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A good, story of the recreative sort is 

that entitled,—-*“The Forge inthe Forest,” 

Being the Narrative of the Acadian Rang- 

er, Jean de Brizart, and How he Cross
ed 

the Black Abbe ; and of his Adventures in 

a Strange Fellowship.” The balsamic odors 

of the woods and the scent of marshes and 

briny shores come to ycu as you read. The 

book has no better motive than that of be- 

guiling you into its bower of graceful 

ease, with its fine picturings of old Acadian 

life and scenery, its passages of love and 

war, its exhibitions of heroism, gentleness, 

chivalry and peril, against the background 

of forest and sea, and the martial paradings 

and hastings to and fro, incident to that 

primitive and troublous time. He who has 

been a lover of Cooper will not grudge the 

hour he gives to these delightful pages, 

where a like aloofness from the tame and 

dusty path of common life is afforded. No 

problem is here that can vex us; there is 

a swift solution of every one raised ; and 

no one can object to tee how the honest 

dog will outwit the fox and put his crait to 

shame. The story being historical, the 

elements of fact and invention are deftly 

and richly blended with the hues of a poet's 

fancy ; while the whole is invested with the 

charm of a limpid, flexible style, grateful 

to him who has wearied himself over much 

perplexed turqid writing. 

The Poci in quo of tkis pleasant ro 

‘mance are the Acadian Peninsula and the 

celebrated Ile Royale, —places not a little 

indebted for literary prestige to the verse 

of Longfellowand the prose of Warner. 

Particularly has that section of Acadie 

which borders on the Basin of Minas been 

enhaloed by the great American master, 

and also by such writers as Hceliburtcen, 

Jlowe, Bourinot, Roberts, Carman, Davar, 

and others, who have contributed much ad- 

ditional lustre. The story antedates the 

expulsion of the Acadians only a few 

years; [ [746-7] and some events or inci- 

dents, — such as tke prophecy of the fan- 

tastic madman, Grul,—foreshadow that 

catastrophe. llere are recorded some of 

the military movements and exploits of the 

period, including the midnight battle of 

rand Pre, where De Rimezay surprised 

Colonel Noble and the Englisk, and routed 

them in the midst of a furious snow storm. 

The events of the stcry lead us along the 

borders where blazed an irregular and fur- 

tive warfare, in which the Micmac is al- 

ways present as the ally and the catspaw 

of tte French. 

B'he opening scene of the story is that 

section of country watered by the (raspe- 

reau, and its four companion streams, 
the 

Pizquid, the Habitants, the Canard and 

the Pereau. The hero, lle Briart, an 

Acadian S:igneur, and bis son Marc, a 

student recently home {rom (Quebec, are 

captured at their “Forge mn the Forest,” 

__a sort of rallying point for upho ders 
of 

French supremacy,—by {he Black Abbe, 

a turbulent and malignant priest, the evil 

genius of the story, and by the Indians, 

over whom he exerts a controlling in- 

fluence. The site of the Forge is described 

ay follow : 

«Wher: the Five Rivers flow down to 

meet the swinging of the Minas tides, and 

the great cape of Blomidon bars out the 

storm and the fog, lies half a county of r
ich 

meadow-lands and long areaded orchards. 

It is a deep bosomed land, a land of fat 

<attle, of well filled barns, of ample cheet
es 

and strong cider; and a well conditioned 

tolk inhabit it. But behind this coun'er- 

ance of gladness and peace brcols th? 

memory of a banished people. These ma
s- 

give dykes, whereon twice daily the huge 

¢ide beats in vain, were built by hands n
ot 

suffered to possess the truit of their labor. 

“These comfortable ficlds have been sco
rch- 

ed with the ruin of burning homes, drenc
h- 

ed with the tears of women hurried 
into 

exile. These'orchard lanes, appropriate 

to the laughter of children or the silences 

of lovers, have rung with battle, and run 

deep with blood. Though the race whose 

bane he was has gone, still stalks the 

sinister shadow of the Black Abbe. 

«The low ridge running belween the 

dykelands of the I11bitants and the dyke- 

lands of the Canard still carries patche
s of 

forest interspersed, among the tarms, for 

its soil is sandy and not greatly to be co
v- 

eted for tillage. These patches are but 

meagre second growth, with here
 and there 

a gnaried birch or over peering pine, 

lonely survivor of th? primeval brother- 

Rood. The undergrowth has long smooth- 

ed ot all traces of what a curious eye mi
ght 

filty years ago have discerned— the found- 

ations of the chimney of a blacksmith’s 

forg:. Itis a mould well steeped in fate- 

ful devisings, this whi h lies forgotten un- 

der the creeping roots of juniper and rag- 

ged-robin, between the diminished stream 

of Canard and the yellow tide of Habitant
s. 

