
THE SUNSET OF BON ECHO

Charlotte Perkins Gilman.—Possibly the greatest woman 
writer of our day. I stagger at the bigness of her work and while 
I have her catalogued with Ellen Kay and Olive Schreiner, I may 
change my mind. There is “The Gilman Cottage” at Bon Echo,— 
always welcome, Charlotte!

Rev. Canon Cody.—I really do not know this gifted gentleman, 
but I do know some interesting things about him. He disagrees 
with me on the divorce question, and does not seem to interfere 
with the work of the Salvation Army. I’ll interview him before I 
write his story.

E. E. Sheppard.—I have just read his new book—“The Think­
ing Universe.” What a ripping title, and how his “ Infinite Urge to 
Rightness” grips one—and yet I somehow wish that his Great Book 
could have been written after a life of glee and health and joyful 
reasoning, instead of after years of suffering! I must re-read and 
re-read “The Thinking Universe” before I discuss it. My short 
story about him should be good, for there is magic in his name.

Helen Merrill.—What a beautiful girl she was,—of U.E. 
Loyalist stock and many ideals! A drunkard is the best argument 
against drunkenness—This story might be called “The Evils of 
Snobbery.” Helen should know. Picton papers please copy.

Mrs. Torrington.—Who always looks the Queen, and is the 
President of the National Council of Women. She “tenaciously 
follows the line of the least resistance,” but gets there just the same.

Judge Madden.—Who believes in the religion of restitution 
rather than repentance, and knows what a cinch the Legal Trust 
has on the public, but if all of the privileged brotherhood were 
like this Prince of Good Fellows the public would not mind.

0-me-0 My.—Here is fifteen months of the “Sunset” gone al­
ready and they are trooping in so fast that I haven’t chairs for them 
all. There is—

Louise Glasgow.—A pretty little mother of four—I may over­
rate her ability and under-rate her spirit.

Ethel Snowdon.—Beautiful, clear cut, and logical in her 
speeches—how fond I was of her—who could know how unkind and 
selfish she was?
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