ADELAIDE CRAPSEY

That is the poet’s existence, that is the poet’s labour,
and his last distress. No one wants to give in to a
commonplace world when the light that falls on it is
lovelier than the place it falls on. If you cannot
transpose the object, transport it, however simply,
however ornately, then of what use is poetry? Itis
transport !

Adelaide Crapsey was efficient in her knowledge
of what poetry is, as she was certainly proficient as
workman. She was lapidary more than painter or
sculptor. It was a beautiful cutting away, and a
sweeping aside of the rifts and flaws. That is to
say, she wanted that. She wanted the white light of
the perfect gem, and she could not have been content
with just matrix, with here and there embedded
chips. She was a washer of gold, and spared no
labours for the bright nuggets she might get, and the
percentage of her panning was high. But the cloud
hung on the mountain she clomb, and her way was
dimmed.

“In the cold I will rise, I will bathe
In the waters of ice; Myself
‘Will shiver, and will shrive myself
Alone in the dawn, and anoint
Forehead and feet and hands;
I will shutter the windows from light,
I will place in their sockets the four
Tall candles and set them a-flame
In the grey of the dawn; And myself
Will lay myself straight in my bed,
And draw the sheet under my chin.”
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