ The first Noel.”

MERSON: ARRIVAL AT BETHLEHEM

Merson, Luc Olivier (1846~ )

Original, a tiny picture a few inches square, first exhibited in the
Paris Salon -of 1885. Now privately owned. The Gasetle
des Beaux-arts said of it (Vol. 31 :492): “ It is a charming
and delicate little thing. The composition, the color, the
feeling, accord so exquisitely with the spirit of the naive
complaint [of the carol]; a little too much insistence on
any single trait and the spell is broken, but that word * too
much ” the artist has not said! "

Reproductions:

This picture was inspired by a nalve Christmas
carol in the old style that Merson happened upon.
The original and a translation follow:

St. Joseph St. Joseph
Passons par l'autre rue, Another street we'll try,
La cour est vis-3-vis, A courtyard there may be.
Tout devant notre rue Here before mine eye
J'y vois un grand logis. Is this grand hostelrie.
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La Vierge The Virgin
Allez-y seul, de grace; Prithee, of your grace,
Je ne puis plus marcher. No further can I go.

Je me trouve si lasse Alone seek you a place,
Que je ne puis chercher. My strength it faileth so.

St. Joseph St. Joseph
Ma bonne et chére dame, Hostess dear and kind,
Dites, n'auriez-vous point Pray, of your great pitie,
De quoi loger ma femme Some little corner find,
Dans quelque petit coin? To lodge my faint ladie!

L’hotesse The Hostess
Les gens de votre sort Common folks and poor
Ne logent point céans. In here we never keep.
Allez & l'autre porte, Try that other door,

C'est pour les pauvres gens. 'Tis there such people sleep.

The picture and the carol belong to each other, for
running through both there is a note of pathos. Here
is a human situation that appeals at once to our
hearts. This poor girl has travelled all day in order
to reach her destination by nightfall. The sun sank
as they hurried past the Holy City, the swift Syrian
night came down as they reached Rachel’'s Tomb of
sinister omen, and only the moon lighted the rocky
stairs that led them up to the khan of Bethlehem.
Huddled on its rough hillside lay the little village,
checkered silver and ebony against the crisp sky.
Not a lamp gleamed from any window; even the dogs
were asleep till the footsteps of the strangers aroused
them.

“ Hurry, Joseph, my hour is come!"” :

But there is no room at the inn, and the carol tells
us why. In vain Joseph's polite request; in vain his
expostulations and entreaties. The hard-hearted inn-
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keeper's wife thrusts a head and an elbow out of the
. window and nonchalantly bids them move on to a less
aristocratic place. Selfishness and the prospect of a
harvest of coin in the morning crowd out the thought
of another's suffering. She does not even offer to sac-
rifice her own comfort for a night that Mary may have
at least a pallet of straw. ‘‘ Common folks and poor!”’
Was there ever such a pathetic failure of intuition and
sympathy! Surely opportunity knocked at this hostel-
door tonight and will never knock again. Poor Mary
sinks under her burden, and sitting in the street, ex-
hausted, frightened, she wraps her thin garment about
her to keep out the cold. Why does she turn her
head away? Is it a gesture of weariness and pain, or
have the hard face and voice of her sister of the inn
struck her heart with a chill keener than the night
wind? The village dogs scent trouble and come hurry-
ing out of their lairs to add noise and terror to the
scene. - Nowhere to go but to the lea of some friendly
wall in a corner of the market-place; and there,
as Joseph keeps the dogs at bay with his staff,
his young wife goes down alone into the Valley of
the Shadow, ‘ While the eternal ages watch and
wait.”

Do you not feel that Merson has felt all this? It mat-
ters not that his Bethlehem with its unpaved street,
its houses of plaster and thatch, looks more like Brit-
tany than Palestine; the setting is only a background
for a very human story that concerns three people —
helpless and desperate Mary, helpless and exasperated
Joseph and a hard-hearted woman. It is the eternal
conflict of human need and.human selfishness that has
been exemplified a thousand times before this night
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and a thousand times since, even to this day of grace.
It is the sort of situation that Christ’s religion is try-
ing to make impossible. ‘‘ Blessed are the merciful ”
is one of the persistent and heavenly overtones in the
music of the gospel. ‘ Whoso hath this world’s goods
and beholdeth his brother in need and shutteth up his
compassion from him, how doth the love of God abide
in him?”

One cannot help feeling also that Merson has here
offered us an insight. This is not merely the present-
ment of a pathetic human situation, it is an epi-
sode in history that looks before and after. * The
hopes and fears of all the years’ are here met, and
the light of succeeding centuries shows this hour to be
fateful. ‘ He came to his own and his own received
him not.” They knew not the time of their visitation;
darkness covered the earth and gross darkness the
people. All the providences of Jehovah from the call
of Abraham to the birth of the Forerunner had not
availed, so it proved, to prepare the hearts of the
chosen people for this new and greatest revelation.
And this initial event in the life of our Lord becomes
an irony of fate and a prophecy, an allegory of how
God’s greatest gift to humanity has not been wel-
come, but how the hard-heartedness of men down
through the ages has shut out the heavenly child with
his message of good will. More personal still, it is a
symbol of our own blind attitude that says, “ I am
rich and have need of nothing,” but knows not that
we are wretched and miserable and poor and blind and
naked. Merson may not consciously have painted
this personal symbolism into his picture; but there is
no reason why, if we choose, we may not read it
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Correggio: Holy Night

there; nor why we should not use this picture as a
comment on Miss Elliott’s appealing hymn, * Thou
didst leave thy throne,” even till we have made our
own the prayer of its closing lines:

¢ Oh, come to my heart, Lord Jesus,
There is room in my heart for Thee!”

CORREGGIO: HOLY NIGHT
Luke 2 : 1-20

Correggio, Antonio Allegri da (1494-1534)

Original, 101 x 74 inches, ordered in 1522 by Alberto Pratonero
as an altar-piece for his chapel in the church of S. Prospero
at Reggio, but not finished till 1530. Duke Francesco of
Modena coveted it and stole it in 1640, giving the church in
its place a copy! His collection of pictures was sold in 1746
to Augustus I1I, Elector of Saxony, and the Holy Night now
divides with the Sistine Madonna the honors of the Zwinger
Gallery in Dresden, his capital city.

Reproductions: Taber-Prang, 1, 2, 4.

Braun & Co., R. I. E. T. Detail 1.

Fishel, Adler & Schwartz Co. Artotype, 13 x 18, $.80;
colored, $1.50.

In color; Medici Print, Ital, Ixiv, chromo lithograph,
153 x 113, $6. (Mother and child only.)
Seemann Print, three-color half-tone, No. 1008.

Berlin Photographic Co., No. 63a, from $1.25 to $12.00.

Of all the representations of the Nativity, this is
the most popular. It is painted in the artist’s happy
style, and with the full force of dramatic conception
and impressive ‘ chiaroscuro.” The extraordinary
lighting of the picture is a large part of the secret of
its power. Notice that the baby is the sole source of
the light, and that the intensity diminishes as the
light penetrates further and further and loses itself
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in blackness or in the light of dawn. Correggio may
or may not have heard of the tradition that at the
time of the birth a bright light shone in the cave (Prote-
vangelium of James); possibly also the thought of
Christ as the Light of the World crossed his mind.
But more likely he hit upon this device by a happy
stroke of genius. At any rate, this particular method
of lighting the picture is all his own, this focussing
of the white phosphorescence in the child.

It is impossible in a small print to make out the
details of the scene, for even in the original they have
become obscure through the blackening of age and
misuse. It seems certain, however, that the action
is set in a decrepit stable built among the ruins of a
once stately house or temple. The stone pillar in
the center and the masonry on the right are parts of
the older building; the rest is wooden beams and
thatch, open enough for sun and rain to nourish the
growing things that cover the floor. Through the
openings on both sides of the pillar one can see a
charming landscape — a country house or two, with
the sweet light of dawn breaking over hills of blue.

The shepherds have just arrived. The older one,
clad in a dull red tunic and carrying a big staff, is
a burly, energetic fellow, more like a roistering
performer in a medieval miracle-play of this title
than a pious shepherd of the artistic tradition. He
raises his arm with a gesture of wonder as cyclopean
as it is genuine, — or is he taking off his cap in this
holy presence? Or perhaps he is telling Mary about
his astonishing apparition of angels. If so, Mary is
sublimely uninterested! The younger shepherd who
holds his big dog in check looks up at the speaker
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with interest and approval. The good woman by the
pillar was on her way to early market, as shown by
her basket of goslings, but attracted by the light, she
has followed the shepherds into the stable. Her
interest, woman-like, is in the baby; the light that
radiates from him smites her with an uncanny force
from which she instinctively tries to shield herself.
In the background the donkey has conceived a no-
tion that there is something besides fodder in his
crib; it takes a good bit of Joseph’s strength to pre-
vent him from immediately investigating! Beyond the
donkey, two men are tying an ox to a post. Correggio
may have here conformed to a venerable practice of
introducing an ox and an ass as symbols that
the Jewish and Gentile worlds are some day to
serve the Lord of Glory. But symbolism was foreign
to Correggio’s nature. It would be nearer the truth
to regard the animals as realistic space-fillers.

In the air hovers a group of young angels. When
fresh from the painter’s hand they aroused the most
extravagant enthusiasm by their grace, their joy and
their heavenly color. They represent also the ac-
complishment of a difficult feat of foreshortening in
which no doubt the painter took pride. But modern
criticism has reduced their worth. It has been pointed
out that their heavenly form is combined with an
inanity of spirit hard to reconcile with the angelic
nature. They are childish creations, innocent because
they cannot conceive of sin, but unmoral because
they are incapable of any serious purpose. One
irreverent critic has even stigmatised the group as a
‘“ragout of frogs’ legs!” Perhaps the truth lies
between the extremes: the angels are lovely reminders
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that heaven is in a unique way interested in this
event.

Mary and the child hold the center of the picture.
The mother, clad in an under-garment of soft blue,
a crimson tunic and a dark blue cloak, is kneeling
before a crude wooden crib on which is a handful of
straw. With her arms she encircles the little one,
who is, strange to say, a real baby! Her lovely face
is full of joy and tenderness. In fact, it is for the
sake of enhancing this little circle of glory that the
rest of the picture exists; everything else is vulgar by
contrast. The message of the picture, too, is con-
centrated here, and it differs not at all from the note
of all Correggio's art. It is the message of joy: not
spiritualized and mystical and theological joy such as
bathes the faces of saints in the gardens of Paradise,
but pure human joy that springs from perfect inner
harmony. Here are a mother and her first child;
and the joy of realizing that fundamental relationship
is as real and as divine as that of heaven when the
morning stars sang together. What need of angels
to show us that this is a religious event? No doubt
the good Pratonero who ordered the picture and
specified that the work should be executed * faith-
fully and in the best manner,” would have objected
to an absence of heavenly spectators, and perhaps the
artist himself needed them as a further embodiment
of the joy he was throbbing to express; but we can
dispense with them. The transfigured face of the
mother furnishes religion enough for the picture.
For when is God ever nearer to a human soul than
when he lays a little child in a mother’s arms and
says, ‘‘ Inasmuch as thou doest it unto the least of
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these, thou doest it unto me.” No theological con-
ception of the Nativity could stand comparison for an
instant, as a working force in the world, with the
realization on the part of every mother that God and
she are in partnership both in creation and in re-
demption. Correggio and the middle age would not
have interpreted this picture so. But Correggio
painted the mother as he saw her; and because he
painted truly, he has unwittingly given us the secret
of the world’s salvation — human love.

VAN DER GOES: ADORATION OF THE
SHEPHERDS

Luke 2 : 1-20

Van der Goes, Hugo (c. 1435-1482)

Original: a triptych with figures life size, painted between 1470
and 1475 by order of Tommaso Portinari, agent at Bruges
of the Medicis of Florence, the most famous banking and
mercantile house of Europe. Portinari gave it as an altar-
piece to the chapel of St. Giles connected with the Hospital
of S. Maria Nuova at Florence, an institution founded by
his ancestor, Falco Portinari, famous as the father of Dante's
beloved Beatrice. On the shutters of the triptych are
portraits of the donor and his family with their patron
saints, The picture stayed in its original position till 1897,
when the government bought it for the Uffizi Gallery at a
price of 900,000 francs.

Reproductions: In color: Seemann Print, three-color half-tone,
No. 1352.

Note: It will be advisable to procure a larger photograph for
the sake of the detail.

The masterpiece of Van der Goes is included in
this study because it furnishes a most instructive
contrast to the Lerolle that follows. The two illus-
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trate two different attitudes of mind not only toward
the scriptural story but toward religion and life in
general, and these two attitudes may be character-
ized as the medieval and the modern.

The older picture reflects in the first place the re-
figious outlook of the times. It is not a Salon picture
but an altar-piece; its subject is not a landscape or a
battle but a scene from the Bible. Belief is as yet
untouched by doubt: real angels with wings an-
nounce the nativity to the shepherds; real angels
with heavy robes kneel beside the inhabitants of earth,
as substantial creatures as they; the little child has
the mature and wise look of a god, and emits light
as a token of his divinity, while the hands of all the
spectators are folded in prayer and the faces of all
are turned toward the incarnate deity. There is no
myth or symbol or allegory for Van der Goes in this
story; it is all gospel fact, and fact that reveals a
segment of a vast and closely reasoned scheme of
salvation that was fashioned in heaven and let down
to earth. The theology of Anselm and Aquinas is
still true. Not yet has the Renaissance made skeptics
within the fold.

But the Renaissance is here, the spirit of realism,
of delight in nature, of love of the beautiful. Re-
flections of the growing wealth of the North are here,
hints that Bruges and Ghent and Antwerp have
monumental buildings of stone, looms for the manu-
facture of rich stuffs, and mercantile houses that
traffic in the jewels of the East; are, in fact, as im-
portant stages on the great trade route from York
to Delhi as Florence and Venice are. And all of
these reflections are so nalvely given! How can
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Van der Goes: Adoration of the Shepherds

there be a Gothic church and a Romanesque stable in
Bethlehem in 4 B.C.? How can angels and shep-
herds be Flemish, and Joseph good plain Dutch!
How can angels perch on rafters or grow wings
through a robe of the cloth of gold? How can
shepherds hear the angelic song in broad daylight on
the hills, and at the same time be worshipping the
babe in the stable? These things strike us as incon-
gruous, but the fifteenth century was uncritical: it
saw no reason why things should not be painted in
this way.

There is something very attractive in this realism.
The faces of the chief personages are evidently por-
traits. Joseph is a substantial slow-witted burgher,
who has thought to take off at least one of his wooden
shoes before putting his hands together and saying a
prayer about something he does not understand!
Mary, clad in a robe of deep blue, is fairly intelligent
though by no means beautiful; her sad face shows
that a mother’s intuition has divined a fate of sorrow
for her boy. The three chief shepherds are hinds of
the field. Look at their hands, their rugged faces,
their strange trowel-like crooks, their leathern wallets
trimmed with iron. But more particularly, note how
their spirit shines through their faces: the third one
is unintelligent and timid, but truly interested; the
left-hand one is truly devout; the near one is fatherly,
and intelligently happy. This is realism of the right
sort; the shepherds are the best part of the picture.

The foreground monopolizes most of the delicate
beauty of the picture. Notice the wonderful robes —
rich brocades and tapestries. The nearest right-hand
robe is inscribed with a triple * Sanctus,” while
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the medallions in the border of the robe above
Joseph’s head are adorned with portraits of Christ.
The angelic wings are some of them made of pea-
cock’s feathers and some of parrot’'s. The crowns
blaze with great jewels. Between the groups lie the
angelic gifts, gorgeous irises, a spray of something
like columbine, scattered violets, and a sheaf of grain
that symbolizes the Bread of Life. All of these de-
tails are lovely, and show that Van der Goes had a
feeling for beauty that rivals the greatest of his
contemporaries.

This picture, therefore, must have had a great
religious value for its generation. It is sincere, it
expresses the current view of what actually happened,
it presents the heavenly guests in the only guise that
would have been intelligible and impressive to the
fifteenth century, the delicate beauty of many of its
details is most appealing, and its symbolism and the
attitudes of its personages are suggestive of worship.
But as we now look at things, the eternal verities
are most of them conspicuous by their absence.

LEROLLE: ARRIVAL OF THE SHEPHERDS
Luke 2 : 15-20

Lerolle, Henri (1848- )
- Original : painted in 1885. Privately owned (?).
Reproductions: Taber-Prang, 1, 2, 4, 13; Braun & Co,, F. L.

When we turn from Van der Goes to Lerolle, we
step either forward four hundred years or backward
fourteen hundred. The atmosphere of this picture is
Palestine, or some primitive land; the underlying
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conception is as modern as ourselves. We could not
ask for more forceful illustrations of the principle
that an artist sees his theme through the lens of his
world-outlook, than these two paintings afford.

We are standing in a huge and dimly-lighted cave.
Great trunks of trees as rafters rest on equally rugged
columns and sustain the doubtful roof. Their ir-
regular alignment and untouched naturalness help to
produce a feeling that the people of the picture are a
simple and untutored folk. Great boulders and the
débris of the hill above have all but blocked the
mouth of the cave; the shepherds have entered
through an opening somewhere behind us. On the
left are the supply of fodder and the pitchforks, on
the right the feeding-tubs, the animals and some
sheaves of grain. This is realism: not the realism
that reproduces the environment of the painter, but
that earnestly endeavors to paint the scene as it
must have been. It is the product of our critical
nineteenth century that will not tolerate infidelity
to the facts. This critical realism has eliminated the
angels — wings, robes, crowns and all; has reduced
the shepherds to pretty nearly the elements of hu-
manity, has humanized and socialized Joseph, stripped
the baby of his rays of gold and transferred the glory
from the child to the mother. Absolutely the only
suggestion of the supernatural is this light. We can-
not construe it as an attempt to elevate the Virgin
above her son, or to glorify the dogma of the ‘‘ Mother
of God”; it may be merely a painter’s device to
bring into sharp outline the face of Mary. But it
may also be taken as a recognition of the profound
significance to the world of spiritual motherhood.
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The child should have no halo. The light that
radiates from the Christ of history was not born with
him; it was created by him as his spirit grew from
human infancy to divine manhood. Golden mandorlas
and aureoles that are out of place in the manger are
inevitable at the Transfiguration and the Resurrection.
Mary's crown of light, on the other hand, is due now,
as a pledge of the glory that is eternally hers as
perfect mother. Lerolle has thought this truth out
correctly.

The shepherds constitute another piece of critical
realism. If you and I had heard the angels’ song and
had hurried to the spot where the long-expected one
lay, would we have crowded curiously to his manger
and otherwise made ourselves familiar? I believe
that like these shepherds of Lerolle’s we would ap-
proach with fear and trembling, and with unshod feet
gaze at the holy thing from behind the screen of the
friendly pillars; we would lift our hand in awe, like
the least afraid of them, or raise ourselves on tiptoe
in timid wonder like that splendid youth in the rear,
or drop upon our knee in the dim sense that we were
not worthy to be witnesses of so august and divine
an event. These shepherds are just us, in the pres-
ence of one of God's mysterious and glorious provi-
dences.

For us, then, there is more truth in the strongly
human simplicity of Lerolle than in the theologically
conceived glories of Van der Goes.
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CHAPTER III
INCIDENTS OF THE CHILDHOOD

PICTURES FOR STUDY

Gentile da Fabriano: Adoration of the Kings
Burne-Jones: Star of Bethlehem

Holman Hunt: Triumph of the Innocents
Merson: Repose in Egypt

Edwin Long: “Anno Domini "

The stories of the Wise Men, the Massacre and the
Flight are recorded only in Matthew 2 :1-23. On the
basis of the simple and rather indefinite information
there given, pious tradition has built an extraordinary
fabric, and Art has adorned it with at least a hundred
and fifty paintings. Indeed the Magi seem to have
attracted more interest than any other persons in the
Bible except Jesus and his mother. A hundred and
twelve pictures are devoted to them alone.

The Magi were a class of priestly astrologers and
magicians of Persia. In the course of his travels in
the East, Marco Polo (14th cent.) came across tradi-
tions of them in cities that he visited, Saba and Avah,
both about fifty miles southwest of Teheran, and
Kashan — ‘ Castle of the Fire-worshippers’ — about
three days’ journey from Avah. (See Jackson: The
Magi in Marco Polo, Jour. Amer, Orient. Soc.,
26 : 79-83.) Earlier centuries had evolved their nature
and nationality from various passages in the Old
Testament. The suggestion that they were Arabian
came from Ps. 68 :29 and Is. 60 :6; that one was
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Ethiopian is inferred from Ps. 68 :31. The passages
that prove them to be kings are Ps. 68 :29, 31; 72:10;
Is. 49:7; 60:3, 10. The star came from Num.
24 : 17. Other suggestive verses are Ps. 72 : 10~
11. According to the Eastern tradition they were
twelve in number, but the West has fixed upon three,
doubtless because only three gifts are mentioned.
In that wonderful relic-discovering fourth century,
the bodies of the Three Kings were found in the East
and brought by the Empress Helena to Constanti-
nople, whence the Crusaders took them as unlawful
spoil to Milan. Frederic Barbarossa presented them
to the Archbishop of Cologne, who removed them to
that city in 1164. There they now rest in a wonder-
ful golden reliquary in the treasury of the cathedral,
and their memory is also preserved in the three crowns
on the city's arms. In 1179 their names and ages
were definitely assigned as Caspar of Tarsus, aged
sixty, Melchior of Arabia and Nubia, aged forty,
Balthazar of Saba, aged twenty. All of this romantic
tradition lends itself most happily to the fancy of an
artist.

