L. M. MONTGOMERY AS A
LETTER-WRITER
E. Woner

TE‘N years ago it was my privilege to introduee L. M. Mont-
10 an audience of her readers. In opening her
aitioms, b 3ol that she and Chad. exchunged literary lotters
for thirty years, though we had never met until the year bef
and that, of her many literary correspondents of old, a frn
in England and I were the only ones still on her list. This was
news to me. And why we two? Were we bolder to strain her
good nature, or more patient to decipher her long letters?
hardly dared think we wrote better letters. I never found out.
In any case, she could ensily have squelched us with silence.
Of the other survivor I am sorry to know nothing, but as for
the excha.nge has been riehly in my favor, aside the r
a famous author needs no obseure sehoolmastar,
My respects to L. M. Mantgomery’s memory are herewi
to take form in a few confessions, in which the aim is w
her excellence in the lost and lovely art of lotter-writing. As
books are so eharming, what may her letters be like? W
did she write about, and how? Yes, you are right: her epist
stylo carried her personality to her distaut friends, for in

Seribbling a bit for second-rate penadmlh in my young daj
1 noticed now and again a “yarnlet” or a snippet of poetry by;
L. M. Montgomery, whom by a funny freak I fancied a whisk
sage, “‘goodly in girth’, one whose thinking and rhyminz po
were being liberated into appealing utterance. d
something similar, T was wishing to get in touch with hm. b
hesitated to write to one of thn publishers for his address;
never hear from him anyw:

One day a letter came “trom a fellow-seribbler in Phi
delphia, & stranger, who fancied some little thing of mine in

periodic In answering I mentioned L. M. Monty
whoever he was, as one of my new discoveries in current literat
A roply soon camo from Philadelphia with the Monts

address, urging me to write to my new Canadian write
“You'll hear from this kindred spirit.”
wrote. In due time a lettor came from Cavendish, P

Bdward Island, signed Lucy Maude Montgomery! It was
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shattering jolt. By instant alchemy the whiskers vanished, and
tho goodly girth assumed fashiouplate length and lankness, but
was now an intellectual nose and a “mild and magnificent

The twentieth century had just seen daylight, and for forty

ars, up to her illness many months ugo, this revised L. M.
tgomery answered my lotters with epistlos I call classics.

My correspondent’s image was changed a second time—

ow agreebly|—when some years later 1 saw her picture in a

b he eye was still magnificent, but now it was the brow
‘that was intellectual.
Tho early Cavendish lotters, unliko the Iater ones, came in
tage.

They contained chatty
vitios in the simplo life of her

d, her love of cats and flowers and woods and lonely sea~

ro walks at dusk, but mainly of her literary doings: Iyrie bits
humble monthlies, young people’s weeklios, and later, in the
oy School Times of Philadelphia. Many a “faith trip”

et v exploring for new markets, and during her
ax thero wero sallies for news stories for the Halifaz

[ Thicon ottars tnld of ways and rasana aad 1tto helpe t1
miting. gavo nerving thoughis on the pain o rejestions,

e ‘hey

In a few more years the lengthening Montgomery lotters
| of more frequent acceptances with better pay. Montgomery
were now seen in such classic print as the Youth's Com-
; Montgomery stories oceasionally got into the better

. can. Whenever, in the remote-

of my homestead near the foothills of the Rookies, 1 did

access to the publication containing a sample of my
work, she would send me a copy, either of the periodical
the piece in her own hand. Of course I would report my
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impressions, hardly ever finding any faults worth showing off
my ncumen, but it was a delight to dwell on the merits. If it vas
« poem, what fine fresh fancies, and how her rhymes and metres
sang around her similies and metaphors! L. M. Montgomary
had a lovely lyric knack.
When one of her letters announced she was

I might learn she could now get along without my letters.
book! Why, that made an author of her, and authors have
time for the common herd.
No.th oade o diflesnce; sheretained me:
1 had misgivings about the future: somo day her
wmpletnd book would make her famous. ed her no

letter announced that Anne was sold to one of the major A
publishers. Even tome that was a thriller. Such an achieven
made common drudges of the Empire Builders. But would

the gates to the big sellers, outstri
lyﬂlad nva mtn England, France, P
, she wore “ﬁha ‘million hlla"

largepad loosely-written pages of persor
T never felt I was quite entitled to such expansive, fraterni
responses, happy us T was to get them.

