
An Epistle in Criticism
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world. Kill the poetic imagination, which is the faculty ofIo«. and we kill immortal Love itself, which i^God Cuiti

world''o"f inT, " ""'.'^-"^' »"<• w« '"nsform a b^me

Through this Epistle, my dear MacDonald, which I have

«««"'«:, ' T- ""*"""«'^ "" ^""' P"'. 'hough izi"*w fit ingly, because I have perceived in your verse t"epoetic gift and utterance of the veritable Kelt Tconveyths viu. message: that the Canadian Kelt, posses, the.^^elve, of their spiritual birthright-pride in the gen u andhterature of their race and the gifts of love and of natural
piety, ft may b. that thus, sooner or later, in this new
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These tilings I am treating on a larger scale and in ahappier way in a monograph to appear under the title.
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I ""to™ to believe that mv utterance

in this Epistle will not be as the voice of one crying Zeamongst the silences of waste places.

Ever yours,

Parkdale, Toronto. ^- °- LOGAN.

Hallowe'en, igo6.


