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eastern is known as essentially a tragic genius. She
is perhaps the single exponent of modern times of
the quality of true celestial frivolity. Scintillant
was she then, and like dew she was and the soft
summer rain, and the light upon the lips of flowers
of which she loved to sing. Her mind and her spirit
were one, soul and sense inseparable, little sister of
Shelley certainly she was, and the more playful rela-
tive of Francis Thompson.

She had about her the imperishable quality that
hovers about all things young and strong and beau-
tiful, she was the sense of beauty ungovernable.
What there are of tendencies religious and moral
disturb in nowise those who love and have apprecia-
tion for true poetic essences. She had in her brain
the inevitable buzzing of the bee in the belly of the
bloom, she had in her eyes the climbing lances of
the sun, she had in her heart love and pity for the
innumerable pitiful and pitiable things. She was a
quenchless mother in her gift for solace and she was
lover to the immeasurable love. Like all aristocrats
she hated mediocrity, and like all first rate jewels,
she had no rift to hide. She was not a maker of
poetry, she was a thinker of poetry. She was not
a conjurer of words so much as a magician in sen-
sibility. She has only to see and feel and hear to
be in touch with all things with a name or with things
that must be forever nameless. If she loved peo-
ple, she loved them for what they were, if she de-
spised them she despised them for what they did,
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