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Ir there are doubts, and differences of opinion, and
justifiable repudiations of those reproaches made by
the enemies of Catholicity in Ireland, who say that
the means of the people are squandered on the
building of churches in a quantity altogether beyond
its needs, there can,among those who are best qualified
to know, be no doubt or difference of opinion,
or repudiation whatever of the fact, that, as far
as artistic excellence is concerned, the money laid
out on those churches has, in the great majority of
cases, been lamentably squandered. It is not
pleasant to think of this; and the feeling of dis-
satisfaction is scarcely lessened by the further fact
that our so-called church art is not in a very much
worse state than the modern church art of any
other country. The reason for this complete decay
of art in the churches, where once it found its
chief inspiration and support, may be ascribed
in the first place to the secular spirit of the
Renaissance, which drew away the artist gradually,
to seek his inspiration in worldly pomp, and the
palaces of princes, so that now for many years
church art became tainted with secularism, until
at last the greatest masters almost ceased to
occupy themselves with religious subjects at all.
In the next place it may be ascribed to the trade
architect and the decorative tradesman, both
products of the modern spirit of vulgarity, which
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vi PREFACE.

gradually evolved itself with the development of
machinery and commerce. It was then that the
middle classes first discovered that machine-made
imitations in sham materials of the splendours in the
palaces could be produced at comparatively little
cost, and that the tradesman could, for all purposes’
concerning the discrimination of the middle classes,
take the place of old occupied in the world by the
artist. Thus for the first time in thehistoryof mankind,
there was brought into existence the cheap. In the
great ages all art was real art. Therich had sumptu-
ous art, and the poor simple art ; but now the middle
classes got to .despise the simple art of the poor, and
as they could not afford thesumptuous art of the
rich, they had recourse to its cheap imitation. This is
the real vulgarity—the vulgarity of pretension and
sham—the vulgarity of the intellect, beside which the
vulgarity of manners is comparatively inoffensive. It
is an absurdity, too, like that of the middle classes in
Russia, who cannot afford the furs of the nobles, and
«consider the sheep skins of the peasants not
Tespectable, and consequently shiver in their cheap
respectability. Thus after a while this cheapness or
villgarity or respectability, or whatever anyone
‘may wish to call it, having been invented by the
‘middle class, gradually got adopted by all classes,
‘until the upper classes have probably now
become the:most essentially vulgar of any in the
materialism and thinly veneered savagery of their
‘tastes. Of'course such a change in the world could
not fail to be detrimental to art in generayl, but above
:all to ecclesiastical art, because the artist had
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previously got estranged from it, as I have already
shown. :

The admirable book, A7 and Ircland, to which I
gladly write this Preface, has for its chief theme
the saving of modern church design and ornament
from the crude paw of the tradesman, and their
restoration, as in the olden time, to the delicate
hand of the artist. Its author, Mr. Robert Elliott,
has been known. for some years by his art
criticisms in the Dublin press, which have,
because of their sound views, borne fruit in a
sporadic betterment of ecclesiastical ornamentation
in Ireland. - But the improvement has only
appeared just enough to be perceptible. A very
great deal has yet to be done. It only can be
hoped that this work of an artist like Mr. Elliott,
who has a real knowledge of his subject, will
be widely read and considered by every patron of
art in Ireland, more especially by ecclesiastics,
because with them is the chief patronage. The
spirit in which it is written is sympathetic and
constructive, and not, like so much current criticism,
merely capricious, denunciatory, and barren. Mr.
Elliott, like all artists and persons of taste, is shocked,
not at the amount, but at the inferiority of our
modern churches. That they are very bad no person
of taste can doubt ; but, I repeat, I donot think them
really inferior to the modern churches of any other
country. It is only because Ireland, having had her
old churches destroyed in greater numbers, was
forced to build a greater number of new churches ;
and so the proportion of  tradesmen’s art over-
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whelms us more here with its vaster hideousness.
We are not really worse except in a greater profusion
of badness, and we have probably as much real art
as there is in the modern churches of any land.
If England boasts of Westminster Cathedral we
can boast of Killarney Cathedral and of Maynooth
College Chapel, which are in their style quite as fine.
It is true, Maynooth is ruined by its furniture,
decoration, and stained glass; but Westminster
Cathedral in time will be ruined also, if the quality
of decoration that I saw begun there, is not much im-
proved. On the other hand, I doubt whether, in
any of the English Catholic or modern Protestant
Churches, there could be found so many real works of
art as are in Loughrea Cathedral, and I am sure that
among the smaller modern churches of England,
there is nothing, for charming originality and artistic
feeling, to compare with the parish church of Spiddal.

Now the question is, how are we to find a
practical remedy for the miserable decadence
of churchart ? 'What work is already done cannot
unhappily be remedied, and, of course, what
will be done in the future must be little in
comparison to what has already been done. But
it is important that this little should be done
well. How may that be ?  Mr. Elliott suggests
that the clergy should cease to employ the
commercial manufacturer of bad art, and employ
the artist instead. That is, of course, excellent
advice. The common sense of it is obvious. In
serious illnesses we employ physicians or surgeons,
to prescribe for us, not apothecaries, as in serious
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law suits, barristers to plead for us, not attornies.
Why, therefore, should we in such important
matters as ecclesiastical design and ornament employ
the commercial manufacturer of bad art, instead of
the artist 7 The reasonableness and simplicity of
this argument would seem beyond all cavil. I
have often myself used it to the clergy, but I do not
believe they ever really understood me. The reason
is that eesthetics are not looked upon by them,
or the generality of mankind, as a serious study,
like medicine or law, but rather as a species of fan-
tastic frivolity, about which nearly all persons are or
consider themselves or anyone else qualified to pro-
nounce judgment. Consequently, when they find
themselves liking the tradesman’s artistic rubbish, as
is natural with those who understand nothing of art,
which is really the most difficult of sciences, with pit-
falls even for experts, they are, on the other hand, in
the case of the true artist, repelled by those very
excellences which give a work distinction in the eyes
of a judge. Therefore it is only folly for patrons to
persevere in their present course or to try to exalt the
tradesman above the artist. It is useless to say that,
because they admire the great art of the Church in the
Middle Ages and the Renaissance, they ought to know
what good modern work is. They are only deceiv-
ing themselves when they think they admire
this great art. They cannot admire it, and admire
the modern tradesman’s church art at the same
time. What understanding can there be of the
stained glass at Chartres, for instance, when the
modern puppet-like drawings of foreign' or native
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tradesmen are chosen to obscurewith their crude dirty
colour our church windows ? Ido not think, therefore,
there is any hope of betterment to be expected by
merely suggesting to have the artist substituted for
the tradesman. 1 repeat I do not believe that the
idea, simple and full of common sense though it
is, cani be made generally comprehensible so as
to lead to its adoption. Something more strik-
ing and drastic will have to be done, if there
is to be any real improvement. My proposi-
tion is this: I would reverently urge upon the
ecclesiastical authorities, if they have any respect
for enlightened public opinion, to establish a
committee of recognised artists, who, no one can
have the hardihood to deny, should be the best
judges in such matters, and to let no church
building or decoration be carried out that will not
be approved of by this committee. If only such
a body could have been formed, when the era of our
modern church building began, how different, how
interesting, it would be to possess so much artistic
work all through the country to-day. At the
worst we would have been saved the mortification
of seeing ecclesiastical art, which was once so great,
and the admiration of the highest artists, now
debased by the trade architect, the trade sculptor,
the trade decorator, and the stained glass tradesman
to be an object of pity and horror to persons of
artistic taste. ¢
EDWARD MARTYN
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‘“ WHAT is the good of talking art to Ireland now ? >
asked a writer in a weekly journal—The Leader—:
three years ago. He doubtlessly voiced the opinion’
of a very large section of Irishmen ; a questionable’
opinion it was—and the article in which it
appeared elaborated that opinion—and it meant’
that it was no use *‘ talking art” to Ireland at
all. She was to become commercially prosperous
first. That article by a well-known writer, who
assumes the nom de guerre of *“Pat” I noticed
at the time. I have not included my reply, or rather.
my criticism of his standpoint, in the selected
essays published in the following book ; but -as
this book has for one object the setting before
Irishmen some of the reasons why it is still
necessary to talk art to Ireland, and to condemn
a very great deal of what has already been talked
to her, I shall here summarise some of that article
in this short introduction to the selected and
revised essays incorporated in the book.

Without art we cannot be said to live, except
as machines live. Many men remain machines
all their lives. If a country were to become a
vast aggregation of human and other machines,
though the millenium of the ultra utilitarians
would have arrived, something else would have
arrived to qualify that state of machine-made
bliss,—utter disgust at life and a loathing of it.
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Men live not by bread alone (as it is now tritely
said) but they live truly by religion of some kind,
by faith of some kind in something outside of
themselves, the attributes of which ‘something *
must be made palpable to the senses by art of
some kind. Such has been the true life of the
world. Your Donatellos or your Mac Bratdan
O’Echans are more necessary to that life than
your .Incorporated Society of Bakers. It is true
that when a country decays its arts decay, when
it flourishes its art flourishes ; or perhaps it would
be more exact to say that when a country decays
its artists leave it for another that is not decaying,
and when it marches toward importance, art
accompanies, refines, and purifies that procession.

Everything of value that is done well is done
with a knowledge of that art which alone can
make it beautiful. Preaching, singing, tailoring,
soap-making, saint-making, and especially writing
when directed against the arts themselves. The
production of certain very useful things for the
bodily health and comfort of the Irish people,
for the satisfaction of its pleasures and for the
assuaging of its pains, is increasing daily. But
in the producing of anything necessary to the life
of the body, the production pure and simple
becomes insignificant beside the artistic con-
comitants ; and the many productions that are not
classible in the category of art, are yet through some
friendly art made stimulative of the spiritual life with-
out which man is lower than the beasts of the field.
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So much as a summary of what I said three years
ago. But despite the continued existence of an
Academy of Art, of Art Schools, and Art Masters
and Art Inspectors, the influence of the art of the
artist in the land—and especially in the Church—
is almost as languid as it was then. Commercialism
trading under the usurped title of ““ Art” seems
to be as vigorous as ever. To condemn what has
been ‘talked to Ireland” in the name of this
spurious art is of small importance compared to
the condemning of what has been done; for the
talking or writing of a pander to the enterprising
exploiter of skilled labour advertising his wares
as regally as any other usurper his services to the
commerce of men,—such, after all, may not have
a fraction of the influence that the advertisement
of the doer himself has with possible patrons.

These possible patrons to-day, actual ones to-
morrow, still do not seemingly appreciate that
God has not created two worlds alike, nor two
countries alike, nor two souls alike, nor two
flowers alike. A similarity of form and purpose
in certain groups of things may be at the foundation
of our ideas of order and harmony ; but harmony
is not monotony, and the human duplicating
machine that has so largely superseded the old
creative hand that studied God’s creation so well
and wisely, is patronised by the Church, and in
the haunts of villadom; and thus is enabled to
go on monotonously adding like to like with
callous and, mathematical regularity. _That dupli-
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cating machine is, in many an art, the hand that
from its youth up is cramped in the vice of ,an
exploitive tradesman’s will ; and evidence of this
lamentable tabefaction of the art impulse in the
individual is to be found in almost every church
in Ireland that the writer has seen himself, or:
heard of from reliable witnesses.