«The forest then was a wide-spreading 
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solemnity of shade wherein armies might 

have moved unseen. The forge stood 

where the trail trom Pereau ran into the 

more travelled road from the (*anard to the 

Grand Pie. The branches of the ancient 

wood came down all about its low eaves; 

and the equirrels and blue jays chattered on 

itsroof. It wasa place for the gathering of 

restless spirits, the men of Acadie who 

hated to accept the flag of the  Knglish 

king.” 

Marc is taken away, while De Briart is 

left bound beside his forge; but, being 1m- 

mediately liberated by Tamin, the fisher, 

be follows his captive son. and by a well 

concocted plan secures his liberation, and 

the active resentment of the Black Abbe. 

"| he scene is then transferred to Shulie, on 

the Cobequid, and to Chignecto where De 

Ramezay and his officers are quartéfed, and 

whither comes the Black Abbe to denounce 

Marc as a spy and a traitor, but without 

success. The book is there after cccupied 

with plot and counterplot on the part of the 

Abbe and his intended victims, while flight 

and pursuit are kept alert to the end of the 

story. 

Of the two parts into which the work is 

divided the second is most romantic and of 

deepest interest. The women who give 

charm to the narrative are here prin- 

cipally seen. These are Mistress Mizpah 

Hanford, a young and beauriful widow, 

with her child Philip, and her sister Pru- 

dence, ‘the lily maid,” betrothed to Marc. 

They are New England girls, who have 

been sojourning under the shelter of Eng- 

lish guns at Annapolis, and who were 

rescued from captivity by the Seigneur De 

Briart, and from the bands of the Black 

Abbe, who, with his Indians, carried little 

Philip away. The second part—Mizpah’— 

is occupied with the pursuit and final re- 

covery of the child, by D2 Briart and Miz- 

pah, who insists on accompanying bim, 

who proves his useful, loyal, courageous 

comrade, by whose love he is well reward- 

ed in the end. Their journey in a canoe, 

along rocky shores and up tidal rivers, 

surrounded by perils to whch; love 

and courtesy lend grace and sweet- 

ness, cives flivor to the romantic 

story, and leads to many a pleas- 

ing episode. Subsidiary, but important 

and well outlined characters, are Grul, the 

madman, a mysterious, questionable char- 

acter, who badly frightens, ard at last cir- 

cumvents the Black Abbe; Tamin, the 

fisher, always in at the rescue, who perish- 

es in the fight at Grandpre ; Father Fafard, 

the good priest of Grandpre, with whom 

we would willingly have had closer icti- 

macy—a spiritual kinsman, we should say 

of Father Felician ; Philip, the bright boy, 

with his clusters of golden hair ; and Etienne 

the friendly Indian, and his son Xavier, 

by whose aid the cwld is recovered. 

At thalast all interest:d meet at ‘The 

Iorge in the I"orest,” and the story ends as 

such a story should. 

The engravings by Henry Sindham im- 

prove the bock and are in kezping with 

the narrative. The book is neatly bound 

in cloth, and is modestly attractive to the 

eye; differing, in this respect, from Prof. 

Roberts’ volume of short stories, ‘‘Earth’s 

Enigmas”, with its spread eagle, and its 

bizarre yellow and red. An outline map 

of the Aca lian Peninsula, of Ile St. Jean 

and lle Royale, will enable the reader easily 

to follow ranger Jean and his fair com- 

panion in their wanderings. The book is 

dedicated to George 15. Fenety Fsq., of 

Fredericton, N. B., Lamson, Wolffe and 

company, are the publishers. 

Professor Roberts is the author of var- 

ious works, disclosing strongly original 

and versatile powers, refined and scholarly. 