Numerous legends of the Flight and Sojourn in
Egypt are recorded in the Arabic Gospel of the
Infancy and in the Pseudo-gospel of Matthew; but
they have only a curious interest and need not be
repeated here.

The pious archzologists of the Holy Land have
kept pace with the growth of the facts. They show a
““ Well of the Magi” on the road from Jerusalem to
Bethlehem, where the wise men saw the star a second
time. In the grotto at Bethlehem is an altar to mark
the spot where they worshiped, and where in the
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fourth century the Epiphany was first celebrated.
Leading from the grotto still lower into the rock is a
narrow passage and then a chamber where Joseph is
said to have had his dream of warning. Descending
five steps further we come to the Chapel of the.
Innocents whither according to a fifth century tradi-
tion the mothers fled with their children to escape
Herod’s fury. In Egypt, too, the scenes of the Flight
and Repose have been located. At Heliopolis, seven
miles from Cairo, is an old sycamore (planted 1672!),
in the hollow trunk of which Mary hid to escape her
pursuers, screened from sight by the timely spinnings
of a spider. In Old Cairo is the ninth century
church of Abu Sergeh in the crypt of which the Holy
Family is said to have rested a month; and on the
edge of the western desert the Sphinx still refuses to
tell whether Mary and the child ever reposed between
its paws! It is more than likely that these stories are
all pious endeavors to embody in parables the words
of scripture, * Gentiles shall come to thy light,” and
‘‘ He shall give his angels charge over thee.”

Every one will recall the vivid picture of the Wise
Men in Wallace’s “Ben Hur,” Chap. I. Hopkins’'
‘““We Three Kings" is a delightful carol that con-
forms wholly to tradition. Other suggestive hymns
are, Heber: * Brightest and best’’; Dix: ‘“As with glad-
ness."”’

75



Gentile da Fabriano: Adoration of the Kings

GENTILE DA FABRIANO: ADORATION
OF THE KINGS

Matt. 2: 1-12

Fabriano, Gentile di Niccolo di Giovanni Massi, of (c. 1368 or
1370 — 1428 or 1432)

Original: The painter’s masterpiece, a most gorgeous triptych
in excellent preservation, painted in 1423 for the sacristy of
the church of the Trinitd in Florence, whence it was recently
brought to the Academy. It is one of the best examples of
elaborate altar-pieces of the early fifteenth century, and is
still preserved in its fine old original frame.

Reproductions: In color: Seemann print, three-color half-tone,
No. 1305. Medici O. M. C., No. 117,

This picture presents four moments of time. In
the left lunette the Magi see the star from the top of
a.mountain. Behind are the sea and ships, below in
the valley men busily prepare for the long journey.
In the central lunette the procession, with the three
kings conspicuous in gold, arrives at Jerusalem to pay
its respects to king Herod. The right lunette shows
the kings entering the city gate of Bethlehem. The
main picture presents a gorgeous procession, the kings
and their retinue crowding down to worship at the
humble home.

What a brave pageant it is! Not including the
Holy Family there are twenty-two men, nine horses,
a camel, a grayhound, a lioness, a leopard, two apes,
three falcons, a dove, an ox and an ass. This is no
religious procession; it is a jolly hunting-party that
has stumbled by chance upon this holy group and
takes the opportunity to pay its compliments. Look
at those beautiful horses with their rich trappings,
at the distinguished faces and courtly clothes of the
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attendants, at the slave kneeling to remove the spurs
from the heel of the third king, at the touches of
Oriental display in the outlandish animals, at the
jessed falcon perched on wrist and the other one in
the air that has stooped and trussed its quarry. Look
at those gorgeous kings that outshine the princes of
fairy-land. This is an illuminated page out of the
heart of a medieval romance; or more truly it is a
picture of Italy under the spell of Venetian enter-
prise and splendor, — powerful, luxurious, its heart set
on the things of this world even while its eyes are
turned toward heaven. Gentile has caught the spirit
of it perfectly and has set it forth in a way that has
never been surpassed. No other picture of the period
can rival this one as a piece of exquisite decoration,
or in the care with which the designs and the colors
are executed or the low relief in plaster engraved and
gilded. The whole thing is a jewel.

Gentile has had in mind the traditions and the ap-
propriate symbolism. The cave and the manger are
here; so are the ox and the ass, typical of the Jewish
and Gentile worlds. The house to the left is the
home of Jesse, father of David, now falling to ruins
because the old dispensation it typifies is passing
away. The two women who are admiring Caspar's
gift are one of them a midwife whom Joseph procured
but who arrived too late to be of any assistance, and
the other a Mary Salome who came to visit the Virgin
at this time. Joseph fulfils the part and age assigned
him by tradition. The Pseudo-gospel of Matthew
makes him exclaim when selected by the High Priest
to be the husband of the fourteen-year-old Mary,
“Why do you hand me over to this infant who is
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younger than my grandsons!' The old carpenter is
somewhat awe-struck by all this magnificence. Mary
is a very sweet lady who feels herself not altogether
unworthy of the honors that are coming to her.
She looks with interest and love upon her son, though
he needs none of her solicitude or assistance. The
baby is quite capable of handling this situation. He
looks with benignity upon his worshiper, presents a
toe for the ceremonial kiss like his successors the
Popes, and lays an apostolic hand .upon the bald
head. This is not naiveté; this is theology. Re-
member that the middle age affirmed this baby to be
incarnate Deity, who even now has the universe on
his mind and sees the end from the beginning.

If there is any religion in this picture it is in the
person of the kneeling king. Caspar has humbled
himself before the Lord of Glory. His crown is on
the ground, his robes of velvet and silk and jewels
trail in the dust, and on the face of this wise old
monarch is a look of self-abnegation more eloquent
than words. So should kings bow before him who
has proved himself to be the King of Kings. So
have they humbled themselves, from Constantine to
Baldwin and St. Louis and the good Victoria; so
have the multitudes that no man can number, out of
every nation and tribe and people and tongue cast
their trophies at his feet and crowned him Lord of
All. This pageant of Gentile's is a symbol of the march
of the generations past the manger of Bethlehem. _

One other little touch is worth noting. Do you see
that smooth-faced young man with the turban, stand-
ing behind the third king? That is Gentile. It may
have been vanity that moved him to paint himself
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there, but if he were really vain he would have made
himself one of the kings. Rather should we think
that Gentile wanted by this means to enroll himself
among the worshipers of the Child and lay his great
art down at his feet; as if he would say to the little
babe, “ Lord, remember me when thou comest into
thy kingdom!"”

One is tempted here to contrast Gentile and his
greater contemporary Fra Angelico. Both were men of
wonderfully sensitive temperament, both were noted
for their tenderness and finish. But in spirit their
works are as far asunder as the two poles. Gentile
is a mirror held up to the glories of this world; Fra
Angelico lives and has his being in a transcendental
world

¢ Where loyal hearts and true
Stand ever in the light,

All rapture through and through
~ In God’s most holy sight.”

We would not willingly dispense with either artist.
But if we are searching for an interpretation of our
own religious life, we can more easily translate Fra
Angelico to our needs than Gentile.
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BURNE-JONES: STAR OF BETHLEHEM
Matt. 2:1-12

Burne-Jones, Sir Edward (1833-1898)

Original: a life-size water-color painted in 1891 and now in the
Birmingham (Eng.) gallery. It reproduces with slight modi-
fications a tapestry designed for the chapel of Exeter
College, Oxford. The tapestry, woven by Wm. Morris,
is a wonder of rich color —dark greens and dull reds. It
glows in the soul long after one has seen it, like the memory
of some medieval romance. The heart of Pre-Raphaelitism
is revealed here: sincerity, feeling, poetic insight, religion.

Reproductions: Photograph by Hollyer, London.

“ Do you really think that the story of the Magi is
true? ”’ asked a young girl as she watched Burne-
Jones paint this glowing canvas.

‘It is too beautiful not to be true,” was the artist’s
answer. Perhaps we shall see what Burne-Jones
meant.

In the background of the canvas is a forest. It is
not the leafy, bird-haunted woodland of summer;
the boughs stand naked and comfortless and the
pathways beneath are choked with snow. Why did
he not create a pleasant setting for his kings? In his
beautiful window of the Nativity in St. Philip’s
church, Birmingham, he again chose a wintry forest.
There's a reason; he is challenging our recollection
of the great masters of allegory. Do you recall how
Spenser's knight in the Faerie Queene once took
shelter in a wood and lost his way completely? * This
is the wandering wood, and Errour's den,” says
Spenser. And do you remember how Dante begins
his Divine Comedy?
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‘ Midway upon the journey of our life
I found myself within a forest dark,
For the straightforward pathway had been lost.
Ah me! How hard a thing it is to say
What was this forest savage, rough and stern
Which in the very thought renews the fear.
So bitter is it, death is little more.”

To rescue him from his peril God stirred to action
two spiritual realms and worked the miracle of Dante’s -
regeneration. The wood stands for Sin, for the de-
moralization of Dante’s own life.

Here, then, is the artist’s first message. He has
staged the story of the Adoration against the back-
ground of lost humanity, that barren waste of error
and sin from which, unaided, man can never hope to
escape; the antithesis of that garden of trees which
God once planted for man but which man lost by his
own act

‘ till one greater Man
Restore us, and regain the blissful seat.”

From this forest the kings have been guided by a
star. You can see the flame burning between the
hands of the angel who hangs in the air motionless
before them. Ever since man first pointed a telescope
into the sky he has tried to find the Star of Bethle-
hem. In this picture Burne-Jones shows us why man
will never find it: an angel brought it. And what an
angel! His wings are huge, many-colored pinions such
as may easily bear from the heavenly spaces this
“bird of God.” His robes are rich beyond dreams;
in color and in symbol they bear the blazonry of
the courts of heaven. Unseen by either the kings or
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the Holy Family this iridescent vision waits silently
to shed its light of meaning upon the fateful present.
He is a majestic symbol of God’s eternal watchful-
ness and care; a symbol in human form because no
other could express those attributes of feeling, thought
and will that are not only human but divine. Ged's
messenger can be none other than the spirit of Ged.
This star is no mere phenomenon, whether natural or
supernatural, no comet or planetary conjunction;
it is Love, it is Wisdom, it is Act, united in one being
and directed to one end — the salvation of man.

So this is the artist’s second symbol: man is rescued
from the forest of his sin only by the guidance of
Divine Grace. .

Who are these man thus happily lead to the goal
of their desire? Tradition long ago created them.
Caspar, monarch of Tarsus, is the first; his gift is
gold, symbol of kingship. Melchior king of Arabia
follows with frankincense, symbol of deity. Balthazar
of Saba brings myrrh, symbol of death and burial.
‘“ Kings shall bring presents unto thee, the kings of
Tarshish and the isles shall render tribute; the kings
of Sheba and Seba shall offer gifts. . . . Princes shall
come out of Egypt; Ethiopia shall stretch out her
hands unto God.” Burne-Jones' kings are the kings
of tradition, but they are something more; under his
hand they have grown to a fulness of meaning they
never before possessed.

Take old Caspar first. In spite of his crown he is
no king. His robes are quite plain, and were it not
for the sheen upon the folds you would never guess
how rich they are. His delicate hands and features,
the monk-like pose, emphasized by the huge folds of

82



Burne-Jones: Star of Bethlehem

his garment upon the shoulder, indicate that he is
a scholar rather than a monarch. His domain is the
realm of thought; his beard is a symbol of the wisdom
of experience; his casket studded with jewels is a
reminder that ‘ Wisdom is better than rubies, and
all the things that may be desired are not to be com-
pared unto it.” But Caspar in *following the
Gleam "’ has found one greater than Solomon; and
he lays down the crown of his life-achievement at the
feet of this little child, while the angel softly whispers
to him, “ In Him are hld all the treasures of wisdom
and knowledge

Melchior is a warrior. His helmet is of tempered
steel. His coat of mail gleams with bosses of polished
bronze. His mighty sword, like Excalibur, is forged to
carve the casques of men. He too has a crown, not a
dainty and fantastic circlet like Caspar’s in which is
symbolized the brilliancy of intellectual conquest, but
such a sign of sovereignty as may survive the shock
of battle. Melchior comes in the strength of man-
hood, type of the great constructive and conquering
forces that mold the world to its destiny; type of
the kingdoms of this world that shall some day be-
come the kingdoms of our Lord and of his Christ.
He waits his turn to surrender his crown and all it
signifies, while Uriel chants to his listening heart,
““He is the head of all principality and power — to
whom be glory and majesty, dominion and power,
before all time, and now, and forever more.”

Balthazar comes last, child of the opulent East that

‘* with richest hand
Showers on her kings barbaric pearl and gold.”
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His face bears the stamp of luxury. His garments are
by far the richest, heavy with jewels and lustrous
with the fancies of Oriental looms. Even his sandals
blaze and the crown he carries might ransom the king-
dom of Golconda. There is no doubt what the artist
means here: * The wealth of the nations shall come
unto thee; they shall bring gold and frankincense.”
And as we look across to the little child we seem to
hear the seraph speak the words of Paul: * For ye
know the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, that though
he was rich yet for your sakes he became poor, that
ye through his poverty might become rich.”

In this great allegory, then, these three kings stand
for man,—man at the summit of his glory and wis-
dom, in the flood-tide of achievement, in the fulness of .
power; yet led by divine wisdom and love to lay his
treasure, ‘ an offering far too small,” at the feet of
our Lord. It is a prophecy of what is to be. The
kings are the foretypes of that multitude no man can
number who shall one day cast down their crowns
before the throne and cry: “ Worthy the Lamb to
receive power and riches and wisdom and might and
honor and glory and blessing! "’

In contrast to the glory of the kings, Burne-Jones
has placed the poverty and simplicity of the Holy
Family. Joseph has built a little hut of wattle and
thatch for the mother and her child. He has gathered
a handful of sticks for the fire, and now returns to
find the fire no longer needed and his home invaded
by strange guests. Joseph is not used to greatness.
He has dropped his axe and stands abashed, per-
plexed, — good, faithful, unillumined Joseph. Mary
too is simple and unschooled. She receives her guests
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with quiet dignity, though the visit is beyond her
interpreting. She will let them leave their gifts and
return she knows not whither. The fear that flutters
at her heart will die away, and in its place will come
the long dumb wonder that will be her treasure
through thirty years of waiting. Sweet girl-mother!
Little do you know what the years have in store!

And after all the centuries of Christ-childs, Christ-
mannikins and theological incarnations, here at last
is a baby! Dear timid little creature, he clings to his
mother's robe and shrinks from the gaze of these
strange men. He offers no playful patronage, as the
baby of Gentile’s picture does; his two fingers are
not raised in papal blessing nor is his toe presented
for the kiss of obeisance. The wisdom of the God-
head does not radiate from mature features. He is
just plain baby. He has not even a halo to differen-
tiate him from any peasant’s child. And I can almost
read a look of disappointment, or at least a question,
in the faces of the three great ones, as if they were
saying in their hearts, * Is this all?”

Yes, this is all. He is but a pilgrim and a stranger
here in this rude hut, the resting-place of a night.
He has no court about him but the faithful two.
His kingdom, if he has one, is not of this world.
His throne is his mother’s lap. He is just a little
child.

But do you notice that the snow has retreated from
this little area where love reigns? That in the wilder-
ness have sprung up pools of water? that the waste
places are glad like Eden? that the Rose of Sharon
flowers in the hedge, and the Lily of the Valley
bursts from the ground at Mary's feet? Can it be that
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love has done this? And can it be that when we also
lay our gifts at the feet of a little child in memory of
his childhood, God is leading us by his star of duty
or of love into the service of his Son? *‘ Whoso shall
receive one such little child in my name receiveth
me.”

HUNT: TRIUMPH OF THE INNOCENTS
Matt, 2 : 13-23

Hunt, William Holman (1827-1910)

Original: Two versions are extant: (1) an original begun in Jerusa-
lem in 1870, continued on poor canvas during his stay of
1873-6, and finished in 1886 after many attempts at repairs;
this one, from which our illustration is taken, is now in
the Walker Art Gallery, Liverpool — (2) a replica made during
1883-6 for the donor of the first picture. The first one
represents two and a half years of solid labor in Palestine,
besides the long periods of * incubation'’ and discourage-
ment.

Reproductions:

Like most of Hunt's work, this picture strikes the
average person rather unfavorably at first. Striking
it is, even in reproduction, but vastly more so when
one stands before the life-sized original in Liverpool
and sees how the deep blue of the Syrian night throws
a spell over the whole room. Few would call the
picture beautiful, some would call it weird; but no
one who makes a serious attempt to understand it can
deny that it is profoundly interesting and stimulating.
It is realism of the most uncompromising kind mingled
with a mysticism that is subtle and profound. Ruskin -
called it the greatest religious picture of our epoch.

Hunt’s artistic creed forced him to paint with ab-
solute fidelity to the truth. This is why he went to
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Palestine repeatedly, and went with specific themes
in mind. In his preparation for this picture he roamed
over the Philistine plain till he hit upon a little vil-
lage, called Shama, that yielded him precisely this
background of mountains, this clump of trees and
huts and water-wheel, this slight water-course. The
flowers of the picture are the very ones that star the
Syrian fields in spring; even the dogs that skulk away
from the unnatural light are of the ownerless village
sort that one meets everywhere in the Holy Land.
Hunt found in Jerusalem his donkey, of pure Mecca
breed and a descendant of one that Mohammed rode!
Mary's under-garment is the wedding dress of Bethle-
hem, well known to travellers. The little children are
Jerusalem babies, selected with infinite trouble and not
without opposition from mothers who had strange
notions about the influence of paint on death and the
judgment. Joseph's bronzed and rugged frame has
stepped out of the field or the workshop into this
picture, tools, basket, shoes and all. Those who have
travelled in Palestine will find here all the atmosphere
of the East.

Hunt has followed the tradition of the Eastern
church that the flight took place in the month of
April when Jesus was sixteen months old. The Holy
Family are on the road to Gaza and Egypt, about
thirty miles from Bethlehem. They have left the
highway and are walking through the fields. Joseph
leads the donkey and anxiously looks back at the
mountains wreathed in the remnants of a storm that
has sprinkled them with snow, and at the watch-fires
of Herod’s soldiers who are on his trail. Mary, in
whose face the traces of anxiety are slowly dissolving
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before the dawn of hope, is dressing the child with
garments she had hastily stored in the saddlebags on
setting out.

About the fleeing family dances and floats this
triumphal procession of the first martyrs. Mary does
not see the children but her son is trying to call her
attention to them. Jesus smiles joyously as he recog-
nizes one and another of his little playmates of
Bethlehem; he holds out to them a handful of wheat-
ears to remind them that he is the Bread of Life.
They are in three groups, each distinguished by the
particular spiritual state in which its members find
themselves at this moment. Leading the procession
are the three proto-martyrs, who have reached the full
consciousness of their bliss: the first one carries a
thurible from which incense is ascending, and his up-
ward prayerful glance shows him to be the priest of the
band who offers to heaven the sweet savor of their
sacrifice. His two companions in equally joyous mood
bear one the palm of victory and one a branch of
flowers to strew the way. The second group who have
surrounded the laggard foal of the ass and are bring-
ing it to its mother, are decked in chains of flowers
like sacrificial victims and carry flowers in their hands.
Not yet have they entered fully upon the bliss of
their heavenly life; their joy is subconscious. One
little fellow is curious about the sword-cut in his
garment, under which he can find no traces of the
wound that drove him here. The third group come
hurrying on behind, fresh from the terror of their
taking-off. Pain and sleep are still struggling in their
faces. Soon will dawn the heavenly light, sorrow and
sighing shall flee away, and God shall wipe away all
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tears from their eyes. The crown of stars that even
now is forming above them will soon break into coro-
nets of joy for each, and the little band that once
played about the streets of Bethlehem will be united
again in the land of the ‘ remembered dream and the
forgotten sorrow.”

Hunt has used extraordinary means to show that
these children are in a spiritual and not corporeal
state. There is first the vague luminosity that rings
their bodies round. But, more wonderful, they are
borne along on a phosphorescent stream of mystic
water, ‘‘ the river of the water of life that proceedeth
out of the throne of God.” It is not like the earthly
stream, beautiful as that is with its reflection of the
stars of hope set twinkling by the plash of Joseph's
foot; it is rather like the ghostly billows of pale flame
that follow a ship at night in southern seas. And
from its surface rise dream-globes that mirror the
past and the future in a unity of iridescence that
shows life to be glorious and all one when seen under
the aspect of eternity. There behind Joseph are
Jacob’s ladder and the Tree of Life and the Adora-
tion of the Lamb in heaven, fleeting manifestations of
the Unchanging One who *‘sits by the shining fount
of life’” and pours the eternal flood. Swept into its
mighty current are now these little ones, never again
to be tossed on the rude sea of time, but rather to
move forever in eddies of praise through the meadows
of the blessed. This is poetry and mysticism and
insight.

