
ACCIDENT IN ART.

W HAT painter has not with a carelesi smutch
AccompUshed his despair? - one touch

nckvealing
All he had put of life, thought, vigor, féeli
Into the canvas that withoût that touch
Showed of his love and laborjust so much
Raw pigmeni4 scarce a scrap of soul concealing 1

What et has not found his spirit kneeling
A.-esuâFen at the sound of sucb or such

Strange verses staring from his manuscript4
Written he knows not how, but which wiR sound

Like trumpets down the years? So Accident
Itself immasks the likeness, of Intent,
And ever in blind Chance's darkest crIT, t
The shrine-lamp of God's purposing is ound.

IN A GARDEN.

T HOUGHT is a garden wide andold
For alry matures to explore,,
ere groiw the great fantastic flowers

îth trüth for honey at the core.

There like a wild marau bee
Made desperate by huný y ears,
From gorgeous If to darik Perkeç
I blunaer down the dusk of years.

71


