(FRere R wiim o f st wife sew) |
(IE W3, TET-93 %03 |
|




























Millet's Angelus
Nivedita of RK.-V.

Every one has heard of the controversy between
realism and idealism in art. And yet no picture could offer
us stronger proof than the one which is given herewith.
that such distinctions are only verities in the hands of little
men. For no one could be a greater realist than Jean
Francois Millet, the leader of the little group of painters
who have made of the French village of Barbizon a sacred
name in European Art. No one could be a greater realist.
And yet, was there ever such idealism, as casts its glow
over his great master-piece, the Augelus?

The word Angelus, it should be explained, is the name
of a prayer, or, rather, of an act of worship. It consists
of the words of salutation which the Angel said to Mary,
the Blessed Virgin, when he told her that she was to be
the mother of the Christ. “Hail Mary! full of grace! The
Lord is with thee. Blessed art thou among women, and
blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus!” In a very special
sense, this salutation represents to the Christian what
may be called the memorial of the Incarnation : it brings
him closer than anything else to that mysterious union
between the human and the Divine, which according to
his belief sums up the mystery of Jesus. Pious Catholics,
therefore, make a habit of saying these words over to
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exaggerated in many ways, but could never by any means
have been guilty of vulgarity.

One great reason for these differences lies in the fact
that the lists of Italy, Germany and Holland, from the thirteenth
to the sixteenth centuries, had a much smaller choice of
subjects than the moderns. At first, at least in Italy, they
painted very little except religious subjects. Then they began
to draw upon the Greek and Latin classics, and we have
Venuses and Auroras and Sun Gods, and the rest. It was
in Holland that the idea of realism, or painting the common
things of common life, was born. And now a days it often
seems as if an artist's, only idea were to paint something
that had never been painted before. Yet even now, the
dreamers and poets of Europe—and a painter is only a poet
singing in colour—cannot help turning back time and again
to the old religious themes, Perhaps a man feels that until
he as painted a Madonna, or a Last Supper, like the old
masters, he has not fully measured his power. Perhaps the
impulse is finer than this, a desire to translate high ideals
into the common tongue. In any case, some of the finest
pictures, even in modern times, are religious and Christian.
This was so, though not in its full sense, with the two modemn
European pictures which we have already given. St.
Genevieve watching over Paris, by Puvis de Chavannes,
and the Angelus by J.F. Millet. But of the picture which we
give in the present month, it is true in a much larger way.
This is actually a modern Madonna, by a living painter,
Dagnan Bouveret.

Different as they are in many ways, there is something
in the spirit of this work that brings it and the Augelus of
Millet very close together. It is the blending of the ideal with



e, s
| '; .-“'...nl-lﬂ The
il has the artjs
; I. The arbor in
' ? ! cooling the
i ay be, for the
"D suggest a

other with the
! 1' of the nun,

I! ‘...- hﬂ'IWE

’[HJ bf.lesus nor
| rﬁ nl.ﬂofmanof
hought it holds most




m the mothe,

. ':Jr nﬂ'ﬂlﬂ nun, The
1 N Il hﬂs the artis
Tl [ﬂa‘ Thﬂ arbﬂl‘m
‘verandah cooling
Itrnay be, for the

ig ant to suggest ;
mnthar with the

abit of the nun
aymbolisrn We

of r of Jesus, nor

e srml of man, of

: :.~:-_-+_ it it holds most

m for the first




Sainte Genevieve watching over Paris
Nivedita of RK.-V.

Sainte Genevieve is the Patron Saint of Paris. And here
she is represented as praying over the city while it sleeps.
This is one of the series of great frescoes of the Life of
Sainte Genevieve painted by Puvis de Chavannes on the
walls of the Pantheon in Paris. For the French have decorated
this great Church,—the resting-place of their most honoured
dead,—with civic and historic mural paintings, just as we
may do in the future with our Federation Hall.

This particular picture might almost be oriental. The
elderly saint wears a veil. True, it is that of the nun, not that
of the eastern household. Yet, it suffices to strike the note
of kinship. We note also the terrace-roof, the many flat
house-tops and tiled towers of the sleeping city, the rose-
tree, so like our tulsj, in the sun outside, and the tiny lamp
within, the doorway. The face and figure of Sainte Genevieve
herself might well be those of some Hindu widow. Do we
not all know a hundred of just this type?

And so, in what is perhaps the finest expression of the
civic spirit in modern art, we have again the eternal mission
of woman-hood revealed to us as intercessor and vigil-
keeper for the sleeping world. As in the past to household
and to church, so also in the future, in the light of a larger
thought and wider consciousness a brooding power of prayer
throbbing above the city and the nation.
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artist's mind that the vertical is always vertical, and that
parallel lines converge as they recede.

But Ayodhya here is a palace, not a city. The home of
the soul, the white-walled vision is a royal and divine abode,
not the country of a great multitude. In this, the idea of the
artist is exactly the same as that which the church was
always imposing on the mind of Europe. Yet in an Italian
picture, of a corresponding thought and period, we should
probably have had, as background to the sacred group,
some fragment of a great city.

The Indian picture expresses unity. The Italian would
have been full of broken suggestions. This is because the
one speaks out of a full and coherent social order, present
to the consciousness of all its children. The other would
have been the utterance of something immeasurably more
complex, but also less aesthetically perfect.

The pearls in this picture are real, being set into the
painting. The frame is of mirror. The artist is unknown.
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