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CHAI'TER iii--(Conti)ttcd).

AS the travellors approaehued the rising grouiid, whjchAthe dominie had perceived, the lawyer remarked ta
the hillocks had an artificial look.

IlAnd they are undoubtedly artificial," replied Wil-
kinson.

" This is the township of Nottawasaga, once inhabited
by the Tobacco tribe of the Hurons, who had many vil-
lages, and grew tobacco and corn, besides making beads,
pipeq, and other articles, for sale or barter. They made
their pipes out of the Trenton sandatone. A great many vil-
lage sites and ossuaries have been found in the township,
the latter containing thousands of skeletons. They have al
been opened up by the settiers for the sake of the copper
ketties and other objects buried in them. These long,
narrow hillocks are earthworks, the foundation of a rude
fortification or palisade Pound a village. The Archweologi-
cal Reports of the Canadian Institute contain very ful
and interesting accounts of the explorations made in this
very region. We are on historie ground, Carry."

"lPoor old Lo! " ejaculated the lawyer; whatever is
tbat dog af ter l Hi, Muggins, Moggins!" 1

But Muggins would flot leave the earthwork into
which he was digging with rapidly moring forepaws. As
Coristine rernarked, it was a regular Forepaugh's circus.
When the pedestrians came up to him, he had a large hole
mnadeiin appai-ently fresh dug earth, and had uncovered a
tin box, japanned above. This the pair disinterred with
their walkingsticks, ainid great demunatrations from the
terrier. The lawyer opened it judicially, and found it to
contain a lot of fragments of hard limestone, individually
labelled. Looking over these, his eye rested on one
inarked P. B. Miss Du Plessis, lot 3, concession 2, town-
ship of Flanders. Others were labelled T. Mulcahy, S.
Storch, R. Mclver, O. Fish, with their lots, concessions
and townships, and the initials F. M. and P.IWbat is the import of this 1 asked the school-
mnaster.

"I mport or export, it's the Grinstun man, the owner
Of this sagacious dog, that buried this box till he had time
to bring a waggon for it. These are samples of grindstone
rock, and, if 1 ara not a Dutchman, F means fair, M, mid-
dling, P, poor, and P. B., prime boss, and that is Miss Du
Plessis. Gad! we've got her now, Jewplesshy, Do PMease,
D)O Please-us, are just Du PMessis. Jt's a pleasant sort of
naine, Wilks, rny boy?" I

IlWhat are you going to do with this treasure trove,
Illigbt 1 ask Î I inquired the dominie.

Bury it," replied the lawyer.
"1 trust you will make no unfair use of the informa-

tion it contains, part of which was conflded to me pri-
vately, and under seal of secrecy, by Mr. Rawdon ? II

IlNow, Wilks, howld your tongue about that. 1 ask
you no0 questions, you tell me no lies nor anything else.
If you think I'm going to see a girl cheated, just because
8he is a girl, you don't know your friend. But you do,
Yotu honest old Wilks, don't you now ?"I

. lVery well, only remember 1 breathed no hint of this
lai your car."

IAIl right, old man," answered Miss Du Plessis' self-
constituted advocate, as he 8hovelled the earth in over
the tin box. IlMuggins, you rascal, if you dig that up
again, l'Il starve you to death."

The pedestrians deserted the archoeological find, and
trudged away into the north-west.

IWilks, my dear, 1 feel like the black crow," said
coristine, as they journeyed along the pleasant highway.

IlLike what 1" asked the dominie, adjusting his eye-
glass.

"Like the crow, don't you know ?
Said one black crow unto his mate,
What shall we do for grub to ate «

Faith, it'll be an awful thing if we're going to die of star-
vatioù in the wilderness8."

:Il thought you were a botanist, Oorry ~
(Sr, 1 am, in a suiall way."
IlThen, wbat bushes are those in that beaver mea-

In another minute, the lawyer, losely followed by
Muggins, was in the nieadow, exclaiming IlVaccinium
Canadense ! Oorne on, Wilks, and have a feast." Mug.
gins was eating the bernies with great satisfaction, and
Coristine kept birn company. The dominie also partook
of them, rernarking : I"This is the wbortleberry, or berry of
the hart, vulgarly called the huckleberry, altbougb huckle
means a hump, which is moat inappropriate."

IlThat rerinds me of -a man witb a hump, thougli
there wasn't much heart to him," said Coristine, his
m'outîx fuît of fruit. IliHe undertook to write on Canada
atter spending a month here. lie said the Canadians
have no0 fruit but a very inferior raspberry, and that they
actually sell bilberries in the shops. As a further proof
of their destitution, lie was told that haws and accrns are
exposed for sale in the Montreal markets. Sucli a coun-
try, he said, is no place for a refined Englishman. I don't
wonder my countrymen rise up against the Engliali."

