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I search for beauty,

And I find,

Not in sight or thought

Or frame of mind:

Eut in a sense

of mystic,this to me

Reveals some faint assurance
Of beauty that I cannot se=s,

The nlainest canvass painted
May Havel a story to unfold
The merest line

Can hold a2 mes-<age

¥et untold

But who will dare to say
Beauty no longer lies

In writ-en line

Or painted canvass skies,

Think well,oh critic,

Look before you scff or scorn
The 1lines that make a book

Or paint uvon a2 canvass bold.
For what the writer seesw

6r painter fe-=ls of dguty ¥

Are but the cloak:“iss. 7

Which effort or desire unfold*

Th youn stght -abkurd} =i

Dut to the author and the painter
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