
STEWART's LITEriART

Ie's wvrought with lier for sixty ycars-
Bel ieves lie did his duty;

Yct ail thitt tiane savw naiught Sublime,
Nor drank one dratugit of beauty.

lis only joy as nman and boy
Was but to plod ani nioii,

lIntil bis very sotil itself
Ilas grown int o the soil.

lie secs no vision, hiears no voice
To make his spirit sinart;

The glory and the inystery
Ne'er qett'l(l on his hicart.

The great vault's hianging o'er his head,
The earth is rolling under,

On iwhich hcsà borne froua niglit tilliuaorii
.Witli fot one look of %vonder.

Talk flot to in of yonder clouds
In giory mass'd together, -

John but bchiolds in adl their folds
Some ind;cx of the Nveathier.

Talk flot of old cathiedral woods
T1ieir gothic arc-hes throwing;

John only secs in ail those treus
So rnany saw*-iogs growing.

For. in the woods no spirit broods,
The grove's no longer haunted;

The gode3 have gone to mealins unknown,
And carth is disenehanted.

In Day, with ail his briglit array,
And black Niglit stili returning,

Hec neyer saw one gieamr of awe
Tho! all their 1ýimps were burning.

Their sVasons in their mystie round
Their magie work are do ing;

Spring cornes and goes, the wild flower llows~.
And Wintcr's sto riais are brewing.

And Indian Surumer steps between,
In robes of purpie gieaming,

Or in ýa' maze of golden haze
The live-long day is drearning.

John stands withi duli insensate look,
Bis very soul's grown hoary 1 i

And secs in ail but sear leaveà- faýhl,
And flot one gleam of glory.

For beauty and 'sublirnitý,
Are but'a useless bhander;

And nauglit can start awe in bis heart,
No nothaing short of thunder.

Lie k-now the world's a solid world,
And that a spade's à spade,

* And that for food and rairnent, all
.The heaveus and cartua were muade.

11e iaughs at ai our ecstasies,
And ho keeps stili repeating

-You say 'tis fair, but will it wear?
Or is it good for eating?"

And we eau oniy say to hiim
"&That it je very tragie,

To sec but kites and appetites
1'owl in this Hall of Magie:"


