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A MONG 0OUR BOOZKS.

-~ I newness i S
LIS reckoned in

tliese days o f
>~ literary ferment-

, ation. It is not
even a book of a

Illi, .1 year ; but one of
II'I!H! 'five ycars; since

k-n ~/îj\sibly iït that time
Iii the tales t h at

,jA comprise the vol-
I umewerecollect-

ed frorn earlier
* magazine publi-

Yetbecauscits
contents are es-

r-~ pecially unique,
because it con-

~' tains a series af

~k '$~~»'» most tender, yet
wvhims;ical little
sketches e ve r
penned;perhaps,

also, because it secrns to mie a book of the
springtinie and Easter in the dainty fresh-
ness of its fancies, vI - shail chat about it at
length this mionth, in the hope that by mak-
ingr it knownl the little volume wvil1 find its
wvay into hands of thousands of pure-hearted
Canadian worrens, to enricbl their thought

To those wvho have read Il Fishin' J immie,"
that white pearl in angling literature, there
ks io need to say nmuch beyond the fact that
this volume, "YThe Seven Dreamers," holds
that exquisite little sketch among the collec-
tion, -that Il Fishin' Jiminie " is one, and the
swveetest Ildreamer " of thern ail.

But tbere are those wvho do not yet know
and love this dear old man ;-we almost envy
themr the pleasure that awaits themn in first
rnaking bis acquaintance ;-and to these we
must give reason for our entbusiasm.

'< The Seven Dreamers " is a collection of
seven sketches, eacbi being a portraiture of
a character common in New England vil-
lages iii bygone years,-thc man or woman
witb a Il twist II in bis or lier brain. II Right
about everything except one," as Auint
Charry explains. "'Jest one littie thing to
make lem différent from other folks ; get 'eni
on any other topic and you'd never notice
anything queer about their talk."

Thiese characters, with wvhich we are aIl
more or less farniliar, lîa'e become rarer ivith
the advent of steam and electricity. Like
the %ongb;rd, the wild flower and other
naîttralq, tiley rush brick froin tbe glare of
artifirial life int qecluded nookl; Only the
quiect vill-ageç and ciunt ry placeç know tbiern.
Ortly theçe indeed c'ani take tîrne to he gra-
Ciolie to them.

V<et. 1 thiink, in the rushi and friction of
citv life. viicli çso speedily l'rnsbleç off rarigitn-
alities as wvell as rougbl e dgcs, reducing
iima-n nature to, a mionatonous level, we lose

more th-in ive are a1,v.tre in the diqappearance
of theIse innocent "dreamners" froni aillong us.

lui tire igitrodtictory charter of I The Sevcn
Dreaniers" IlIle quiller give; Ille <lue in Ille
titie o'f flir bork -ind it' ilberne ;i the very
reatv fatncvwh cornesq frorn the lips; of
Is<an? harv aç çlhe diwelle on o'ne and an-
a: ber of ili'e "«dre-iierç" flint hiave corne
witbini the range of lber acquaintance.

Wlhv. 1I lîwiez't crer Vved or hiers ina n Ncx England
village nivçrelfwlivre i herc n'.tsn*t n or moire -,tach
folk.. Thcy have diffcrcnst naines for cm. Thcy say
thcy re "craickcd' thcy*%e Ilgot a scrow loase;

tlaey'rc «Ya tittie ofi'" ; thcy ''aiti't ail there ", and sa
on. But nothin'l accourts for tlhcir notions sa wcll to
miy mind ns ta say they're aIl jest drcamin'.

lt's tlie ay o' tue world talatugla at'*cm. ButlItell
yoti, ttaey*d bo naissed out oft lievillagc-they're iliostly
country folks, you ktaowv-nore'n sonie of tire %vide-
awake anes. An' l'in glad,-I ain't ashained ta say
it-that thcy nleyer waked up this side a' heaven.
And what's more, 1 betieve, wvhen tbey look back oný
those soatlîin', sleepy, canifortin' idees a' thurn, that
somclaow lielpcd *cils alanig tlarougb ait tire pesterin'
wvorry and frettini' trouble o' this world, 1 believe, 1
say, that tlcy'rc glad tao.

