ADELAIDE CRAPSEY

ONE more satellite hurried away too soon! High
hints at least, of the young meteor finding its way
through space. Here was another of those, with
a vast fund of wishing in her brain, and the briefest
of hours in which to set them roaming. Brevities
that whirl through the mind as you read those cin-
quains of Adelaide Crapsey, like white birds through
the dark woodlands of the night. Cameos or cas-
tles, what is size? Is it not the same if they are of
one perfection of feeling? Such a little book of
Adelaide Crapsey, surely like cameos cut on shell,
so clear in outline, so rich in form, so brave in in-
dications, so much of singing, so much of poetry,
of courage.

“Just now,
Out of the strange
Still dusk—as strange, as still,
A white moth flew; Why am I grown
So cold?”

Isn’t the evidence sufficient here of first rate po-
etic gifts, sensibility of an exceptional order? Con-
trast in so many ways with that perhaps more radi-
ant and certainly more whimsical girl, with her rar-
est of flavours, she with her “whip of diamond, rid-
ing to meet the Earl”! I think geniuses like Keats
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