and several others. After the first dozen were out, I felt mid
safe, for not even then was there the least deadness in the.

sitiiale; Ve huve boan roquiting mdemmlymn double

the long envelopes. For intimacy, for conversational effeet,
stimulating play of thought, one long epistle is surely 4
walletful of hasty notes. The day of long letters has gone with
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horse and buggy, but the author of the Anne's and the Emily
the liberal epistolary ways of Anners
the Victorians,

L. M. Montgomery always told me what book she was
ready next for her world, and whenever she had one
blished she sent me an autographod copy. A letter announced
had for months been on an adult novel. A Montgomery
that wasn't a girls’ novell What might that be like?
mext letter said it was nearly done. Curiosity became sus-
e. Six months later along it came, in Hodder and Stoughton
mat: T'he Blue Castle, autographed by the author.
1t was avidly read. My wife always read out Montgomery
jes to me. We had got to, Valancey's marriage proposal to
10 Barney, when, laying the book down to laugh, she caught
sight ul the flopping leaves, and with an mnm voice bade me
here!” ’l‘heru on a front page T
Ephraim Weber,
Who undeutundl the architecturs of Bluo Castles.

a reperusal of the volume with interpretative

ent, as well as an enquiry in my next letter. The Oracle

Yuu, like moxt people of the House of Joseph, understand
“how faif the realms imagination opens to the view”

Tt was long ago that our letters quit talking shop, for T
y neglected my writing. But there was plenty wo
ed about literature, standard and current, religion and
ehurches, education and the schools, the changing moral
(only “it isn't changing,” said my friend), the new
eration (only “it isn’t new,” she declared), the warless

‘not this ono ever”', she countered).
Tn talking on serious topics, people seldom give each other
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mmls]md Jor our sins, but by them.” The reply had a wee dis-

ion o nature of the Bible, culminating with this;
2 domot beliave the Bibie in inspired by God, but with God.” 8o
we exchanged wisdom and epigram, perhaps not so original
as we then thought; but so we kept our intellectual souls in
clover when the local pickings were scant at either end.

After thirty years of this paper conversing, we met. Wo
almost called for pen and ink! The face-to-face way wasn't

e same thing.

‘What is the source of charm in letters of friendship? Is it
that the absence of the physical person stimulates the creation of
the friend's ideal personality? And anyway, as absence makes
the heart grow fonder, the suspense of anticipating lotters almost
‘makes golden texts of half the sentences.

1L

But T have not quite shown why I prize the Montgomery
lottars. Lot us so more closely what they contain, and how they

My saying I liked tall flowers that sway in the wind brought
this:

1like every kind. But I like best the flowers I coax into bloo
myssl.f be they tall or small, white or rosy. It seems as if I m
taking'a hand in creation—giving life to Ibs.

hide such rainbow poss
such ugly chings can give s myste
ol good, like the white Hly, springing ont of the runelc s S
e e somible e o nocssary to, the blossoniag of
good, just as the dirty clay and foul ‘smelling fertilizers ro
Rocesaary to tho untolding o those blossoma? Thers's a theslasiet
‘problem for you!

Here is the poet, stripped of rhyme and metre, though n
of fancy's lovely vocabulary, gripping fast the concrete form.
fact, then seeing its universal relation,
The letters have many bits of curious, cultured reading.
this:

A short time ago, a British magazine ran an inf

al many qusstions were asked, nouo of whioh appeat n
-, Halfof the writers wlnhed they could moet Shake
him if he rite his plays,
Sno question 1 would like o ask Shakespore
his plays. 1 feel absolutely sure he did wri
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% mlmmpmenntnwhn. You can't measure a
'n.hlyudl
1 would ask him,
h'- nr -best bed?”  Ce raged
over !I:. 1 tha\lld really like to know.

Suppose one met St. Paul and asked him, “What was you thorn
(—lﬁa:ﬂb?“

Or Pilate's wife: “What did you dream of the Nazarene?"

‘Were you, or were you not, secretly

Mona Lisa: “What are you smiling at like that?""

