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related to the present or the future of Ireland; but they

b

~of respeet above his hicr.

refused to stigmatise the patriot brave of all history, who
had bled and died for liberty. This would not suffice, and
the painful fact hecame clear enough that tho monstrous

test resolutions were meant to drive them from the as--

sociation. On the 27th of July, 1846, the &oung Treland

leaders, refusing a test which was a treason against truth,
justice, and liberty, quitted Conciliation-Hall, and Irish
Ireland was rent into bitterly hostile parties.

Not long afterwards the insidious disease, the approach
of which was proclaimed clearly enough in O’Connell’s
recent praceedings—softening of the brain—laid the old
chieftain low. Ho had felt ithe approach of dissolution,
and set out on a pilzrimage that had been his lifelong
dream—a visit to Rome.  And assuredly a splendid wel-
come awatted him there; the first Catholic Layman in
Eurepe, the Emancinator of seven millions of Cathalics,
the most illustrous Christian patrict of his age. But
heaven decreed otherwise, A brighter welcome in a hetter
land awaitcd the toil-worn soldier of faith and fatherland.
At Marseilles, on his way to Rome, it became clear that
a crisis was at hand: vet he would fain push onward for
the Eteinal City. In Genoa the Superb he-hreathed his
last; lhegqueatling, with his dying hreath, his body to Ire-
land, his heart to Reme, his soul to God. A Christendom
was plunged into wourning.  The world noured its homase
Ireland, the land for which he
bhad Tived zwnd labered, eave him » funeral nobly befitting
lsis title of Tnerewned Manassh Bt more honoring than
funeral pageant, worthy of his memorv, was the
ahiding grief that fell upon the people who had loved him
wilh such a deep devotion.

maore

{To be continued.)
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Civilisation and the Renaissance

{By Joux C. Revinre, 8.J,,
The Renaissance is one of the most striking phenomena
in the history of civilisation. If is in one sense a great
step forward, while in another it marks a decided movement
towards 2 lower ideal than that of the Middle Ages. Its
very namo is something of a usurpation. It seems to imply
that the. literature and the arts to whieh it pretends to
have given a mew birth had entirely disappeared from the
world and that under the wand of its wizards, they had
sprung to life again. Nothing could he more untrue. The
first stirrings of that revival had long ago been felt. To
g0 no further than Dante, the gredat Florentine had sounded
an unmistakable note, bui with no base harmonies ming-
ling in its echoes, of a genuine lLumanism, yet with Sy
Thomas, he is essentially the interpretor of the Middle
Ages. FEven in the Gothie eathedrals, at which the Re-
naissance was to direct its gibes and sneers as if they were
the relies of a harbarous age, the true humanistic note is
found, though for the most part subdued and in a miner
key, in somo of the appealing figures that heam down from
the portals and the stained glass of those marvellous menu-
ments of faith and genius.
The Renaissanco was hound b come.
civilisation and progress calied for it.

in dmerica.)

Tivery law of
It is to be mp;ret.ied

.that when it came it passed, not entirely but in many of

its most striking manifestations, under the hands of wmen
who debased its ideals und furned its waters into channels
overgrown with weeds of corruption and death. The move-
ment of the Renaissance, says Godefroid Kurth, in The
Church at the Turning Points of History, was in keeping
with the laws of accelerated imotion: it was but the
tpatural, progressive and uninterrupted development of
the society of the Middle Apes unfolding from century to
century down to the opening of the present age.”’ The
seed was cast in the Middle Ages. The Renaissance gave
the perfect flower. Tho centuries that preceded il had
been slowly accumulating intellectual and artistic capital.
That capital had come from the Fathers of the early
Church, from. the cloisters in which solitaries in their
astern lauras, Benedictines and Dominicans in their cells
on ‘Alpine heights and in southern vales, had gathered the
treasures of the past, from the chairs in which Abelard

" and Thomas had taught; from the ‘schools in which Bede.

