T could not
possibly be as
good,” 1 said,
“*Nobootcould
equatl “The Bon-
nie Brier Bush.’
And in spite of
my triend’s as-
surance that it
was a worthy
successor to
that heatt-cap-
turing volume,
[ carried my
book home in
fear, looking
long at the title
page and brief
dedication  be-
fore turning the
first leaves.
*“In the Days
of Auld Lang
Syne; " ¢ n
Memory
of MyMo-
ther.” Ti-
tle and
dedica-
Simple, yei

N\t
il
llw,

tion are simple enough.
holding a world of tender association

in their briet phrasing.  They are holy
conjurers, before whose tou.h rough
speech becomes gentle, the hard heart
soft as a little child’s.  Rare magic of
memory ! dear gift of words! to move
us thus by their simple spell.

“The Days of Auld Lang Syne; "

“In Memory of My Maother,” It
sounds homely, - as the Scotch folk say
—and heartsome ; it has a grand sim-
plicity about it also suggestive of
Drumtochty, and encowraging one to
turn the opening pages and then we
need no further invitation,

Al me! Itis " The BonnieBrier Bush”
over again;--vet not again, but further
revealed.  We are in Drumtochty glen
once more, grasping each of the strong,
splendid men and women by the hand;
we are spending ow  hours among
them, and our smiles and tears are
blending just as they did when we first
met these dear people at their firesides
and in their kirk.  How good it is to
be among them again! How good itis!

And now we have the advantage of
auld acquaintances, and are given the
privileges of such in the heart glimpses
permitted us of these crusty Scotch
peasanty,  We are admitted into the
inner circle, and discover the solid gold
that lies beneath the rough earthy exterior.
We see the rare uprightness of stern Brrea-
brae, the tender loyalty of cynical Jawne
Soutar, the heroism of poor Posty.  We
take our sets beside Drumseugh's fireside,
and listen with reverence to the beautiful
secret of his lifelong parsimony.

Ave, we know Drumtochty now. We
have learned its cunning, so that not even
Jamie Soutar can lead us astray.  Every
Labitant of the little glen has yrown dear to
ur : we bear with them, smile at them, love
them, as they did each the other, and at last
we lay them away in ¢ their lang hame ™ in
the kirkyard, with a tender reverence too
deep for words.  But aswe putthe book down,
the glistening eyes, the smile upon our lips,
the swelling of our heart, pay voiceless tribute
to our dear Drumtochty friends and the
author’s genius,

W * L}

“ In the Days of Auld Lang Syne™ is a

worthy successor of “*The Bonnie Brier
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Bush,” and in saying that we have said all,
It is always a venture for an author to add a
sequel to any book dearly loved by the pub-
lic, since the latter demands not merely that
the plot be sustained, but increased ininter-
est, and that the characters be harmoniously
developed.  And since each reader has his
own conception of what that development
should be, nor is willing to abate one jot of
his ideal, the author rarely succerds in giv-
ing satisfaction.

Yet lan Maclaren has accomplished this
perfectly.  The sketches in the second vol-
ume have a trille less of humor and more of
tenderness in them, perhaps,  We are made
to feel that the twilight shado ws are grather-
ing around these dear people of the glen ;
that the night is coming when they shall lie
with their forefathers; &t new generation
shall arise, and Drumtochly —orer Drum-
tochty —Dbe known no more.  But the humor
is Just as dry, the diplomacy just as <kiltul,
the speech every whit as slow andd circum-
spect, the right stawnch bearts of che gude

LAN MACLAREN.

(REV, JONIN W ALSON)

follk wholly as true. The author's pen has
not lost its wondrous cunning,—only he
gives us a Beulah and glimpse,

* s *

Perhaps in this second series of sketches,
those containedin “Drumscagh’s LoveStory™
will be the favorites, since in them we are
brought once again in touch with that finest
creation in Scoteh literature *©.\ Doctor of
the Qld School,™ and that sweet glen woman,
Marget Howe.