The apenîng or introductory chapter is in
itself a delightful bit of quaint conceit that
moulds our mood into a ready sympathy wvith
the Ildreams ' that followv.

Trhe scetie of the sketches is " 1Franconia
Valley," a peaceful little place among the
New England !îills; and the wvriter shows
lierself a passionate lover as well as a student
of nature in her knowledge of wvild flower,
herb and shrub, bird, insect and wvorm. It
is not told in technical wvords ; but slips inta
each little story until every page breathes
the freshness of the wvoods and water, of
spring and niountain air.

I l siiin' Jimmy " is the swveetest tale in
the collection, and possibly reaches the high-
est mark of literary excellence. The descrip-
tion of the old man wvho-se life had been one
long day's fishing, and wvho loved, his art
waith a passion that subdued everything unto
it, is charmingly told. We love him,
even beforein bis gentle voice he tells the
sweetest fishing story that surelyw~as ever
penned.

I lallers lovcd fishin', an' knowcd 'twas the best
thing san tire huit airth. 1 kaaowcd st tarnt yc marc
than books could tell ye. I kaaowed it made folks
patienter an' conimon-senser an' weather-wiser an'
culer geî'ally ; gsi 'cm marc fac'Ity tirant ail the
schaool tarnin' in creation. 1 knowed it was more
sootit han ladnum, more rousin* than wviiskcy,
more fillin* titan vittles , 1 knoi% d ail tiras, o course

-auîy fool knows iL But wvili ye b1eeve it ? 1 %%as
morc'n tweaty-one year oid, a man growed, 'fore 1
foun, out why 'twas that way."'

"A fishin' mninister, a real one,-reelv
fished, 1 mean-ketched 'ern," as Jimmie
explaîns in gravely innocent way, came to
preach in Franconia Village one suimmer
Sunday.

"lThere wvan*t aio sarm'n. There wan't no hcands,
rio firstys, nar sec'ndlys, nor flni'ly.brcthrins, but
fusi. thaaag %vu knovcd Nve %Vas lacarin a flshm' siory.
It %vas about Some One tirat. was drefle f-isd a'
fisiiin' and fisheranen; Somne One that sot cverytlain'
by the watcr, an' iaseter go ahang by the lakes an'
ponds, an sait on 'cm an' talk wvith tie men that wvas
fishiin'."

Ji imie's revelation cornes to, him there;
and lie begins a new lufe wvithin the old. He
bias got a Il fashin' religin."

44I tell yc thein four books thant gin His stary is
chock full o' thaaîgs that go riglit to tire heart o'
flslacrmen ; nets an* hoaks an' boats, an' the shores
ain' tire sea an' tire motintings ;Pcter's fislain' coat,
iiies. an' sparrers an' grass o' the ields, an' ail about
tire evenin' sky bein' red or lowerin', an' f'air an' fout
wceatlacr. It's ait outdoors, woodsy, country stary,
'aides hein' the beatv'ilicst anc <bat %was ever telled.'

Jimimic's desire ta be a - fishier af men,"
and ats fulfilment, closes the little -sketch,
whiclh even Ian Maclaren could not surpass
in ideal heauty of formi and sentiment.

Next ta II Fishin' Jinimie"- cames - Aunt
Randy," Ilvhose "dream" ib almiost grotesque,
were it not for the pity of it. Yeti 1 think if
Aunit Ranldy's - dream Ilciuld be told iii aIl
the pulpits on Easter Sunsda>, there would be
nio need of a sermon.

Aunt Randy lost faith iii bath God and
man wlien lier little son Jacob died and bier
gooLd-for-nothiing hubband leit bier. Slielivcd
Il solitary, misathlropic life until sbe found
acater pallar thatshe fant.ied rescmblcd ler boy.

Shie ca1rried thc insect home, fcd and cared
for it, nanied it "Jacob," and fourîd an out-
let for bier affection in this strange way

A day came whens the caterpillar dug down
into the carth in the window box and dis-

appeared. Aunt Randy believed it dead and
cried bier aId heart out over him, because sbie
Il ladn't anything left iii ail the wvorld but
twvo littde graves." The caterpillar's resur-
rection, " big anl' beautiful, brown an' buff
ani'pinkc an' with wvîngs," brouglit back ber
faith and hiope for lier boy's future rising.

