ADELAIDE CRAPSEY

brief enough. No volumes needed by way of ex-
planation. The fascinating enigma diverts and per-
plexes everyone alike. The simple understand it
best, or at least they seem to do so. Segregation,
aloofness, spiritual imprisonment, which is another
name for introspection, the looking out from bars
of the caged house, all this discovers something
through penetration. Walking with life is most nat-
ural, grazing its warm shoulder. There is little
room for inquiry if one have the real feeling of
life itself. Poetry is that which gleans most by
keeping nearest to life. Books and firesides avail
but little. Secretaries for the baggage of erudition
do not enhance poetic values, they encumber them.
Poetry is not declamation, it is not propaganda, it
is breathing natural breaths. There is nothing me-
chanical about poetry excepting the affectation of
forms. Poetry is the world’s, it is everybody’s.
You count poetry by its essence, and no amount of
studied effect, or bulging erudition will create that
which is necessary, that which makes poetry what
it is. The one essential is power to sing, and the
intelligence to get it down with degrees of mastery
or naturalness, which is one and the same thing.
Real singing is unusual as real singers are rare.
Adelaide Crapsey shows that she was a real singer,
essentially poet, excellent among those of our time.
She impresses her uncommon qualities upon you,
in the cinquains of hers, with genuinely incisive force.
She has so much of definiteness, so much of tech-
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