Vashti; “Were you ever seyoe 4ds't obey Absanareat”
Judas Tscariot: “Why did
Yulmmkonemmmammmun.um among the

 ghosts. Can you add any more to tho list?

1 found it no casy list to extend after St. Paul, Mona Lisa
Tseariot had been taken, though it was fun to try. There are
ghost, questions um come to mind, but not many elassical
s0 specifically puzzling. One would feel like asking any
What it foel Jko to dio, but that's 100 general, T managed

Bnthnvunr: “How did you create those symphonies with a
oart

“Were you never sorry you stabbed Caesar?”
let: *Which of all the theories about you is right?"
Bishops Ridley and Latimer: “Is it lrne that m;-mn;bumnd
hd-\ll the nerves are soon seared to nsibility, then

: *“What became of you when you got to the middle

i
tories of triumphant hymn
wbllz’fm:l ";Eﬂ&".‘:ﬁh"ﬁ Tags of powder hung from their
an ittle of ywder hung
Hﬂ them quickly by explosion. W
it to know what happened to Lucy Gray. The

'IIM wwm‘ 'ntngm of that phn-u “And further there were
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1 offered the answer I once got from an extra bright pupils
“Lucy evaporated.” The next reply told how Lucy’s evaporation
tickled this Lucy's risibles.

Tho poetic doscriptions that give the Montgomery stories
such freshness and cheery imagery make the letters delighthl
too. A reviewer in the New York Tribune, in lingering appre-
ciation, gets at the secret:

iss Montgomery at moments has power to recapture
impart the sense of wonder, to present familiar objocts in ki
of dawn light us if they were shining new and marvellous.

But just as the describing pen, even though a Carlyle!
must leave it to the camera to bring out the perum.tll
a face, 5o the description of an suthor’s style is “without form
and void" until we read it. And it takes her Is\nnd ol
s flow of fancies, y

Thongh raining now, it was fine this afternoon—oh
guncy and mild a8 day i Suns, 1 bied e o the oot
back {o the su-washed aleys ‘with fallen gold and g

10 peeping o
never a wood-nymph could hide.
lanes and the purple, peopled shadows under my firs.

Evon s0,thesun, to thi daughtor of the sand, has g
tmr spell than the woods. 16 haunts her, as h of poetr
s, “With a voice of gramarye evermore.” Or her lotters

Threo evenings ago | went to thesbore. Wo had had 8

wind and rain the day before, but 3

ol ook, witi A8 8 “f marvallogs pur

beyond words. I drank its beaut

shore lane, and my soul was fill

Foscisis s i She-singa of s smiuey Jede wod v il
shore was clean washed after the storm, and uot

stirred, but there was a silver surf on, dashing on the X

splendid white turmoil. Oh! the glory of that far gase atros U
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A atarw whiel were U only ostiont thing i all st vask
and peace. 1t was a moment worth living through weoks
of m and stross
Thero is a great alitude about such & shors. Tho woods are
S tolitary—they are fall of whispering, bes . frindly
ife, hut the sea is a mighty v.diomermunmz
sorrow_that shuts itself up into itself for all ewnuty
You ean nover piorce into it great mystery— you ean anly wonder,
fweed and epellbound, on the outer fings of it The woods call
wl voices, but the sea has only one—a mighty
d.mwlu your soul wnh its majestic m woods are
hmm but the sea is of the o avehi

“Then this daughter of nature, versed in literature, quotes an
o of Emerson into living meaning:

Akt Wik 1a Mt Bt o W wild,
Thes k. he shaken
And they Al the ong each ‘of the old scashora
With a dialogue divine.
A the poet who overhears
Somo random word, they say
Is the fated man
Whom the g miat obo:
1 shall never hear that random word; my ear is not attuned
it thunder. But I can always listen, and haply by times
cateh the faint, far-off echoes of it, and even that will

od my soul with its supernal joy.

