
Dear. Dr. Pe.roe: 

72 Constance Street 
Toronto,Ont. 
Aug. 7th ,1953 

How charm.ng of you to remember that my f~rft 
s.ns were poetic- .1.f not exactly poetry. For that reason and no other 
• am send.ng the£e l.1ttle books, you m~y get a qu.et sm.le from read.ng 
th.a and that s.mpl.c.1ty • 

• f. remember correctly Donall G.FrErich was taken wi~h the lyr.1cal 
qual. ty of the verses, but· as you know th.le .1.s a Celtic weakness. So 
much so .n my c~se that~ still f.nd it hard to get ~ny enjoyment from 
the .ron ttread of super.or poetry. 'However,. had the sense to real .1ze 
that~ was ·no~ twin soul of ShellfYt~aiid.Bther~fore stayed grounded. 

~ ~ . ~ 

i d.1d wr.1te some war stuff, wh~ch Watson Kirkconnel l~ked and had 
publ.1shed for me; also some dramatic b.ts for rad.lo etc. But only my 
alter Ego knows where the stuff .1.s now:somewhere in boxes snuggled 

down w~th other rel.eta of mental bra.1n storms. 
' 

• 1·· 

By the way. have cut two hundred pages out of the book, and hope 
to cut yet another hundred. Mass murder you see •• n fact. was all 
pr.med to out-do the modern warlords, but as usual some darn th~ng 
happens. Th~e t.1.me .1.ts a ro~ance gone on the rocks of re l .g.on. My 
roomer · lost a Cathol.c lover ( thank heaven) and ·now goes home to 
mother •• t means &nether upheaval for me- and. must say. hate th.1s 
ia.y.1ng ba.1t for v.ctems, and would much prefer .an .1gloo to -myself • . 

This goss.1p .1s des.lgned to waste t.me;. am wa.t.1.ng to s•nd the 
children a message, they have been marr.1ed two years on the 8th, and 
.Lt .l.S now after m.dn.ght of the .7th. They t:1.re at :Martha's V.lnyard 
hav.ng a v~cat.on.R.ght at the back door of Le.1f Er.cson's old booths 
.ln v.nland. ~ am thr.lled about .tl 

S.Lncerely Yours 
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