Where good taste and conscientious care 

are priz:d at their worth his writings will 

be cherished. Beside his four volum:s of 

verse, his compilation, “‘Poems of Wild 

Life” in the “Canterbury Poets’s S:ries,” 

and his translation of De Gaspe’s ‘‘Cana- 

dians ot 0.4,” he has pubdlished two 

volumes of short stories. and aa earlier 

historical tale olf Acadie, entitled, ‘The 

Rid From Beausejour,” wich appearad 

in Tee Dominion Illustrated Monthly, in 

1892. He has done much to illustrate the 

Canadian Provinces by his books of topo- 

graphical description, written with unusual 

grace and skill. He bas in press at the 

present tims a History of Canada. He is 

justly a recogaiz:d leader of Canadian 

letters. 
* * » 

Miss Marie Corelli, in her last slap at 

her critics, has this for the present hapless 

Laureate: “There was once a very clever 

individual named Altred Tennyson. He 

was our last Laureate. There is a Laur- 

eats now, we are told, but we do not be- 

lieve it. We knew Tennyscn,—we do not 

know anything about this other man, and I 

am afraid we do not want to know. Well, 

—our last Liuraate was pleased to form 

one of ‘my public,’ and he was also pleased 

to write and tell me so with his own hand. 

Of coursa he must have been incontestably 

desperately ‘vulgar.’ The San man will 

quickly understand how ‘vulgar’ he was. 

He was a bit of the ‘great heart,’ and his 

place has not been filled up yet, because 

that sama ‘great heart’ does not take to 

Altred Austin. Wherein is the proof of 

how singularly gifted a min Austin must 

be. To Lave no public now is a splendid 

thing, —especially for a poet. No public 

now; but all posterity hereafter.’ Alas ! 

Alfred the Second! You must have come 

in under a malignant star ! 

And yet, we have heard how he, who 

now passes unquestioned, was onc called 

“Miss Alfred,” and when he cams to his 

public, softly as the white doe of Rylstone 

came to Emily, he was pestered with a 

whole cloud of critical flies and not a few 

hornets and devil's darning-needles. He 

finally brushed them off. We can our” 

selves remember when in later years the 

critical cry went up against him, and such 

injustice was done to his dramas as might 

well discredit the whole critical tribe. 

One day I read these exquisite lines which 

had just appeared : 
‘Once more the heavenly power 

Makes all things new; 

And domes the red-plow’d hills 

With loving blue; 

The biack birds have their wills, 

The throstles too. 

My auditor snilf:d at these lines, inveigh- 

ed against the waning Lsureate and his 

unfailing pathos, professing he could write 

better things himself if he should choose. 

Such nonsense now is being dropped. We 

kaow not the eritics of the ‘‘Poems by two 

Brothers,” of ‘‘Maud” and the Dramas; 

but who knows not the masterpieces they 

criticised 7 John Richard Green declared 

that in his historical researches he nowhere 

obtained so just and vivid a conception of 

Henry 11 and his court as from Ternyson’s 

“Becket”; and Dr. Henry Van Dyke 

properly aflirms that ‘the systematic under- 

valuation of Tennyson's dramatic werk is a 

reproach to the intelligence of our critics.” 

Therefore. it follows that—though Austin 
in not comparable with Tennyson—some- 

thing of critical injus:ice may also have 

been done to him. Pastor FELIX, 
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HEART DISEASE. 

HEART DISEASE KILLS, 

Relief in 30 Minutes. 

The most pronounced symptoms of heart disease 

are palpitation, or flattering of the heart, shortness 

of breath, weak or irregular pulse, swelling of feet 

or ankles, nightmare, spells of hunger or exhaus- 

tion. The brain may be congested, causing head- 

aches, dizziness, or vertigo. In short, whenever 

ihe heart flutters, or tires out easily, aches or palpi- 

tates, it is diseased and treatment is im perative. br 

Agnew's Heart Cure has saved thousands of lives. 

1: absolutely never fails to give pertect relief in 30 

minutes, and to cure radically. 

LARGE BLACKSMITH SHOP. 
a — 

It Was Three Miles From the Entrance of 

the Shop to the Anvil. 

Among the stosies told of early Cali- 

fornia days is one which gives a remark- 

able picture of a blacksmith’s shop. 

In the days before roads had been laid 

out and sawmills built, a blacksmith settled 

on one of the river bars, and erecting a 

forge of clay and stones, set the anvil on a 

big tree-stump, which he bad sawed low for 

that purpose, and did a thriving business 

sharpening the picks and drills of the min- 
ers. 
He was himselt a miner, and did his 

blacksmithing almost entirely at night. Not 

knowing when his claim might fail or be 

disputed and be forced to move on to 

another place, he did not think it worth 

his while to build a regular shoo. 