“But T can always listen"—strikingly like Wordsworth
1o the distant waves: “Listen! The Mighty Being is

"1 had been wanting to describe to this poetic observer of
the various aspeets of the Rocky Mountains seventy to
a hundred miles west, as seou from my homestead in various
¢ d times of day: the cracked white enamel of their
d sido the morning after a sowfall; the purple gloom
of the shady side with a rosy sunset hehind them; also as seen
1 & height among them: the constant shift of sublime scenery
m different. points and elevations; the thrill of gazing down
nds of feet into valleys with toy townlets strung along a
nlvery river-ribbon; the jumbled chaos of mountain
igh waving eurtains of rain at moments glorified
mbeum—l.ll this with enough detail to make it vivid, for
had never seen tho Rockies. But that Indian Summer letter

0f 1907 discouraged me: T felt unable to match her depth.
- Of personal aneedotes these letters have plenty. One prob-
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lem of famous writers is to keep their mail manageable.
again it takes the author to tell it:
A girl in Australis—may jackals sit o

. My publish , answer
TR s Pt Taney e vorkl D vau omias oy B
correspondents are left out in the cold?

A young fellow in Detroit sent a tidy missive with
dress:

Miss Anne Shirley
Care of Miss Martha Cuthbert
Avonlea
Prince Edward Tsland
Canada
Outario
Those who know Anne of Green Gables md a bit of Canad
-un be as amused, as L. M. M. post
clerk had written across the envelope, Try is8 Montg
Cavendish.” Her getting it )mphau et hex Maciia bud
Anne enjoyed no mean fame.
‘Here's a set of gems from my Montgomery letters:
Poetic awe of a night seene:
Then the sigem came up, and for Balf an Hotw wemE
-bound, gusing on suoh 4 sight as we had ne
shimmering, bl ':“:!I (N almost constan, lightning,
co
et ATy living flame, s if some e e
sausiag himsef by b et Lhnndaﬂ)nlh into the abyss. N
shall never of that again. But T have sean 1t o
Expecting that her publishers would want “‘that det
Anne"” written through high-school in a second volume,
through college in a third:
Lm Aue'e sive aieady. The ien eukes s ik l

Tike E:fmn who
.lmnlm hmulloun}umdanlollbotﬂn



Mammoth Cave must be terribly full lv-zm
mmﬁnmnhmmm of lnecf i 1 o e
it B\ltdnlhe 7 lll:?: ("“mh vm
ever go! o tew eve revisit
smmo nu‘hinlbs-{n. 3’ Mbh"

free-verse writers, averse to old forms, strain to be

h‘tt,h-nhtnlmhommbeluhhllbnﬂhlhnﬁdll

characterlessness of the “‘good mixers":

hlmhﬂ'ﬂ“m'ﬂﬂh'ﬁﬂavmuﬂ
ver pretended to be Maltese if

‘Ward Beccher said, “Flowers are the sweetest '.hm
‘made and forgot to put souls into.” But I beliove
- lb«hﬂu!.bcym-mnh. 1 have known roses that

Prevention of profanity:
T never put more than two kinds of flowers together in &
‘bouquet. More would swear at cach other.

spicts of all tho pusey folk I have loved will
‘gladness at the pearly gates.

L. M. Montgomery prefers the warm individuality of the
hand to the cold Roman universality of the typewriter.
forty years of this literary exchange she never typed me a.

. A typed lotter from her would have been ho high hand-
No, the the
t w.nmm..gm.mwm.,.mwm
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asin this case, the writing is hard to read; for slow reading allows:
fond lingering on the lines.
‘What, then, in sum and substance, are the merits of these
lotters? "Dheir style is so facile and natural that you forget it
isn't conversation. There is open sincerity, clear convietion,
famili and a playful originality of fancy, with freshness
of d.mmn live subject matter, personal and general, made still
interesting comment; poetic feeling that brings
melndy and r'hythm into the sentences; stimulating the
strengthened or adorned with bits from loro and legend; and &
eourteous patience that brought -mple mphns to my more
news and less
And what were her lul. words to me?—“We 've had a good
friendship in our own way,” sho wrote, explaining that a “hypo”
enabled her to hold a ke for a few moments.
s corres| made me fonder of the great letters
of theiastenst PagmlJ Johnson, Shelley, Cowper, Horace Wal-
pole, Goethe, Lincoln, Carlyle and his wife Jane, for a few; aud
I still intend to nibble at Madame de Sevigné.