The doer himself, when not an artist, is a ready
advertiser ; his very commercial success is his
best advertisement in the arena where he com-
petes with the weapons that mortify his antagonist.
To have committed a hundred wrongs in the name
of art is accepted as a recommendation by some.
among the audience that he should be commissioned.
to perpetrate a few more. And so to celebrate this.
unnatural pullulation a successive brewing of com-
mercial art tea goes on without replacing the pallid
leaves in the commercial pot. If the name of the
original brand of tea please his patron, the latter
does not seem to object to the twentieth watering
of the leaves.

But.it may be urged, that if an original thing of
beauty be duplicated,—if for instance a relief by
Mino da Fiesole be faithfully reproduced by some
process in which nothing of form or any quality
(except that which age alone can give) is lost—
surely that duplication is beautiful > Or a bronze
cast may be duplicated a score of times with
ordinary care on the part of a skilful artificer; a
plaster mould can be taken from the most delicate
relief in marble or bronze ; and so nothing of the
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original may be lost in the process; and like a
passage of music played on several occasions, if
the executant interprets (or reproduces) the
original work faithfully, no beauty is lost. And
it may have other advantages, this duplication ;
it distributes about the world things of beauty
that had never been seen by thousands were they
not duplicated ; never seen by the poorer in the
community were such duplicators not patronised.
It is true; and museums aré perhaps the best
places for such exact reproductions. But what is
doing the gravest harm to art in Ireland, and
especially in the Church, are not the comparatively
few exact reproductions of fine works of art by
dead masters of painting and sculpture, but the
duplication of some very unfaithful copy of either
a dead master or a living workman; or else a
duplication of some modern original work. the vap-
idity of which has caused no offence to-a character
disliking patronage. Ruskin said many fine things,
and one of the best and most rational things he did
say, was that:— Without mingling of heart
passion with hand power, no art is possible. The
highest art unites both in their intensest degrees :
the action of the hand at its finest with that of the
heart at its fullest.” There can be no heart-
passion in the continual watering of the blanched
tea leaves in the commercial art tea-pot.

I do not think that the people of Ireland, and
the Clergy in particular, appreciate this distinction
between the passionate force that moves the artist
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and the mere self-supporting force or self ad-
vertising force, that moves the average tradesman.
And I am quite confident that they cannot con-
ceive the harm they may be doing, not alone to the
taste of an apt generation of Irishmen, but to a
possible posterity—should emigration cease from
the land.

In one part of Ireland alone is there any indication
of a radical change toward a better state of art
patronage. During the last two or three years,
in the West, in the dioceses of Clonfert and of
Galway, work of an exceptional nature in Ireland
has been in progress.  Artists in Architecture ;
in Sculpture ; in Wood-carving ; in Painting ; and
a clever artificer in iron,—working under the
supervision of the architect,—have been generously
patronised by the Most Rev Dr O’Dea, Bishop of
Clonfert, at Loughrea; and the result so far is
very satisfactory A relief on the high altar * by

* Of this beautiful relief, probably the finest yet executed for
any Irish church, this Christ appealing to heaven and earth from
the shadow of the tomb,—in gazing at which I feel that fleeting
material incident is but the shadow of nothing, and immortal
religious emotion the foundation of everything worth having—
I can find only unqualified praise to write, It is, in the most
forceful language that I can command—The work of an ar#ist.
It infects one with a feeling of a great and sorrowful joy.

I must point out to the reader, in justice to Mr. Hughes, that
the photograph from which the block was made, was taken from
the clay model in his studio, not from the bronze in Loughrea
Cathedral. As, however, the photograph itself was a very good
one and taken in a suitable light I thought it preferable to get a
block made from it, rather than to reproduce the bronze—though
in the latter, as the artist himself says in a letter to the writer—
“ the modelling of the central Figure is much broader and
simpler than in this photograph,”
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Mr John Hughes, R.H.A., is reproduced in this
book by permission of Dr O’Dea; as well as a
window by Miss Sarah Purser, H.R.H.A.,—one
~ of several executed at her works in Dublin for
churches in Co Galway and elsewhere,—and a
baptismal font by Mr Michael Shortall, who did
some excellent carving of corbels in the cathedral
when Archbishop Healy was Bishop and Father
O’Donovan was Administrator there. In the
diocese of Galway, the parish church of Spiddal is
now well advanced toward external completion,
and a drawing of it by Mr William Scott, its archi-
tect (and the designer of much of the interior work
at Loughrea Cathedral, now in hand) is also re-
produced by permission of the Rev. M. D. Conroy,
P.P. of Spiddal. Thanks to the initiative of the
Most Reverend Dr. MacCormack, the Bishop of
Galway, of Father Conroy, P.P., of Lord Killanin,
and of Mr. Edward Martyn, there is little fear that
this church (a protest as it is against showy
commercialism) will be spoiled internally later
on, by the introduction of incongruous features.
It would be unjust to other patronage to say
there is literally no attempt elsewhere to employ
artists of undoubted talent, and of Irish birth or
habitation, (at Enniskillen, for  exception, in
architecture and in stained glass) but there is
little evidence except in the West, of a radical
change in the attitude of what is mostly a mis-
guided clerical patronage. This work in the Co.
Galway, of men and women, who—the writer knows:



xviii INTRODUCTION.

not only by this later evidence—feel, think, and
enjoy (which latter is of much moment) like true
artists, gives one hope of the Clerical art patronage
in the country gradually improving ; even as the
secular taste is improving in rare and unexpected |
places. But the commercial instinct will probably
lead a powerful body of doers—powerful in their
energetic playing down to a mediocre taste—to
abuse this work in the West as lacking in something
which ~experience has taught them generally
succeeds in evoking appreciation in this country.
That quality—if a negation of all character and
interesting subtlety can be called a quality—of
the commercial work, this country uncomfortably
bristles with ; and assuredly the Loughrea and
_:Spiddal works referred to, and a few others, lack
such a quality. But the prestige of the com-
mercialist is a force in the land, and his opinion
is quite a verbum, sapienti in many clerical circles.

. In the following essays, selected in major part
from the Irish Rosary and The Leader (though all
have been amended  and some lengthened and
.some shortened) there is incorporated several years
.0f observation and travel and many more of art
.study. I have practised in order to preach. And
.if my “ preaching * irritate any section of Irishmen,
my defence shall be that I desire to serve them
-whom I love to the best of my ability. And this
book has been written in the interests of these,—
of Catholic and Ireland loving Irishmen wherever
they -may be found caring just one iota for art.
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ART IN THE CHURCH : DISCURSIVE.

IF the people, and especially the poor, are to
enjoy life and lead happy lives in the land they
instinctively love (though they are leaving it
every day), then all the resources of art must be
drawn into their service. They must be gladdened
with the colour of life ; they must be encouraged to
feel that life is, in itself, something beautiful, and
that divine things have all their counterparts here
in this beautiful life. The people, especially those
in large cities, must be taught again (for perhaps
they knew it once) that the knowledge of beauty is
the knowledge that will save them from themselves.
I am going to leave relig'on and ethics alone, as they
are outside of my province, but indirectly I wish to
draw upon one of the maxims of philosophy, and to
affirm that to ‘‘ know oneself,” is the rarest form
of wisdom to which the enjoyment of art can
ultimately lead. But if it never lead to that, in
certain cases, it will enable one to cast off that self
at will, and to allow the liberated soul to live in an
imaginative world that is one of beauty alone. In
this it is adjunctive to religion and philosophy. I
have no quarrel with those who put philosophy
B
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before art, but I feel that it is the best philosophy
which wields the mighty vet subtle forces of art
and that can use them to combat the deadly dull
perils that beset a country, which may lose its ap-
preciation of, or desire for, beautiful things.

So my point of view is that of the artist, that of
one to whom a really beautiful country will mean a
joyful one ; and of one to whom a naturally beautiful
land has no existence as a beautiful country, no
existence as a beautiful whole, that is, without the
stimulus of art among its people. Indeed, I think
you will find that this joy comes from outside of the
artist, in the creation of the work of art that he
loves, and leads us to something outside of ourselves,
because of that inherent joy. Any great work of
art that remains to us, and that appeals to the
gladdening emotions, must have given joy to its
creator ; and so it can, as it were, impregnate us with
a similar joy ; and this poweris the sign of its great-
ness as a work of art.

There is another point of view which I should like
to refer to, and which is not my own, and that is
the archzological or antiquarian point of view, a
very common one in this country. If I have no
quarrel with those who put philosophy before art,
I have certainly a quarrel with those who look at
art through the microscope of archeology. I have
never met a man who had the archeological and
tabulative faculties developed, that was either a
good judge of a work of art, or whose emotions
could be aroused by the art, as differentiated from
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the antiquity and associations, of the work he
professedly admired.  To the artist, and to the
ordinary man who has not the archaological spirit,
it is the art, irrespective of its age or associations,
that evokes his pleasure ; to the antiquarian it is its
historical significance, or its literary value, that
keeps his interest alive. To the antiquarian and
archzological spirit we are indebted for the pre-
servation of many works of art, and therefore it has
its uses ; but there are times when this spirit conflicts
with the spirit of art itself ; and there has been many
an artist who has had to suffer because of a domi-
nation on the part of an archaological patron, who
could sing the praises of the Book of Kells, or of the
Chapel of Cormac, but whose capacity for receiving
joy direct from the art itself has been atrophied
through want of its exercise.

I refer to this point of view, because it is that of
many a lecturer who has spoken in the name of art
in this country. Sometimes he is a parish priest ;
sometimes he is a benevolent celebrity of local fame
who is a member of some Institution or other, and
he usually relies on the aid of the magic lantern
to make his points. The only result of such lectures
as these, is to spread a feeling of stupefying pride
among the audience. They feel that, after all,
though the poor Egyptians may have had Karnac
and Luxor, and the Greeks the Athenian Acropolis,
Ireland has had in New Grange, and the beehive cell,
and, let us not forget that ever useful example, the
Chapel of Cormac at Cashel, something surpassing.
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Nay, I havespoken to an intelligent man who
assured me (after one of these lectures) that the
buildings on the Rock of Cashel were finer by far
than anything on the Acropolis at Athens: pro-
bably the opinion of the lecturer himself, who was
some curious mixture of archaology and national
pride. What an Irishman should be conscious of
is the fact that his early architecture is so distinc-
tive, and so well suited to the needs of the people
who lived in the land ; not that it can bear favour-
able comparison with the great Greek temple of the
Parthenon, or that of Jupiter Olympus or of any
other ; for no comparison is possible.

First I want you to imagine the conditions under
which these works of art that yet remain to us in
Ireland, and elsewhere, were created. Imagination
is always so much finer than sensuous reality ;
but, in all retrospective flights, imagination itself
is the only reality possible. The past can only
exist in imagination, yet its reality conmsists in
that the mind that conjures up its pictures
is a living' ome, and has its instantaneous
comparisons of the present always blended with
the past. So I want to draw your minds back-
ward a little, that they may dwell for a few
minutes on the conditions under which the churches
of Medizval Christendom were builded and adorned.
We have heard so much of the glories of Irish kings,
and other interesting chieftains and warriors, that
sometimes one’s imagination becomes completely
filled with one vast procession of tramping battle
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hosts ; and this procession of Kern and Gallowglass,
Ardrighs and invading Vikings, and later Normans,
stands somehow for Ireland ; just as at present the
two contending armies in the Far East are re-
presentative of Russia and Japan in the same
1mag1nat10n fed by the daily papers.