Alcmm and Rhabanus Maurus had labored with cpwled
x_nonks or purple-clad cqurtlers Emperors hke Charle-

magnp: kings lillce Alfred and Alphonso the Wise, Popes
like E:ylvester I1., Gregory VII., and linnocent III. had
added fo the noble deposit their princely gifts; poets, fiige
Dante and the troubadours of Provence and the minre-
singers of (lermany had given of their golden mintage.
Bvery artist, every doctor and singer in the long file of
the great men of the past had contributed a mite to the’
growing pile. At the close of the Middle Ages, about the
time of the Fall of Constantineple 1453, or the foundie
of the Vatican Library by Pope Nicholas V., the wold
became fully aware of the immense store of resources at
its command.” 1t felt its power. It naturally wished to
usg it. Unfortunately it did not always use it well. While
the more prudent memhers of that admirably equippad
civilisation invested wisely, others squandercd ileir ri-
sources in the pursuit of false gods, and were Inred into
dangorous paths of adventure.

In the civilisation of the Middle Ages at its height,
the point of view was correct. The whizh
artist and doctor, poor and rich, king and peasant, sir-
veyed the world, led their gaze up the mount of vision to
God., A civilisation that bounds its vision with any other
concept is doomed to failure. 1t is not true, az John Ad-
dington Symonds would have us believe, that in the Midcke
Ages man had lived “enveloped in a cowl.”” Tt is not true
that he had not seén the beauty of the world, as that
neo-pagan states in the same place, Renwissunce in Italy,
or had seen it only to cross himself, turn aside and pray,
If St. Bernard wmay mnot have been thrilled Ly all the
heauties of a Swiss landscape in the casy fashion in whizh
a medern humanist looking for artistic sensation might le,
it wus because he was intent on great problems too dep
for the esthetic distractions of a mere tourvist. Dui ile
cves of Francis of Assisi were not closed to the heanty of
his lurd the Sun and his sister the Moon, to the lovelingss
of the flowers and the murmurings of ihe strenms i the
Umbrian hills. The sermon of the Poverello to the hirds
and that of his disciple Antony of Padua to the fishes, toll
us of the most intimate and tender communings with
nature, But fair as was the earth, the virile raco of the
Middle Ages would not let their gaze be viveted om ilx
beauties to such an extent as to close out the sight of
nebler things. The Middle Ages were not flawless. Dark
pages are to be found in their annals. Depths of depravity
and savagery are occasionally revealed which frighten vs.
But the compass which guided them was set towards those
polar truths withount which no civilisation can live. Tor
them the soul was more than the meai, God more than mah,
eternity was more than time. Hence ther ever looked nyp-
wards to the wmountains from which cometh help, not
downwards into the lowlands where shadows flit and pass
away. Theirs was a noble view of civilisation.
tributions which they
Jooms of the race.

The centre of the civilisation during the period of the
Middle Ages was God, that of the Renaissance was man.
Hence the name frequently applied to the movement whi-h
it embodies—** humanism.” It pretended to have d-s-
coyered man, and the world in which he lived. Has ust
John Addington Symonds said: “ The Renaissance was
the liberation of the reason from a dungeon, the doulle
discovery of the outer and the inner world” ?  The dun-
seon irradiated with the serene Jight of the Angelic Dce-
tor, in whose darkness Dante glimpsed such spleneors,
tamlot have been so narrow or noisome. As to the dis-
covéries of the outer and the inner world, expecially of the
latter: those nges which humanists like John Addington
Symonds so ridicule, had, in most instances, in some shanc
or other, found the key to them.

"But, in spite of its follies and though it docs net Iy

angle frem

The con-
made to it form one of the heir-

any means measure up to all the claims made for it. the

age uof the Renaissnnce is one of the great epochs of history.
What is best in it, it owes to the Christian civilisation that
preceded 1t and to the fostering care of the Church. It is
impossible not to be thrilled by its nccomplishments, though
the admiration its triumphs cause is rather dulled when ve
remember the sorry use to which some of its most accomplist-
ed scholarsipiit their gifts. In spite of the disgnst with which
much. of the work of Poggio Bracciolini fills us, we follow
his journeyvings through the libraries of Europe for the
resgue of old manuscripts with something of thé romantic
interest with which we follow the wake of the Santa Mar'a

of Colombits ta the West, or that of Magellan’s Victoria in




