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1M ONG 0l I BOOKS.
. HESE short
¢ T days"sighs

e the-man of
¢ s aclich a8 fouro clook
brings glonming and

five o'clock brings
18, darkness,
“Thoese long
m nights!" exults the
j dieamer, as the
™ shaduws of the early
winter ovening drop
down, and he botakes
himself to his béloved
bouks, with happy
conscivusness of the
g« hours that aro his.
Lurehight, the shad-
I ol lamp, the ecas
+ chair, the new bouk
N, playing a pretty tan-
I ) / x~> taius with i1ts uncut
pages, the cluck tick-
g s gleeful pleni-
tude of seconds, and
the outside darkness
softly enveloping all:
—Abh, the dreamers
have the best of it,
after all,
* * *

“‘Tho Bookman” quotes two or three charming
little poems from the volumo entitled “A Quint
Road” by Lizette Woodworth Reese. Isn't this
delightful 1

lane camo back at fall o dow,
Playing his old part ,

But 1 had a word or two
That would bresk his heart.

*Ho who comes at candlo light
Thnt should come before,
Must buetake him to the night
From a barrad door.”

This tho word that made us part
In the {all o' dew ;

This the word that brake his heart
Yot it brake mine too !

And what about this lovely little song,
TRUST
I am Thy grass, O Lord ! .
T grow up sweop and tall .

But fur a day , beneath Thy aword
To lio at evonfall.

Yet havo I not enough
Iu that brief day of mine ¢

The wind, the bees, the wholesome sauil’
The sun pours out like wine.

Bohold ; this is my crown ;
Love will not lot mo be ;

Lase holds mio here , Luve cuts me down
And it is woll with mo.

Lord, love, keopit but so.,
Thy purpose is full plain ;

T Qdiv that after T 1aay grow
As tall and sweet again

It sings itsaif, anwcet and suft as the rustle of a
Licozo swept swomer field.  Is it not & glor
ious gift, tu thus reveal the glury of the common
Llllngs 1 * * L 4

Turning t~ prose, we apen a book that is truly
Lo tsome in its revelgtion of tender love—the
- et anered leve on earth, that of mothor and son
for «a " other

In *Targaret Ogilvy, by her son, J. M. Barrie,”
the nut’: r has given us an insight into his carly
home life from which wo almost turn away in
reverence--80 full it is of the sacred wystery of
family love—that tense heart strung affection
which exist no where more strongly than in Scot-
land--and which is as much a passion 6f pain as
of joy to thase who poasess, ar rather are possessed
by it

CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL.

“Tho affection oxisting in-n Scotoh family is al-
most painful in its intonsity ;” says the author
“they havo not more to give thun theit neighbors,
but-it is bestowed upon a fow instead of being dis-
tributed among many ; they are roputed niggard-
Iy, (l]mt. for family aflection at heart, they pay in
'Ol ."

§ 1t is not possiblo to writo of this little book from
u purely critical standpoint—it would be dipping
one's steol pen point in the orimson running tide
of an open voin, All we can do is to turn from
page to page with o smile, that comes from too
deep a source to be merry, wondering just what
wo shall quote ; eager to quote it all, and glad that
“Margaret Ogilvy” is « little volume, and therefore
in cost within tho reach of every woman who
loves her son, and eyery man who adores the
memory of his mother.
* * *

Since J. M. Barrie is the author, thers is no
uced to discuss the literary style of the book. He
who has written “A Window in Thrums” is not
likely to fail in fine touch in such a volume as
this , while the creator of “Joss” is not ‘going to
fail in depicting her prototype—his own mother,
for as he writes in that exquisite chapter “My
Horoine."”

When it was known that I had begun another
story, wy mother raight ask what it was going to be
about this time,

‘ Fino wo can guess who it is about,” my sister would
say pointedly.

“Maybe you can guess, but its beyond me,"” says my
mother meekly.

** What woman is in all his book 1" my sister would
demand.

“I'm suro I cannot say,” replies my mother deter-
minedly,

** Mother, I wonder you can be soaudacious: Fine
you know what woman I mean. * * * I won't
give you the satisfaction of saying hor name. But
this I will say, it is high time he was keoping her out
of his books,”

And then, as usual, my mother would give herself'

away unconsciously.

**That is what I tell him,” she says, chuckling,
‘*and he trios to keep mo vut, but he canna ; its more
than ho can do.”

And in tender little passages-at-arms, mother
and son, dispute tho point, the latter owning, at
last, that Margaret Ogilvy, Jess, Babbie, are all
the loved mother, the real Margaret, the one wo-
man to her author-son. And in the light of this
besutiful memoir, we know that littls Grizel in
“Sentimental Tommy "—Mr. Barrie's latest novel
—is also a shadow memory of this same beloved
mother.