The picture is called a * Triumph.” It is a triumph
of the classic sort, the procession of joy that conducts
a conqueror to his throne. A strange *“ Via Tri-
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umphalis "’ this, that begins with the Massacre of
Innocents and leads to Calvary. But from that
march not only will the Victor return triumphant;
he will lead with him a train of countless children,
as the ages run, saved from pain and disease and
breaking toil by the growing power of his gospel in
men's hearts, given a chance to breathe the sweet
air and live in the sunshine and find God in work and
worship and love, as those who were born before his
coming never could. Not yet is the Age of the
- Children fully ushered in, but the night is far spent
and the day is at hand.

MERSON: REPOSE IN EGYPT
Matt. 2 : 14-15

Merson, Luc Olivier (1846— )

Original: about 4 x 6 feet, pamted in 1879 and twice thereafter.
One at least of the three is owned in the United States, by
Dr. George Kennedy, of Hyde Park, Mass.

Reproductions: Fishel, Adler & Schwartz Co., New York; Arto-
type 10 x 18, $.80; colored, $1.50.

This is a very unusual composition. The center of
gravity of the picture seems at first to be on the
extreme left; but if you will observe yourself while
you observe the picture you will find that the moments
of force equalize themselves when your eye rests
somewhere between the sphinx and the fire. On the
one side is the mass of the monument, on the other
the sharply defined though smaller masses of the
streak of river, the donkey and the smoke-stream.
At a point between these your interest hovers, and
while there it becomes infused with the influences of
two powerfully suggestive infinities, the desert and the
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sky. The lines of composition, it is true, center in
Mary and the child: toward them converge the edges
of the sphinx’s head-dress, the edges of the sand-drifts,
the left paw of the sphinx, Joseph's staff and recum-
bent form which in turn continue the lines of the
saddle and tethering-rope. But the message of the
picture is greatly enhanced by the undefinable sug-
gestiveness of the two infinities. It is they that give
the emotional undertone to the rest, that add majesty
and awe and silence, and conjure forth the powerful
fancies that are imprisoned in the magic name of
Egypt. The coloring of the original also contributes
to the feeling-tone: the night is violet-gray, and the
stars are so weirdly created that those of the second
and third magnitudes come out only as you gaze
long at the sky. And while it is the moon that lights
the scene, an orange glow, radiating from the sleeping
child, diffuses about the sphinx’s heart a warmth as of
love in a desolate world.

You are in Egypt at night,” and alone except for
the sleepers. The wind that by day has piled the
sand in drifts now has ceased its play. The smoke
from the little fire rises straight as a sword-blade
against the background of the darkness. Not a leaf
of the scant herbage trembles, not a sound pulses
across the waiting air. The desert stretches away
illimitably, dead and still. Unruffled the moonlight
sleeps upon the narrow mirror of the Nile. The
patient donkey, relieved of his saddle, stands by his
peg and dreams, too somnolent to bite the spear of
grass beneath his nose. Joseph has forgotten his long
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and anxious tramp across interminable deserts—his
bed the sand, his pillow a stone. The baby sleeps in
the heaven of his mother’s bosom; Mary sleeps in
the arms of the sleepless and immemorial sphinx.
The whole world is waiting, waiting, waiting.

‘ Ah, Sphinx of the countless years, tell me your
dreams! You front the level moon with a face that
baffles me, with eyes that see yet do not reveal, with
lips that smile so faintly that while one says ‘Lo,
there!’ the smile becomes a question and the ques-
tion vanishes. What thoughts dwell in your mind of
stone? What hopes or fears flit through the adaman-
tine chambers of your bosom? Are you, too, waiting?
and for what? "

“T am the Genius of the Unexplained, the symbol
of the Eternal Mystery. 1 am waiting between the
two eternities for him who shall solve my riddle.”

‘O Sphinx, the world is full of riddles. What is
thine? "’ v

“1 would know the meaning of Man. Out of the
gray dawn of the world he came, and as the centuries
fall I have seen his generations file down the long
valley, sowing and reaping, dreaming and building,
with laughter and tears; till each in his turn reaches
the borders of my desert, gazes into my face a mo-
ment and vanishes over the horizon of the setting
sun. I would know the whence and whither and the
all-between — the fountain whence they spring, the
river that makes green their footsteps, the ocean
whither they flow.”

“Thy vigil is ended, Sphinx! In thine own bosom
lies the answer. This little child is he who shall
teach Man his meaning. Out of the fountain of Im-
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mortal Love he came, into the deep of Immortal
Love shall he go; and all between — the shadow-
valley of the sowing and the reaping, of the dreams
and labors, of the laughter and the tears — is watered
by the river of Immortal Love! "

LONG: “ANNO DOMINI"
Matt. 2 : 14
Long, Edwin (1829-1891)
Original:
Reproductions:

“The Year of our Lord!” What a momentous
turning-point in history, a node where lines of destiny
cross! Through millenniums the creative life of God
has been unfolding, man has been reaching out and
up in rhythmic alternations of growth and arrest,
seeking his creator and his Highest Good in fetish and
totem, dryad, sun-god, Olympian, through talisman and
image and sacrifice and ritual. And now, silently
as stars pass to their setting,

““The old order changeth, yielding place to new,”

and God fulfils himself in other and unimagined ways.
This silent sweep of history into new courses, this
unheralded epiphany of cosmic force in human destiny
has caught the imagination of Edwin Long, and he
has pictured it here.

The background is old Egypt, the oldest civiliza-
tion in all the world, whose roots go back not only to
the pyramids yonder, peering through the desert
haze, but back to the pre-dynastic burials of Abydos
and at least fifty thousand years to the pictured rocks
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of Gerf Hosein. In the year our Lord came, the em-
pire of Egypt had long since set; but the thoughts of
Egypt, scattered through the ancient world like spores,
were living in a thousand forms and in a thousand
cities; and the faiths of Egypt, whether in guise of
crudest magic or of loftiest mystery, were flourishing
more riotously in the rotten soil of Rome and Ephesus
than ever they did at Thebes. Isis, the Mother-
goddess of the Delta, whose soul was born when earth
and sky first came together, had become for half the
Roman world the hope of the lost, the very image of
the love and power of Heaven.

In this picture we find ourselves confronting the
symbols of this world-old worship. Yonder is the
temple shining bright in the sun. Within its hinder
area rises the house of the Goddess, solid as the ram-
parts of Egypt's desert cliffs. Between the Hathor-
columns you can see the cool darkness in which the
goddess lives. Round about, the walls protect the
sacred enclosure, and in front two monumental pylon-
towers flank the huge gateway. Every foot of tower
and wall is sculptured with mystic characters: the
weighing of the soul in the judgment-scales of Osiris;
the glories of Isis, her wifely devotion, her magic arts
that caused her murdered husband to live again, her
faithfulness to their young son Horus, till he avenged
his father's death, — these and a hundred other tales
in the oldest language of man. And before the pylons
sit two giant figures in stone to immortalize some
Ramses, Thothmes or Sesostris, who built this temple
for his own glory.

Out from between the pylons winds the procession
on the feast-day of Isis. You can see the sacred bulls,
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the priests in white linen or in panther skins, the
images, the chariots of state, the nome-symbols on
their staffs, the gorgeous fans, and crowned with blue
lotus, the ravishing priestesses leading all with dance
and tambourine and sistrum. Isis herself is borne in
mid-procession, seated on a throne and suckling her
infant Horus, the earliest Madonna history knows.
She is their Lady of Consolation, their intercessor,
the Mother of their god. See how the crowds pros-
trate themselves before her and hold out suppliant
hands. See how the slaves have borne a litter as
near the sacred presence as they dare, in the hope that
virtue may come forth to heal the sick girl. On our
left a despairing mother holds a dying child in her
lap, she has tried everything, —images, charms,
priests’ potions; in vain the little Ethiopian holds
before the child a statuette, and the vendor behind
brings his trayful fresh from the temple. Only the
touch of another Mother can cure this ill; and in the
tradition of the Arabic Childhood, Mary does take
the sufferer into her arms and heals him. Last of
the throng, notice the naked image-seller on the ground,
holding up for the Virgin to buy a statuette of Pasht
the goddess of purity. Little need has she of its
virtue! ,

This is all the presentment of the magic and the
mummery of Egypt, the sensuous glamor of a creed
outworn; on the one hand the outward splendor, the
wealth, the ritual, the mystery; and on the other, im-
potence to deal with man’s deepest needs of body and
soul. This hoary temple of Heliopolis, where Joseph
took unto himself to wife the daughter of Potiphera,
and where Moses learned all the wisdom of the
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Egyptians, is only a mask for degeneracy and igno-
rance and sin. *‘ Professing themselves wise they be-
came fools, and changed the glory of the incorruptible
God into the likeness of an image of corruptible man,
and of birds and four-footed beasts and creeping
things. Wherefore God gave them up to uncleanness
through the lusts of their own hearts.”

But God has not forsaken his world. The people
that sat in darkness shall now see a great light. It is
no fable — though written in the Pseudo-Matthew —
that when the Holy Family entered an Egyptian
temple the gods prostrated themselves and the lofty
pylons shook. Isis and her infant Horus indeed de-
creased, while the true mother and her Child in-
creased. St. Mark brought the gospel first to Egypt
and made it the power of God unto salvation; and
his footsteps may still be followed along the valley of
the Nile where in temple after temple the zealots of
the new faith hammered out the face of the goddess
on wall and capital. There today the ruined sculp-
tures stand, mute witnesses of the death-struggle the
Son of Mary waged so long ago with the Goddess of
the Mysteries. Slowly the lights went out in the
abandoned shrines, till in the days of Theodosius
by imperial edict Isis became a name without a
worshiper.

Thus with the arrival of this little child in Egypt
the sin-sick world swings out into a new era— the
era of our Lord. It is the era when God and man
may meet without the presence of a priestly inter-
loper; when the only pressure God needs in order to
save man is to hear the Prodigal’s confession, * Father,
I have sinned ”’; when the Kingdom of God, at first
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within a human soul, works itself out in brotherly
love and a regenerate social life. So clear, so simple,
but oh, so long in coming! On the dials of time the
hand has moved but an inch in two thousand years!
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CHAPTER 1V
THE YEARS OF GROWTH

PICTURES FOR STUDY

Millais: Christ in the House of His Parents

Hofmann: Christ and the Doctors

Holman Hunt: Finding of Christ in the Temple
. Holman Hunt: Shadow of Death

The scripture is disappointingly silent about the
thirty years in Nazareth. We have the statement
that this was his home (Mt. 2 :23); that he ‘' grew
and waxed strong, filled with wisdom: and the grace
of God was upon him" (Lk. 2 :40); we have also
the wonderfully significant account of his visit to .
Jerusalem when twelve years old (Lk. 2 :41-50);
and the two verses in Luke (51-52) in which the
subsequent eighteen years are summarised. Neverthe-
less we can reconstruct to a certain extent the setting
of these silent years. Edersheim, out of his Jewish
lore, tells us of the upbringing of a Jewish child in
the home, the school and the community (Life of
Christ, Bk. II, Chap. IX and X); George Adam Smith
describes for us in wonderfully vivid colors the nature
of Galilee and its influence upon history (Historical
Geography of the Holy Land, pp. 377-464): other
travellers have written their impressions of Nazareth
as they have found it (Van Dyke: Out of Doors in
the Holy Land, Chap. on Galilee and the Lake), or
have transcribed the spiritual meaning of its wondrous
panorama (Bailey: On Nazareth Hill). But of direct
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and authoritative statements of how the boy Jesus
grew to manhood there are none.

Fortunately the artists have not tried to fill in this
hiatus. They have passed by the foolish traditions
of his boyhood, — his wonderful feats of intellect, the
miraculous playthings he made, his supernatural
works of mercy and egotism, all of which are to be
found in the Arabic Gospel of the Childhood and
elsewhere. They have confined themselves to the
probable and the certain, in which lies all the truth
we need for an appreciation of his unfolding per-
sonality. Parents, home, work, the fair world without
and God within, formed the soil in which this prophet
grew to his task.

MILLAIS: CHRIST IN THE HOUSE OF HIS
PARENTS

Matt. 2 :23; Luke 2 : 40, 51-52

Millass, Sir John Everett (1829-1896)

Original: painted in 1849 and exhibited in 1850, his second im-
portant Pre-Raphaelite picture. Now privately owned.

Reproductions: ) '

It is strange how prepossessions can alter one'’s
judgment. When this picture was first exhibited in
1850 there were no words in the language strong
enough to denounce it: it was called outrageous and
blasphemous; and even Dickens, who later became a
warm admirer of Millais, called it mean, odious, re-
volting. The whole trouble lay in the fact that it
was an innovation. Hitherto the sacred characters of
" scripture had been treated in an ideal way, exalted

100




Millais: Christ in the House of His Parents

above the common ways of life and separated like holy
beings from this work-a-day world. Millais is the
first of that school of the last century — men like Von
Uhde, Von Gebhardt and Tissot — whose avowed ob-
ject was to paint the essential idea of sacred subjects
in the garb of the present, or at least in the language
of sincerity. Today we see no blasphemy in painting
Jesus in a carpenter shop; on the contrary, we feel
some truths when thus presented -that otherwise
would escape us. But seventy-five years ago the
pious people of England raised hands of holy horror!
When first shown, the picture was inscribed only
with a rather inept verse from the Bible, Zech.
13:6: ‘“And one shall say unto him, ‘What are
these wounds in thy hands?’ Then shall he answer,
‘ Those with which I was wounded in the house of my
friends.’” The whole scene is conceived in the spirit
of perfect sincerity that was the cornerstone of the
Pre-Raphaelite creed. This is a real carpenter shop —
English, to be sure. Millais painted the one near his
home and used the carpenter for his model of Joseph,
all but the face which is that of his own father.
The small son has been playing around the bench
and has torn his hand on a nail. About him the
action centers. The father stops his work and leans
over with sympathy to advise what to do. Mary in
deep solicitude kneels and kisses the little face.
Grandmother Anna reaches across the bench to pull
out the offending nail with pincers. The carpenter’s
assistant pauses long enough to look; and little cousin
John, with sympathy in his face, carefully brings in a
bowl of water. This is all natural, almost naive, and
perhaps a little sentimental. It certainly is interest-
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ing and for a youth of only twenty-one astonishingly
well done.

But the picture illustrates also other dicta of the
pre-Raphaelite creed: it is emotional and symbolic,
suggestive of thoughts beyond what is given. Do
you notice that the wound is in the center of the
boy’s hand, and that a drop of blood has fallen upon
his foot? There is a nail, too, and pincers, that since
early times have been symbols of the passion. This
accounts for the over-anxiety of Mary—as if her
intuition was strong enough to be called prescience,
and to foreshadow her greater pangs at Calvary.
It is a pretty touch to introduce little John here with
his raiment of camel’s hair and his bowl. He does
not know, but we do, that he will some day use this
bowl for the greater purification at Jordan; and his
cousin will be there to receive at his hands the final
consecration to a world-task. And through the door
beyond the wattle-fence we see a flock of sheep, some
roaming unshepherded across the wold but most
crowding up to the house as if to look for a shepherd.
Yes, he is within, the Good Shepherd, but not yet
ready to lead the sheep to green pastures and beside
the still waters. Some day, when the wounds shall
have been made in earnest and death shall have
tested his love to the uttermost, the sheep will hear his
voice and follow it; and there shall be one fold and
one Shepherd.

This is sentiment, poetry; not in itself religion, but
suggestive of some of the deep truths of our faith.
There is no more satisfactory presentation of the
childhood in Nazareth than this of Millais'.
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HOFMANN: CHRIST AND THE DOCTORS
Luke 2 : 41-50

Hofmann, Johann Michael Ferdinand Heinrich (1824-1911)
Original: 60 x 80", painted 1882, now in the Zwinger Gallery,
Dresden.
Reproductions: Taber-Prang, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 10, 11, 12, 13, 16,
17, 18, 19, 20; Detail of Christ, 1, 2, 4, §, 6, 7, 10, 11, 12,
13, 16 , 17, 18, 19, 20.
Fishel, Adler & Schwartz, Artotype 13 x 18", $0.80; colored,
$1.50; head of Christ, 14 x 18, and # figure, 10 x 18, same
prices.

This is one of the most popular pictures ever
painted, and deservedly so. It represents the boy
Jesus at his most winsome age; it is dignified, rever-
ent, and the original is striking and harmonious in
color. There is an earnestness and a spirituality in
the face of this lad that marks him at once as an
ideal creation. There is no other boy-Christ so
beautiful as this. Though the critics have never ac-
corded the picture a high rank, though they have
called attention to an air of too conscious superiority
about the boy—a suggestion of sentimentality, an
over-prettiness — they have never been able to stop
with faint praise its triumphal march into schools and
homes all over the world.

The swift Bible narrative gives us no details. We
are told that the boy was “found in the Temple
among the Doctors, both hearing them and asking
them questions: and all that heard him were amazed
at his understanding and answers.” (Lk. 2 :46-47.)
Hofmann has chosen the moment when this discus-
sion is at its height, before the boy's parents have
found him. He has given us a hint of the superb

103



Hofmann: Christ and the Doclors

architectural character of the temple — the classic
pedestals, the pillars of polished marble, the back-
ground of heavy draperies that seclude this little
company. He had indicated that the Doctors are
among the great ones of the Jewish world by giving
them all a dignified bearing and costly clothing.
It is these accessories that lend such exceptional
brilliancy of color to the canvas. But the chief mat-
ter of interest and the chief merit of the picture lie
in its psychology. Let us consider these men one by
one.

Seated on the right is perhaps the chief Rabbi,
holding the book of the Law. His chair and the fact
of his sitting hint at something that Jesus will say
later to his disciples: ‘‘ The Scribes and Pharisees sit
in Moses’ seat: all things, therefore, whatsoever they
bid you, these do.” This figure is the embodiment of
self-conscious and strict legalism. Every sentence of
the Law is written on his heart and operative in his
life—even down to the command in Deuteronomy,
“Thou shalt not mar the corners of thy beard.”
Solomon’s seal on the back of the chair is a further
hint of wisdom. The rabbi is evidently refuting
rather than constructing an argument; his fingers
are on chapter and verse, and though he courteously
waits for the boy to finish, he will soon open his de-
fensive with guns of all calibers. He represents digni-
fied and intrenched Orthodoxy.

Next to him is one of the most attractive characters
in the picture. He has a refined face and an unmis-
takable kindliness of bearing. His interest is not in
the Law, not merely in proving his position, but
rather in helping the boy. His pose and his gesture
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say, ‘‘ My dear son, what you say is perhaps true, but
let us look at it for a moment in this way.” And it
is significant, is it not, that Jesus is addressing himself
to that one of his hearers who is sympathetically
trying to understand him. If there is a true teacher
in this group it is he.

Between him and the boy is an old man of different
type, the oldest and richest and most intense of all.
He leans forward on his staff and gives the boy a
searching glance not of sympathy but of criticism.
This good man is a Bourbon who can learn nothing
and forget nothing; he has divided people up into
two mutually exclusive classes, the orthodox and the
unorthodox, the learned and the unlearned, the saved
and the damned. There is a great gulf fixed between
these two, so that ‘‘ none may pass over from thence
to us.” This boy clearly belongs to the latter class.
He is full of heterodoxy, and obstinately refuses to
accept the very lucid explanations of the learned
brothers on his left. ‘‘ What is the use of any more
arguing with this conceited young upstart? He ought
to be sent home with a good caning!”

On our extreme left in the background is the sleek
face of one who has little interest in the argument.
His mind is not much set upon spiritual things any-
way; and he was about to leave when some particularly
- unorthodox remark caused him to pause and cast a
parting look of intolerance at the lad. Jesus may
expect no help from him.

One man only in this group — can it be Nicode-
mus? — has seen new light. He too has been search-
ing the scriptures while the conversation went on, and
he has found that the boy’s questions open up pos-
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sibilities of truth of which he had not dreamed. Note
the thoughtful gesture, the hand on beard; note the
gaze into space and the knitted brow. Some very
significant thinking is going on in that judicial mind;
a seed has found good soil and will some day ripen
into the conviction, * Rabbi, we know that thou art
a teacher come from God.”

