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more in the nature of kaleidoscopic variance, a per-
haps more acutely realized sense of opposites, than
in the former mode. They register less completely,
it seems to me, because the departure is too sudden
in the rhythmus of the artist. The art of Davies
is the art of a melodious curved line. Therefore the
sudden angularity is abrupt to an appreciative eye.
It is the poetry of Arthur B. Davies that comes
to the fore in one’s appreciation. He has the almost
impeccable gift for lyrical truth, and the music of
motion is crystallized in his imagination to a master-
ful degree. He is the highly sensitized illustrator
appointed by the states of his soul to picture forth
the pauses of the journey through the realm of
fancy. It has in it the passion of violet and silver
dreaming, the hue of an endless dawn before the day
descends upon the world. You expect the lute to
regain its jaded tune there. You expect the harp to
reverberate once again with the old fervors. You
expect the syrinx to unfold the story of the reed in
light song. It contains the history of all the hushed
horizons that can be found over the edges of a world
of materiality. It holds in it always the warm soul
of every digit of the moon. Human passion is for
once removed, unless it be that the mere humanism
of motion excites the sense of passion. You are
made to feel the non-essentiality of the stress of the
flesh in the true places of spiritual existence. The
life of moments is carried over and made permanent
in fancy, and they endure by the purity of their
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