
EDWARD BLACKTHORNE TO BEVERLEY SANDS

King Alfred's Wood,
Wanvickshire, England,
May I, igio.

My DEAR Mr. Sands:
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 eyes 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, brotheriy
men across the barriers of nations, and that