The sweet-faced boy is the center of interest; all
faces are turned toward him. But see how skilfully
Hofmann transfers our thought from persons to ideas:
the boy is pointing to the book, his thought is there.
His look of clear-eyed earnestness and his gesture
show us that he is full of his Father’s business and
that he finds his Father's will in the Word he has
given. The interpretation he offers is all his own,
but the words are the words of the Law and the
Prophets. Jesus is still a boy; he is not wise beyond
what is written. Moses’ seat is still for him the seat
of authority, and the most he can hope is to learn
from these wise teachers whether the thoughts that
have come to his soul as he pondered his lesson at the
synagogue or looked down from his eagle's-nest of a
home upon the wondrous scenes of his country’s
history — upon Elijah’s place of sacrifice and Debo-
rah’s place of victory, on Naboth's vineyard and
Gideon's well and the ominous heights of Gilboa —
whether these thoughts about God and his kingdom
and his Messiah are permissible.

Dear boy, you must understand that they are not.
God’s word, to be sure, is true, and it is in this book,
but not every Rabbi can find it. Go home and think
again, and pray and live and learn to know both man
and God. Then some day you will return to these
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blind leaders of the blind and say, “ Ye have heard
that it was said to them of old time. . .. But I say
unto you!” Then the breach will be complete; the
worn-out garment in which inspiration once clothed
itself you will throw away, and you will trust that
living and ever-deepening inspiration that comes from
direct contact with God.
And they will kill you for it.

HUNT: FINDING OF CHRIST IN THE
TEMPLE
Luke 2 : 41-50

Hunt, William Holman (1827-1910)

Original: begun in 1854, finished in 1860 after his second visit
to Palestine, and bought by a Mr. Gumbart for 5500 guineas
(about $28,000). Now in the Birmingham (Eng.) gallery.

Reproductions:

In painting this picture, Hunt fully showed the
heroic qualities that characterized his life. In his
two volumes ‘‘ Pre-Raphaelitism and the Pre-Raphael-
ite Brotherhood,” which is really an autobiography,
the artist gives many amusing incidents of his jour-
neys in Palestine, of his embarrassments, sicknesses
and dangers, and shows how he was satisfied with
nothing short of absolute fidelity to the facts. He
tried, for example, to find in the Jerusalem ghetto
models for his Rabbis; but they thought he was a
propagandist for the London Mission to the Jews, and
they would have none of him; those that had agreed
to sit they forced to throw up their contracts, and
threatened with excommunication all those who per-
sisted. Only after months of persuasion, in Jerusalem,
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Bethlehem, Tiberias and elsewhere, did he measurably
get what he wanted. He had to leave Palestine
before the picture was finished. The model for the
boy-Christ he found by visiting all the Jewish schools
of London and at last selecting a lad from the school
at Red Lion Square, whose frank face and hair of
reddish-gold seemed to meet the artist’s ideal. In his
preparation the painter also studied all the history
and all the recorded facts that bore even remotely
on the subject, and examined the remains of Jewish,
Assyrian and Egyptian architecture to approximate
if he could the style of Herod’s temple. Little wonder
that the picture represents fully three years of solid
work.

It will not be necessary to repeat here the analysis
of the picture given in the Introduction (pp. 5-16).
Suffice it to say that the work combines to a remark-
able degree archzological accuracy with symbolism
and true spiritual insight. No picture but Hofmann’s
can stand comparison with it, and Hofmann’s is
sentimental where this one is strong. The beauty
of Hofmann's appeals to every one instantly; but
Hunt’s is more rewarding to those who will diligently
search for its treasures.
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HUNT: THE SHADOW OF DEATH

Hunt, William Holman (1827-1910)

Original: begun in 1869 during his third visit to Palestine.
Sketched in a carpenter-shop at Bethlehem, the landscape
supplied by a visit to Nazareth; finished in Jerusalem in
1872; bought by Sir William Agnew and given by him to
the Manchester (Eng.) gallery.

Reproductions:

As far as the writer can discover, no other picture
represents Christ as a laboring man. Other artists
have painted pretty representations of the boy Jesus
helping his father in the shop; but here is the full-
grown carpenter, the man of the house, the eldest of
many children, earning his bread and theirs by the
sweat of his brow. It is said that when this picture
was exhibited in the north of England, the hard-
working men of Lancashire and Yorkshire saved their
weekly pence to purchase two-guinea engravings of it,
because it presented to them not the pale Christ of
the creeds but a Christ they could understand.

When it was first exhibited in London, Mr. Hunt
wrote a pamphlet in explanation of the picture. The
following paragraph is condensed from it.

‘“ Mr. Hunt aims to show him as he may have been
seen by his brethren while still gaining his bread by
the sweat of his face, during his first but longest
humiliation. Compelled to realize in his own person
the effect of the curse pronounced upon Adam and his
posterity (Gen. 3 :17-19), he has been hard at work
all day, and the setting sun tells him that the hour
for cessation from toil has arrived, that his day'’s
labor is over. He has just risen from the plank on
which he has been working, and is portrayed as
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throwing up his arms to realize that pleasant sensa-
tion of repose and relaxation caused by the inverse
action of the tired and stiffened muscles of arm and
body; and in perfect harmony with this physical act,
so natural and grateful to every one, the Divine
Laborer pours forth hissoul in fervent gratitude to his
Father that the hour of rest his come.”

Mr. Hunt then goes on to tell about the details of
the picture. The trestle on which the plank has been
sawed is of a form peculiar to the East. The saw is
designed from early Egyptian representations, which
correspond with the modern Oriental form; the teeth
are directed upwards so that the cut is made by the
pulling stroke. The red fillet with the double tassel at
the foot of the trestle is the ‘“ aghal " now worn by
Syrians, and pictured on the Egyptian monuments. The
tools on the rack behind are from a collection of ancient
carpenter’s implements bought at Bethlehem, and, like
the former details, are found in Egyptian paintings long
before the time of Christ. The crown in the casket isa
combination of the forms of the dynasties of Anti-
ochus and Herod, and of the ancient and modern
Persian monarchs. The censer is of cloisonné, used
in the East at a much earlier date than that here
illustrated. The design upon the ivory surface of the
box is almost an exact copy from the ornamentation
of capitals still existing in Persepolis. The land-
scape seen through the window represents the hills of
Galilee, with Gebel el-Corwis, the Hill of Precipita-
tion, and further off the plain of Jezreel, and beyond
this the mountains of Gilboa and Gilead.

These details, interesting and authentic as they are,
are of course the wrappings and the husk; the true
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message of the picture lies within. It is the thought
of the real humanity of Christ. We may perhaps
differ from the artist in the view that work is a
humiliation or that it is part of man’s punishment
for Adam’s sin. That particular philosophy of toil
is rather barren of spiritual helpfulness. Shall we not
say rather that toil is God’'s disguise for the richest
blessings he ever gives man, and that through toil
Jesus, like all his brethren, came to significant por-
tions of his character. Work gave Jesus his body
that stood the terrific strains of the three crowded
years; work gave Jesus his knowledge of men, gained
in the shop and street and in the character-dis-
closing episodes of common tasks; work developed his
will — the power to undertake, to keep at it, to carry
through; and who can doubt that it yielded also the
joys of achievement, of the thought made fact, the’
ideal fulfilled, the service rendered, the burden carried
cheerfully, the mother and children provided for.
Jesus would be less than the priceless possession he
now is to the world if we knew for a fact that he
stepped out of heaven straight into his ministry,
or that some rich patron befriended his youth, and
gave him a soft-snap education at the university.
How could such an one say ‘ Come unto me, all ye
that labor ”"? This is the great message of the pic-
ture: Jesus won his manhood by toil, and he forever
dignified and glorified the humble tasks by which men
win their bread. With good right could he preach,
for he had worked.

But around these years of toil the artist has let his
fancy play. He has bethought him of that visit of
the Wise Men and of the gifts they left in token of
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the child’s coming greatness; he has remembered how
Mary ‘ pondered all these things in her heart” and
contrasted, no doubt, the splendor of the promises
and the hopes with the meanness of the actual present.
And when she saw her son grow to manhood and
settle down into the trade of his father, good and
faithful son though she knew him to be, she could
but wonder why God had mocked her with such
prophecies of greatness. Again and again she would
go to the chest where the hoarded treasures were
kept, as if to convince herself by the handling of the
kings’ gifts that those fast-receding experiences were
real. It was the only contact she had with the golden
hopes of thirty years ago.

Today is one of those days of doubt, those blue
days, when the angels’ song rings hollow to her mem-
ory. And as she fondles the crown and the censer,
and now comes to the vase in which the myrrh is
kept, — what is that against the wall! Her hand
falters, the vase drops, the death-symbol of the myrrh
is spilled; a sword pierces her own soul as she sees
before her a shadow cast by the failing sun —as of
a man upon a cross. Ah, God! can it be a prophecy?
Is this the flowering of the seed of pain that was
sown so long ago in the Temple, when the spirit de-
scended upon Simeon? And shall her first-born son
who was to save his people from their sins become a
Savior only by treading the road of death? Upon
this day, then, that marks almost the close of Christ’s
labor as a carpenter and the beginning of his work as .
redeemer, there falls upon Mary’s pathway a shadow
of the cross. Henceforth her son goes to a career
that she cannot share and cannot understand; ex-
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changes the calm and unperplexing tasks of the
workshop, where she could sit and spin her wool in
his blessed presence, for the never-ending strain of a
spiritual ministry and the blame of those he bettered;
leaves behind the little Nazareth home and has no-
where to lay his head till the black hatred of the
world robs her of him forever. This for her boy, and
for her. From this day the shadow of death lies
also upon Mary’s heart.
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CHAPTER V
THE KINDLING OF THE FIRES

PICTURES FOR STUDY

Andrea del Sarto: John the Baptist

Rodin: John the Precursor

Giotto: Baptism of Christ

Verrocchio: Baptism of Christ

Hofmann: The Temptation

Cornicelius: Christ Tempted by Satan

When he was about thirty years old, Jesus came

under the influence of an extraordinary man whom he
later characterized as marking the turning-point in
history, from Law to Gospel (Lk. 16 :16). The
stories of this man’s birth are given in Luke 1:5-
25, 57-80. It would seem from this account that
John became a desert-dweller when still a child, proba-
bly as a member of the brotherhood of the Essenes.
Tradition locates his birth at the village of Ain
Karim, four and a half miles northwest from Jerusa-
lem, and his “ desert "’ as a solitary spot in the valley
of Sorek, an hour’s walk further. But when he begins
his ministry he appears at the Jordan, eighteen miles
east of Jerusalem. In that region we know that the
Essenes had their home, living in great austerity as
hermits. Such was the magnetic power of John’s
preaching that it drew crowds from all parts of the
land. The best proof that his power over men was
extraordinary lies in the fact that it was his touch
that waked in Jesus the consciousness of his spiritual
mission and destiny. Jesus had a premonition that
something might happen if he came into contact with
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John. The * Gospel of the Hebrews ' — as old as the
Synoptic Gospels — tells how the mother and brothers
of Jesus urged him to go with them and be baptized;
but for a while he resisted the call. His intuition
was correct. The greatest possible thing happened, —
the awakening of his Messianic consciousness.

A personal description of John and a summary of
his message are found in three gospels, Mt. 3 :1-12;
Mk. 1:1-8; Lk. 3 :1-18. These narratives continue
with the account of the baptism of Jesus; but the
accounts are not clear as to the supernatural elements.
Luke does not say who saw the dove or heard the
voice; Matthew and Mark say that Jesus saw the
dove, but are not clear about who heard the voice.
John says that the Baptist saw the dove and had a
revelation that this was a Messianic sign. The
Temptation that immediately followed is disposed of
by Mark in a couple of verses, but the full narrative
is given in Matthew and Luke. With the completion
of these events, Jesus finds himself in full conscious-
ness of his mission, and he begins almost immediately
to preach his gospel.

Art is very rich in representations of John and his
ministry, largely because the development of the
dogma of baptismal regeneration led to the building
and adorning of baptisteries everywhere. John be-
came a favorite patron saint,—as of the city of
Florence, for example. Most frequently John is rep-
‘resented as a child with the Holy Family.
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ANDREA DEL SARTO: JOHN THE BAPTIST

Luke 1 :57-80

Sarto, Andrea del (1486-1531)

Original: painted about 1523, probably as a gift to Francis I,
whose friendship Andrea wanted to regain; but the picture
was finally bought by Ottaviano de’ Medici. It is now in the
Pitti Gallery, Florence.

Reproductions: Berlin Photographic Co., No. 3862. Photogravure,
20§ x15%, $5. In color, Seemann Print, three-color half-tone,
No. 1049. Medici, O. M. C., No. 280.

This is a very beautiful picture. The young
prophet stands at the threshold of manhood, his clear
eye fixed on the coming task, his hands holding the
symbols of his preparation and his mission. Across
his shoulder is the leathern girdle and about his
loins is the shaggy pelt of camel's hair. The rich-
red robe that falls over his arm is symbolic of his
zeal; his left hand carries the parchment on whose
message his soul has fed, the scroll of the prophets
in whose spirit and power he is to come. In his right
hand is the bowl of purification with which some day
he will pour the waters of baptism upon the multi-
tudes and upon the Christ. Resting against the
stone in front is the slender cross made of the reed-
stalks that flourish on Jordan’s banks, the sign that
in the artistic tradition of the centuries has always
marked the Forerunner. The body is wonderfully
modelled, — the torso that of a young athlete, the’
arms formed for action but not distorted with toil,
the hands strong and fine and full of character, the
face sweet and clear; the unkempt hair blown about
his forehead by the desert winds is rich with wild
beauty.
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‘‘ Large-brained, clear-eyed, of such as he
Shall Freedom's young apostles be.”

Yet one is inclined to recall the criticism offered
by Bentley to Pope after reading his translation of the
Iliad: “ This is a very pretty poem, Mr. Pope, but
you must not call it Homer.” Lovely though the
picture is, if you strip aside the Baptist’s symbols
you have nothing that will remind you of the Baptist.
The gospel says that the child ‘ waxed strong in
spirit, and was in the deserts till the day of his show-
ing unto Israel.” This boy is altogether too pretty
to answer that description. A dozen years of life in
the wilds, with meat of *locusts and wild honey,”
never would have filled out his form with such Athe-
nian grace, or produced a face so unmarred and placid,
so cultured and socialized. There is nothing of the
ascetic here. There is no uncontrolled fire in the eye,
no frenzy of soul ready to burst forth in denuncia-
tion, such as marks the young St. John of Raphael;
no brooding upon his people’s sins until the whole
being cries out, “ Woe is me if I preach not repent-
ance!” We must remember that in a few short years
this youth is to burst like a thunderbolt from the
desert; his eccentricities of appearance will draw
curious crowds and his violent speeches will set the
whole Jewish world on fire. What fore-warnings of
this has Del Sarto given us here? Can you imagine
these lips saying, ‘ O generation of vipers, who hath
warned you to flee from the wrath to come”? or
is this the frame of one who came * neither eating
or drinking "’ and who became a by-word among the
Pharisees because ‘“he hath a devil’? This is a
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very pretty picture but it is not John. Rather it is
Jesus as he might have appeared in the workshop of
Nazareth, or when he walked beside his widowed
mother, her friend and protector, on the yearly pil-
grimage to Jerusalem. It issucha lad asevery parent
prays may bless his own home. We may love it for
its idealized beauty, but we must look elsewhere for
the Baptist.

RODIN: JOHN THE PRECURSOR
Mait 8:1-12; Mark 1:1-8; Luke 3:1-18

Rodin, Francois Auguste (1840~ )

Original: completed in plaster and exhibited in the Paris Salon of
1880; exhibited in bronze in 1881; bought by the State for
the Luxembourg Museum, Paris, in 1884.

Reproductions:

Mr. Frederick Lawton, in his ‘‘Life and Works of
A. Rodin,” says of this statue: * The model was an
Italian fresh from the mountains of his native country.
He had never posed and was quite unacquainted with
the various noble gestures imposed by academic
stylists. When the man first came to pose, Rodin
ordered him merely to raise his arm and commence
to walk. The model did so. ‘‘ There, now, stop and
keep that attitude!” The simplicity of the procedure
comes out strikingly in the statue. So spontaneous
is the gesture and so accurately has the posture of the
body between two seconds of movement been marked
and caught that it creates an illusion of motion.
On approaching the figure one gets an equally strong
impression of living mobility in the somewhat gaunt
framework, with its play of muscleand articulation. . . .
But this physical perfection attained by the modeling,
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though wonderful, is not that which most perfectly
entitles the St. John to its high rank. . . . The
physical here serves uniquely to suggest the spiritual.
The preacher is so entirely unconscious of his cor-
poreity that the spectator transcends it too, and sees
at last only a plastic rendering of the Voice crying in -
the Wilderness.”

It is this transcendent quality that makes Rodin’s
St. John the best representation we have of the great
Forerunner. * You feel that a force at once mysterious
and formidable sustains and impels him,” and that
that force has become a part of his character. Put
to yourself the questions that were suggested under
Del Sarto’s picture: Have we here a man who since
his childhood has ‘‘ waxed strong in spirit '? Certainly
we have. Walk round the statue and discover how
irresistible is the stride, as if the legs were but the
automatic means by which an insistent message gets
itself carried to its audience; and the arm thrusts
itself forward to emphasize the thought even before
the thought has risen to consciousness. Has this man
been in the deserts, his meat locusts and wild honey?
Beyond a doubt. There is not an ounce of fat on
this anchorite’s body. He has a gait whose barbarian
naturalness has never been mitigated by the dancing-
master. This is no ‘‘ afternoon-tea "’ walk; the strong
toes grip the ground like a lion’s; the feet are cal-
loused and deformed by the rough stones; the arms
and shoulders help out the stride by compensating
motion. This preacher never practised before a
mirror: Cicero and Wendell Phillips never would have
insulted their cultured audiences with such a mon-
strous pose. John has never thought whether his
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audience will like his looks. One idea alone has been
ringing in his ears till it can no longer be suppressed,
“Repent! Repent!"” ‘ Nude, mystic, terrible, the
Precursor advances with long strides, announcing the
wrath to come and hastening to his own inevitable
martyrdom.” .
Could these lips ever have cried to the Pharisees,
‘O generation of vipers’’? We cannot answer this
question till we enquire in what spirit the words were
said, and till we have asked also whether the lips
could say, * Behold the Lamb of God " and * He must
increase but I must decrease.” It is all a matter of
John's character. It is said that Beecher once ut-
tered a sentence of Christ’s in three distinct ways in
order to show how the same words can express at-
titudes of mind and heart that are worlds apart.
The sentence was Christ’s denunciation of the Phari-
sees, — quite similar to John's,— ‘ How shall ye
escape the damnation of Hell!” Beecher's first
rendering expressed anger and hatred, his second
warning, his third melting tenderness and sorrow. We
feel instinctively that Rodin’s John is a stranger to
the first of these emotions, but that he might readily
express the other two. For the face is strong but not
bitter, intent on social righteousness but not vindic-
tive, insistent on getting a hearing but modest and
ready to give place to a better preacher. If we read
John’s character and this statue aright, Rodin has
expressed clearly these two aspects, its inspired force
and its humility. No other artist has done this.
Donatello’s statue emphasizes John's eccentricities of
manner and his dependence upon the prophetic
tradition of the past; Titian's picture gives us the
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defiant lion. Rodin gives us the true spirit of the
Forerunner, — the divine urge, the responsive will,
the fiery, straightforward and untutored presentation,
the lack of egotism, the capacity for self-renunciation.

It is possible also that Rodin has hinted something
further. Do you observe that he calls the statue not
the Baptist but the Precursor? Perhaps, following his
philosophic bent, he has generalized this gaunt figure
into a type of those countless forerunners that have
led the way to civilization and spiritual achievement.
Mr. Theodore Child has asked, ‘ Among the social-
ists, the workingmen, the thirsters after justice in all
ages and all countries, do we not still see savage types
of affirmation?” Such a ‘ savage type' was John,
crying out against the evil but knowing not the
pathway to reform; calling, “ Repent! Repent!”
but lacking the intellectual insight to construct the
program that should lead to the new era. There is
always need of Jesus who comes eating and drinking
and loving and teaching, to supplement John's ascetic
gospel of denunciation.
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Giotto: Baptism of Christ

GIOTTO: BAPTISM OF CHRIST
Matt. 3:13-17; Mark 1:9-11; Luke 3:21-22

Giotto, Angiolo di Bondone, nicknamed Giotto. (12667-1337)

Original: a fresco in the Chapel of the Arena, Padua. In 1303,
Enrico Scrovegni bought the ruins of a Roman amphitheater,
erected within the oval a fortified palace for himself and a
chapel in honor of the Virgin. This chapel he asked Giotto
to decorate in 1306. Here are painted thirty-eight scenes
from the lives of the Virgin and Christ, arranged in three
tiers under a blue starry vault. The entire inner surface is
covered with pictures or other decorations, * pure and radiant
in color like the iridescence of a shell ’; or, as Quilter ex-

presses it, the spectator stands * in the midst of a gigantic

opal.” The Baptism (p. 126) and the Triumphal Entry (p.
278) are from this series.
Reproductions:

The reader who is not an art student may perhaps
smile at this primitive picture. ‘ This is truly what
the baptism did mot look like,” one is apt to say,
and there is some truth in the remark. The river
Jordan is certainly not a green hump of water, nor
do its banks look like shelves on treacherous ice-
bergs; the gospel makes no mention of angels, and the
first person of the Trinity did not appear in this event.
Yes, but —

In the first place, please notice the date (1306).
Recall that for a thousand years before this the only
representations of holy persons had been crude carv-
ings on sarcophagi, little symmetrical paintings over
altars, and mosaic decorations in which stiff and al-
most gruesome figures stared at one from a golden
wall. Art was decorative — formal, symbolical, con-
ventional. Recall also that Giotto was handicapped by
a rule made by the Second Council of Nicea in 787
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A.D., that in all representations of the Baptism, Christ
should be in the center, in the Jordan, with John to the
left on the shore, angels on the right, and over Christ
the glory of God. Giotto was the first to tell a story
with pictures, the first to introduce landscape as a back-
ground, the first to' make his characters do things, the
first to suggest by pose and facial expression the
thoughts that were going on in the mind. To venture
upon these revolutionary changes in artistic tradition
belongs to genius. We will forgive, therefore, the
shortcomings of perspective and anatomy, and try to
enter sympathetically into the story.