But-it-mtst be remenibered that battles are but
the spasms of a nation’s life, and that the true life
of a people is to be found where the farmer has sown
and reaped, the weaver woven, the smith has forged,
and the builder has built~Their-occupations and
arts-havenever-céased, even in times of warfare ;
and even warfare itself has stimulated many arts
and industries. The soldier’s occupation has been
sometimes disastrous to civilization, sometimes
protective, but wherever a nation has fought, and
fought well, art has never suffered by reason of such
fighting —if such a nation ever had an art. As the
Irish annalists say of Brian Boru, he was buried in
a ‘“new tomb”; and we can imagine it was
a tomb that would put the whole of Glasnevin
to shame.

The pages of Irish History I shall not turn over ;
but I want you to imagine that the conditions
under which the early churches of Ireland were
built and furnished, were the same conditions
under which all the churches of Europe were built.
Although the great dispensing patron, or acting
patron, as it were, was the church herself, yet the
money always came from those Kings, nobles, chiefs,
and princes, who were always slaughtering each
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other, or getting their subjects to do it for them.
And if a Prelate of the Church were granted lands
and revenues, he always used part of those revenues
for the glorification of the Church ; and sometimes
undoubtedly to perpetuate the memory of himself,
or of the prince who favoured him. But the men
of the people, Monks; Dominican Friars, saints,
some of them ; lay artificers, blackguards, no doubt,
many of them; the architects the sculptors, the
painters were the really great men that did the work
which has so often made the fame of Prelate and
prince; or at least has been the means of its per-
petuation, in the centuries that have preserved it.
The historian may rely on dry-as-dust annals for
his dates, but it is to works of art, whether in
Greece, in Egypt, Rome or in Ireland that he is
indebted for the colouring of his facts, so that they
may live on the page of his book.

Anybody can give money to build a church,
especially when he is just as sure of his dinner after
doing so, as he was before ; but it must be the artist
who is to create (under the Almighty) the church
itself ; not with money, though he may need it to
live his life, but with his sense of beauty, and with
the skill of his hands. In medizval Ireland, we can
imagine how the artist must have lived his life, and
found the joy of beauty in the living of it ; for the
artist is the same in every age and in every country ;
but here is one point where the present will raise a
comparison to blend with this image of the past—
there was only one Church and that was #ss

D
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Church. He was not inflicted with the criticism
of people who were alien to his religion ; people who
had absolutely no bond of sympathy with his re-
ligion did not write books about his work. He was
a man of artistic faith as well as of religious faith,
and he recorded his faith objectively in stone and
wood and in metal. The man believed in his craft
as well as in his Church, and out of belief strength
always grows, vigour and life in art as in every-
thing else. Writers who have admired the art, have
sometimes adopted the point of view that the work
of the early Italian artists was a protest against the
spirit of the Church—the protest of paganism.
Never was there a greater fallacy than this ac-
counting for the art.*

Another thing which did not trouble this artist of
the bygone times, was disbelief in the human figure
as being especially and incomparably adapted for
the purpose of decorative work; and, as he believed,
he acted up to his belief; and no patron said him

*It is true that in the Church, what may be termed
‘‘ paganism ”’ in art, (as exemplified afterwards by painters
like Rubens, and in sculpture by the weak successors of Michael
Angelo) was the exhibition of a spirit antagonistic to that
Christian Spirituality that is the distinctive attribute of the
fourteenth and fifteenth century painting and sculpture. A
Saint Sebastian (e.g.,) can be painted ‘‘ paganly ’’—meaning
that the painting can only stir one to admiration for the beautiful
lines, and colour, etc., of the figure—and no more ; and judged
as art, this is enough. But with the Early Italians unquestion-
able belief in the mystical truths of the Christian Creed stimu-
lated the work, and formed the basis of their conceptions.
But even Rubens’s “paganism’’ was but a veneer over a Christian
foundation. The long list of Dominican artists of the fifteenth,
sixteenth, and seventeenth centuries, is itself an illustration of
the essentially Christian impulse of the art within the church.
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nay when he preferred little children without their
garments, or the wisp of modern muslin, a con-
ventional and latter day puritanism.*. Again,
just imagine a condition of things, when an artist
in those far off days, was unharassed by a patronage,
that is always insisting that some foreign business
firm for the supply of ready-made statues, or
pictures, could give him a few points in quantity
for money expended !

No, the artist in the medieval church was com-
missioned to make a crucifix, or a shrine, or a crosier,
the best that he could ; and he mostly did his best,
judging by what has been permitted to remain to us.
Wars and rumours of wars there undoubtedly were,
and countries were the better for them sometimes ;
Like Pope Julius II., the artist himself took
up the sword at times; but one thing never
troubled him, and that was the universal emporium
for the supply of cheap church art. Plate glass
shop windows had not yet been invented, and the
exploiter had not become a necessity of his age.

I could, if I wished, and you were more patient
than I conceive, give you many instances of fidelity

* Sometimes in the black and white reproductions of pictures
by old masters, I have seen the most unpardonable liberty taken
by those who have reproduced them. "An Infant Christ, or St.
John, will have a scroll, apparently of white card-board or tin,
across the middle of the figure; a glaring line of prudery that
destroys the whole balance of the picture sometimes. Draped
figures, male and female, where the form beneath is well n-
dicated, are, on the whole, to be preferred to the nude ; but little
;l;};lren ta.rﬁ gl;;s;ays mo}rlefinteresting absolutely' nude ; they

ave not height enou or drapery to hang upon them in
dignified folds. 7 and s
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to his own soul, to his art and to his church, on the
part of the byegone artist ; and of wise and thought-
ful patronage on the part of medieval clerics and
others who often were themselves architects of no
mean ability. It must have been the same in
Ireland as in the rest of Christian Europe ; these
men, clerics, and artists, were not combined dupli-
cative machines in the grasp of some exploiter whose
only object is to make a fortune and retire from
trade. They were artists who attempted to create
something which had never existed before, always
something fresh and original, nearly always some-
thing beautiful. For imperfect as some olden work
undoubtedly was, there was one thing it never was;
it was never without that peculiar attribute or
quality, which we call charm. Things almost ugly
in detail have often a comprehensive charm that
can be felt more than explained ; and let us feel quite
sure this charm can only arise out of the self-
expression and freedom of the artist.

There is another thing which this olden artist was
free from, and that was the dominion of the architect,
the modern type of architect, as we know it so well.
This gentleman had not yet been evolved. A Bishop,
or an Abbot, ordered a picture, or a tomb, or a
stained glass window ; or some Prince or noble re-
quired a family chapel attached to the church ; but
the sculptor (who was indeed sometimes an architect
himself) or the painter, had simply to please his
patrons, after himself, he had never to submit to the
dictation of some fellow with a T square, and
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compasses, and a commercial instinct, and with some-
body else’s book of stock designs, and the word
‘“style ” for ever on his lips. The artist of those
days knew the meaning of style, none better, he
was himself creating it; but it had a personal
meaning far different to what it has to-day on the
lip of the architectural humbug. With him a * style”
means something quite impersonal and irreformable ;
you may select such and such a style at such and
such a price, and he will see that the contractor
keeps to it faithfully. Why, our church building
patrons might just as well dispense with the archi-
tect altogether, if he has no personal style himself.
Anyway, the artist, some hundreds of years ago,
was a singularly happy man in this respect, and we
may well envy him his freedom in the days before
what has been called the  Reformation.” A
reformation, by the way, which generated such a
deformation of ideals in ecclesiastical art that it will
take us many years yet to shake off the incubus that,
like Sinbad’s Old Man of the Sea, sits heavy upon
us adventurous ones. I allude here chiefly to one
form of this incubus, an archaological and so-called
historical accuracy which has crept into Catholic
art everywhere, not alone in Ireland ; in fact only
here by imitation.*

* Another form of this incubus is the puritanical spirit about
the figure referred to above. *‘ Reformers ”’ called the Church
‘‘ pagan,” because (among many other things) it encouraged
such things as Michael Angelo’s Christo in the Minerva, at Rome
And one will always find clerics who are affected by these old

anti-Catholic calumnies, and who look now on the living human
figure in art as the first step to damnation.
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The artist in those days was free from such an
incubus ; his personality was everything to himself,
and the impossible personality and surroundings of
people in the past that he could but imagine, and
that dimly enough, was no rule of art for him. His
own individuality, and his own country, was every-
thing in a Madonna, or in a Saint, whether in Italy
or in Flanders.

Well, in Ireland, but little now remains of the
work of the artist, but that little shews that he had
a soul of his own. In architecture, even in its
mouldering remains, we can see how, from the House
of Columba at Kells (dated by the antiquary, I
believe, at the year 807) to the Chapel of Cormac
M‘Carthy at Cashel (dated at 1127%), this work was
the expression of the individuality of not only the
nation, but of the man himself, that built each
church. All these buildings (see any list) and many
later ones, were not exactly Parthenons, nor
Florentine Duomos, nor York Minsters; but they
were, at least, as sincere in the expression of a
personal art and national needs as the temples of
ancient Greece, or the Cathedrals of France or of
England. And if the later Cathedrals of Ireland
were to a great extent analogous to the English
types of their periods, yet were they in turn
embodiments of a racial way of dealing with
ecclesiastical requirements.

In metal work, as we know so well, this sense of
decorative design was as great as that of any artist
in any period, and greater than that of any
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contemporary British artist. If his rendering of the
human figure was often grotesque and sometimes
infantine in itself—as it was elsewhere in medizval
times—let us remember that there are certain im-
perfections which can never suggest to our minds
thoughts of disgust. =~ When looking at some very
imperfect work (in some of its details) we may feel,
in spite of these imperfections, the power of artistic
sincerity ; and when that sincerity hasa rightful
objective we feel an undoubted joy, if not always
the most refined of pleasures. But when looking
at the fine metal work of Christian Ireland—before
the figure was introduced—we can feel both this
pleasure and this joy ; for here we are face to face
with the sincere man himself, who is technically
clever, and a great designer to boot.

Well, these early and later artists were free from
many of the banes that have to be endured by the
modern artist, and the result of this freedom was
beauty, whether in Ireland or on the Continent. And,
before I begin to criticise in general the churches
that we have here, and in which we are bound by
our obligation to worship, I want to conjure up yet
in your imaginations the churches that were erected
and ornamented from the tenth to the fifteenth
centuries ; churches that were created by artists and
not by any prototypes of the modern tradesman.
Christian art can never again in all human pro-
bability create anything finer, anything more
beautiful, than that which was produced in those
centuries.  There is no better word than that of
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beautifil with which to describe them, or I should
certainly have used it. Those who know France
and Italy, and England, will understand that, and
those who do not, can, perhaps, imagine churches
which bear as great a contrast to most of our
modern ones in Ireland as, if you will allow
me the analogy, the incomparable nobility and
majesty of a patriot king, like King Brian himself
haranguing his army with cross-hilted sword, and,
say, the pose of a modern prince, stammering
through his secretarially prepared speech to a
regiment embarking for some foreign battle ground.
The object in both speeches may be to stimulate
what is termed patriotism ; but whereas you have
in the one, the fire and resolution and exaltation
of a man standing on his own ground, prepared to
fight and die himself in the cause of right, and that
which is all in all to him ; in the other you have
the worn and conventional phrases of a man who is
longing to get rid of it all, and to go home and have
a quiet cigar and a French novel, or perhaps a game
of baccarat.

