ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

huge chandeliers in a ball-room, as I look at them;
for they become, if you do not scrutinize them too
closely as works of art, rather as prismatic memories
bathed in the light of that other time, when men
and women now grandfathers and grandmothers
were young and handsome boys and girls, seeking
each other out in the fashion of polite beaus and
belles, a period that will never come again, it is cer-
_tain. Mrs. Cowdery need not be alarmed that
modern painters wish to offer plain homage to her
fresh and engaging talents. It is an object lesson,
if such is necessary, to all men and women past fifty:
that there is still something for each of them to do
in a creative way; and I can think of no more en-
gaging way for them than to recite the romantic
history of their youthful longings and realizations
to a world that has little time for making history
so romantically inoffensive.

Mrs. Cowdery may be complimented therefore
that she has followed her professional daughter’s
advice to take up painting as a pastime, and she has
already shown in these brief four years, with all
the intermissions that are natural to any ordinary
life, that she is a fine type of amateur artist with all
the world of rediscovery at her disposal. She will
be hampered in no way with the banalities of in-
struction offered her by the assuming ones. She
is beyond the need of anything but self-invention,
and this will be her own unique and satisfying pleas-
ure. It is in no way amiss, then, to congratulate
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