Giotto tells us that the baptism occurred in the
Jordan near the wilderness of Judea. The desert
cliffs rise abruptly on either bank; the green water
flows upward to the Savior's waist. This is surely
the Savior because his nimbus has a Greek cross on
it, and because in the water beside him is a fish.
The middle age was quite familiar with the symbol of
the fish, the * Ichthus” of the early Christians who
saw in its letters the initials of the words, * Jesus
Christ the Son of God our Savior ”’; and they knew the
oft-quoted simile of Tertullian that we, as little
fishes, are born of water, as was Christ the great fish.
Giotto means also to remind us of the conversation
that took place before the act; so John looks on with
awe while Jesus raises his hands to say, * Sufferit
to be so now.” John is shown to be a prophet by
his bright halo and his garment of camel’s hair under
his mantle. His disciples are represented by the
solemn person with the halo and the curly locks —
probably Andrew —soon to become a disciple of
Jesus; and the unconverted multitudes are represented
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by the haloless one. These are all dignified and
reverent in the presence of this great event. The
painter would not have us forget that Heaven is
interested also. How solicitously the angels on our
left lean forward and, as tradition requires, hold the
garments of Jesus! The Dove issues from the bright-
ness and hovers over the Savior's head; and the
Father, made visible for us in the heavens, stretches
out his hand to emphasize the words he is speaking,
and clasps to his bosom the book of the Word
incarnate.

This may not mean so much to us, dazzled as we
are by the technic of the Renaissance, but to the un-
lettered folk of the fourteenth century who could not
read the gospel narrative and who we may be sure
got little religion from mosaics in an apse, this breath
of naturalness, of sincerity, of directness, this gentle
seriousness in picturing an act of consecration, must
have come like a breath from heaven. This was in
very truth the act by which Christ opened the door of
salvation to them, by which God * by the baptism of
his well-beloved Son in the river Jordan did sanctify
the element of water to the mystical washing away of
sin.” Salvation was thus nigher to them than when
they believed.
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VERROCCHIO: BAPTISM OF CHRIST

Maut, 3:13-17; Mark 1:9-11; Luke 3:21-22

Verrocchio, Andrea di Michele di Francesco Cioni (1435-1488)

Original (unfinished): 69 x 59”, painted for the monks of Vallom-
brosa at S. Salvi. On the suppression of the monastery
it passed to that of Santa Verdiana, whence it was removed
a century ago to the Academy, Florence. It is the earliest
existing work of Verrocchio, who was a sculptor rather than
a painter, and the only painting of his that has come down
to us. Its popularity caused it to become the model for all
later representations. '

Reproductions: Medici, 0. M. C., No. 130.
Seemann’s three-color print, No. 1347,
Detail of angels, in color. Medici prints, chromo-lithograph

19 x 10”, Italian Ixxx, $7.25.

The stream of the Renaissance has carried us in this
painting a century and a half nearer the mastery of
technic. Verrocchio has discovered the rules of
perspective; the river banks no longer pile themselves
up in crude masses, but merge into distant vistas
down which in placid reach or in cascade flows the
Jordan. He has learned anatomy, for he was a
sculptor. This is evidenced by his masterly handling
of the wasted figure of John, the athletic form of
Christ, and the graceful contours of the two attendant
angels. He has learned how to make more varied
and explicit the facial revelation of thought. But
he has not gained a whit over Giotto in directness or
sincerity; both pictures are full of these qualities,
and of the religious spirit.

It is worth while to note certain changes in em-
phasis. In this picture the angels are present as
tradition requires, but they have lost their wings, they
are reduced in size and they are kneeling; in other
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words, they have been subordinated. Instead of the
fish with its doctrinal symbolism we have pebbles
shining through the crystal water. Instead of the
burst of glory and the full figure of the Father we have
a pair of hands to show whence the dove came.
The spectators have vanished. The two chief actors
only are here, with no earthly intrusions to distract
from the meditative solemnity of this hour.

John steps strongly forward to pour the water.
He is the scriptural Baptist, his figure wasted with
fasting, his strong jaw and firm mouth indicative of
strength of purpose, his eye lighted with inspiration
and his head lowered in humility. His cross of reed
bears a scroll that interprets for us the thought he
now dimly perceives and will later express, ‘ Behold
the Lamb of God!” It is by this insight into char-
acter that John proves himself to be a prophet. In
reverence he performs this ceremony on one the latchet
of whose shoes he is not worthy to unloose.

Christ stands in the center of the picture in an
attitude of humility, his hands closed in prayer. What
may his thoughts be? Is he rejoicing in the fact
that heis the well-beloved Son? Does he look forward
to the joys of world-conquest and the glorious day
when he shall come upon the clouds of heaven? Far
otherwise. This is a face of sadness. He has not
yet heard the voice that pronounces him to be the
Messiah; he has heard only the voice of John calling
upon a sinning and a wretched world to repent.
The burden of that world is upon his own heart.
And just because he wishes to dedicate whatever
power he has to the task of saving the world is he
here, fulfilling all righteousness by this act of conse-
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cration; as Isaiah once stood appalled before the sins
of the world and cried, “ Here am I; send me!”
This is an act of self-surrender. And when this
Chosen One has reached the point where he can say
“lo, I come to do thy will, O God!"” — then the
heavens are opened to his spiritual sight, and the
assurance, new and overwhelming as a sudden burst
of thunder, rolls in upon his soul, ‘*“ Thou art my well-
beloved Son!” Christ came to the baptism sad and
perplexed, knowing only the world’s need and his
desire to help; he went away awe-struck and with
the burden of a crushing responsibility on his soul.

Neither he nor John foresaw this outcome, though
Jesus had a dim premonition of it. In the Gospel of
the Hebrews —as ancient as any of our Gospels —
there is an interesting account of how Jesus resisted
the invitation to be baptized of John: * Behold, the
mother of the Lord and his brethren spake to him
saying, ‘John the Baptist is baptizing for the forgive-
ness of sins; we will go to be baptized of him.’
But he said unto them, ‘ What sins have 1 committed
that I should go to be baptized of him? Anything
that I have said must have been said in ignorance.’”
This reluctance to meet the powerful preacher of
righteousness was no doubt a presentiment that the
contact would waken to life the powers that were
slumbering in him, and would lead to persecution and
martyrdom. At all events, a reverent study of the
sources leads to the conclusion that on this day and
moment, the belief that he was the Messiah of God
was first implanted in the consciousness of Jesus.
This is therefore one of the greatest turning-points in
history.
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HOFMANN: IHE TEMPTATION
Moaut. 4:1-11; Mark 1:12-13; Luke 4:1-13

Hofmann, Johann Michael Ferdinand Heinrich (1824-1911)
Original: a drawing.
Reproductions:

Jesus and the devil are here fighting out a quarrel
and the devil is getting the worst of it:— that is
Hofmann's straightforward interpretation of one of the
most mystical passages in the gospels.

We are in the wilderness of Judea. There are
stones to suggest one of the three temptations, a city
in the distance to suggest another, and a mountain
more or less *exceeding high” as a setting for the
third. The picture lacks only ‘all the kingdoms of
the world " to be complete. The serpent is there as
a symbol of the lost Eden and as a foil to that
‘ greater Man ' who shall ‘‘ regain the blissful seat.”
An angel in the sky looks on while the uncanny en-
counter is being fought out; as soon as the place is
safe she will come down and comfort the victor.

How does this devil suit you? His toe-nails are
claws, there are barbs on his ankles, and his wings
are hooked like a bat's. Horns and tail, if he has
them, are not visible. He is a right substantial per-
sonage weighing a hundred and eighty-five pounds.
Where his foot rests the ground smokes. He has
bracelets and a crown, very likely of asbestos. He
has a hard face, and his gesture and gait show that he
is very excited and angry about something. Jesus
has been somewhat impressed by these evidences of
Infernality, not to say a bit frightened. Still he is in
command of himself, though he thinks it prudent to
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keep an eye on his enemy who is now getting in his
rear. ‘ Thou shalt worship the Lord thy God, and
Him only shalt thou serve’ are the words Jesus has
.just uttered to show the devil that he is not suffi-
ciently impressive to be mistaken for Deity.

This sort of picture will do for children (sic), but
thinking men and women are not so easily satisfied.
Was Jesus tempted in this fashion by a devil of this
sort? Or, since he was ‘ tempted in all points like
as we are,” it is fair to ask, Were we ever tempted in
this fashion?

It will clarify our minds somewhat if we inquire
into the personal history of Satan. He was not
present in Eden, as Milton would have us under-
stand, the rdle of tempter there having been played
by a snake. His earliest appearance in scripture is in
Zech. 3:1. In 1 Chron. 21 :1 (4th cent. B.C.) he
stirred up David to take a census; though strangely
enough in 2 Sam. 24 :1 (pre-exilic) we are told that
God stirred up David! The Psalms make no mention
of him, nor do other books of the Old Testament
except the late book of Job, and there we find him
to be a hanger-on of Heaven. A little research will
show that the Hebrews never heard of the devil till
the Exile, when they borrowed him from the Persians.
When once borrowed he made rapid strides into popu-
lar favor and became part and parcel of the religious
imagery of the age; the apocryphal literature of the
centuries just before and just after Christ is full of
him. Down through the middle ages he terrorized
men’s souls; but after the Renaissance his power
began to wane and his appearances became less fre-
quent. Luther was among the last to see him —
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on which occasion he threw his ink-bottle at him.
His roaring became fainter in our grandfathers' day,
though his name was always uttered with reverence
and capitalized when written. Today he is neglected
and very much out of style. Microscopes and the
alienist and the doctrine of evolution have scared him
away to the far-off corners of the world, to China
and Tibet. In Kashmir he and his crew infested, till
recently, the river Jhelum, and drowned all who
entered the water. But even there he had his
troubles. An “ oldest inhabitant™ told the writer
that since Dr. Biscoe opened his mission school (he
taught all his boys to swim), the devils have left the
river!

The devil is an attempted explanation of the sin
of the world. For a while the hypothesis worked;
but like the Ptolemaic theory, the atomic theory and
other postulates of science, philosophy and religion, he
was relegated to the scrap-heap when he ceased to
explain the facts of life. The facts themselves cannot
be so relegated; they are too real and too awful.
But if we are going to explain them satisfactorily
to our generation we need a finer analysis than Hof-
mann used in this picture.

CORNICELIUS: CHRIST TEMPTED BY
SATAN
Matt. 4:1-11; Mark 1:12-13;- Luke 4:1-13

Cornicelius, Georg (1825-1898)
Original: painted in 1888, 31 x 18”, Berlin Nat. Gallery.
Reproductions:

Is it not a marvellous thing that a painter with a
few dabs of pigment can produce an emotional effect
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like this? Here is the whole mystery of the Tempta-
tion, not explained but portrayed; and that mystery
lies behind those eyes that look not at you, and not
through you, but past you to infinite abysses, while
the mind within is weighing, pondering, seeking
principles, testing conclusions. This great soul is not
afraid — he only longs to find his duty; he is not
struggling with a divided self, trying to bring the lusts
of the flesh and the pride of life under the control of
his spirit. He has been for years wholly committed
to the performance of duty; but now a great experi-
ence has opened a new heaven and a new earth —
and a possible new hell. The lines of relationship
between the little facts of his former life, the little
paths of action that used to run so clearly from duty
to duty have been obliterated as by some seismic
convulsion; and his naked self stands alone, on the
highest pinnacle of earth, with a vast continent of
problem and of opportunity stretching below him, the
infinite spaces overhead, and God within.

The intensity of the struggle is indicated here in
subtle ways: his eyes (in the original) are red with
lack of sleep, his hair has been blown into disorder by
the wind — for days he has not thought of his per-
sonal appearance; his chin rests upon his right hand,
as so often happens when one is thinking, but his
other hand has gripped the wrist. This muscular
tension is a pure reflex from the tensity within.

And the problem? It was whether to trust without
further proofs the new revelation that came to him at
his baptism. If thou art the Messiah — prove it on
these stones. If thou art the Messiah —let all the
people see it after the pattern of their expectations.
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Since thou arf the Messiah, — rule! It took Jesus
forty days to think himself clear of the entanglements
involved in these suggestions; but he emerged with
his future principles of action settled forever. They
are these: I am the Messiah and my work is to
establish the Kingdom of God; I will never use my
Messianic power for my own gratification; I will
never make a spectacle of myself to gain popularity;
I will never rule, but only love and help and teach.
One has only to think what would have happened to
the character of Jesus and to the history of the world
had he transgressed one of these principles, to realize
that the sublimest issues were involved in this wilder-
ness struggle. 4

How does Satan come into this experience? Corni-
celius has put him into this picture for our benefit,
so that we may connect this experience with the
scripture account. The tempter’s form is a dim back-
ground, his face subtly suggestive of evil, and the
crown a reminder of the last great struggle of the
Master. He is, in fact, the thought of Jesus ob-
jectified for us, as if Christ's eyes were lenses through
which we could see all the phantasmagoria of evil
that is passing before his consciousness. Jesus does
not see the devil; he feels him. The devil is an
experience.

But the important question remains: did Jesus
think of him as an experience, or as an external
reality? Probably the latter. In a sense thisstruggle
had an external origin, for the problems of the Mes-
siahship were thrust upon him. In another sense
also it was external, though spiritual, for Jesus like
ourselves was an ethical dualism; within him was a
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higher self with which he felt himself completely
identified, and a lower self that from childhood he had
suppressed so completely that he had lost sight of it.
How otherwise could he be in any sense human?
To his consciousness, this solicitation of his lower self
appeared to come from outside his personality; and
explaining his struggle in the imagery of his day he
called it Satan. But do not fail to observe that
whether we use the mythological language of the
first century or the psychological language of the
twentieth, the truths are the same: temptation is a
reality, and it is inward; yielding to temptation is sin,
the choice of the lower alternative; sin works death
to our spiritual life, and that ‘‘second death” is
terrible. Jesus taught these eternal truths with all the
intensity of full conviction. ‘ Yea, fear him who
hath power to cast both soul and body into Hell.”
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CHAPTER VI
THE MINISTRY OF TEACHING

PICTURES FOR STUDY

Ghirlandajo: Calling of Peter and Andrew
Raphael: Miraculous Draught of Fishes
Zimmermann: Christ and the Fishermen
Tissot: Jesus in the Synagogue

Tissot: The Sermon on the Mount

Bloch: * Come unto Me "

Jesus’ decision at the Temptation left him no
alternative but to work quietly and patiently, ex-
plaining his conception of the Kingdom of God to all
whom he could reach and winning his followers one
by one. He therefore became a teacher. As his fame
increased the teaching became preaching, yet his
method throughout the ministry was not at all that of
the orator who sways men by brilliant rhetoric or
emotional appeal but rather that of the interpreter,
the explainer, the friend and companion who seizes
upon a word in conversation or an object by the
roadside and translates it into terms of the spiritual
life. Not Preacher but Teacher he was most fre-
quently called by his contemporaries. Jesus had the
teaching instinct; he had an enthusiasm for spiritual
truth that shows him to be the true successor of the
splendid line of prophets who are Israel’s glory, and a
capacity for pregnant statement that transcends the
power of Israel's greatest sages. But he had what is
of greater importance for a religious teacher, knowl-
edge of God through personal experience and knowl-
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edge of the heart of man. It was this knowledge
born of insight that gave him such tremendous power
in teaching, that enabled him to stand alone against
the whole weight of scribal authority, and that forced
from his enemies the reluctant confession, ‘ Never
man spake like this man!”’ .

Jesus taught first beside the Sea of Galilee. This
beautiful lake, some six miles by thirteen, lies in a
hollow 680 feet below the Mediterranean. The hills
of Galilee run down abruptly to the shore on the
north and west, while above its eastern cliffs the level
plateau of the Hauran stretches away to the Arabian
Desert. Not all of this country was the scene of the
gospel ministry, for we never hear that Jesus entered
Tiberias, Herod’s capital, half way down the western
shore, nor any of the numerous cities to the south
and east. These were heathen cities like Hippos, Tari-
chize, Gamala, Bethshan and Gerasa, thoroughly given
over to business and pleasure and vice, quite out of sym-
pathy with pious people who were looking for a king-
dom of God. Virtually the northern shore and the
amphitheater of the plain of Magdala marked the
confines of his labor. Here lay the cities of Caper-
naum, Bethsaida and Chorazin, * wherein most of
his mighty works were done,” largely Jewish in
population and presenting what seemed at first to be
promising soil.

It was at Capernaum that Jesus made his home,
attracted thither no doubt by his recently formed
friendship for the men whom he met while he was
with the Baptist. These friends he now invites to
become special pupils and co-workers. With these
partners in the business of the Kingdom he goes out
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in wider circles to the villages of Galilee. With
each new excursion the crowds increase and the fame
of the new teaching flies to the remotest corners of
the land. Never again can Jesus be a private citizen.
He now belongs to the world. And indeed the great
lessons he taught long ago in that obscure corner have
reverberated through the centuries and across the
seas, till alien peoples and hostile faiths have been
compelled to say with Nicodemus, ‘‘ Rabbi, we know
that thou art a teacher come from God.”

The artists have given us relatively few pictures of
the events from now till the beginning of Passion -
Week, and these are for the most part poor. The best
have been selected for our study, and it is noticeable
that of these more than half are by artists of the
nineteenth century. This circumstance emphasizes
the truth that early art was controlled by the church
and was used to glorify the dogmas of the faith.
Modern art is free, and it responds to those aspects
of religion that lie close to life. Christ a living and
serving man means more to our day than Christ an
embodied theological formula,
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GHIRLANDAJO: CALLING THE DISCIPLES

Matt, 4:18-22; Mark 1:16-20; Luke 5:1-11

Ghsrlandajo, Domenico di Tommaso di Currado Bigordi, called

(1449-1494)

Original: a fresco in the Sistine Chapel, Vatican, Rome. In
1481 Pope Sextus IV completed a chapel in the Vatican
(called henceforth from his name, Sistine) and asked various
artists to decorate it, among them Ghirlandajo. This pic-
ture is third from the altar on the right wall. The other
scenes in the series are from the life of Christ, as the scenes
on the opposite wall are from the life of Moses.

Reproductions:

There is no superficial brilliancy in this picture,
rather it is grave and solemn and makes its impression
only on careful study. In the center of the fore-
ground stands Christ, before whom kneel Andrew and
Peter, the first to answer to the call. In the middle
distance on the left the scene is repeated: Christ
with hand raised calls to Peter and Andrew who are
in a boat near the shore. Andrew grasps his net
and both prepare to land. Again on the middle right,
Jesus stands in a similar attitude, with Peter and
Andrew behind him, while Zebedee rows toward the
shore a boat in which are his two sons, James and
John. The chief actors are all distinguished by halos
and their faces are merely conventionalized types.
The ordinary spectators have no halos, while each of
the fifty-three faces is a distinct portrait, probably
members of the Florentine colony then living in
Rome. The composition is well balanced without
being too formal, the landscape is, interesting, the
perspective accurate, and the atmospheric effect
attractive.

The main question for us is whether this picture
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adequately interprets the event. Superficially, yes.
The scene is by the sea, the men have been fishing,
they heard the call, left all and followed Christ.
The multitudes are witnesses of the call, and about the
lake are the populous cities and villages in which
they straightway began to preach. But the account
of this event in Luke 5 :1-11 shows that an extraor-
dinary happening had preceded it. Having toiled all
night and caught nothing, they had let down their
nets once more at the command of Jesus and had
taken a record catch; whereat all were amazed be-
yond words, while Peter was beside himself with fear.
This miracle gives point to the assurance, * Fear not,
from henceforth thou shalt catch men.”

Of this astonishment there is not a trace in this
picture. Jesus stands in a dignified and not unkindly
attitude, bestowing instructions or a blessing on the
neophytes, while the newly-called kneel reverently,
one listening with crossed arms and the other praying.
These saintly and composed men never saw a miracle;
nor is there a suggestion of the momentous change
this call is destined to work in their lives. They are
incapable of vision and enthusiasm. In fact, the
disciples are too old to become missionaries anyway! —
graybeards both, whose grandchildren are doubtless
standing behind them in the crowd. No, this is not
an interpretation of spiritual experience. The Pope
has ordered Ghirlandajo to paint an appropriate
picture and he has painted it,— an excellent piece of
work, excellent in all but the perception of inner
significance, which it is the function of genius to
discover.