"II cani't put inter wards taow I fêit. when I sec
jaca> cnhe oat a' lais vcry grave an' sprcad lais wings
an'i fly rounid aaay rooin, var laow 1 cried out lauid as I
sce it:

"Why not muy boy, lau? 0 Lord, vois cati do tlaat
jcst's easy's this 1"

The unwelcome return af Aunt Randy's
husband, and lier wvork and failli for 1dm,
provokces a smrile tlaat holds more of tender-
ness than mirth.

. I' ve secl %vus? caterpillars nor laina ttarn inter real
siglatly flyin' tlaings ; not tire best nor laan'sonicst.
mcbbe, but suthini' witla wings, 'tenaîcrate, ant' that's
a good deal. . . . I tell ye, tlacre's wings in us
aillif wecould se'eni. An' wlaenlMr. Gatcsgits att
lais caterpillar skin, an' contes up an' sbakcs tire dirt
aIl] aff, 1 ain't gain' ta be a mite ashanied on him 's
long as lac's got wings."

IlBotany Say" dreams that he lias a
double.

IlGad gat tice stu[f doubled, yoti sec, lia' wvhcn H-e
wvent ta cut sie out-or him, wlaichiever 'twas Ile
nacant to make- He madc twa on us. 1 guess He
didn't ind it out tilt it n~as aao laste, or H-e woutdn L
ba'llet it go."

Botany Bay's trouble is thiat there is only
ane "lplace"I in hleaven, that only one of the
"ldoubles"I can be saved, and broadîng over
it in bis cloudy brain at length he gives up
his life-" 1stops bein',"I as he plirased it, for
the sake ai "1t'other. '

"Butterneggs"I is a qîaaint little cunceit
cancernang hieredity, that may be intcnded
hall as a quiet satire, wvbile "lA Speakin'
Glhost "Y is a touching littl tIc dream "l of a
hungry, lanely motber-heart, emptied because
of thc young sons ivhu found each a saihor's
grave. A littie gliast boy cames ta ber every
twilight, whom she trains in the Christian doc-
trines, and sends back to l' his people " on
Christmias Eve.

Tbe remaining "lDreams"' are equally
pretty in conception.

The underlying tenderness, the purity and
the lauman longing that gives rise ta each
dream is not aIl the charm, for mucha lies in
the meinner of telling antd the atniasphere of
wvoid aaîd field whicl. environs this delighatful,
pu~re breatbing little voluiaat.

..Tire Seven Dreaniers," by Mirs. Siosson. Harper
Bras., New York. Briggs Pub. Co., Toronto.

Marshall Sauinders, aur young Halifax
wvriter, wha captured the humatie readaag
world wvith the story afI" Beautiful Jae," bas
piblished a stary for the littie onles entitled
'Charles and His I.amb."

In this little volumîe Miss Saunders has
presented scenes from the hile of a real baby
boy, wvhase passianate loe for animais is
prettily shiown.

" Charles andi His Lamb" is a glimpse af
clisid hile in its setting ai love, but the author
laas made the mistake of interleaving the
simple narrative wvit' aduilt philo.sophies.
The chîild's relations ta bisb dumb friends are
viewvcd and disctascd from an adult stand-
point. The littie story is nat permittcd to

Itell itsel l or poiant its own lesson ; v0iile,
again, mnuch of the hanguage is entirely a!za% c
childish coniprehiension.

Mlany paragraphs and one or two chapters
should bc climinated if -"Charles and His
Lamb "l is intended, as the author asserts,

Ifur little lo lsbeis the story must bc
broken in bits, crunibled into softiless for baby
lips, -aIl oi %hicli somcv< blat mars tic pret:y
baby story.

".Charles and Ilts L-tmb.'* by 'Marshaltl Saunders.
flaines, New York. 13n<ggs Pub. Co., Tor onto.
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