In these churches of pre-reformation times the
artist created something in which his interest was so
vivid, so personal, so clear to himself, that beautiful
things were the natural result of such free conditions.
These churches were full of an intensity of meaning,
and personal feeling. The men who adorned them
really meant what they said in their work—they said
what they thought and they thought much before
they set about saying it ; (whether.in architecture,

)
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in sculpture, or in painting. Just think; hardly
anywhere in the work of these centuries do we find
work really unbeautiful ; it was one great cycle of
progressive art ; they went from beauty to beauty,
from joy to joy, Ruskin says very well, in referring
to the sculpture of one of these churches, with all his
power as a master of melodious prose, says in the
very same chapter in which he, so Ruskin-like,
refers to the modern Catholics as * idolatrous
Romanists,” in a very fine passage about this wonder-
ful sculpture: —‘We know not for what they laboured
and we see no evidence of their reward. Victory,
wealth, authority, happiness, all have departed,
though bought by many a bitter sacrifice. But of
them, and their life and their toil upon the earth,
one reward, one evidence, is left to us in those
gray heaps of deep-wrought stone. They have
taken with them to the grave their powers, their
honours, and their errors; but they have left us
their adoration.”

Now, I think you will be able to imagine what
has been done by artists in the church without
my pointing to any well-known examples, and I
wish to contrast what is being done to-day, and in
greater detail. You will note that, from what I
have already said, I have nothing but affection for
what is termed Gothic art, for such art was pre-
vailing generally in Europe during the centuries that
I have referred to. But in coming to our modern
Irish churches I have to say some hard things of so-
calledy’‘ Gothic ” art, which may be “,Gothic ” if it
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likes, but it certainly is not art. It is not the craft
of the artist; and if I were to give it a generic
term, I should call it the output of the trades-
man. The tradesman of to-day is standing in the
shoes of the artist who has been ousted from the
church. But, as I intend to say something further
on about tradesmen in Ireland, I shall not delay
here to ring the changes upon him, or upon his
foreign, and often inferior, but sometimes superior,
competitor.

In coming to our modern churches (the outside
of them first) the first thing that may strike a critic,
if he can prevail on himself to look at some of them
intently, is a spire, then a gable, then a large round
or an oblong window, and then three doors. Then,
when he has examined the church a little more
intently, and taken in the crockets and the iron
ridge ornaments, he begins to ask himself what does
it all mean ; what does the a7z in them (if there
be any art) what does it really mean ? They all
seem so much alike, they all seem to have one
general form of expression, but what is it that these
builders have been trying to express ? When he
discovers that not one, but very many architects
have erected these buildings, he arrives at the
conclusion that each and all of these men have
been architecturally speaking with each other’s, or
with somebody else’s system of expression. Few of
them seem to have had any individual, personal, or
original thoughts about architecture at all. Of
course, a six-roomed terrace surburban villa cannot
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be built without some thought, especially on the
part of the bricklayer or carpenter, who, honest
men, seem to be by comparison the most worthy
of all that have been responsible for its building ;
but I am referring here to the thought that precedes
design. And if some of these churches are weak
concessions to the want of thought of a patron—
trained artistic thought, I mean—then the architect
cannot escape the obvious charge of pandering to
what he may condemn in his heart. To design
anything with art presupposes a state of mind that
can only find rest when it has expressed itself to its
satisfaction. ~ This is true of all the arts, from
architecture to millinery. A commission to design
a church or to paint a picture may be the immediate
means of exciting the faculty of design on a given
occasion ; but the state of mind must be an habitual
state that is constantly seeking rest, and only
finding it through thoughtful and emotional ex-
pression, and studied and conscious craft.

Well, what strikes us when we look at many of
our so-called ‘ Gothic* churches in Catholic Ire-
land ? I will tell you what it is that strikes me,
and that is that their architects (save the mark!)
have never been troubled with emotions that need
any expression at all. In the finest of literary
work we often hap on plagiarisms—some of them
perhaps unconscious ones—but we should never
class anything written by man as literary art if it
consisted absolutely of nothing but undeniable
plagiarisms more or less skilfully welded: together.
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We should call it by a very harsh name indeed,
if it were indeed possible for a writer to perpetrate
such a compilation. Yet, in these churches which
we have seen taking shape in various parts of the
country, there is to be found such a compilation of
weak architectural plagiarisms that, to call it art
at all, is to strain the meaning of the word {o an
ignoble degree. Of course, a burglar, or a pickpocket,
may ply his business in what may be termed (in
a strained sense) an artistic manner, but are we
only to class many of these architectural plagiarists
of ours as artists by such a forced analogy ? Indeed
they are not artists in any sense of the term ;
they are just architectonic plagiarists plying their
duplicative business for a more or less honest living.
I said more or less, for we must always distinguish
between the development of pre-existing types,
which is in these days as pardonable as it ever was,
and the wholesale thoughtless purloining of archi-
tectural detail. It is hardly anything to the
point that a patron here, or a patron there, may
have made such plagiarisation possible, having
perhaps, ““ Gothic ” taste, or * Romanesque ” taste,
or “Classic” taste, or whatever he may term it.
It is no defence to plead temptation ; that is only
a plea to mitigate the sentence when the facts have
all been sifted out.

From whom then have our architects of these
** Gothic ” churches plagiarised ? Not directly, or
very seldom, from the great masters of medizval

architecture ; that, if the theft were dexterously
C
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done, might half condone the act; but they have
stolen from the imitative ‘ Gothic > churches that
have arisen in nearly every large English city and
town, Scotch and Welsh town, during the pre-
ceding fifty years. In fact, these architectural
purloiners have plagiarised other more, or less,
worthy plagiarists in Great Britain, as I have
pointed out in an article in the Irish Rosary.

As I have, in an article elsewhere, referred to
spires in an unappreciative tone, I have to add
that a spire may be a very beautiful campanile
for a church, of course, if designed by an architect
who is an artist. I have myself a certain weakness
for spires and steeples, and pinnacles, even for
crocketed ones, but they must express the in-
dividuality of the men who designed them. A
steeple does not /e, as somebody maliciously has
said it does, it tells a fundamental truth, and by
intention, a beautiful and indestructible one.”’*
I meant there, by devotional intention, that is the
intention of those patrons who desired the spire,
pointing heavenward, for a religious reason. But
have these architects of ours, in their eclectic pur-
loinings of the details of ready-made—designed
modern English spires, (if they also be granted the
devotional or religious reason), have they any
individual or artistic intentions whatever ?  Their
intentions seem to me to have been only to get
the steeples off their hands (not their minds, for
they were not evolved from the mind at all), but

* Irish Rosary, February, 1904.
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off their hands as quickly as possible, with the least
possible wear and tear to their brain-pans.

Before we pass on to the interiors of these
modern churches, I should like to point out that
culpable as the architects have been in their soul-
lessjpandering to the commonplace and self-satis-
fying predilections of their patrons, these patrons
themselves have been much to blame (not for
their predilections, may be, because these were
probably the result of the general state of culture
that British rule in the main has been responsible
for in this country), but certainly to blame for
their feverish desire to have the churches finished
in every detail from the topmost crocket on the
spire to the heap of contractor’s rubbish, called
a ‘‘Calvary,” which is often put together in the
garnishing of the precincts.

The architects, hundreds of years ago, were
often great sculptors themselves, and sometimes
painters ; they were always great designers, and
they thought out designs for churches in terms of
monumental masses ; but nowadays architecture
and sculpture are two distinct professions of men
distinct in aims and purposes. This has to be
recognised if it has to be deplored ; but the patron
who, to-day, employs an architect to design a
church complete in every ornamental particular
from cast, or wrought, iron ridge atrocities to
picture frames for Stations of the Cross, shows a
very extraordinary belief in the capabilities of
the modern jobbing architect. Let the patron



20 ART AND IRELAND.

insist that the architect leave all the applied
ornament alone unless the architect is known to
be an artist himself ; for, as a very general rule,
the architect has none of the intense sculpturesque
feeling which moved the men of a bygone age.
Some of these architects may have what Ruskin
termed ‘‘ Workmanly Admiration,” that is * the
delight of seeing good and neat masonry, together
with that belonging to incipient developments of
taste ; as for instance, a perception of proportion
in lines, masses and mouldings.” I say may have,
because it is not always evident that these men, many
of them at least, have a fine perception, or any pass-
able perception of proportion in “lines, masses
and mouldings.”” But a very elementary thing
that their patrons, whether bishops, priests, or
laymen, should have known, is that these architects
were neither sculptors nor artists of any kind ;
and that the so-called sculptors, whom theyJin-
troduced to carry out their altars, and shrines, and
ornamental detail generally, were just tradesmen
themselves, and not artists. And that, whatever
be granted, the architect’s perception of lines,
masses and mouldings,” his perception of sculp-
turesque beauty was altogether absent; or else
completely atrophied by too much study of the
¢ lines, masses and mouldings ” of other architects,
from whom he cribbed them.

For, mind you, the ornamental features, both
on the exterior, and often in the interior, of most
of these churches I am alluding to, have been



ART IN THE CHURCH. 21

usually ‘¢ designed,” and always done, under the
immediate supervision and control of the architect
by the tradesman, mis-called a sculptor. Neither
these architects, nor these tradesmen, are able to
design decorative reliefs, or saints in their niches;
and if we rarely find even a crocket, or a corbel, of
tolerable appearance in itself among the many
thousands in the land, we may be sure that it is
the bold work of some sculptor, whom a more
enlightened patron has tentatively employed.
And thus it is that the patron should have his
share of the blame, for allowing these jobbing
architects, and the tradesmen, whom these latter
have introduced, to impose upon them ; and for being
in such a fever to come at completion in every
detail, instead of thinking much, and taking the
advice of men of acknowledged good taste in art.
In coming to the interiors, I wish to preface
my remarks upon them, with a few preliminary ones
upon the tradesman ; a word I have already used
several times this evening. For in the interiors
what is called trade—stock in trade—art is visible
everywhere. I have suggested elsewhere that the
all-powerful patron can, if he wish to, gradually,
but surely, by his patronage of the artist (and by
patronage I mean not patting him on the shoulder
and calling him a clever fellow but by employing
him, and paying him well for his work), the patron
can eliminate the tradesman, as we now know him,
in the church. Isaid, if he wish to ; but unfortunately
in Ireland, we see rather a steady desire to en-
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courage and sustain the tradesman, who is very
much a tradesman, because he is (and ever will be
by some people, I expect) mistaken for an artist ; or
at least as one who employs artists, which he seldom
or never has done. If the master tradesman were
an exploiter of the work of the artist, this patronage
would be fairly secure from attack; anyway it
would not be so disastrous to our churches ; but
when the capitalist tradesman is just an exploiter
of foreign, or even native, inartistic artizanry,
when he is often an importer of foreign artizanry —
not art, mind you—when he is the most mentally
degraded of all shopkeepers, employing those only
a little less degraded, however skilful as mere trades-
men they may be, then it is time to have done
with the tradesman altogether.