IYou forget, Corry, that 1 amn Englisb, and proud of
my descent from the Saxon Count Witikind."0

IlBeg your pardon, Wilks, but you're a good English-

man, and I neyer dreamt your progenitor was that awful
heathen:-

Save us, St. Mary, from flood and froxe fire,
From famine and pest, and Count Witikind's ire.

As the Englishmen said, there is no neel to hask 'ow the
bell got into your nam-e."

"Corry, this is rnost unseemly. 1 wonder you are not
ashamed to speak thus, witb that innocent dog beside you."

leO, dad, he's heard worse things than that ; haven't
you now, Muggins? Trust hirn to live witb a cad of a
Grinstun man, and not to pick up bad language."

"Ullo, there, you dog-stealers! " fell upon the cars of
the berry-pickers like a thunder-clap. They looked up,
and saw a neat waggone tte, drawn by a team of well-kept
bay horses, in which, on a back seat, sat Mn. Rawdon and
a little 'girl 'with long fair hair. On the front seat were
two Weil-dressed women, one of whom was driving ; the
other wore a widow'H cap, and had a gentle, attractive
face. The waggon stopped for thens to corne on to the
road, which, leaving their bernies, they did, taking off
their bats to the ladies as they approached.

IlWe did ail we could, Mr. Rawdon, tol make your dog
go back to the hotel, but he in8isted on following us," said
Wilkinson, apologetically.

"Ail very fine, my beauty, you 'ooked 'im and got 'un
to shew you ware this 'ero box was. I'm hup to your
larks, and you such a hinnocent too 1"

Wilkinson was indignant, and denied having anything
to do with the box.

IBe careful what you say, Mr. iRawdon," said Conis-
tine, I 'in a lawyer, and may make a case, if you are not
judicious in your language."

"lOh corne hoti; 1 don't mean no 'arm ; i t's just My
fun. 'Ave you any hobjection to give these 'ere gents a
lift, Mrs. Thomnas?'e

"None, whatever," replied the lady who was driving.
"Then, if you don't mind, l'Il get hin halongside hof

youn sister hin front, band leave them to keep company
with little Marjorie 'ere," said the working geologist ; and
clirnbed over into the front seat outside of the attractive
widow. Still, the pedlestrians hesitatad, tilt Mrs. Thomas,
a by 110 means uncomely wornan, said: IdGet in, gentle-
men, we shall be pleased to have your company." This
decided them. They sprang jnto the waggon, one on each
ide of the little girl called Marjorie. The horses trotted

along, and Muggins hovered about them, with an occasional
ecstatic bark.

elI like you and your little dog," said Marjorie te,
Coristine, who replied: elGod bless you for a little dar-
ling." After this interchange of confidence, they hecame
great friends. Wilkinson found hirnacîf somewhat lef t,
out, but the Grinstun mani threw hirn an odd bone, now
and then, in the shape of a geological rernark, keeping
dlean, however, of gindstones.

What's your naine, Maljorie 1 asked the lawyen.
"My name is Marjorie," she replied.
"Yes, but what's your other name?
Marjonie Carrnichael."

"[s that your father's name ?
"No, my papa's namne is Captain Thomnas."~
"And has ho got a ship on Lake Simcoe?"

IdYes, how did you know 1 I e's got a ship, and a
lumber yard, and a saw mill, and a farm, and a lot of
things. Saul is on the farm, and Mr. Pratt works the
milI, and Gudgeon looks after the yard, and Sylvanuis is
on the boat."

WVho la Saul
"He's the father of Sylvanus and Tirnotheus. Only

Timotheus doeant work for us. He wouldn't say his
catechisrn on Sundays, so Saul said lie had to go. 1 don't
wonder he wouldn't say bis catecbism, do you 1 Lt speaks
about God's getting awful angry and cursing. God doesn't
get angry with little boys and girls and curse them, does
he, Mn. Wbat's your name?'"

"éMy naine is Coristine, but the naine my little sister
would have called me, if I had had a little sister like you,
would be Eugene. No, I neyer read that God cursed any
little girls and boys, nor anybody, not even the devii.'

idAnd be's very very bad, isn't lie? My cousin
Marjorie Caruthers, that l'mu called after, says Tirnotheus
should have ]earned bis catecism ; but she doesn't tbink
God curses cbildren. Then 1 said lie oughtn't to learri
what isn't true."

-9O my darlint, but it's iglit you are. 1 wish 1 had
y0u Up on the dais at the Synod, to teacli the bishops and
ail the clengy. Is she a nice little girl, your cousin Mlar-
jonc 1"

ISbc's nice, but she isn't little, not a single bit.
She lives away away in Toronto, and teaches school. Now,
put your bead down and l'Il whisper sornething in your
car."

Coitine put bis bead down beside the long, fair curîs,
and Marjorie whiEpercd, pointing a finger at the same
time towards the widow: IdTbat's nuy Aunt Marjonie, and
sbe's Marjorie's mother."

