ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

There could be no more of resolute finality in
this chill epilogue. There is the cold of a thousand
years shuddering out of this scene, it is the passing,
the last of this delicate and gifted poet, Adelaide
Crapsey. If she has written more than her book
prints, these must surely be of her best. She took
the shape of that which she made so visible, so cold,
so beautiful. With her white wings she has skirted
the edge of the dusk with an incredible calm. No
whimpering here. Too much artistry for that; too
much of eye to let heart rule. The gifts of Adelaide
Crapsey were high ones, and that she left so little
of song is regrettable, even though she left us a
legacy of some of the best singing of the day. It
is enough to call her poet, for she was among the
first of this hour and time. She had no affectations,
no fashionable theories and ambitions. She sim-
ply wrote excellent verse. That is her beautiful
gift to us.
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