If the tradesman cannot be reformed, if he
cannot, in his turn, become an artist by miracle
if not by birth, he must go altogether out of the
church before progress can be reported.  That
beast of prey, as we know him so well in the church,
must change his spots ; that hawk with his talons
on altar, pulpit, and shrine, must become a dove ;
that cold slimy hypocritical crocodile, that can
almost shed ready-made tears of joy at a dedication
luncheon, must become a warm-blooded harmless
lamb, or he must disappear altogether before we
can have worthy works of art in our churches.

I do not love these tradesmen who have usurped
the place of the artist in the modern time-serving
economy of life and religion. I do not love them,
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within the bounds of their trade. T know none of
them in Ireland—personally—I have always
avoided knowing them ; but I judge them in their
works, which all the world can see, and judge their
art by. ¢ Judge not, that you be not judged,” cannot
apply to his art; that maxim is for the man himself,
and him we cannot judge. :

I know I have said things about them, and about
jobbing .architects (who have the same instincts
as the tradesmen), which things, no doubt, they
may in the supremacy of their power despise ;
for their power is indeed supreme in this country
to-day. I know I may have said things which may
seem strange, even unreasonable and possibly
spiteful to you ; but I ask any of you, who know a
work of art when you see it, to think what I have
said and am going to say, over quietly, and at
your leisure, and to bring your reason to bear
upon it. Ask yourself how can it be possible for a
tradesman, or a trade journeyman (as he appears
to-day), to produce works of art,.when the tem-
perament of an artist is always against the duplica-
tion of any work, expressing some emotion, some
mood, some idea, once felt never again to be felt in a
like manner, or under exactly a like condition ? How
can it be possible ? I find it difficult to believe that
the tradesman can ever feel as the artist feels; or if
he can, that he has the power to express that feeling
in terms of art ; and without that power to express
that feeling one cannot be an artist, or a master of the
medium that one has chosen in which to attempt
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that expression. The only real attribute which
distinguishes an artist from other folk, is the craft
to make others feel, 7.e. by the work which the
artist has created; and Tolstoy (whose reasoning
is often erratic) is right in what he has written
on that point.* If the artist cannot do that his
vocation is not art, or, in a closer analysis of the
point, his vocation is not in that line of art upon
which he is trying to balance himself. For a man may
fail as a painter and succeed as a musician,—as a
poet, and succeed as a sculptor. Nay, even some
of our worst tradesmen may be artists for all we
know ; we can only judge them by their works ; we
may have tradesmen who instead of being monu~
mental masons have their true vocation in millinery.
I feel that sometimes, when I see the way they
can use the drill in marble lace work; we may
even have stained glass manufacturers who are
possible musical composers—nay, musical instru-
ment makers. For were they to turn their energies
in the direction of gramophones they could do no
worse than they have done in stained glass; a
gramophone may only make one long for sudden
death, but some of our stained glass windows
make emigration suddenly attractive.

I suggest again that one must operate, as well

* Tolstoy says :—** The artist, if a real artist, has by his work
transmitted to others the feeling he experienced. . . ... If
a work be good as art, then the feeling expressed by the artist—
be it moral or immoral—transmits itself to other people.  If
transmitted to others, then they feel it, and all interpretations
are superfluous.” (What is A, Chap. XI1.)
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as one is able, directly on the patron, and through
him on the tradesman, and so perhaps reforming
the latter that he shall not, in time recognize his
own past self. For it is against the tradesman as a
shop-keeping employer of skilled labour that has
no direct concern with art, that I protest; not
against the skilled worker himself, nor against the
conscientious employer of artists (if there be any)
paying them as artists and not as factory hands.
We cannot have too much of skilled labour, which
can do the necessary and mechanical part in many
of the arts ; for life is short, and the creative and
designing mind needs afterwards the assistance of
the skilled hand. But I ask you not to confuse this
reproductive ability with artistic creation itself;
though the skilled worker, the artificer, or the arti-
zan, may each be, with benefit to the church, an
artist in temperament himself. Why I find it
necessary to repeat such a self-evident truth as this,
Is due to the fact that, however self-evident it may
be, it is not generally appreciated in this country;
and patrons seem strangely muddled in their ideas
as to what is an artist and what merely a neces-
sary skilled workman.

And now, in coming to the interiors of our modern
“churches, where the tradesman has left his trail
over all so unmistakably, I think it would simplify
my reflections if I grouped them separately under
each of the inner features of a church, in the order
that one may often notice units of these features
on a visit to the church. And, as briefly as I can,
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trusting in your patience, I shall try to indicate
why so many of these features are poor in design,
often in workmanship, and nearly always unworthy
of the traditions of the Church™as a patron of the
fine arts.

We will enter, say, one of our fine new “ Gothic *
churches, by your leave, and we will first, as in
traditional custom bound, take holy water at the
fine new entrance porch. The holy water stoup
is, as a rule, about the only object that is left plain
and unadorned ; mostly it is merely a hole in the
wall kind of thing; and, when inside, just a plain
basin, serviceable enough sometimes, but often much
too small. The only reason that I can find why
our church builders have practised this strange
abstention from decoration is that the water stoup
is just the very thing that should have ornament
lavished uponit. Nothing in the church more lends
itself, either by association of ideas, or by its actual
utility, to decorative treatment so readily.  Those
of you who have been to Italy know, only too
well, that in the porch of a strange church you
have looked sometimes in vain for the regulation
hole in the wall stoup, and perhaps have blessed
yourself with a dry finger as you pushed back the
thick leather-padded door ; only to find that, just
inside, you are confronted with one of the most
beautiful objects in the whole church, and that is
a detached and decorated holy water font in which
twenty people, maybe, can dip their fingers at one
time.  Sometimes there is a small outside basin
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for holy water, and you may use it ; but you take,
as is the custom, holy water on leaving again,
and then you see the larger stoup standing by
itself within the nave. You also now have more
leisure to examine it, and you will probably find
that it consists of three important and well em-
phasized parts; a base, an intermediate supporting
part, often with figures as a motive, draped or
undraped, and, on top, the ample bowl for the
holy water. Many of these fifteenth century holy
water fonts, in Italy, are more elaborately decorated
than are the pulpits in the same churches. For
my own part, I have never felt any disappointment
when I have found a plain wooden rostrum for the
preacher, in a fine church, elaborate in other par-
ticulars ; but I have, when, as it has sometimes
rarely happened, there has been no other holy
water stoup than a basin on a shelf in the porch.
The holy water fonts should be large, especially in
Ireland, where twenty people are all taking the
water at once; and if large they must necessarily
look important, and, therefore, they should be
designed by artists who are conscious of that im-
portance, and capable of dignifying and beautifying
it.

Well, we are inside the church now, and maybe,
while our eyes are accommodating themselves to the
changed light, we shall have discovered the stained
glass windows, at least those facing us over the
high altar. There may be but one large one of
many lights and panels, or three moderately wide
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ones, or five narrower ones, Or €ven seven, OVer
that high altar; but we shall soon discover them,
and count them carefully, and want to know some-
thing about the man who made them. We can’t
escape them, for we must turn toward the sanctuary,
or we can’t walk up the nave. There they are,
in blackened reds, and reckitty blues, and pasty
emerald greens, and dirty mulberry purples ; often
so opaque that they might be of opus sectile lit by
a strong ray of light from some artificial interior
source. I hardly know what to say about these
windows, and the aisle windows, without quoting
or repeating what I have said before, and which
many of you probably have read. So I will say a
few words about the good people who so generously
give the money for the erection of these windows ;
as well as for other works of what should be art,
and which works so seldom are.

As I pointed out in the beginning of my lecture,
the money (or what represented money —emoluments,
honours, remuneration of some kind) for the payment
of artists, came from Popes, Kings, nobles, chiefs,
and princes. Sometimes from the private family
fortunes of bishops and prelates. But here in
Ireland to-day, the benefactors, when resident in
the country, are, at the most, fairly prosperous
middle class people, with but occasional landed
gentry. To these may be added in many parishes
the comparatively poor, who so freely give toward
general collections undertaken by the clergy.

About the benefactors who are, so often, directly
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responsible for statues, altars, windows, communion
rails, benches and other details, I hold that no
benefactor, no matter how great his benefaction, or
bequest, has a right to impose his gifts upon a
parish (not to mention a city, or a province) without
leaving freedom to the artist who is to carry out
the work. If the benefactor is of moderate means
he would do well to unite his gift with that of others,
and the trustees of the gift should consult with some
artist, or artists, of acknowledged reputation, and
not pecuniarily interested in the work, if possible.
But the greater the benefaction, the greater the need
of this careful consultation ; for it is a very serious
matter this permanent establishment in a church
of a stained glass window, or a pulpit, or a choir
screen, or whatever it may be.  Once done it is
almost impossible to be undone, in a land that has
outgrown all its lake eruptions and volcanic shocks ;
and bog-slides never seem to happen near churches.
In the smaller benefactions the donor might re-
member that by giving his money into safe keeping,
and not insisting that it alone shall purchase some-
thing definite, and thus minister to his vanity, there
is a fairer chance that a more worthy and necessary
work of art will be the result of his self-sacrifice.
Surely with the vainest, in any act of a charitable or
devotional nature, vanity should be here suppressed.
Surely it would be a more satisfying thought after-
ward that a little money had helped toward a fine
altar, or a window, than that the little money of
itself alone had stirred some little mind to produce
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an unworthy bit of cheap tradeart. Iam not saying
that any, or every, fine work of art must necessarily
be expensive, for that would be untrue; I am in-
sisting that where cheapness (as it often does)
means inferiority, it would be a nobler act of sacrifice
on the part of the donor to allow his benefaction
to become merged in a wider fund, that it might
be partly productive of a nobler work of art by an
artist whose thought will have to be paid for.—
Straying away from our churches and Ireland for
a moment, some of you may remember the reply
that the painter, Whistler, gave to a counsel who
was cross-examining him in a famous libel suit,
several years ago. Whistler had said that a picture
of his had taken him a day, or at most, two days, to
paint.  The price of this painting was, I think,
two hundred guineas. Said the counsel in surprise,
“ And you charge two hundred guineas for the work
of two days!” ‘ No,” replied Whistler, ““ I charge
two hundred guineas for the knowledge of a life-
time.” And not alone an artist, but many a counsel
might have given a similar answer .to a similar
question. Knowledge, the result of a life’s study,
must be well paid for ; especially if it be knowledge
added to genius, born and not (as it never can be)
acquired. But an artist need not be a great genius
to do tolerable work for the church ; yet he must
be something other, and better, than a tradesman ;
and small benefactions as a rule stimulate only
the tradesman. It would be better to give five
hundred pounds for a window that is designed and
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carried out by an artist, than two hundred for one
that is the rapid work of a foreign, or even of a native
trade firm. I do not say the difference need be
so marked as that, it may often be only a difference
of tens, not of hundreds, but in any case design and
special artistic aptitude cannot be purchased as
cheap as factory art. Nay, sometimes, money may
be actually saved by dispensing with unnecessary
windows or other adornments and using part of
what is saved on more necessary ones.