One day two of the mers left the bar 

for a town some twenty miles away, As 

they came into the main trail leading to 

the blacksmith’s haunt, they meta man 

leading a horse which had lost a shoe and 

was stumbling badly. 
‘Strangers,’ said the man, ina weary 

tonz, can you tell me how far it it to the 

blacksmith’s shop? My horse has lost a 

shoe. and he’s mighty lame.’ 
‘Well, now,” said one of the miners, 

leaning forward and smiling ina most en- 

couraging way. ‘don’t you be for givin’ up. 

You're in the blacksmith’s shop now, 

though I'm bound to tell you it’s about 

three miles more before you'll .strike the 

anvil.’ 
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SHOULD 
Have it inthe House 

It will positively cure the many common ailments which will occur to the inmates of ever 
family as long as life has woes. It soothes every ache, every lameness, every pain gvery 
soreness everywhere. It prevents and cures asthma, bronchitis, colds coughs croup catarrh, 
diphtheria, gout, hacking, hoarseness, headache, hooping cough, influenza and neuralgia. 

Johnson's Anodyne Liniment 
Originated in 1810, by the late 1 Dr. A. Johnson, Famiiy Physician, 

For more than forty years I have used John. 
son’s Anodyne Liniment in my family. I re- 
gard it one of the best and safest family med- 
icines: used internal and external in all cases. 
O. H. INGALLS, Dea. 2d Bapt. Ch., Bangor, Me. 

CROUP. My children are subject to croup. 
All that is necessary is to give them a dose 
bathe the chest and throat with your Liniment. 
tuck them in bed, and the croup disappears as 
if by magic. KK. A. PERRENOT, Rockport, I'=x, 

Our Book “Treatment for Diseases and Care of Sick Room,” Mailed F 
- 

ree. 
Sold by all Druggists. I. S. JOHNSON & CO., 22 Custom House Street, Boston, Mass. 

CARRIAGES! CARRIAGES! 
Handsome and Comfortable, well constructed and 

elegantly finished. 

Here Are Two Distinct Styles. 

SING 
A very handsome and convenient carriage for all purposes, 

DOUBLE-SEATED BUCCY. 
Perhaps one of the most serviceable and comfortable car- 

riages built. Rides as easy as a cradle. 

For prices and all information apply to 

JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS, 
Fredericton. 

Or at Warehouse, Corner 

IN. B. 

Brussels and Union Sts. 
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SUFFICIENT EXCUSE. 

Why She Gave an Excuse For Rufus to 

the Master. 

The New Orleans Times Democrat tells 

a plantation story of a colored man and 

his wife. They were among a score of 

colored field-hands, and were what the 

Times-Democrat calls ‘typieal darkies.’ 

The man, in addition to his work in the 

field, was expected to attend to the horses 

and do chores about the house. 

He was well on in years, but one of the 

most faithful fellows that ever followed a 

plow or curried a horse. His wife offici- 

ated as cook and helped with the house- 

work. 

The master was & hard worker, who 

spared neither himself nor his employes, 

and though he gained the rather urenviable 

reputation of a ‘driver,’ he bad his good 

points, and one of them was a liking tor old 

Rufus and his dusky wife, Rebecca. They 

were negrces of the old slavery times, po- 

lite and miadful of the days when their 

lives were literally owned by their masters. 

One day the aged negro did not appear 

;n season for work, and as the master had 

counted on his early presence about the 

stables, he took Rebecca to task for the 

tardiness of her spouse. 
‘Hev to ’scuse Rutus dis mawnin,’ boss; 

hev to 'scuse him—’ 
‘What's the matter with him ? Why aint 

he here on time, eh?’ the master put 
in sestily. 
‘Hev to ’scuse him dis mawnin’. 

died jes fore sunup boss.’ 
The quaint manner of her putting the 

matter and her faithfulness to her own work 
acted on the master’s good qualities, and 
quickly telling her she could ‘have a holi- 
day.’ be turned away, possibly to conceal 
his feelings. 

Rufus 

One Minute Cure for Toothache, 

Magical in potency and power, pene- 
trating at once to the diseased nerve. 
Nerviline—nerve pain cure—cures tooth- 
ache in a moment. Nerviline,the most mar- 
velous pain remedy known to science, may 
be used for all nerve pains. Test at once 
its eflizacy. 

Horucultaral. 

“Let me see,” mused the sporting editor; 
““what is an incubator?” 
“An incubator,” replied the agricultural 

editor, *‘is an egg plant.” 


