ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

the smoke of old altars coiling among the cypress
boughs. The redwoods of the West become columns
of Doric eloquence and simplicity. The mountains
and lakes of the West have become settings for the
reading of the “Centaur” of Maurice de Guerin.
You see the reason for the titles chosen because you
feel that the poetry of line and the harmonic accom-
paniment of color is the primal essential. They are
not so dynamic as suggestive in their quality of
finality. The way is left open, in other words, for
you yourself to wander, if you will, and possess the
requisite instincts for poetry.

The presence of Arthur B. Davies, and conversa-
tion with him convince one that poetry and art are
in no sense a diversion or a delusion even. They
are an occupation, a real business for intelligent
men and women. He is occupied with the essential
qualities of poetry and painting. He is eclectic by
instinct.  Spiritually he arrives at his conviction
through these unquestionable states of lyrical exist-
ence. He is there when they happen. That is au-
thenticity sufficient. They are not wandering moods.
They are organized conditions and attitudes, intel-
lectually appreciated and understood. He is a mys-
tic only in the sense that perhaps all lyrical poetry is
mystic, since it strives for union with the universal
soul in things.

It is perfectly autobiographical, the work of Ar-
thur B. Davies, and that is so with all genuine ex-
pression. You find this gift for conviction in power-
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