ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

nical beauty, economy, all very valuable assets for
a true poet. She had never been touched with the
mania for journalistic profusion. She cared too
much for language to ride it. She cared too much
for words to want to whip them into slavery. She
was outside of them, looking on, as it might be,
through crystal, at their freshness. She did not take
them for granted. They were new to her and she
-wanted the proper familiarity. She worked upon
a spiritual geometric all her own. She did not
run to the dictionary for eccentricities, she did not
hunt words out of countenance. They were natural
to her. She wanted most their simple beauty, and she
succeeded. She had dignity, a rare gift in these
times. She raises herself above the many by her
fine feeling for the precision. That is her artistry,
the word, the thing of beauty and the joy forever
with her.

It is to be regretted that Adelaide Crapsey had
no more time for the miniature microscopic equa-
tions, the little thing seen large, the large thing
seen vividly. She might have spent more hours
with them and less with her so persistent guest, this
second self at her side; ironic presence, when she
most would have strode with the brighter compan-
ion, her first and natural choice. Her contribution
is conspicuous among us for its balance and its in-
tellectualism tempered with fine emotions. She had
so much to settle for herself, so much bargaining
for the little escapes in which to register herself con-
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