The great French sculptor Rodin has said of
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artists, ‘‘ Our eyes plunge beneath the surface to the
meaning of things, and when afterwards we reproduce
the form we endow it with the spiritual meaning
which it covers. . . . In art only that which is gifted
with character is beautiful.” Ghirlandajo has proved
Rodin to be true. Where hé did not plunge beneath
the surface, in painting Christ and the disciples, the
result is merely negative; but where he did so plunge
in the case of all the other personages of the picture —
those living, energetic Florentines — he caught and
painted their spirit com amore. Notice that splendid
line of eleven heads on the right, every one of them
distinctive and forceful, filled with character and
therefore beautiful. If Ghirlandajo could have con-
ceived Peter and Andrew and Christ as vividly as he
saw his contemporaries, this picture would have been
a masterpiece. It is because of the absence of the
divine touch in this and similar pictures in the Sis-
tine series that visitors scarcely notice them; rather
they fasten their eyes on the wondrous ceiling of
Michelangelo where the dead past thrills with pas-
sion, an ever-living present.
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RAPHAEL: MIRACULOUS DRAUGHT OF

FISHES
Luke 5 :1-11

Raphael, Raffaelo Santi, or Sanzio (1483-1520)

Original: One of the cartoons for a series of tapestries to cover
the lower section of the Sistine Chapel below the frescos.
This set was ordered by Pope Leo X, and the cartoons were
drawn in 1515-6. There are ten subjects illustrating the
acts of the Apostles. The drawings were sent to Brussels to
the arras-maker and never returned. At the recommendation
of Rubens, Charles I of England bought six of them, in-
cluding this one. After the death of Charles, Cromwell
purchased them for the State and they are now in the S.
Kensington Museum, London. The tapestries themselves at
Leo's death were pawned for 5000 ducats. After the sack
of Rome in 1527, they were sold by soldiers and had various
adventures; rebought finally in Constantinople and Lyons
they were restored to Rome, but when Napoleon took Rome
in 1798 they were resold by the soldiers and taken to Paris.
Pope Pius VII repurchased them in 1818, since when they
have remained in the Vatican.

Reproductions:

How absolutely different from Ghirlandajo’s is
this work of Raphael. The stately symmetry of the
landscape, the dignified multitude, the ecclesiastical
looking disciples, the unnatural three-moment pres-
entation have all gone, and in their stead, life, drama,
spiritual insight.

The scene presents the unruffied lake of Galilee,
with a suggestion of cities and busy people on the
distant vanishing shore. Two boats occupy the
foreground, or rather two conventionalized objects
that stand for boats,— for we must remember that
this is a decorative design and not a transcription
from life. The miracle recorded in Luke 5 :1-11 has
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just been performed; James and John in the further
boat are tugging at the breaking nets, while Zebedee
with his paddle keeps the boat in place. In the
nearer boat Peter and Andrew have succeeded in
landing their catch and now are turning in amaze-
ment to the author of their good fortune. The
cranes in the foreground are screaming their joy,
for they will get their share in due time. Conven-
tional and decorative though it is, it is worth a
thousand Ghirlandajos.

Consider first these men, and contrast them with
the former ones. These are true fishermen, not saints
posing. See the knotted arms of James and John,
their bent backs, their legs bare above the knee.
See the rugged frames, the rough clothes and the un-
kempt hair of Peter and Andrew, their intensity,
their absolute sincerity. There is some use in Jesus’
calling men like these; they are good for something!
With them he can conquer the world.

But more interesting than the men are their mental
states, the way in which they have apprehended this
experience. Superficially one might say that there
had been no miracle here. Fishermen frequently toil
all night and catch nothing; and sometimes they make
a lucky strike just as they are pulling home. Zebe-
dee, farthest from the Master, looks at it in this way;
he has seen this happen before. James is too busy
to think much, but he knows that something strange
has happened; he is pulling for dear life. But John
has begun to think, and his mind wanders from the
fish toward that strange person in the other boat.
It is as if the divine radiations from the Master's
personality had begun to reach him. They have
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already reached Andrew, who, nearer the source of
power, seems drawn from his place as by a magnetic
force (see his hair streaming forward); his look and
his gesture show that he is certain this is no mere
piece of luck: the Master has caused it and it is a
miracle! Peter is fully within the circle of intensity,
and the act appeals to him not merely as super-
natural but as having a moral quality as well. For
the first time in his life he has caught sight of a
being of infinite perfection as well as power, in con-
trast to whom his poor self seems contemptible
indeed: ‘ Depart from me, O Lord, for I am a
sinful man!” This is always the first effect of a
sight of the ideal.

Jesus the psychic center of power is himself calm,
almost unconscious of what he has done. Miracle
with him is an incident only. His unassuming atti-
tude expresses the ease with which his spirit com-
mands all things, and his hand and eye show that
Peter's spiritual state is now the object of his con-
cern. “Fear not, from henceforth thou shalt catch
men!” Peter must not remain crushed by his self-
abasement, Andrew must not let his astonishment
paralyze his activity. There is work to be done!
And these splendid follows, all sincerity and enthu-
siasm and loyalty, are built precisely for this work.
So the Master turns the fear and the amazement
into high resolve; they leave all and follow him.
The miracle of the miraculous draught fades from
sight before that greater miracle by which Jesus smites
his spirit into the souls of men.
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ZIMMERMANN: CHRIST AND THE
FISHERMEN
Zimmermann, Ernst Karl Georg (1852-1899)
Original: first shown in the Jubilee Exposition at Berlin in 1886.
Now in the Berlin National Gallery.
Reproductions: Taber-Prang, 1, 2, 3, 4, 13.

Jesus has come upon an old man mending his nets
and has sat down on the beach beside him. Two
younger men have just landed from their boat, and
joining the group are at once caught by the spell of
this earnest and kindly teacher. Something of vital
importance is under discussion. It is something new
as far as the younger men are concerned, for they
look into Jesus’ eyes with an interest and an intensity

akin to astonishment. How quick they are to seize
"~ upon the truth and absorb it! *“ Wonderful! And
true!/ Give us more, more!’ That is always the
response of those who see visions in the days of their
youth, before the evil days come with their burdens
and their disappointments and their hatreds. We feel
instinctively that these young men are disciples al-
ready in heart, converts at sight, and that they wait
only the word to go forth like ““Sons of Thunder”
to the great quest. But with the old man it is
different. The teaching is hard to take in, limited
as he is by moderate capacity for thought, and espe-
cially by sixty years of thinking from another angle.
To him it sounds fair; he wishes it might be true;
but how shall he square it with this and this, that
for all these years have formed the warp and woof
of his mental fabric? The old brain labors to grasp
it all.

And now see the kindliness and the patience of the
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Zimmermann: Christ and the Fishermen

Great Teacher. He does not lightly toss the objec-
tions aside, and with a knowing wink to the young
men say, ‘It is all clear to us, of course, but old
uncle here is a bit thick.”” Rather the young men,
all eagerness though they are, he ignores for the time,
and all his tact and skill are bent to solve the old
man’s problems. How patiently and at ease Jesus
sits on the bank, as if time were no object and the
evening would last forever! With what earnestness
his head bends forward, and how gently his right
hand seeks the other’s wrist so that the doubter may
never doubt for a moment the teacher’s sympathy
and comprehension and calm assurance of the out-
come. It is a strong face — that profile of Christ's —
not the face of a fanatic who will carry his point with
the bayonet, nor of the sophist who delights to con-
fuse his opponent with a quibble; it is the face of a
friend, who can afford to wait till the light of faith
shall dawn and the shadows flee away. What would
you and I not give for a look into those quiet eyes,
and for a touch of that hand!

And the subject of this conversation? — We may
venture to guess that nothing less than the heart of
the gospel is being disclosed. Jesus is here showing
these simple peasants, who never had time nor wit to
master the subtleties of scribal Judasim, that they
are God’s children and that all He requires are trust
in Him, humility, mercy, forgiveness of our debtors;
that love of money endangers a man’s soul, but that
love of one’s neighbor is better than whole burnt
offerings and sacrifices. This is the simple gospel
unmixed with Greek philosophy and Latin theology;
the good news that Jesus carried personally into all
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the villages of Galilee, an evangel so simple that only
children can understand it! And that word that he
once spoke is as true today as when it was uttered:
‘“ Except ye become as little children, ye shall not
see the kingdom of God."” '

TISSOT: JESUS IN THE SYNAGOGUE

Luke 4 :16-30

Tissol, James (1836-1902)

Original: One of the series on The Life of Christ, painted during
the artist’s residence in Palestine, 1886-1895. Now owned by
the Brooklyn Institute, New York.

Reproductions:

Tissot gives us here, as usual, not an interpretation
of a spiritual message, but a picture of the externals
of an event, — its backgrounds, its actors. He shows
us a real synagogue. It is a fairly commodious build-
ing with some pretensions to architecture; at least
there seem to be in the background a stone pillar,
an arch and a gallery. In the center of this building
stands a tribune or raised platform, which is the
specially sacred part of the edifice. This and the read-
ing-desk are properly of wood, for they must be
movable to accommodate the exigencies of feast-
days; but they are not cheap. The pillars of the
reading-desk and the ornaments of the pews are
carved; so are the sides of the tribune, which also has
a prettily patterned balustrade. The lamps that fill
the upper space are doubtless the gifts of pious
people, who are thus in the person of their gift con-
tinuously present in the sanctuary. The lamps are
lighted on the greater feast days.
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The rolls of Scripture occupy naturally the place of
honor. These are kept in a special wooden chest or
‘“ark,”” which in this instance is incorporated with
the larger tribune. You may see the four silver heads
and the three spindles without heads projecting from
the ark. When the service is over these will be
carefully covered from sight. At the lectern Jesus is
reading from another great roll. Note how richly
it is adorned, first with the two carved silver heads
and their pendent bells, and again with the stiffly
embroidered cloth, which no doubt conceals a cylinder
of brass or silver such as usually protects the volumes
of great age or sanctity. These are all signs of the
veneration the Jews paid to the scriptures, which were
in their eyes the .beginning and the end of their
religion. That man was greatest among them who
knew the Law most perfectly and who practised its
precepts down to the last jot and tittle.

For the most part we can distinguish the people in
the picture. One of them — very likely the man lean-
ing over the balustrade—is the chief ruler of the
synagogue. He is chosen by the congregation to -
have general oversight of the service, to see that
everything is done decently and in order and to give
the invitation to those who are to take part. Jairus,
whose daughter Jesus raised from the dead, was such
a ruler at Capernaum (Lk. 8 :41). Associated with
him are others, also called rulers, all of whom are
chosen for their honorable state and their acquaintance
with the Law, and who form the local Sanhedrim
or court. You may see these men seated on the trib-
une and perhaps on the seats below. The ‘ at-
tendant” mentioned in verse 20 may be the one
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in the left foreground. The word is sometimes trans-
lated ‘‘ minister.” He looks after the house—as
our janitors do—assists in the service, reads and
expounds the lessons himself if necessary — for he is
usually a ‘scribe” technically trained to expound
the law; and in the smaller villages he no doubt
performs all these offices regularly. He is also teacher
of the village school which meets in the synagogue.

The other seats of honor, which are placed below
the tribune and facing the people, are filled by those
whom the Ruler designates; men of wealth or posi-
tion in the community, especially scribes and Phari-
sees, and distinguished guests from abroad. These
are usually asked to take part in the service, as Paul
the famous Rabbi from Jerusalem was asked to preach
at the provincial synagogue of Antioch in Pisidia
(Acts 13 :15). It was their love for ‘ chief seats,”
among other things, that called forth Jesus' severe
denunciation of the scribes and Pharisees (Mk.
12 : 38-39). In Tissot's picture we see one at least
of these men, him with the white beard; a peculiarly
unlovely specimen. The common people sit or stand
in any part of the building, even behind the tribune,
though the desirable places are in front where one
can see and hear the speaker. Women have a special
place assigned, in the gallery if there is one.

The service consists of a liturgy read or recited by
a chosen leader, in which the congregation responds
with “ Amen.” Then comes the reading of the Law
by from three to seven men chosen from the congre-
gation. These men are all scribes or priests if such are
present. After each verse an Interpreter * targums”
or translates the classic Hebrew of the text into the
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Aramaic or the Greek or the Latin that the people
understand. Following the Law, a section of the
Prophets is read, always by one man. The reader if
he is competent may ‘‘ targum’ the text himself;
and this particular reader is expected to give some
word of comment or exhortation in addition. In
our scripture selection please notice that Jesus reads
the prophets while standing, then makes his comment
sitting. This is quite the usual manner. The con-
cluding feature of the service is a season of free com-
ment or discussion in which any one may take part.
There is the utmost freedom of speech, always under
the possible veto of the Ruler.

This simple institution of the synagogue played a
wonderful réle in the history of Israel. Originating
in the time of the Babylonian exile when there was no
Temple, the Sabbath assembly for the reading of the
Law became the center of the Jewish religious and
social life and kept alive those traditions of piety
and worship that otherwise would have perished in a
foreign land. After the Return, every community
in Palestine established a synagogue; and wherever
the Jews of the Dispersion went, in all countries under
heaven, there they planted these democratic institu-
tions, these rallying-places of Jehovah worship, *‘isles
of safety” in the stream of a crooked and perverse
world. The synagogue was Temple and school,
‘““meeting house” and lecture-hall, club and court-
house and eleemosynary institution all in one. That
was the one place to which all Jews turned. Paul in
his travels always went straight to a synagogue on
reaching any city. Jesus found most of his earliest
audiences in them; and it is a wonderful tribute to
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their worth that he was a constant attendant even
before he became a Rabbi (Lk. 4 :16). The Nazareth
synagogue was second home to him, nurse of his
patriotism and his devotion to the community. Jesus
began his work as a loyal supporter of his country's
institutions, and no doubt expected always so to
remain.

While the synagogue was the natural place for
Jesus to deliver his message, he found its limitations.
He met there the scribes and the Pharisees who
speedily developed a keen hostility to the new teach-
ing. It was doubtless this hostility, manifested
through the rulers of the synagogue, that finally
closed to him the opportunity of speaking at the
regular services. And the growing fame of Jesus
attracted such crowds that no synagogue would hold
them. The open was soon the only auditorium large
enough for him.

TISSOT: SERMON ON THE MOUNT
Matt. 5,06,7

Tissol, James (1836-1902)

Original: One of the series on The Life of Christ, painted during
the artist’s residence in Palestine, 1886-1895. Now owned
by the Brooklyn Institute, New York.

Reproductions:

This picture has all the verisimilitude of a photo-
graph; it shows us Galilee as it is today and perhaps
as it was in Christ’s time, Galilee the land of hills:
and valleys, of roads that carried all the world across
her surface, Galilee of the Lake that gleams like a
‘turquoise in its setting of opal hills. There is no
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doubt whatever about the artist's intention, for there
is only one view-point in the world that gives pre-
cisely this.

Jesus is standing on the edge of a broken crater
that forms one of the two ‘“ Horns of Hattin.” This
volcanic mountain lies a little to the north of the
modern carriage road that runs from Nazareth to
Tiberias, and not far from where the oldest road in the
world crosses it on its way from Damascus to Egypt.
Since the sixteenth century this has been regarded as
the place where Jesus delivered the Sermon on the
Mount. One cannot help wishing that a less sinister
spot had been pitched upon, for this old relic of
infernal fires has also been blasted by the fires of
Christian hatred and wet with Christian blood. Here
on July 4, 1187, the Crusaders fought their last fight
against Saladin. Almost where Jesus is standing
King Guy pitched his tent, and on the slopes below
us and to our right the terrible battle raged under a
pitiless sun. Seven times Saladin stormed this hill;
and here at last when the Christian power had been
shattered forever he slew his prisoners, — the Grand
Master of the Templars, Master of the Hospitallers,
the Lord of Kerak, Guy of Jerusalem, and two
hundred of the bravest knights. What a background
for the Sermon on the Mount!

Below us the valley of Abu el-Amis sinks away to
the lake. Where Tissot has shown us the multitude
pressing up to hear the word of life, the modern
traveler sees flocks of sheep and goats, the camels and
the black tents of Bedouins. On the slope of the hill
to the right Jesus is said to have fed the multitude
with the seven loaves; and beyond it on the shore of
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the lake lies Tiberias. The hill that begins to rise
to the left slopes gently for a mile beyond the pic-
ture, then ends in a great precipice honey-combed
with caves, where Herod the Great smoked out the
robbers. Below it by the shore is Magdala, that
gives its name to Mary Magdalene. The blue lake is
the Sea of Galilee, whose surface and precipitous
shores formed the theater of so much of Christ’s
ministry. The hills beyond are the land of the
Gergasenes, where the demonized swine ran down the
steep shore into the sea (Matt. 5 :1-20). Capernaum
lies nine miles away to the left at an angle of
forty-five degrees; Cana and Nazareth and Mt. Tabor
are behind to the right.

Tissot is accurate not only in his backgrounds but
in his costumes and his characters. We see here the
bright colors of the East; the long striped ‘ abba-
yeh,” or countryman’s coat of raw wool; the ‘ kaf-
fiyeh,” or head-cloth that falls to his shoulder; the
‘“ aghal,” or roll that keeps the cloth in place; the
light-colored under-gown with its cloth belt. We see
the women with their single long garment and the
head-cloth reaching to the waist or lower. They
bring their babies with them, astride on their shoulder
or their hip. The people sit or squat on the stones
or on the ground. Easily they leave their work or
their villages, and walk miles and miles to get some
message for their souls; for religion in the East is not
a matter of convenience, it is the breath of life.
Of course in a picture like this we must not look for
fine detail. It is impossible to see individual types
of character or to discover their peculiar spiritual
needs; nor can we discover the effect of Jesus’ teach-
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ing except that every one is listening intently and that
crowds and crowds are coming up from the populous
shore. Tissot no doubt intends just this. He is say-
ing: ‘See the magnetic power of this preacher who
can thus draw all men unto himself! "

This type of picture has its value. It helps us to
place the story in its setting; it makes us for the
moment see the narrative as it unfolded itself, and
feel the reality of it all as we might not other-
wise be able to. Most artists give us a translation
of the story into another language; Tissot always
speaks the language of Palestine. If he fails to give
us also the spiritual message we seek in the incident,
that is not the fault of the language he uses, but of
his lack of spiritual insight. Tissot is a painter but
not an artist; or perhaps more accurately an artist
but not a seer. For the seer’s insight we must turn
to the Italians or the Germans or the Pre-Raphaelites;
but the limitation of these seers is that they never
saw Palestine.

In comparing this out-door method of reaching
people with the synagogue method, one discovers the
special excellence of each. The synagogue furnished
Jesus at once with a religious audience. All who were
there were Jews and they had some sort of interest in
the religious aspirations of the nation. On the other
hand, the rulers of the synagogue were conservative
and they would not long continue to invite one to
speak who held in such contempt the scribes and
Pharisees and the religion they professed. It is
interesting to note that while at the beginning of the
ministry Jesus is constantly seen in the synagogues
in all the villages, as the work progresses there is less
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mention made of the synagogue and at last none at
all. But out-of-doors is the natural habitat of tbi
East. Men prefer it for work and play. There are
the great natural amphitheaters where a man can
speak to thousands, there are breezes to temper the
sun, there are the inspirations of long views and
ravishing colors, there are the illustrations close at
hand — the flowers arrayed like Solomon, the birds
that know no care, and all the types of life that walk
through the immortal parables. And for audience
there is the whole mixed world of Palestine and that
demi-monde of harlots and publicans who would never
have crossed the threshold of a synagogue. Out-of-
doors was Jesus’ opportunity.

On the other hand, the great crowds and the
spaces are inimical to the personal touch. Men
may hear the word in bunches, but they come into
the Kingdom one by one, each bringing his doubts
and his limitations and his problems. These Jesus
must deal with patiently and with infinite iteration,
or the seed that has sprung up will never bear fruit.®
As one reads the gospels one is struck by the fact
that out of the thousands who flocked to hear Jesus
and to be helped by him, only a handful became his
permanent disciples, and twelve of these were per-
sonally chosen before the days of the great crowds.
It was to this handful that Jesus gave most of his
teaching and his compamonshxp durmg the last third
of his ministry.
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BLOCH: “ COME UNTO ME”
Matt. 11 : 28-30

Bloch, Karl Heinrich (1834—-1890)

Original: a fresco in the Castle Frederiksberg, outside of Copen-
hagen, one of a series on the Life of Christ, painted between
1866 and 1884. '

Reproductions:

Bloch was a Danish painter and evidently used
Danish models for this picture. It is interesting to

* note how the various artists give us Italian Madonnas
or German apostles or Swedish Christs indifferently, and
if they have a message at all are able to express it in
any guise. That is because the fundamental needs
of the heart and the truths men live by are as broad
as the world and as deep as the soul. When Jesus
says ‘' Come unto me,” he speaks to the undifferen-
tiated substance of our common humanity, — or shall

e we say divinity? for it cries out not for temporal
satisfactions but for the living God.