Some of the most beautiful churches on the
Continent, and in England, are disgraced by windows
such as we have here in Ireland. I see more reason
every day for saying harder things about these in
Ireland than I said in the Izish Rosary three
years ago. Many of them must really be the most
disgraceful windows in the whole world. It is
almost sullying the name of art for me to use it
here in connection with much of this stained glass,
much that we have here in Dublin for instance.
But the saddest thing of all (though it has its
amusing side as well) is to find that the very defects
that make a window inferior are held by a certain
type of critic (save the mark), to be something very
like a perfection of qualities. For example, I have
lately seen an illustrated pamphlet, or publication,
which has been issued by a country newspaper
office, in which somebody, who modestly hides his
identity, sings the praises of all the work in a certain
important Irish country church. I will quote a
little of what it says, because I believe the booklet,
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or book (for it contains enough matter to make a
considerable volume) has been widely circulated
among the clergy. In one place, after referring in
general to what the writer terms the * exquisite
symbolism ” of the windows, he takes each in turn,
and tells us how they are so fine. Of the first he
says :—‘ We look upon the window and behold a
life-size picture of Pope Sylvester bearing a shield,
upon which is shown rays of light proceeding from
inner rays of light, beautifully representing the lumen
de lumine of the Nicene creed.” That window does
not attract me ; I feel sure that rays of light do not
come through any part of the Pope except his
shield. In as many words as those quoted might
a tradesman impose on the Rev. Mother of a
convent which wanted a few chapel windows.
After ringing the changes through several pages on
similar strained symbolism in the windows, he
comes to a large one and says :—* The correctness
of the enormous number of details in this window
must have involved great time and research, and
archzological knowledge.” Now it is archaological
knowledge that is one of the lesser banes of pro-
gressive art ; it has its"uses perhaps, but—like cast-
iron “symbolism ”—it is always cramping and
dominating the expression of the emotional principle
in design.":="'Of another window he says :—*“ The
artist seems to have followed closely the picture,
‘Christ amongst the Doctors,” by Gaudenzio
Ferrari.” Of another :—* This is a striking picture
for many reasons ; it is a picture of holy labour and
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of the purest domestic bliss. . . It follows
the general outlines of the ‘Holy Family,” by
Murillo, which is supposed to be the very best of
his works.”  Of yet another he says :—‘ Away in
the distance is shown arange of beautiful mountains;
on the top of a rocky eminence is placed the in-
destructible citadel of the Catholic Church. .
An admirable picture is this, and executed with the
precision of an antique cameo.”

Now, if these windows are pictures, with effect
of oil painting, or of landscape distance in any
medium (and, let us grant successfully gained, until
we see the windows) then are these same windows
failures as decorative stained glass; as stained
glass at its true value as glass. Complete failures,
and there is no other term for it. I mustadd here
that I have not seen these windows, and reading
this long descriptive account of them, and of every-
thing else in the church has been the means of
keeping me from paying it a visit.* But how can
one be tempted to go there when he can read in the
same publication :—* The best specimens of —’s
work. . . . is the representation of the Twelve
Apostles in the clerestory windows over the transept
arches. ' They are placed at a high elevation, yet
so skilfully are they designed that they appear most
distinct, and¥are often taken for oil paintings.” (!)
This extract refers to the mosaic work, by the way,
and it is added by the writer that:—*every

* I don’t intend to see them if I can help it ; A hundred times
bitten has made me more than shy. :
D
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parishioner is proud to know that in the mosiac
representation supplied to the Church, S—(an
Italian) took for his models the famous statues of
Jacobelli.” !

I am afraid that many desirable patrons of art
will not quite appreciate the unconscious humour
of these extracts; but any artist, especially a stained
glass worker of any faith in himself, will find
amusement in the praise of defects which should
have been just the thing to avoid. If such are
represented as excellencies, not only in this publica-
tion, but in many a newspaper in the country, we
are brought face to face with a problem how to get
the patronage in the country to know the difference
between fine decorative art, and meretricious com-
mercialism pandering to ill-formed taste. Patronage
in the country reads the newspapers; and if the news-
papers employ men to write up these churches, men
who know very little about art, it seems futile at-
tempting to operate on public opinion so long as these
things are written. One can only hope that a patron,
here and there, does not read the newspapers, or has
an art education above the level of most of the art
criticism in them; and that setting an example in
certain places by erecting fine windows, this craze
for the product of the commercial and General Art
Supply firms will gradually abate ; and such firms
be left to their own mercantile consciences, and the
bliss of feeling that commercial virtue is its own
commercial reward.

To import an artist in stained glass, when one
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as good can be found in the country, is wisdom itself,
compared to importing a foreign tradesman, or his
work ; and why this should be done is beyond my
unravelling. It must remain always a mystery,
this preference for foreign glass, when we can so
well design quite as bad, if not worse, ourselves. It
is simply grotesque, if the grotesque can be simple,
this erecting of inferior German and French windows,
and this puffery of it in the press; and we who go
to these churches and try to say our prayers, have
an uncommonly hard time of it trying to forgive
everybody concerned.*

Continuing our survey of the interior, when we
have feasted our eyes on the ¢ choice > windows, we
may perhaps direct our attention to the high altar
facing us. You will remember, of course, that you
have not seen that particular altar before ; yet it
seems an old acquaintance, if not exactly a friend.
And how is it that you recognise every pinnacle,
niche, canopy and every crocket upon it, if you
have not seen it before ? Well, it is because it is a
‘ beautiful specimen,” (as I have seen it called in
a newspaper) of the ‘ Gothic” sculptor’s art.
A specimen, that is just the right term for it, but I
draw the line at beautiful. It is a specimen of a
very numerous genus, or family, all being as like

* ¢ A patriotic impulse may do what an art impulse fails to do;
and if the end be good, all’s well. The art of /risimern may be
an ‘open sesame !’ in places where the art of the ar#/ss alas, is
no key to patronage. But, as exceptions help to prove every
general rule, Irish art undisguised as the art of the artist itself

has crept into more than one sanctuary among the hundreds in
this land.” :
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one another as peas in a pod. Some of them, like
the peas, are larger than others, but the specimens
are all of one family. You will note the pinnacle
in the middle, and the pannelled niches with canopies
ranged on each side. If the sanctuary is wide
enough we may find three or four sections, or panels
on each side ; if narrower, perhaps only two. The
design does not depend upon the sculptor, it depends
upon measurement first, and upon the family, or
genus, afterwards. You will note the same polished
shafts to the columns in all of the family, and
measurement here does not restrict them so much.
They can go up as high as the funds at the disposal
of the patron. Sometimes they carry up a pinnacle
to hide a stained glass window, and then our
emotions are divided between gratitude and disgust.
Sometimes on these altars there are figures of saints,
and then our emotions are divided between wonder
and despair.

In no sense of the word are these altars designed.
Any artist with an eye to see can instantly separate
the stock pattern from the original work, if there be
any there, which is not very often. And although
the duplication of the stock pattern may be poor
enough ; what may be termed, by courtesy, the
original work is often on a lower plane of art still.

I shall not, here, say much about these altars ;
I have written upon them, and upon statues,
and other work, both in the I7ish Rosary and
The Leader, and it gives me no satisfaction to
repeat myself; but before I pass to the statuary
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—detached statuary—permit me to say that what
is wanted in Ireland on her altars is colour. We
have too much colour on the walls of the churches
as a rule, and little or none on the altars. If
every altar in Ireland were a plain table with a
picture upon it in a fine frame, a very much
greater variety would have been gained than by
these so called ‘“ Gothic ” altars with their variety
of sizes, and little else. But, of course, with
painted altar pieces, the mounting of them, and
the design of the table and of the gradino itself,
may be as varied as the individualities of their
designers. I am not pleading specially for painted
altar pieces and reredoses, but if we had a few
hundred of them in the country, surrounded by
unpainted walls, and every picture upon them
were even by house decorators, our churches would
be more interesting, and the altars themselves
(at least from a distance) more effective.  But
if, as it should be, these paintings were the work of
artists, what a pleasure, nay, what a real joy, there
.would be in performing our devotions before them ;
and what a joy it would be to feel that a work of
art had been dedicated to the cervice of the temple,
and not a mean weak theft from some book of trade
* designs.”

As I have now referred to painted walls, and as,
in our survey of the church, we have had such walls
in the corners of our eyes all along since we
entered, we can let the statues stand aside for a
moment, and for a few words on decorative painting.
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About the subordination of painting to the archi-
tectural features of a church, I can think, just now,
of nothing, generally, better to say to you, than
these words of John Ruskin :—* The best sculpture
yet produced has been the decoration of a temple
front, the best painting, the decoration of a room.
Raphael’s best doing is merely the wall-colouring
of a suite of apartments in the Vatican, and his
cartoons were made for tapestries.  Correggio’s
best doing is the decoration of two small church
cupolas at Parma ; Michael Angelo’s of a ceiling in
a Pope’s private chapel ; Tintoret’s of a ceiling and
side wall belonging to a charitable society at Venice,
while Titian and Veronese threw out their noblest
thoughts, not even on the inside, but on the outside
of the common brick and plaster walls of Venice.”
I said, just now, nothing generally better, but I
should like to particularize, myself. that the pre-
decessors of all these men, Michael Angelo, Tintoret,
Titian, and the rest; predecessors like Perugino,
with his decoration of the Merchant’s Exchange,
the Cambia, at Perugia ; like Pinturicchio, with his
decoration of the Piccolomini Library at Siena ;
like the earlier Taddeo Gaddi, in the Spanish chapel
at Santa Maria Novella at Florence, and the still
earlier Fra Angelico at San Marco, and at the
Vatican ; and yet before him, the great Giotto at
Assisi and Padua ; all these men did much finer
decorative work than Michael Angelo, Correggio,
and Veronese. And why I particularize in this way
is to point out that you may engage a great artist to
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paint you a fine picture, and that fine picture may
even be the finest picture that that great artist may
ever paint, as a picture, but that something else is
necessary in a church, or a chapel, than that the
picture of itself alone shall be fine. What is necessary
is that the decorative impulse must dominate the
painter rather than the pictorial one ; and that the
delineative, or illustrative, purpose (as I may
term it), must be subordinate to that decorative
impulse. The architecture of the church itself is,
or should be, in a state of repose, and the walls must
not be made a stage—a theatrical stage—for violent
dramatic action. The pictures upon them must
be as restful, from their composition and treatment
of necessary action, as are the clergy themselves at
the services of the altar, or as restful as the con-
gregation engaged in prayer, from their mental
attitude on such occasions. An example of restful-
ness, and two of dramatic action by the same painter
will serve to explain what I mean here, though they
are in a palace and not in a church. If any of you
look at Raphael’s ¢ Parnassus > (or a reproduction
of it) that is on the wall in one of the rooms in the
Vatican, and then at his ¢ Expulsion of Heliodorus,”
or at his “ Fire in the Borgo,” also there, you will be
able to contrast the repose of quiet ‘“action” with the
unrest of dramatic action. And I have chosen these
examples because they are so close together, and
the dramatic action, say of the ¢ Heliodorus” is
of the same period as the restful action (which is
not a contradiction in terms of art, mind) of the
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*“ Parnassus.” But you may say that this is only a
question of subject, that one needs dramatic action,
and the other a quieter arrangement and grouping
of masses ; but I am not criticising each as a picture,
I am just contrasting the two frescoes, so that you
may note how one belongs to the wall upon which it
is painted, and is as steady to the eye as that wall,
and the other, the ‘ Heliodorus,” is all movement ;
and so they have served me for great examples of
two different motives.* Well, the motive that we
want in our churches is the motive that does not
move ; and, though this may seem another paradox,
it is an artistic proof that strength always springs
from restraint, as from steam in a boiler ; and not
from loose and unconfined movement. And if you
will take the pleasure, the next time any of you
travel, of looking carefully, in this humour of study
for the emotion of repose, at such decoration as
Perugino’s lunettes in the Cambia at Perugia, or
at Gaddi’s work in Santa Maria Novella at Florence,
or at Fra Angelico’s decoration of the chapel in the
Vatican, or at Giotto’s ceiling at Assisi, in the lower
church of San Francesco, you will see yet more
clearly the value of this carefully composed steadi-
ness in the pictorial presentment of idea.