"Wbere is cousin Marj onie now"
"Shc's up at Uncle Carruthers', along witb Miss Du

Plessis. Do you know Miss Du Plessis?1 Oh, she's
lovely, and, do you know ?-put down yorrhead again-
that ugly lîttle man itting by Auntie aays be's going to
marry ber. Isn't it too bad i"'

IlInfernal little bcast O , rny dear Marjore, I beg
your pardon. I was tbinking of that rascal of a mosquito
on your hand-tbere, he'a dead I Yes, it would lic too
bad, but she'li neyer marry sucli a man as that."

Il Perhaps she'il have to, because sbe's very poor, and
lie says he's going to make beaps and heaps of money.
People sbouldn't marry for money, shouid they ? "

"lNo, dear, tbey shou]d marry for love, if they marry
at ail. Will you manry me when you grow to bu a young
lady? "

"No, you'll bu too old then. Put your lîead down.
You go and take away Miss Du Plessis fronîx that naughty,
bad little man, and l'Il love you, 0, ever so iiuuch."

"But penhaps she won't have nie"
"Oh, yes she will, becausu you would look yen-y nice

if you would take that black stuif that scratclîed nie oflf
your face."

I will, l'Il get a clean shave at Collingwood this very
nigbt."

IlThen l'Il get Auntie to write, to Marjorie and tell lier
that îny own Prince Charmning, with a dlean) shave, is coni-
ing to take Cecile away from the ugly little rich nman tînat
says : 'An' 'ow is my young friend V1 Won't that be
nice? i

"Oh, please dont tell your aunt to Write that."
But I wiil, so thue!"

The waggonette was 110w i11 the mille of a rather pretty
village situated on a brandi of tie Nottawasaga Hiver, and
came to a stand still opposite tihe post office.

"If you gentlemen bave business ini thc village, you
can get out bene," said Mns. Thomas, "lbut, if not, we
shall be pleased to bave you dine with us."

The pedestnians thougit of their last tavern expenience,
and felt disposed to accept the hospitable invitation, but
Marjorie clinchud thein resolution by sayiug :"IlEngene
is comning to dinnen with me, and his fiend mav comie too,"
at whicb everybody laughed. 'lho waggon moved on for
another haîf mile, and then stopped ini front of a pnetty
and commodious fraine house, paintud white, witb red-
brown doors and window frames and green shutters.
Porch and verandai were covered with Vinginin creeper,
climbing roses and trumpet honeysuckle. Mn. Rawdon
looked aften himseîf, but Wilkinson and Coistine ielped
the ladies and the littie girl ta dismount, wlîile an old man
witb a sbock head, evidently Saul, took the borses round.
Mugginis treeted thc whole party with a senies of wiggles
and banks, whercupon the Ginstun mani gave liim a
savage kick that sent thc dog away yclping.

I said you were a naughty, bad, cruel mian to rny own
self and ta people I like," said Marjonie with indignation,
Ibut now 1 say it rigbt out. to you, aîîd for everybody to

hiear that wants to-a nasty, ugly, cruel little man1"
Thc working geologist was veny angry and got very red

in the face. Had hie dared, hoc would pnobably have
kîcked the girl too. Poliey conipelled him ta keep bis
temper outwardly, so lie turned it off with a laugb, and
said :"Il ou don't know that little beast lias I do, Mar-
jonie, or you wouldn't go band take 'is uant. 0f aIl the
hungrateful, trenoberous, sneakin', bad-'earted curs that
ever gnawed a boue, 'c' the top-sawyer."

I dont believe it," answered Marjonie stoutly, and
with aIl the licunse allowed to a late and only child.

Whun the ladies took off thuir bonnets and rejoined
their guests in the panlour, thc pedestnians were mucli
struck with their appeanance and denseanour, especially ini
the case of Mrs. Carmichael, than wbom no lady could
have been more gentie mannered and gracious. Shie hll
evidently had enough of Mn. Lawdon, for she turned in
the most natural way to Wilkinson and engaged hiui in'
conversationî on a vaiety of topics. Tic scboolmaster
found bier a charming taîker and an interestud li.4tunen.
Marjonie aîîd Coristine sat on ai sofa witb Muggins between
tbern, wbile the working geologist banged about some
photographs on a centre table. At dinrin, to wbich Mme.
Thomas soon summoned tbem, Coistine iad the post of
bonour witi Manjorie to bis right. Mrs. Carmicbael sat
at the foot of the table with Wilkinson by lier ide, and
Rawdon was at Mrs. Thonmas' left. Wbile doing justice
to an excellent rupast, the lawyer informed bis hostes
that hie %vas not an entire stranger to bier famiiy, and gave
an account of bis passage in the Sùsan Thornas from Belle
Ewart to Barrie. