ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

Here you have the intensity once more of Ade-
laide Crapsey. It haunts you like the something
on the dark stairway as you pass, just as when, on
the roadway in the dead of night, the twig grazing
one’s cheek would seem like the springing panther
at one’s throat. Dramatic vividness is certainly her
chief distinction. No playfulness here, but a stout
reckoning with austere beauty. The wish to record
the element at its best that played so fierce a role in
her life. She writes her own death hymn, lays her
own shroud out, spaces her own epilogue as if to
give the engraver, who sets white words on white
stone, the clue, stones the years stare on, leaving
the sunlight to streak the old pathos there, and then
settles herself to the long way of lying, to the sure
sleep that glassed her keen eyes, shutting them down
too soon on a world that held so much poetry for
her.

The titles of her cinquains, such as “November
night”, “The guarded wound”, “The . warning”,
“Fate defied”, and the final touch of inevitability in
“The Lonely Death”, so full of the intensity of last
moments, intimate the resolute presence of the grey
companion of the covering mists. It must be said
hurriedly that Adelaide Crapsey was not all doom.
By no means. The longer pieces in her tiny book
attest to her feeling for riches, and the lyrical won-
ders of the hour. Her fervour is the artist’s fervour,
the longing, coming really to passion, to hold and
fix forever the shapes that were loveliest to her.
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