This picture is a symbol: each person stands for a
type and represents a definite phase of spiritual life.
Let us study these people in order.

The man at:the right is a criminal. His hands are
bound with chains and his face still betrays the fear
of the hunted. He dares not touch the Master;
he even approaches from behind as if afraid of being
seen. He *“feebly trusts the larger hope’; his
hands are folded hesitatingly as if he felt that prayer
and its answer never could be for him, that for-
giveness and freedom were too wonderful to be
true.
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‘ Weary of earth and laden with my sin,
I look at heaven and long to enter in;
But there no evil thing may find a home,
And yet I hear a voice that bids me come."”

This longing to enter in is his passport to that land
of freedom. If he has faith but to touch the hem of
His garment, the shackles will fall away.

A man past middle life has thrown himself upon his
knees, and with a clutch almost of desperation draws
himself to the Master's side. His eyes are closed to
shut out the sight of this wretched world and to shut
in the vision of help and healing that has drawn him
here. Is his malady a sickness or a moral plague?
Something at least it is that has caused him infinite
wretchedness and has left him barely strength to stag-
ger to the Fount of Mercy. With the touch even of
the garments there comes something almost of ecstasy
into the face, as if at last, after years of pain, the
sufferer has found release;

“ And a gleam
As of the dawn on some dark forest cast,
Seems on thy lifted forehead to increase;
Lethe and Euno¥ — the remembered dream
And the forgotten sorrow — bring at last
That perfect pardon which is perfect peace.”

There is peace, too, on the face of the old man who
sits by the other side of Jesus. It is not the peace of
sin forgiven or of sickness past, for this kindly pa-
triarch has suffered little. He has toiled patiently
along life’s pathway, bearing without complaint the
trials of the road and cheering the hearts of his
fellow-travelers with his faith and courage. Now in
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his old age God has granted him a full vision of what
life means. The ideal he has followed afar off has
become flesh; Heaven has come down to earth, and
he at last beholds its glory, ‘‘ the glory as of the only-
begotten of the Father, full of grace and truth.”
His face might well be the face of Simeon as he cried,
‘ Now, Lord, letest thou thy servant depart in peace
according to thy word; for mine eyes have seen thy
salvation.”

The three on the left are perhaps mother and
daughter and son. Blessed mother, who has kept,
through all her life of toil, the aspirations of her
youth, and whose soul leaps up to greet this man of
God. Do you see how her peasant face is trans-
figured by this moment of realization? All she has
willed or hoped or dreamed of good she has suddenly
found to exist, not its semblance but itself. Her life
has been but a broken arc; here is the perfect round.
And with that joy come awe and self-abasement as she
realizes how poor her life has been. But how fortu-
nate for the daughter that at the beginning of her
womanhood she can have this vision of the perfect
life! All through her journey it will be her guide and
stay; and in the burden and heat of the day as she
pauses to raise her face to the sky, like the reapers
on Esdraelon, she will never fail to see the snows of
Hermon eternally white against the blue, and feel its
coolness and its balm. And the mother has brought
the lad with her. He is a little frightened, perhaps,
and puzzled. He is too young to know what it is to
see Jesus, but not too young to feel the pull of a great
personality at his heart. Soon the spiritual life in
him will come to consciousness; soon he will hear a
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voice saying, * Son, give me thy heart.” When that
day of awakening comes, will he see again in memory
this gracious figure with its hands stretched out to all
the world — stretched out to him? And before the
evil days come will he say those fateful words,
‘‘ Speak, Lord, for thy servant heareth ''?

There is only one discordant person in the picture.
He stands alone in the background, untouched by the
call. His hard face, in part concealed by his hard
hand, reveals the epitaph of a dead soul, of one who
has sinned away his day of grace, whose Will to
Believe in the unseen and the eternal has perished
under the impact of things that are seen and temporal.
The call of the market-place has long since drowned
the call of Heaven. Life’s values for him are all
minted with the superscription of Casar, and there is
nothing left for God. To such as him Jesus addressed
those pathetic words that are at the same time a
judgment, “ Ye will not come unto me that ye might
have life! .

Thus Bloch has given us not the seven ages of
Man, but seven aspects of the soul.
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CHAPTER VII
THE PARABLES

PICTURES FOR STUDY

Millet: The Sower

Millais: The Evil One Sowing Tares
Puvis de Chavannes: The Prodigal Son
Diirer: The Prodigal Son

Rodin: The Prodigal Son

Tissot: The Prodigal’s Return

Soord: The Lost Sheep

Bonifazio: Parable of the Rich Man
Burnand: The Great Supper

Hunt: Light of the World

No one has ever denied that the Parables of Jesus
are pre-eminent. They are the work of a Master
Teacher. Their chief virtues are three:

1. Each contains a single truth. Jesus never lost
his grip upon the essentials of his idea, never was be-
trayed into complex argument or fine-spun philos-
ophizing so that the main thought was obscured.

2. To embody this single truth he chose a concrete
image, a thing or a person well within the experience
of his hearers. Probably in most instances the sub-
ject of the parable was at hand as he spoke, so that
he had only to point to the sower in the field or the
merchant on the road or the laborers going into the
vineyard.

3. He knew how to throw the whole into an at-
tractive and rememberable form. Each was brief —
so brief that no one can retell the story in his own
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words so compactly; and usually the words took the
form of that ancient parallelism that makes Hebrew
poetry and proverbs so delightful. No other litera-
ture can rival the simple effectiveness of the short
epigrams in the Sermon on the Mount, or the longer
stories of the Sower, the Two Foundations, the Wise
and Foolish Virgins, the Talents. All this is not the
result of accident; it is skill that has become a fine
art. :

Only those parables are studied here that have
found a specially happy artistic treatment. Pictures
of other parables are listed in the introductory sec-
tion. If it is available, many will enjoy Eugéne
Burnand’s book of illustrations of the Parables; and
the fact that the text is in French will be no draw-
back.

MILLET: THE SOWER
Matt. 13:1-23; Mark 4:1-20; Luke 8 : 4-15

Millet, Jean Francois (1814-1875)

Original: The theme was long in his thoughts; sketched first in
his youth and modified gradually to its present proportions.
A picture showing the same figure on a less ample back-
ground is now in the Quincy Shaw collection, Boston. The
present canvas, exhibited in the Salon of 1850, is owned by
the Vanderbilt family of New York. When exhibited it was
criticised by some as the attempt of a Socialist to call atten-
tion to the ills of the peasantry! and it was praised by only
one critic. :

Reproductions: Taber-Prang, 1, 2, 13.

‘ Behold, a sower went forth to sow.” There is
something epic and elemental in this beginning of
Christ’'s parable: a noun and two verbs, with the
earth to stand on. In Millet’s picture there is hardly
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more: a man of unrecognized individuality but with
the figure of a peasant strides out across the hillside
and scatters the seed with a wide throw. The day
draws to a close, but still the oxen against the sky
plow on and the sower scatters on, for there is no
end to the work as there is none to the unfenced plain.
The one-act drama of toil is here universalized in its
most primitive setting. This sower is only one of the
unnamed millions who have gone forth to sow since
long before Adam’s date, and his landscape of sky
and brown earth is the soil out of which every sower
sprang and into whose exhaustless bosom he sinks
again. Each individual is but a member in the eter-
nally repeated sequence of man, work, bread. And we
feel as we look at this figure moving so inevitably
across the slope that some power of which he is not
aware is driving him on. Can it be the primal in-
stinct for life?

Mrs. Julia Cartwright says of this picture and its
painter: ‘‘ It is the first page in Millet's great epic
of labor. . . . He thought of the serious meaning of
the sower’s task, of the great issues that hang upon
the seed time, and of the new life that germinates in
the grain that he casts abroad to supply the bread
of the coming years. He remembered the old custom,
still practised in his boyhood, of uttering a few words
of prayer and sowing the first seed in the form of a
cross. And as he meditated over these old memories
the great picture grew into being. . . . In that solitary
figure, with his measured tread and superb action,
the whole spirit of the peasant’s calling is summed
up with a power and concentration of thought worthy
of Michelangelo.”” And we might add in view of
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the present crisis, that Millet has also painted here the
hardihood and devotion to duty that are immortaliz-
ing the peasant-soldiers around Verdun — indeed, the
entire peasantry of France.

Now it is interesting to reflect that Jesus also was
a peasant, and that like Millet he knew what it was
to earn his bread by the sweat of his brow. He
knew all the gamut of toil. From his shop-door in
Nazareth he could look down upon the ruddy plain
of Esdraelon and see the sowers going forth to sow.
Elemental things attracted him as they did Millet, —
the sowing and reaping and threshing, the grinding
and the baking, the drawing of water, the casting of
nets, the building upon the sand or the rock; and
like Millet, he made all of these elemental acts carry
a meaning.

In the sower Jesus saw not only himself but each
individual among his followers till the end of time.
He saw the infinite work involved in planting his
kingdom of love in the heart of man,— the long
hours from dawn till twilight, through the long round
of the seasons and the long trooping of the years.
He saw the barbarous lands far off where the good
seed ultimately must be sown. He saw the workers
fall by the wayside, and the never-ending procession
of the generations take their places. And over all he
saw the Lord of the Harvest yearning for yet more
laborers and for yet more bread for the unborn chil-
dren of tomorrow. He was saddened too by the
wastefulness and the disappointments of the sowing,
the failure of good seed on the rocky places, the loss
through harpy birds and strangling thorns; and he
knew the scant yield that comes from shallow soil
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—

and faulty plowing. The sower in the parable, as in
the picture, is not only a worker but a man of sorrows
and acquainted with grief.

In the spiritual life, as in the picture, there is a
compulsion that is deeper than our personal wills.
We may think it is duty that calls us, or hope that
beckons us across new fields of toil. Therefore in the
morning we sow the seed and in the evening with-
hold not our hand, spurred by the thought that upon
our faithful sowing depends our own fuller spiritual
life, and that our sixty- or hundred-fold may feed
other hungerers after righteousness. But this Will to
achieve the higher life is the push of an elemental
instinct; a manifestation of God'’s will that man shall
not live by bread alone and that to each generation
there shall be transmitted in fuller measure the spiri-
tual harvest of the past. The epic of Millet’s sower
is thus seen to be a fragment of a cosmic Epos of the
Spirit whose argument is the salvation of a race.

MILLAIS: THE EVIL ONE SOWING TARES
Matt. 13 :24-30; 36-43

Millais, Sir John Everett, Bart. (1829-1896)

Original: Exhibited at the Royal Academy in 1865; privately
owned in England.

Reproductions:

We have here the antithesis of Millet’s Sower.
In the former picture we saw toil that expended
itself in giving bread to the world; it was a vision of
sadness out of which would some day come joy.
The English Millais gives us a picture of grotesque

163



Millais: The Evil One Sowing Tares

joy out of which will come toil and disappointment
for the world, hatreds and bitterness without end.
One might imagine that the field here being sown is
just the other side of Millet's hill; that only an hour
ago while the bright sunset tints were glowing, the
faithful peasant of the other picture had strode over
this land, rejoicing in the rich soil and covering it in
imagination with the gold of harvest. But now in the
shadows an Evil One is undoing all the labor, sowing
the tares that spring up with deceptive blade and re-
fuse to disclose their worthlessness till the good grain is
choked and the hollow seeds have scattered to every
wind. The Evil One treads on the heels of the Good
One. It is a parable of enmity.

See how Millais has suggested an evil mind. This
old sinner with his Shylock face, his rough gabardine,
his hair blowing unkempt about, looks furtively over
his shoulder to make sure that he is not observed.
He clutches his sack of tares and chuckles over the
gorgeous mischief he is about to do. The eye gleams
with wicked delight, and one can easily see how
through his sowing there runs the thought of the good
man beyond the hill-crest who will shed tears a
month hence. Contrast the other Sower for a mo-
ment: the strong frank step, the unafraid sweep of
hand, the confidence that in due season God will send
his rain and sun and the harvest. Then look at this
craven, this stealer of the children's bread, this
sneaking libel on toil that ravens up life’s means in-
stead of increasing them. And lest we should not
read correctly this picture of unholy joy, Millais has
put in a wolf for hunger and a snake for craft. This
old man is both these things, the snake that strikes
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unseen and the wolf that devours what men have
provided for their living.

How good a symbol for the Devil is this? We do
not have the feeling here, as in Hofmann’s picture of
the Temptation, that this is meant to represent a
real personality; rather it is a disposition, a condi-
tion, a spiritual state. It is the essential quality of
whatever evil in the world arises from human wills.
It does not picture mal-adjustment merely; not the
evils that spring from chance or from limitations or
from natural forces which man has not learned how
to rule. Rather it shows us * pure cussedness’ —
the intent to injure; the Old Adam that will not
down; short-sighted selfishness that refuses to co-
operate; revenge for fancied slights; murderous hatred;
envy of another's good;—all fruits of the spirit of
an unorganized and undisciplined life. Millais could
hardly have pictured the Devil more accurately.

We do not have to fall back upon any mythical
Evil One to account for these facts in our experi-
ence. All we need is to have some Nathan point
his prophetic finger at our bosom and say, * Thou
art the man! " ’

PUVIS DE CHAVANNES: THE PRODIGAL SON
Luke 15 : 11-32

Puvis de Chavannes, Pierre Cécile (1824-1898)
Original: One of his few easel-pictures, painted in 1879; privately
owned.
Reproductions:
The Prodigal Son is such a universal type that he
has been portrayed successfully in widely different
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ways. Tissot has given us the most extreme individua-
tion in his four pictures of a young Englishman. In
the first he shows us a young man setting out from
his seasidle home, a typical English globe-trotter
down to his ‘‘ sticks,” his * luggage” and his travel-
ling tweeds. In the second, the hero dines riotously
with geisha girls in far-away Japan. In the third he
lands back in England from a cattle-steamer, while
the family in various states of mind are on the dock
to meet him. The fourth presents the rehabilitated
prodigal in college flannels coming across the home-
stead lawn from his boating. It is all modern and as
true as life. These pictures would have been pre-
sented here but for the fact that they are merely
illustrations: they translate into English the incidents
of the prodigal’s career but they make the most
meager transcription of his spirit. In Puvis de
Chavannes, on the other hand, the spectacular ac-
companiments of the story are not suggested, and the
whole appeal is made on the basis of an inner expe-
rience.

In the present picture we cannot tell what country
is given; it may be Palestine or China or France, —
as a matter of fact, it makes no difference. Only it
is a barren land, a hint, as it were, of the prodigal’s
wasted life; as the blasted tree speaks of his wrecked
fortunes and the pigs proclaim his degradation. The
youth is supposed to be taking care of the swine, but
he has turned his back on them. Business more im-
portant than they is on hand and is going to be set-
tled before the sun goes down. The wretched boy
sits on a ragged rock, himself in rags, and in the
intensity of his thought he hugs his naked breast and
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grips his legs together. He is a picture of want and
irresolute revery.

But our main interest centers in that one burning .
eye! Deep-set and haggard though it is, a light of
memory and of conscience redeems it and shows
us that the soul is still alive. Before it are passing
pictures out of his past, some faded and hideous, some
sweet and appealing; but the wonder of it is that
each of these pictures stands now in a different light
from what it did before, as if a wizard had wrought
on it with magic! There are the scenes of pleasure,
one by one, the episodes of the riotous living, once so
brilliant and altogether to be desired, but seen now
from the distance of this field of swine, so garish and
tawdry. Here comes the sequence of his loves, his
charmers, who once through the glamor of wine
secemed fit companions of the Graces, but now vam-
pires all, —“a rag and a bone and a hank of hair.”
There is the dull old home with the dull old people
in it; yet somehow those sober harmonies now begin
to glow with the richness of remembered dreams, and
in particular that father’s face tugs at the heart and
brings the hands instinctively to the bosom. How
the hard knocks of life have laid bare the eternal
values! The apples of Sodom that looked so fair in
their baskets of tinsel have turned to ashes at the
touch, and what once seemed only dross now gleams
like gold. O son, son! Haven't you had enough of
wilfulness and sin, the wages of which the devil is now
paying you to the uttermost farthing? Hold fast, I
pray you, to that picture of the old home till its outlines
shut out every other sight, — and at the door the bowed
and gray old father looking long, long, long, for you!
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DURER: THE PRODIGAL SON
Luke 15 : 11-32
Direr, Albrecht (1471-1528)
Original: a drawing.
Reproductions:

Diirer presents a moment subsequent to that in
Puvis de Chavannes’ picture. The prodigal has come
to himself. He has held the memory of the old home
steadily in mind till it has burned down into his soul
and scorched the will into action. So he kneels
among the pigs, and prays.

This picture is realism of the right kind. We are
in a fifteenth century German village — likely enough
a back-yard of old Nuremberg, whose quaintness even
now travellers go far to see. Here are the long steep
roofs with the drooping eyes of windows staring from
the slopes. Here are chimney-pots and gables and
towers, and an ample thatch-roofed barn on the right.
Wheels. A harrow lying points up. A dunghill in
which a cock scratches lustily. A split log hol-
lowed into a trough. Pigs! —all sizes and in all
stages of desire and satisfaction, one at least with
both feet in the trough in order to get all the joy
there is in feeding. The great boar beyond the prodi-
gal looks sideways up to make sure that his keeper is
not preparing to feed also, while the vicious one op-
posite prepares to see that he shall not! What a
place for prayer! This poor fellow needed no sweet
persuasion to draw him to the throne of grace, no
glamor of the ‘‘ long-drawn aisle and fretted vault,” or

*“ Storied windows richly dight,
Casting a dim religious light.”
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These for religious sybarites and saints surfeited with
grace! Soul-hunger wrought this miracle. * God be
merciful to me a sinner” unlocked the windows of
heaven and brought the deluge of the blessing of
forgiveness. Who shall say what thoughts and half-
formed prayers brought him to this pass of decision? —
but Diirer no doubt means to indicate by that intel-
lectual and cultured face that consciousness of degrada-
tion had something to do with it. Like Ibrahim
ben Adhem of the Muslim faith, he heard a voice
crying, ‘ Thou wast not born for this!” And that
better self which he had so long kept locked in the
dungeons of forgetfulness broke down the door and
claimed its right to rule. This is proof that he is
better than the swine, though fallen lower than they:
for they are happy with the husks, while his soul is in
torment till it finds its way back, not to the full table
of the Father, but to the Father's heart. Surely the
One who first drew the outlines of this parable knew
all the depths of the human soul!

RODIN: THE PRODIGAL SON

Rodin, Auguste Frangois (1840- )

Orsginal: A marble statue first shown in an exhibition of the
sculptor’s works in 1900; now, by his gift, the property of
the State.

Reproductions:

One more interpretation of this prodigal's experi-
ence, this time by a Frenchman. With Rodin as
with Diirer, the supreme moment is the * coming to
himself.” But Direr conceives that moment to occur
because the prodigal realizes his physical degradation:
he, the delicately-nurtured son of respectability,
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brought so low that he envies the very pigs their
happiness! Rodin, on the other hand, has nothing to
suggest about swine, there are no externals whatever
—not even rags to screen the prodigal’'s shame: he
will have us understand that a naked soul is wrestling
with God. This prodigal is the most profound and
the most spiritual of all.

The statue is a marvel. The lines are executed with
a haunting beauty while the face and pose express en-
treaty that is nothing less than passionate. One's
dominant impression of it is of two arms straining
to heaven in an agony of prayer. It is a true * De
profundis.” The soul has gone so low that it can go
no lower, and the way back has been lost. ‘ The
pains of Hell gat hold ” on him, and a cry has gone
up that would rend heaven. It is a translation into
stone of passage after passage of the penitential
Psalms:

“ Out of the depths have I cried unto thee, O Lord.”

“ Hide not thy face from me,
Lest I become like them that go down into the pit.”

“ O Lord, why castest thou off my soul?
Why hidest thou thy face from me? "

* Thy fierce wrath is gone over me;
Thy terrors have cut me off.”

‘“ Have mercy upon me, O God, according to thy
lovingkindness:
Wash me thoroughly from mine iniquity,
And cleanse me from my sin.
For I acknowledge my transgressions;
And my sin is ever before me.
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Against thee, thee only, have I sinned,
And done that which is evil in thy sxgbt

Purge me with hyssop, and I shall be clean:
Wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.
Create in me a clean heart, O God,

And renew a right spirit within me.

Cast me not away from thy presence;

And take not thy holy Spirit from me."”

Is all this the language of the Prodigal? It can
be nothing else. It is the cry of an outraged con-
science, the like of which has tortured every breast
since guilty Cain; it is the wail of the Eumenides as
they hunt the soul through all the mazes of subterfuge
till they bring it at last to bay. And although the
Father stands at the home-door with straining eyes
and outstretched arms, no power can turn our guilty
feet toward him till we are ready to sob out, * Father,
I have sinned! "’

Rodin’s Prodigal has reached that pass.

