
                          Fenwick  
                                 April 
 
My Dear Frank, -- 
                                I never  
knew you so well & never  
honored you so much as 
after I had read your last  
letter. You see I had been  
taking a purely materialistic  
view of the whole subject - as  
though your object had been  
to succeed in a money - making  
proposition. But you (& I thank 
you a thousand times for it)  
opened your heart to me & 
showed me that your one 
craving was to make your friend  
alive to the world - to show  
him as you saw him & as  
you knew him. You are not  
content to let him go as a  
mere outside shell up a man  
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as he is depicted so often  
in The Man of Doon. At last I  
see your point of view, & not  
only honor it, but I am heart  
and soul with it. 
     I felt nervous over Walter’s 
expected criticisms. He is so  
extreme in his expressions,  
though really warm at heart  
-& I know he likes you. He  
wrote me he would not say  
discouraging things. He said  
“Frank is too nice a chap  
for me to be hateful with  
him.”  My feeling is that  
anyone can find fault,  
but the creative mood is  
sensitive & easily chilled.  
I am so glad you took  
his criticism as you did,  
and more than glad that  
you are not going to give  
up. That is indeed at triumph.  
Put me down for three copies  
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of your book. Your friends  
will be grateful to you  
for doing justice to a great  
& noble personality.  
     My only reason for liking  
the sub-title “The Man of Doon” 
is that when the young artist  
was urged by grocer & mill- 
factor to “stop messing in  
paint,” & called lazy by prac- 
tical men of affairs, he was  
the only man of the lot who  
made Doon famous. The  
very word Doon to me sug- 
gests his studio, with Genius  
flaming & flowering on  
every wall. You remember  
Wordsworth’s line: 
 “we live by admiration,  
          hope & love.” 
That is peculiarly true  
of you, & I am grateful &  
glad to have your friend- 
ship. Walter did not tell 
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me that you had gone  
carefully over miss [M’s] book 
& marked the words & 
phrases that could be  
improved. That is as splendid  
method of improving one’s 
own style. Please treat  
every suggestion of mine  
with the same critical  
feeling. As a special favor,  
if you have not already  
done so, do please destroy  
my last letter. It looks to 
me now like a half baked  
proposition & certainly I  
am the last person to want  
to be embroiled in any  
kind of politics. But I  
just couldn’t bear the  
idea of your being re- 
pressed – thrown back  
on nothingness by a string  
of negatives. That is what 
Walter’s objections amount to. 
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That you are still firm  
in the faith, & not thrown  
back at all, is great good  
news.  
     Did you ever read Walter’s 
book? His account of his  
own life? I had the book  
in the house but can't  
find it, so must have  
giving it away. I found  
it an interesting account  
of his varied experiences,  
but the proof reading is  
terrible & the style, as  
one of his critics said to 
me is “sloppy & disgraceful.” 
Nothing could tempt me  
to repeat those harsh  
opinions too W.M. I doubt  
if he can see the faults  
in his own brainchild. 
He has really a fine taste 
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in poetry & I love to 
hear him recite. I think  
his cousin Pearl has the  
finer^moral quality of the two.  
Every spring when peaches 
are in blossom, some  
poet friend of theirs, living  
in Toronto, will come out  
for a day, bringing some  
of his friends with him,  
& Pearl will cook up one  
of her good dinners for  
them, & then they are off  
again, with not so much  
as a card of thanks or  
appreciation after they reach  
home.  
     To return to your work  
even if it is long before it  
sees the light it is helping 
you more than you realize  
so true it is that one  
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cannot help another with- 
out benefiting oneself. You  
are today far more ar- 
ticulate then you ever  
were before. The best & 
one of the hardest ways, of  
learning to write is by  
writing. And dear Frank,  
don't undervalue your  
style. It is something you  
have gained by looking  
into your heart & consid- 
ering  every shade of what 
you really mean - not a  
mere outside thing that  
you are carving into   
conventional shapes, as 
 in the case of Miss M. 
And don't be afraid of  
the capital letter I. After  
all you know yourself better  
then you know anyone else.  
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And next to F.P. you know  
the greatly gifted man you  
love & admire. You had  
the good fortune to be  
much in his company & 
you owe it to him to show  
how his nature acted on  
yours. That is at work  
that only you can do – 
& I know you can do it.  
If I can help in any way I’m 
only too glad; but don't  
let me or W.M. or anyone   
hinder you.  
     There's a lot in your  
letter I am leaving unan- 
swered, but I wanted you  
to know, as soon as possible  
that my sympathy & hopes  
& appreciation are all with  
you. The chances are you  
are helping me more than  
I can help you. Dear love  
to you all from   Ethelwyn 
 
      
 
 
 
 