But where we have figured wall-embellishment
in Ireland—I hardly like to call what we have,
-decoration—we have a modern realism of treatment
which is unsuitable for ecclesiastical walls ; apart

*The “Mass at Bolsena” is another good example of restful
action.
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from its poor quality as painting in itself. = Where
we have decoration attempted at all, it seems to be
left to the house painter, or decorator as he is
termed ; and between the incapable artist, who
has failed in his opportunity, and the decorating
tradesman, our Irish churches are in such a pretty
state of conglomerated ugliness that it seems
hopeless to expect the conversion of them into
anything beautiful. The only thing to do, is for us
to deprave our taste as rapidly as possible, and so
exact some pleasure from them while life still
remains to us. But, seriously, what can he done
with the churches that have, so far, not been in this
respect irrevocably disfigured ? Well, I can see no
other way than to leave the walls alone for a time
and get colour into the churches by the erection
where possible, of a few fine altar-pieces, until the
general taste of patrons has improved. Then, from
altar-pieces men may rise to the working out of more
difficult schemes, which the fit decoration of walls
entails. For, though lightly and unthinkingly
undertaken at present, the decoration of a wall is
an achievement requiring a greater grasp of archi-
tectural essentials than the painting of detached
altar-pieces. The altar generally separates, to some
extent, the picture from the church, but the wall
decoration should become, so to say, a part of the
architecture itself. It always, at its best, did this
in England, in Italy, in ancient Greece or in
archetypal Egypt.

And now in passing to the remaining aids to
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devotion in our churches (the statues on their
pedestals) I shall be very brief. A writer once said
in The Leader, ‘ The artistic soul of poor Ireland
understands Ober.* It would remain dumb if an
artist appealed to her.” [The Leader, September 6,
19o2.] Ireplied on this point :—* Is statuary really
needed at all in churches if the soul of the country
is @esthetically dead ? In the Penal days, devotion
was never so fervent, although statues, and chapels,
and churches in which to place them, did not
exist. The imagination of the people then was
uncontaminated by ugly crudities— . . . and
the devotion of the unlettered peasantry was as
pathetic, as intense, and as great—nay, greater
probably —than it had ever been before. It was a
greatness that sprang from no marble incentive.
But now the church has gained power, and the
people comparative freedom, and all recognize the
necessity to maintain the old and to evoke a fresh
spirit of devotion. = Are the means used really
adequate ? The resultant devotion should not lose
quality. I would advance this thesis : no statuary
or good statuary.” —I wrote two articles in support
of that thesis; and I am still of an opinion that it
would be better to have our churches void of all
statues than to see them as they are. Let us, if we
must have coloured statues, have the best that the
artist can create, not the worst that the tradesman
can import ; or let us have none at all. But, above

* Ober, be it stated for the uninformed, is the symbol for poor,
cheap, coloured, imported statuary.
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all, let us have the colour of marble, and bronze, and
ivory, and alabaster, the colour of material itself in
preference to the colours of the painter. I know
that in Dublin, at the presént day, there are artists
employed in colouring plaster ; and their colours
are the best that I have yet seen used on modern
work of this nature *; but I should like to think
of this as only a step toward better work ; toward
a raising of the public taste to desire statues that
shall have the contrast of the flesh parts with the
draped parts (or the harmony if you like) a contrast
that comes of the texture and colour of materials
beautiful in themselves. As for bronze, Iknow of
only one work (now in progress) for an Irish church,
and that is a relief+ for an altar; and where we
have marble uncoloured (for I know of no examples
of stained marble) we have figures almost as poor
in design as the coloured plaster figures confronting
us in every church, and in every tradesman’s shop.
Artists must be employed at this work, and they
must be kept in the country by a wise and generous
patronage. Statues, of any account as art, are the
most costly objects in a church. A cheap plaster
cast must necessarily be a duplicate of something
else; for, if it be original, it will not be cheap, as the
design of the sculptor must be paid for, and the
saving will only be on the value of the material and
the labour of the mechanical carver and painter.

*The Irish Art Companions of Clare Street, Dublin, have
produced some interesting coloured plaster. 1904.
+[See Introduction.]
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I have now indicated at some length why we
should be dissatisfied, and how it is that many are
dissatisfied, and rightly so, with the work carried
out in our churches in recent years. We, who dis-
like what we see, have a stronger reason for our
dislike than that oft-quoted paraphrase from
Martial :—*1T do not like thee, Dr. Fell, the reason
why I cannot tell ; But this alone I know full well,
I do not like thee, Dr. Fell.”” —We have too many
reasons for our dislike, and well grounded ones ;
for they are grounded in principles that form the
basis of all fine and satisfactory art. In the words
of a writer on architecture,—who wrote fifty years
ago—whom I have never heard quoted in my life : —
“ Nothing can increase the value of a design,
which does not increase the labour of the designer.
(by designer I do not mean draughtsman). Every
reference to precedent should do this, and will do
so with every true artist. But the false artist refers
to precedent, to save himself trouble; that is, to
cheat his employers, by diminishing the value of
his work, without diminishing its apparent value.

That nothing is beautiful which is
without motive, most of the thinking will admit ;
yet it is necessary to add, that novelty and antiquity
are no admissible motives. But though age affords
no reason whatever for the adoption of anything,
it gives every reason for its examination and study.
We cannot too strongly instil into the reader, that,
while novelty is in itself neither a beauty nor a
fault, but totally immaterial, novelty sought for
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its own sake is the destruction of art. The end of art
is truth. The instant it proposes any other aim,
(be it novelty, or to ‘catch the spirit’ of a par-
ticular time or place, 7.e., mimicry, or any other
fancy), it ceases to be art ; and what is not art, is
not architecture. Aim at catching the spirit of all
true architecture, not that of any one style, still
less, of a notoriously false style.” And he further-
more puts so-called “style” and weak design
together into a nut-shell very neatly, where he
says :—‘“ What avails it to have repeated truly
the ggo words for which he could find authority,
if the 1o which he was obliged to add are a// false ?
It is these ten alome that show whether he is an
artist or not ; and these things, though small, and
escaping the casual glance of the public, glare to
our eyes as huge blots, totally defacing the routine
beauty ; though that may form the major portion
of the work, and may cause the uninformed to
regard it as pleasing on the whole.” *

If this architect had been writing of Ireland,
and not of England I hardly think he would have
said that the ggo words were ‘repeated truly.”
However, to draw my lecture to an ending, I ask,
who is there living in this country who would not
like to see those fen words of individuality and
personal artistic expression expanding into the ggo ;
so that the beauties should be counted by hundreds

* Rudimentary Architecture, by E. L. Garbett; a text-book
that would put many a more modern one to shame, for the
sound doctrine it contains.
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and the blots by tens ? Let Ireland have an art of
her very own, a modern art, and when the modern
legislative chamber of her representatives—in-
dependent representatives—comes, no Minister of
Fine Art will be needed to check the philistinism of
such chambers. An art of her very own ; some-
thing which nobody, though he be a future Bona-
parte with his armies, or an American millionaire
with his purse, could rob her of. For a country
may be despoiled of its pictures, or it may sell its
statues, but the spirit of art which produced them
is contained within the brains, and the flesh and
bone, of that country’s inhabitants. The art of the
future, Irish art, must come from these modern
inhabitants themselves, not from the mouldered
past ; from those who are of the stock that made
the wealth of those who arrogated all the art and
culture of this land to themselves. If it do not come
from them, it will never be of this country, it will
be always more or less of an exotic, and perhaps
worse than that, a decadent art.

I plead for a national ecclesiastical art, and I
have indicated that the way to foster it is for the
church in Ireland to patronise her own struggling
children wherever they may be found with the
souls of artists in their needy bodies. Patronise
them directly, not through Schools of Art and
Departments, and patronise them with a wise
munificence by reserving the money that is wasted
on unnecessary tradesman’s work and thus in-
creasing the total available for the artist. Patronage
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must attract art; nothing else will keep it in the
country ; a niggardly and mean patronage may
serve the competitive tradesman with machinery
and a ledger—I don’t know for cértain—but I
know well that a generous use of money alone
will keep art alive in any country, and has alone
kept it alive in any Christian country since the
dawn of the Christian era.

If, in conclusion of this plea for the artist, I
may inflict upon your patience a flight in rhetoric,
rising (or, it may be descending) from the necessary
almost sordid side of this question into what some
of you may consider the region of ramess, I would
remind you in words of mine own that, I insist,
contain certain great truths, however inadequate
in force my words may be—I would remind you
that art among a people is the great lever which can
move mountains of daily doubt when working out
problems of life ; that art is surety itself, though that
surety is through the defective senses themselves.
I would also remind you that though art is by its
nature beyond reason, even like greater religion
and love, yet the manifestations of art—of power
and skill—may be reasoned on and analysed by
the most sordid of minds; and that art, like them,
abides behind the golden bars of the “so far and
no further,” against which philosophy and a so-
called science may break their wings in vain. For
art is the greatest factor, after Love and Religion,
in the history of the world, and its phenomena are
as subtle as those of the soul itself. The world’s
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histories and periods, dynasties and nations are
half its creation ; for art has created all that we can
imagine outside of revelation, and which revela-
tion in turn, art seems to have made its
own. Art is the great archimage of life; art
can transform the whole visible, common-
place world which every man carries in his mind,
into an elysium of stimulative mystery. Nay,
I say, that art is a regenerative goddess ; for when
she manifests her presence to the soul of man she
comes first as a seed, then as the soil itself, wherein
that seed will find nourishment ; and finally, and
rewardingly, appearing as the blossom of unquench-
able joy, carrying new and ever fertile seeds for
yet grander growths in the calyx of her maturity.
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ON ECCLESIASTICAL ARCHITECTURE.
I.

In writing about Catholic ecclesiastical archi-
tecture in Ireland, my views shall be advanced as a
writer about the beautiful in building, not as an
engineer, who, so to say, scales the sky with compass
and mathematical calculation.  For the writer
cares not how solidly, how scientifically, a church be
built if it be not beautiful when completed. He
looks at the sky line of a roof, not into stresses
and strains; at the joints of masonry certainly,
at the colour and charm of material, but not into
the quality of the mortar, nor into the time book of
the clerk of works. Solely at the beauty of externals,
though these may, indeed, be emphasised by the
constructive accomplishments of the architect and
engineer. At the design when carried out, not
into building as a trade. Just as in sculpture, he
cares not how much misplaced energy or skill in
reproduction be illustrated, if the illustration be
of a poor and weak original.