TISSOT: THE PRODIGAL’'S RETURN
Luke 15 : 11-32

Tissot, James (1836-1902)

Original: One of the series on the Life of Christ, painted during
the artist’s residence in Palestine, 1886-1895. Now owned
by the Brooklyn Institute, New York.

Reproductions:

The parable of the Prodigal would not be com-
plete without some representation of the home-coming.
Artists have been less frequently drawn to this inci-
dent of the story, and when they have attempted to
portray it they have succeeded rather poorly. Some
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show the riches and the comforts of the home; some
show the kindly indulgence of the father who is happy
that the wild oats have now all been sown; some
show the happiness of the restored wanderer; and
one (Burnand) shows him hiding behind a tree in the
lawn till he can overcome his shame and get courage
enough to approach the house. Tissot is the only
one, so far as the writer can discover, who has gotten
at the heart of the matter: and the truth he teaches
is that two souls have been suffering.

Here is the meeting — the boy and the old man.
It takes place in one of those Syrian city lanes where
the buildings overarch the way. Doors to several
houses open out upon the lane, and curious people
lean forth, Eastern fashion, to see the strange sight.
A grave old fellow stands at the extreme right and
shows by the position of his hands that he finds this
a moving spectacle. The two chief figures are dressed
in modern Eastern style, which may or may not ap-
proximate the clothing of two thousand years ago.
The Prodigal is on his knees with his arms about his
father's waist; the father is embracing his son's
head and trying in vain to kiss the ashamed and
repentant boy.

The figure of the old man is most appealing. He
is feeble and broken in spirit, but all the strength that
remains to him is here poured forth in self-effacing
forgiveness. It is as if the long strain were over for
him too, the anxious and lonely days, the endless
nights of wakefulness, the daily endeavor to picture
what good or what ill is today crossing the pathway
of the wayward son: — Now perhaps he is in Antioch,
now in Tarsus; now, alas! he may be in wicked
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Ephesus where virtue, they say, is dead; now Euro-
clydon that wails across the bay from the rolling sea
may be dashing him on the cruel Lybian strand, or
the pirates be putting him up for sale in the slave-
market at Delos! As the heart of Elisha went forth
with Gehazi, so has the father’s heart gone step by
step out into the dark, following by some instinctive
clairvoyance the erring feet down the broad road to
sin. And just as the father’s heart knows Sin to be
worse than misery and want, so it assures him that no
lever in this world or the next is so powerful to raise
the fallen as Forgiveness. So while the boy is stam-
mering through the speech that was to settle his
status as a slave, the father pours the flood-tides of re-
deeming love into his soul, and the words so carefully
rehearsed are swept away into the great gulf of forget-
fulness.

Try, if you please, to invent a different ending for
this story. Make the old man rebuff the boy at first;
have him stand on his dignity and require of the
rascal proofs of his change of heart; let him read him
a sermon on wild oats before the forgiving kiss is
bestowed; have him take the penitent at his word —
as he richly deserves to be taken —and try him out
with the slaves for a year or two, till the family
pride, or outraged justice, is satisfied. Imagine, in
short, any possible ending but this, and you have de-
stroyed the noblest picture of redeeming grace ever
created, and lowered God to the level of man’s virtue.
Heathen religions in plenty, and some versions of the
Christian religion, furnish us with the alternatives
suggested above, or worse; Christ alone shows us the
suffering Father who saves by forgiving.
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SOORD: THE LOST SHEEP
Luke 15 : 3-7

Soord, Alfred ( -1916)
Original:
Reproductions: Taber-Prang, 1, 2, 4, 13.

The trouble with most ‘“ Good Shepherds” is that
they are good for nothing. The theme has been
handled over and over again from the time of the
Catacombs down, but usually one sees the same type
of picture, the figure of a pretty man holding a lamb
in his bosom. To one who has seen shepherds in
Palestine there is something particularly repugnant:
in such a representation. No real shepherd ever
wore the elegant draperies that adorn these artists’
models. No shepherd ever sported such ambrosial
curls or posed so gracefully, or showed such an absence
of character in his face. On the contrary, when you
come upon a real shepherd in the shepherd’s country,
something is apt to grip your heart and your throat.
Shepherding there is a man’s job! There you see the
rough jacket made of a fleece turned wool-side in; the
bare bronzed bosom, the bare legs scratched with the
thorns, the rough shoes of rawhide, the great club of
oak with its knot on the end heavy enough to fell a
bear; the high-stepping stride and the muscles like
steel that endure the tramps over rocky country, the
fearless eye that can face danger alone; and you often
see a lamb in the strong arms. Such is the person
Jesus had in mind when he said “1 am the Good
Shepherd.”

Soord has presented something like the original
parable, — not the one about the sheep-fold in John
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10 : 1-16, but the parable of the Lost Sheep in Luke,
which is a parable of rescue. This sheep is lost.
No careful shepherd would have led his flock into
such a pasture as this; the foolish sheep herself is
responsible for the situation. Too much self-confi-
dence, too adventurous a spirit, ignorance of the preci-
pices and of the eagles circling high in the blue and
waiting for things to die! Or was it sheer careless-
ness? Whatever the cause, here she is, clinging to the
edge of nothing, unable to move, with the great gulf
below and the eagles drawing nearer and nearer.
Night and storm are shutting in. The situation is
desperate.

A copy of this picture hangs in the room where the
writer is accustomed to lecture to theological stu-
dents. One day while the room was being used for a
meeting of the Trustees, the President noticed that
tears were rolling down the cheeks of one of the older
members of the Board. As soon as opportunity
offered he asked what the trouble was. '

“ It is that picture,” said the man. ‘1 have been
looking and looking at it, and I see how truly it
pictures me. I was just where that sheep is. I had
lost my way. There was nothing below but the bot-
tomless pit, and the eagles were coming down. Then
Christ found me and saved me."”

That was a simple statement of facts, but the facts
were of transcendent importance for that individual:
when he thought on them the fountains of the great
deep were broken up! So simply and so forcefully
may an artist picture the most profound truths of our
experience. )
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BONIFAZIO: PARABLE OF THE RICH MAN
Luke 16 : 19-31

Bonsfasio, Veronese 1, or Veneziano (1490?-1540)

Orsginal: 6’ 8" x 14’ 2", figures life size. Painted at the order of
Cardinal Grimani. Dives is said to be Henry VIII, and the
left courtesan Anne Boleyn, a reflection on that king's anti-
papal policy. Bought of the family of Grimani by Prince
Eugene and given to the Academy in Venice, where it now is.

Reproductions:

The parable of Dives and Lazarus is one of the most
vivid and searching that Jesus uttered. Bonifazio,
though not a great artist, has entered sympathetically
into the first part of the story, producing in this
picture a piece of sentiment that in spite of time re-
tains much of its original effectiveness.

We are looking in upon a rich man’s villa. The
house extends far to the rear and to the left, and be-
yond are the pleasure gardens. In the spacious
piazza some of the servants train a horse, one gives a
hound a drink, another worries a falcon, while others
are busy with household tasks. In the foreground
three groups catch our eye. On our left, Dives him-
self in dark red robe of richest material sits with two
courtesans at table. The banquet is over, but he
lingers over the wine and the music. He turns to
pay a compliment to the woman on his right, holding
out to her a golden bowl: the woman is a belle,
with peach-and-cream complexion and with a gor-
geous dress of velvet rose, the sleeves of puffed satin.
The second group is a piece of poetic imagination. A
sweet-faced girl is singing to the accompaniment of
her mandolin, while a cellist and a flute-player fill
in the counterpoint. A little negro dwarf, sumptuously
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and fantastically clad, holds the music book for them.
The second courtesan, whose face certainly belies her
trade, leans down gracefully to listen. She is by all
odds the most attractive character in the picture,
sweet, pensive, almost melancholy. The music has
touched a tender chord in her bosom, for she turns
away from her luxurious lord who still holds her
hand, and she looks far away at the days of her
innocence — the days that are no more. The face
and the position suggest the melancholy sweetness of
Wordsworth as he listened to the Highland Reaper
singing of
‘‘ Old, unhappy, far-off things,
And battles long ago."”

All this is Bonifazio’s translation of the * purple and
fine linen’” and the * fared sumptuously,” into the
Venetian dialect. There was many a Dives in Venice
in the sixteenth century.

Contrasting with this and in a way completing the
accuracy of this transcription from Italian life is
Lazarus the beggar. No more perfect beggar was
ever drawn. There may be more ragged ones and more
wretched ones, but none more psychologically correct.
Notice the approach on one knee, the gracefully in-
sinuated hand, the intentionally appealing eye, —
yes, even the soft and tearfully modulated voice that
is just low enough not to distract from the music and
just loud enough to form an accompaniment of pleas-
ing melancholy, to be the proper foil to the joys of
the feast. Here is the antithesis mentioned in the
parable: “ Thou in thy lifetime receivedst thy good
things, and Lazarus likewise evil things.” Bonifazio
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has given us a hint that some day the conditions
will be reversed; for in the background to the right
he has placed a burning building — type of Gehenna
‘“ where the fire is not quenched.”

The artist was no doubt intent on painting a
masterpiece for the good cardinal rather than preach-
ing a sermon. Nevertheless the parable on which it
is based carries its lesson of everlasting truth. It is
this: Dives was sent to torment not because he was
rich but because he ignored the responsibilities of
riches. Lazarus may have been no saint, but as a
human being he was entitled to help that he did not
get, and God made the loss good to him. The parable
is couched in the phraseology and the imagery of the
day, and we are not warranted in building a theologi-
cal structure upon such a slight foundation; but the
ethical principle, which Jesus here elevates into a
religious principle, is unmistakable and true. In the
parable of the Last Judgment Jesus elaborates it still
further and makes benevolence a cornerstone in his
theory of life. Blessed is the heart that feels and the
hand that serves, for of such is the kingdom of Love.

BURNAND: THE GREAT SUPPER
Luke 14 : 12-24

Burnand, Eugene (1850- )
Original: Exhibited in the International Exposition at Paris in
1898; now in the museum at Winterthur (?).
Reproductions: Braun & Co., F. I. E.
This is not a great picture, but it induces revery;
and the revery may outrun what is here given, just
as the artist’s fancy has outrun the gospel story.
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Burnand: The Great Supper

The parable speaks of one servant who was messenger
to the outcast, but here the children and the servants
of the household are all messengers. This is more
than Eastern hospitality; it is a parable of the Spirit
of Christ.

See what we have. In the background through the
trees gleams a grand house. Garlands festoon the
walls, the windows stand wide open, and the Lord of
the Manor looks forth with a kindly impatience be-
cause his hospitality has had to wait so long. Servants
with baskets of good things on their heads are hurry-
ing toward the festal hall. Under the trees by the
house a table had been spread where a few of the
early comers are being entertained. Nearer us a
group of children stand, while a sweet-faced lady puts
on their wedding garments. In the foreground to the
right, a son in white bows graciously to the arriving
guests and with voice and gesture speaks his father’s
welcome. And here you must observe that the figure
in the window, tiny as he is with distance, is the true
center of the composition. The servants hurrying
on our right, the lithe contours of the son and the
broad path itself all point toward him; and on our
left, by gesture or by grouping, the figures lead our
eyes to the same Master of the House. This is his
feast, his invitation; it is his spirit that inspires all.
The supreme joy also will be his.

The larger part of the picture is concerned with the
procession of the poor, the maimed, the halt and
blind, representatives of the submerged nine-tenths
who never once have had an inkling of how the other
tenth live. This group is not so much a study in

« wretchedness as in limitations. The people are poor
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but respectable, they have clothing yet and character;
but toil and poverty have kept them down below the
level of opportunity. Take them one by one:—
the blind old grandfather; the mother with the pa-
tient face and the almost broken spirit; her husband,
suspicious of the rich whose freedom from toil he
long has envied; the little girl and her bashful
brother; the lame man whose only hope of getting
there lies in the strong shoulders of his helpers; that
woman’s face beyond his, her eyes of curious joy
peering from beneath the hand; and that last group,
especially the young woman whose sensitive eagerness
is so appealing. When the ordeal is over and they
return to their obscurity, they will be happy tolive
this golden day over many times in memory!

But the sweetest part of the picture is the Children
of the Home; that innocent one who leads the way,
that grave young boy with the olive twig of peace,
those two strong helpers of the lame — clean-limbed,
clear-eyed, their father’s joy and crown. Even the
servant in the dark tunic has caught the gentleness of
this house of hospitality, and points the timid ones
to the waiting Master. Oh, the graciousness of this
welcome! It is not the spirit of condescension but the
true spirit of noblesse oblige that flows down from the
open window through the children to the hearts of
the poor.

Who does not stand condemned before this picture
when he turns the parable upon himself? Where
here are we? Is this our house in spirit, — humble
though our actual roof may be? Are these chil-
dren our thoughts and deeds searching the lanes of
wretchedness and compelling the dwellers to come in?
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Is ours the graciousness of the welcoming son, as we
think of the riches and the opportunity of the Father's
house? Or is that manor-house our church, towards
whose doors the poor are flocking, and is the gospel
feast there offered food indeed for the down-and-out?
If all this were so, then the hungry would long ago
have been fed, and the world's bitterness would have
been healed. But instead we hear the hard voices of
the wretched and the lonely and the sinful, rising
from tenement and shop and our neighbor’s door;
and their words stand as our condemnation: “1I
was hungry and ye gave me no meat, naked and ye
clothed me not, sick and in prison and ye visited
me not.”

HUNT: LIGHT OF THE WORLD
John 8 : 12; Rev. 3 :20

Hunt, William Holman (1827-1910)

Original: Painted in 1854, his first success, and that a doubtful
one in the estimation of the public! It has since become
immensely popular. The original hangs in a chapel of
Keble College, Oxford. A replica hangs in St. Paul’s, London,
on a pier in the south aisle.

Reproductions: Taber-Prang, 1, 2, S, 6, 13, 18.

The emotional value of this picture cannot be ex-
pressed by any half-tone or photograph, for it lies to
a large extent in color. Whether one looks at the
original or at the more frequently seen replica the
effect is the same; it is a romance, a poem, a sym-
phony, a dream, in which the wizardry of pigment
changes a plain mental image into pulses of living
fire.

Imagine the grass as deeply green as mountainous
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storm-waves at sea; the flowers and fallen fruit as
lustrous as frost and light can make them. Imagine
the cobalt blue of night and the radiance of stars
tempered by the faintest imaginable flush of dawn.
Imagine the soft and spotless robe of Christ illumi-
nated and shadowed by the ruddy gold of the candle-
light; the rich embroidery of the outer mantle shim-
mering partly with light from the east and partly
with hidden fire of its own; the enormous brooch
blazing with the dartled gleams of ruby and emerald,
jacinth and chrysoprase. Imagine also the door, —
not plain wood, but gray with weather and stained
with the umbers and the chromes of iron-rust from the
hinges and the nails; and the weeds all stark with
autumn brown and * the sere, the yellow leaf.”” Then
you must imagine the face with its fringe of chest-
nut beard and hair, its eyes of blue, and its coronet of
gleaming gold and bramble ivy-green. If your soul
is keyed to sensuous beauty, this picture sweeps all
the strings.

But it is not color alone that has made this picture
immortal — as it surely is immortal. There is a
wealth of meaning in it that reveals itself in deeper
and deeper levels as your thought and fancy play
over it. It is a many-sided symbol that speaks now
of poetry, now of myth, now of philosophy, and always
of the spiritual life; while all of these aroused mem-
ories and depths and insights vibrate and echo within
you not as sharply defined idea but as cadences of feel-
ing. It is music mingled with memory and prophecy.

» » » » *

A pilgrim and a stranger stands before the door of

my soul. I have closed the door in his face; or
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rather it has long been closed and bolted in anticipa-
tion of such a call. Not for a twelve-month have I
opened the door; the grass without shows no foot-
print, and the rank growths of weed and ivy have
flowered and cast their seed and withered undisturbed,
and the bats cling by day and hover about the eaves
by night. If the truth must be told, I have never
once opened this door of my soul, and I do not
intend to open it. There is nothing outside but the
great world lying in darkness; and within I am at
home. But I hear the knocking, knocking, — or is it
my tell-tale heart beating, beating, as I stand in
trepidation just within the door, my ear almost against
it.

Though I do not open the door, I see as with
clairvoyancy the person of my visitor. He is clad in
a seamless robe spotlessly white, such as priests wear
when they minister in holy places, such as the High
Priest wears when he enters within the veil to make
atonement for the sins of the people. Is he indeed
a priest, and has he come to make possible for me an
access to God? Shall I somehow find in him a Media-
tor, who would gather to himself all that I fain would
be and cannot, and thus take my better self, in his
own person, into the Holy of Holies and ask upon it
the blessing of the Most High? My soul needs such
a priest, for what I now am could not see God and
live.

But there is another robe — too rich for the priestly
office. None but kings should so clothe themselves
in glory, the glory of tapestries of the thread of gold,
with brede of pearl and pattern of woven jewels.
None byt kings should wear a brooch like this.
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One side, like Aaron’s breastplate, is studded with
the twelve precious stones of the tribes of Israel;
it is the Covenant of the Law. And on the other
side flashes the circle of eternity with twelve precious
stones of the foundations of the New Jerusalem;
while between them, with an arm stretched out to
each, is a Cross, binding the Old Covenant to the New
and holding in place upon the person of the wearer
the robe of sovereignty. Has this stranger also come
to rule over me? And by what compulsion shall he
bring my soul under his sway?

- And I see crowns. One crown is gold, the circlet
edged with rays and set with jewels. This must be an
ancestral, an eternal crown, placed upon his brow
by a royal Father in token of his right to rule. But
the other is a crown of thorns, placed there by his
enemies as a token of hate and a badge of suffering.
Has he worn this wretched crown to remind me of the
shame he once endured, to show how love can conquer
hate, and through suffering lead the world’s heart
back to God? And lo, a miracle! The thorns have
now lost their sharpness, the dead bramble lives
again and has put forth leaves “ that shall be for the
healing of the nations.”

I can feel the light the stranger carries beating
through my door and into my brain. Its ray is
golden on the garment and shows the utter purity of
this robe of righteousness; but it smites all else like
the fierce light of conscience and throws the shadows
of the stalks of the dead past upon my door. It
burns into my sight also the red apples that the trees
have cast before my dwelling. Does the fruit belong
to me — and this orchard that somehow I have not
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seen till now? There are in my memory fragments of
a story of an ancestral orchard and of forbidden fruit,
of disobedience and a flaming sword, of a lost Paradise
and a curse of darkness that should blind the genera-
tions till a Sun of Righteousness shall arise with heal-
ing in his wings. The East is now flushing with
dawn; can it be He? And gleaming through the
silhouetted trees I see the shimmer of a river, as of
the water of life, clear as crystal; and through the
branches, stars of hope paling in the light they have
heralded. Is all this light and beauty for me? And
has the heart of this visitor led him to my door
while it is yet dark that I may not miss even the
first beam of the golden dawn of day?

I seem to see a tenderness and a love like this in
the stranger’s face; a love that has known suffering,
a tenderness that penetrates a heart of adamant like
the imponderable ether, a patience that will knock
and knock till the stars are old, a silent will to rule
that, though it urge its claim with gentleness, will
no more be turned back than will the dials of time.
What shall I do with this strange and kingly pilgrim?

‘* Knocking, knocking, who is there?
Waiting, waiting, grand and fair!
'Tis a pilgrim, strange and kingly;
Never such was seen before.

Ah, my soul, for such a wonder
Wilt thou not undo the door? ”

‘“ Behold, I stand at the door and knock. If any
man hear my voice and open the door, I will come in
to him, and will sup with him, and he with me.”
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CHAPTER VIII
THE MINISTRY OF HEALING

PICTURES FOR STUDY

Hofmann: Healing the Sick

Keller: The Awakening

Keller: Raising the Daughter of Jairus
Zimmermann: Christ the Consoler

With Jesus, teaching and healing went hand in
hand. He does not seem to have held a modern
theory that one must prepare the way for a spiritual
ministration by first providing a full dinner-pail and a
dispensary. Jesus concerned himself primarily with
sin and its elimination, and would gladly have left to
others the secondary work of relieving misery. The
Kingdom of God was for him not meat and drink,
but righteousness and peace. But naturally he could
not shut his eyes to the suffering that surrounded
him. Professor Kent has given us a graphic picture
of these conditions and Jesus’ life in the midst of
them in his Life and Teachings of Jesus (p. 97).

‘“Since the days of Alexander the vice of the East
and the West had poured into Palestine. Wrong
living and thinking had distorted the bodies and minds
and souls of men. At every turn beggars, afflicted
with all kinds of loathsome diseases, cried for help
and healing. Oriental charity then as now was lavish;
but it pauperized rather than permanently relieved
the needy. The lot of the insane was especially
pitiable. The current scientific explanation of most
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types of insanity attributed it to malignant demons
that took possession of those abnormally afflicted.
The victims of insanity also shared this ancient
theory, and it only added to the horrors of their
hallucinatio