Itis the winter before the doctor dies, when
“evervone knew he had begun to fail.”
Drumseugh lures him from stormy night
rides, to take shelter at his fireside, and the
confidences of these two strong, reserved
men are told in words of splendid simplicity.
Their reminiscences of boyhood, of trout fish-
ing, truancy, and the atter home-coming,
bring them bye and bye to graver thoughts.

“We did what we sudng, Weelum, an’ wes fearved
10 mect oor Fithers, nie oot 3 but we hent it wud
be waur oot on the cauld lall, an there w s a house

tae shelter s at any rate. Weelum, a'm feared it
times . . aboot . the home-comin

AT diona wanner, Drumseugh, am olten the
same masel 3 we'te baith tooant Luddies, and may be
we'll got our paaks, an’ it il dae us gude, Bug, be
that as it may, we muaun juist nsk i, an’ a'm houpin’
the Almichty 1l no be waur tae us than oor mither,
when the sun gaes doon and the aicht wind sweeps
ower the bl

Drumseugh'’s love and secret service for
Marget Howe is revealed to Dr. Maclure,
and later on, before the latter dies, he indi-
rectly hints at the tomance to Marget her-
sell.  Her sudden recognition ol his great
love, her sweet aidd humble surprise, and the
wholesome uplifting of them both theteby, is
one of the finest touches in the book.

We are shown more of Jamie Soutar, too—
Jamie, the imperturbabte, the cynic, the man
of cunning speech; and many a laugh he
wins from us until we find ourselves amid
his circle of admirers, and give vent to our
teelings in Drumtochty’s favorite exclama-
tion, ““Sall'”

But Jamie has his love story, too, aud
the rusty band of crape about his hat tells of
i tryst kept faithfully for over forty years.

“Put itin the fire, doctor,” he said, *“whar
Al can see it burn; a’ve worn it forty-four
years, bat a’ll no need it again, tor a'm gaew’
oot o” meurnin’ sune.” . . When
the fiest ray ol morning light shot thro’ the
window, Jamie raised himself and listened.
He shaded las eves as af he were watchiog
tor some one sand conld not see for excess of
hght,

* Menie,” he cried, suddenly, **a’ve keepit
vor tryst,”

\When they laid himin the coflin the smile
was still on his tace, and he appeared a man
some forty yeits of age.

In Burnbrae’s trial we view the
struggles of the loyal Scotch con-
sciene, and in Hillock’s bargaining we
wet an equal glimpse of the canny
Scotch cunning,  traits curiously con-
trasted, yet often found in the same
individual; while in *“Good News IFrom
a FFar Country,” ** Milton’s Conver-
sion,” and ** .\ Servant Lass,’” we have
typical Drumtochty sketches, whole-
some and heart-grappling.

A last sheal is garnered in the clos-
iy sketch, and, standing in the
churchyard, we bid a farewell —a final
larewell to the little Scotch glen and
its people, whose friends are numbered
by tens of thousands all the world over.

+ * *

Ab, we need not fear decadent lit-
erature ; we need not despair for the
uplifting of souls, when books such as
these leap into such a passion of popu-
larity.  The heart of the world beats
pure and true still.

REVIEWER.
Fleming Revell

Tuk DAvs or AULD LANG SVYNE.
Co., Toronto,

A very enjovable recital by Miss Norma
Reynold's senior pupils was given at the
Conservatory of Music on Monday evening,
18th Nov. A very large audience was at-
tracted, which showed, by much enthusiastic
applause and several recalls, its hearty ap-
preciation of the excellent rendering of a
program of choice compositions.  Miss Rey-
nolds had much cause to feel gratified at the
excellent showing of her pupils.
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svetcome v Wilson's Common Sense
Eat.Drums, the greatest invention ot the
age. Simple, comtertable, safe and invise
ible  Novwine or string attachments.

WRITE FOR CIRCULARS ISENT FREE) TO
C. B MILLER,

Frevhold Building, 60 Victoria Strect,
Toronte, Ont.
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