Very beautifully, this gifted. writer tells the
Lfe story of this his mother-love. In the opening
chapter, * How My Mother Got Her Soft Fuce,”
he tells of his own birth, and an event almost
equal momentous,

On the .day T was ULorn, we bought aix hair-
bottomed chairs, and in our house it was an event, the
first great victory in a woman's long campaign ; how
they had been labored for, what anxioty there was
about thd purchaso, the show they made in .possession
of the west room, my father's unnatural coolness when

he brought them iu (but his fuco was white). I so-

often heard the tale afterward, that the coming of the
chairs seems to be something I remember, as if T had
jum{)ui out of bed on that first day, and run ben to
seo how thoy looked. I am sure my mother's feot
wero ottling to be ben long. before they could be
trusted, and that tho moment after sho was left alone
with mo, she was discovered barefootod in the west
room, doctoring a scar (which she had been the first
to detect) on ono of tho chairs, or sitting on them
regally or withdrawing and re.opening the door sud-
denly to take thoe six by surprise.

When six years old, Mr. Barrie lost an. elder
brother, a lad of thirteén, and his mother’s grief,
and his own childish efforts to * make her laugh,”
her cherisiunent of his * christening robe,” 2nd her
frailor after years are told with inimitable sim-
plicity.

That is how sho got her soft face, and pathetic ways,
and hor large charity, and why tho mothers ran to her
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when thay had lost a child, ¥ * % Why tho tears
camo to lio on tho muto blue eyes in which I have
read all I know,%nd would over care to write. For
whon you looked into my mother's eyes you kuew, asit
Ho had told you, whon God sont her inté tho world—:
it was to open tho minds of all whb looked-to beautifal’
thoughts. And that is thio beginning and-ens of lit-.
erature. Thoss oyes: *# * "% liave guided e
through life, and I pray God thoy may remain my
only earthly judge to tho last.

In the chapter “ What She Had Been,? boiuti-

“fully and strangely pathetic is the' picture drawn

by him of the girlhood of this Scottish peasant'wo-
man, hor early struggles with ever-impending pov-
erty, and the cares and responsibilities thrown all
too soon upon her shouldors.

She told mo everything, and so my momories of the
littlo red town are colored by hers,” ¥ % * I can.
not picture the placo withoutsceing het as a little m
come to the door of a certain house und beat lier,bas:
against the gav'lo-end.  Or there is a weddith: to-night,
and the carringo with the white-eared hoise is sent for
& maiden in palo bluo, whose bonnot-strings tie be-
neath the chin,

One of the choicest chaptors—if indeed we may
discriminate at all—is that beaving for title those
magic lettors, ¢ R.L.S,” in which Mr. Barrie
voices his warm admiration and pujs-delightful
tribute to Robert Louis Stevenson, through. tiie
amusing narrativa of his .mother’s altogetgber
motherly jealousy. )

These familiar initials are, T supposo, tho best be-
loved in recent literature, coztainly they are the swaet-
cst to mb, but thero was a time when my mother,
could not ubide them. She said, **That. Stevenson.
man,” with a snoer, and it was-never easy to her to
sneer, and she would knit her lips and- fold her arms,
and roply witha stiff ¢! Oh,” if you'mentivned -his ag-
gravating namo. ¥ * * Ha knew her opinion of
him, and would write, ‘‘ My cars tingled yesterday !
I sair doubt she has beon miscalling me again.” But
the more sho miscailed him, the more he delighted in
her, and sho was informed of this, and at once said,
¢ The'scoundrel ! "' i

If you would know what was his unpardoriable
orime, it was. this, ho wrote bettor books than- mine.
* % % TFor weoks, if not for months, she adhered
to her determination not to read him, thoughI * *
was taking a pleasure, almost malicious, in' ')P'uttiixg
‘‘ The ‘Master of Ballantrae ”‘in her -way. * ¥

At leat I got her, though I forget by which of matiy- .

contrivances,

What I vividly recall is a key-hole view, to which:
another member of the family invited meo. Then I
ssw my mother wrapped up in ** The Master of Bal-

lantrae” and muttenng the music to herself, nodding,

her head in ngprova_l and taking a stealthy:glance ab

the foot of each page before shu began at: the top.
One longs to include in:the quotation the. pretty

hide-and-seek game of thought -bstween -mother

and son, which continues throughout:the chapter. -

But the few closing words we must have,

Vailima (Mr. Stevenson's Samoan home) was the
one spot on earth  I.had any craving. to " visit, bug T
think she always knew T would nover leave .her:
Sometimes she said she should like me to go, but:not
until she was laid away, * % ¥ No, I'never
thought of going, was novér absent for a day from het-
without reluctance, and never walked .80 quickly as.
when ‘going back. In.the. meantime-that happened
which put an end -forover. to my:volume: of travel.
‘I shall never go up the Rord of Loving Hearts now
onz ‘‘a wonderful-clear night of atars,” to mest the
man coming toward me on a'horse. “It-is atill a won-
dorful clear night of stars, but the road is empty. So
I never saw.the dear king of-usall. - o

So wo-read on to the tragic yet beautiful close of
Margaret Ogilvy’s earth life—tragic /inasmuch as.
the daughter, who loved her 'best, died-bug. thees
days.bofore ker, and was buried witli her:

** She said- good-bye. to'them all, and-at last turned
her facowhere her bost béloved had lain, and-for avor
an_hour sho Erisyed. * ® ¥ % T think God way
smiling when Ho took hor to Him, a3 He.had'sooften
smiled at;her duting all thoso seventy-aix years, :

It is a momorial'beyond all marbles—this.lovely.
racord of & simpie womah-life, a Scotcli mother:

hood. The gifted son has wwade Lis moSher immiortal;

. Reviswgr,
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