ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

ders of a far and classical sea, with an acute untimeli-
ness. But respectfully let me say, I think much in
these hours of the incongruity and pathos of ex-
cessive celebration. There shall not be for long,
singers enough to sing high songs commensurate with
the delights of those numberless ones “who lived,
and sang, and had a beating heart”, those who have
sped into the twilight too soon, having but a brief
time to discover if years had bright secrets for them
or clear perspective. There shall always lack the
requisite word for them who have made many a dull
morning splendid with faith, they who have been
the human indication immeasurably of the sun’s ris-
ing, and of the truth that vision is a thing of reason.

Of Brooke and the other dead poets as well, there
has, it seems to me, been too much of celebration.
But of Brooke and his poetry, which is a far superior
product to these really most ordinary “Letters”,
there is in these poetic pieces too much of what I
want to call “University Cleavage”, an excess of old
school painting, too much usage of the warm image,
which, though emotional, is not sensuous enough to
express the real poetic sensuousness, to make the line
or the word burn passionately, too much of the
shades of Swinburne still upon the horizon. Rose
and violet of the eighteen ninety hues have for long
been dispensed with, as has the pierrot and his moon.
We have in this time come to like hardier colourings,
which are for us more satisfying, and more poetic.
We hardly dare use the hot words of “Anactoria” in
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