ARTHUR B. DAVIES

ful painter types, like Courbet and Delacroix, who
are almost propagandic in their fiercely defined in-
sistence upon the chosen esthetic principle. What-
ever emanation, illusion, or “aura,” dreadful word
that it is, springing from the work of Davies, is
only typical of what comes from all magical inten-
tions, the magic of the world of not-being, made real
through the operation of true fancy. Davies' pic-
tures are works of fancy, then, in contradistinction
to the essays of the imagination such as those of
William Blake. Poets like Davies are lookers-in.
Poets like Blake are the austere residents of the
country they wander in. The lookers-in are no less
genuine. They merely “make” their world. It
might be said they make the prosaic world over
again, transform it by a system of prescribed magic.
This work, then, becomes states of fancy dramatized
in lyric metre. Davies feels the visionary life of
facts as a scientist would feel them actually. He has
the wish for absolute order and consistency. There
is nothing vague or disconcerting in his work, no
lapses of rhetoric. It is, in its way, complete, one
may say, since it is the intelligently contrived pur-
pose of this poet to arrive at a scheme of absolute
spiritual harmony.

He is first of all the poet-painter in the sense that
Albert Ryder is a painter for those with a fine com-
prehension of the imagination. Precisely as Redon
is an artist for artists, though not always their artist
in convincing esthetics, he too, satisfies the instinct
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