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There is nothing so il-bred as audible
EEr. . . , L am sure that since I have
the [ull uze of my reason nohody hag

ever heard me lauph.
—Lord Chesterfield’s Ferters fo fis Son,

GARDEN CITY NEW YOREK ,!E
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY |

1919
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EDWARD BLACKTHORNE TO BEVERLEY SANDS

King Alfred’s Wood,
Warwickshire, England,
May 1, 1010.

My pear Mgz, Sanps:

I have just read to the end of your latest
novel and under the outdoor influence of that
Kentucky story have sat here at my windows
with my eves on the English landscape of the
first of May: on as much of the landscape, at
least, as lies within the grey, ivy-tumbled,
rose-besprinkled wall of a companionable old
Warwickshire garden.

You may or you may not know that I, too,
am a novelist. The fact, however negligible
otherwise, may help to disarm you of some
very natural hostility at the approach of this
letter from a stranger; for you probably agree
with me that the writing of novels—not, of
course, the mere odious manufacture of novels
—results in the making of friendly, brotherly

men across the barriers of nations, and that
i
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P et may oftén do as fellow-craftsmen what we

could do less well or not do at all as fellow-
creatures.

I shall not loiter at the threshold of this
letter to fatipue your ear with particulars re-
garding the several parts of your story most
enjoyved, though I do pause there long enough
to say that no admirable human being has
ever vet succceded 1n wearying my own cars
by any such desirable procedure. In Eng-
land, and I presume in the United States,
novelists have long noses for incense [poets,
too, though of course only in their inferior
way]. I repeat that we English novelists are
a spectes of greyhound for running down on
the most distant horizon any scampering,
half-terrified rabbit of a compliment. But I
frecly confess that nature loaded me beyond
the tendency of being a mere greyhound. I
am a veritable elephant in the matter, being
marvelously equipped with a huge, flexible
proboscis which is not only adapted to admit
praise but is quite capable of actively reach-
ing around in every direction to procure it.
Even the grevhound cannot run forever; but
an elephant, if he once possess it, will wave
such a proboscis till he dies.