Puginism, and by that I mean the so-called
* Gothic revival,” in England, ran a fairly pros-
perous course. It is true that Pugin himself was
hardly done by in many ways, and much that he .
abhorred is credited to him by those who do not

know how hampered he was by the miserable
E
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haste_and the cheapening processes of his patrons.
But Puginism altogether, and inclusive of the
work of Sir Gilbert Scott and others, ran a fairly
prosperous course. It is a pity ; but it did. Like
everything else that sickens in England, it came
over here to expire, and seemingly its death throes
are still quite remote. For if there was any
difference between the architectural genius for
imitation in the two countries, it must be allowed
that it lay in a difference of weaknesses alone.
Just as in other ways your modern Dublin publican
is but a weaker cast of his original in London, your
modern architect in Ireland has been but a pinch-
beck English architect. Pugin himself, and after
him Scott perhaps, was sincere enough. Pugin
tried to identify himself with all that was sublime
in the fine Gothic work of the old cathedrals and
churches of England, the ‘ frozen music ” of the
Catholic Church ; but his imitators there, and here,
had not Pugin’s religious or artistic zeal as a motive.
They found the fashion he had created ready made,
and adopted it, as men do any other fashion, with
more avidity than discretion. And we may feel
fairly sure that the first strong Irishman that
comes forward with anything fresh or rehabilitated
in architecture in this country, will have fashion
to fight ; and if he win, will be himself the founder
of yet another fashion. And the only consolation
will be that, if he is slavishly copied as Pugin and
Scott were, the imitation will be more home
grown ” than has been the case for a very long
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period. Pugin’s memory, by the way, deserves an
honest epitaph—the memory of his imitators in Ire-
land deserves—well, an unwritten one for the sake
of charity.

But why should there be imitation of foreign
models in this country ? Let Irishmen imitate
one another if they perforce must imitate—which
I hardly like to grant—but imitation should surely
halt at the three mile fishery limit. Just consider
what preservation of national, if self-imitative,
characteristics there were in the early Italian
states, always at war with one another. Just
consider how, when Mohammedanism swept rapidly
around the shores of the Mediterranean; and into
Persia and India, and men had accepted its strange
abolition of all human and animal forms in art,
the thought still ranged within its imposed limits
to express itself independently of other self-bound
peoples. Think also how different in manner is
Sant’ Ambrogio in Milan from San Vitale at
Ravenna, or the Duomo at Siena from that at Pisa.
Or, in the seventeenth century, when, as it were,
the world was closing in, see how Longhena in
Venice and those in Rome diversely treated an
already stereotyped classic material. Influences,
quite detectable from sources traceable in them-
selves ?  Indeed there are, but the differences
exist despite influences imported. But times are
different ; the world is so much smaller now. Yes,
but have not men souls still ? Are they grown
smaller too ? Is this a reason ? Is theré an universal
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shrinkage ? Did the Mohammedan in Cairo or in
Jerusalem have a larger and a nobler soul than the
Irishman of to-day ? These are only questions ;
yet the nobility of the national soul may be more
detectable in the artistic greatness of a nation’s
work than in its shrewdness, thrift or commercial
prosperity—aye, or in the physical courage of its
units. The English are to blame! Aye, there’s
the rub, for, look you, how the Mohammedan
imposed his horseshoes and horseshoe arches on
Christian Spain! It was a like case here ; we left
off at Cashel, and God knows when we shall go on
again., Well, and it may be pointed out that the
Mohammedan architecture, say at Delhi, has the
characteristics of India with its pierced and fretted
slabs of window marble instead of the bar tracery
in western parts; and most of the details of the
Syrian mosques are different, as they were in
Persia. And, indeed, English or no English, this
used to be so in the Christian architecture of the
continent, and in the later Christian architecture
of England and Ireland since the Norman-Welsh
invasion and English occupation. At least, it was,
to some extent, slightly traceable down to the classic
revival in quite modern times, and affecting that
classic revival here in Dublin. Noticeable, indeed,
until Puginism came with its sand-papering away
of all originality, of all purpose beyond imitation,
of all thought beyond the superficial one of emulating
the hardly-used Pugin himself. = Pugin’s ideas,
when carried out, shewed at least the man’s in-
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defatigable pursuit of all the good things in Gothic
art, but what is held to be the very best modern
“ Gothic ” church in Ireland, is but an adaptation
of those and similar ideas well watered down with
weaknesses.

Has everything that could possibly be done in
art been done already ? Is imitation of the past
to be a new law in the world evolved from the
conglomeration of bye-gone laws ? Now the laws
of beauty never die, can never die while earth
lasts. The law of reticence, which may be termed
a retrogression which is in itself an advance, as a
descent in one sense, may be a step forward in an-
other ; this law of reticence is a law of beauty.
The world now—and the world is a force to be
recognised and obeyed in those which are good of
its mandates—the world of art now compels under
pain of failure this reticence. Reticence, reserve,
rejection of things unessential, whatever you please
to call this law which abnegates, may be included
in the term simplicity. And there are two kinds of
simplicity, neither of them foolishness. There is
that which comes of a lack of knowledge in things
perhaps that may often be unessential themselves,
and that simplicity which comes of a deliberate
rejection based on an accumulation of knowledge.
The latter must be the simplicity of the architect,
who is an artist of knowledge, in these days. Cir-
cumstance has compelled him to take his un-
earthed hoard of golden treasure, with its chased
and modelled and filagreed crowns and coronets of
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empire, and melt it all down that he may construct
the simple fillet which may be an irreproachable
diadem of conscious sovereignty. His knowledge
must teach him to sift knowledge carefully. He
must prune down the tree of his knowledge that it
may bud and blossom with more concentration of
worth, if less abundantly than did the universal
tree from which he obtained his graft.

But the architect cannot, if he have the highest
of all motives as an artist—individual perfection
as an architect—take his modern simplicity ready-
made from another modern. Neither can he take
his simplicity directly from examples of the earlier
days when this apparent reticence (referred to
above) came of a lack of knowledge in things them-
selves often unessential to beauty. It is true he
could ““design” a replica of the Parthenon, or of
the Lombardic Sant’ Ambrogio, or of Cashel, (at
which the Greek would, with all his wisdom, have
smiled derisively,) or of Salisbury fane ; and well it
would be if he did no worse than faithfully repeat.
His simplicity must be taken from nobody, past
or present; it must come of conscious rejection.
For we cannot destroy knowledge gained, and there
is no such thing as forgetting. He must know, and
he cannot know too much; but he must not speak
all he knows ; or rather, in the concrete speaking
of his thought, he must summarise all his thought.

If he be an artist he will, when designing a church,
consider its destined locality first of all.  Truly,
the church of Santa Maria dei Miracoli in Venice
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would be beautiful on the banks of one of our
canals in Dublin, as its beauty is of itself, but
much of the beauty that comes of its harmony
with its surroundings would be lost. The Parthenon
on Tara Hill would hardly be the Parthenon of the
Acropolis in ancient Athens. The locality is worthy
of much thoughtful consideration; and when, as it
may happen to-day, an artist has not grown up
amid the exact surroundings of the site which the
building is to occupy, a study of the locality is
imperative to success in perfected harmony. Then,
if he be an artist, he will consider the material as
well as the harmonious lines in sympathy with the
landscape and the climate. To a great extent the
broad simplicity of olden work lay in the use of the
material nearest at hand. The writer is only con-
cerned with the outward beauty of material, of
course, but it will be often found that durability
and usefulness go hand in hand with beauty.
The breadth and strength and fairness of Pentelic
marble was surely at one with the broadening
effects of Grecian sunlight; and the plains of alluvial
Lombardy, with its sharp winter and fierce-glowing
summer, at one with the brick of soft reds and all
the browns and purples that lie in terra-cotta work.
And in a granite and limestone country the best
architecture will come of their use. If there be
marble where there are gray skies, it will be found
that that marble will be in harmony with the
Creator’s disposition of climate. If there be slate in
the quarries, or if there be clay, or if there be straw
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in the fields, wherever they be found, there they
may be fitly used. There is almost a divine law
as well as an artistic law against importation;
and if this be straining fundamental ideas overmuch
to suit the mood of a writer, still in most lands the
natural elements of variety, of colour, and of beauty
are to be found generally in the earth around.
No elementals are too elemental for serious con-
sideration if the beauty of harmony be any object
to the artist. And here in Ireland are to be found
hard, gray limestone, sparkling granite of the
mountains, plastic clay in the plains, slate in
the hills, together with the rarer and darker

marbles, clouded indeed, and black, like much in ]
the history of the country. These are some elementals
as a basis, which, if the architect despise, will, in
the despising, revenge themselves by preaching
down his own truer instincts. There have been
palaces and places that were holy, built in a city
of the sea which had no native stone or marble,
nor even timber. Yet, as the old-time masted
barque of sturdy oak, or the modern funnelled ship
with curved prow of steel, takes the beauty of contrast
from a bed of liquid buoyancy, receding into an
horizontality which is a neutral background, so
does the marble magnificence of Venice rest like a
mighty ship upon the expansive and isolating
lagune. The sea exceptionalises by its indifference
to the shore ; by its expansive foiling that sets with
its grandeur both a towering granite pharos or a
buoyant little Connemara coracle. But among the
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brown bogs and gray hills of this Western Isle;
among its green pastures where the stone crops out
in the land of the more virtuous folk that inhabit
it, even as the rugged and hereditary purity of their
natures underlie much that is but a jest of vice—
here, indeed, the imposition of surroundings must
be recognised and obeyed if the harmony of earth
and art, of country and beauty, be desirable.
And if it be not desirable by the architect, we have
not the artist that loves essentials.

“But, good friend and writer, I fear you have
but a wandering wit ; cannot an Irish carven saint
in the statuary marble of Carrara be fit in a limestone
church of the hillside ? What may be more beautiful
than Venetian mosaic in the vaulting of a native
brick apse ?” To such an interlocutor I would
respond that I have not yet come to what is hidden
from the eyes that rest on landscape and church
as a whole. And if there be no fine statuary marble
in a country, maybe the bronze of copper and zinc
and tin of the mine, is the better outdoor material ;
and, as for interior work, well, the church walls,
or the gallery walls of a mansion, hide the external
view, and, so far, we might be anywhere on earth.
In these essays I desire to draw rather an arbitrary
line between sculpture and architecture, though
their overlapping must necessarily obtrude itself in
discussing details. ,

It were strange indeed—if it were not impossible
—that any good work of art should not bear some
resemblance in general treatment to much that has
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already appeared in the world. The world has,
indeed, grown smaller. With all the rejecting and
sifting of knowledge, even though one began by
balancing a steeple or a dome as a foundation, and
finished off with an inverted crypt for a sky line,
some resemblance would remain to cavil at, when
laughter was exhausted and curiosity was satisfied.
And since I set about writing this essay, I have
seen, both in the Freeman’s Jowrnal and in the
Leader, a notice of the design for the new church
at Spiddal by Mr. W. A. Scott, in which the style is
referred to as * Hiberno-Romanesque ” in the
former instance, and as ‘““a development of the
Irish Romanesque * in the latter (which is by Mr.
Edward Martyn, the distinguished writer and lover
of good art), probably because of certain resemblances
between the round arches, etc., of early Irish work
and Mr. Scott’s ““ development.” Two illustrations
of this excellent design—one an exterior view,
and one, a rough sketch of part of the interior—
accompany this Essay. For my part, I think the
word “‘ development ” unsuitable just yet in the
history of recent Ireland. Things seem more to be
beginning again. But to carp at words thoughtfully
used is far from my intention, and d<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>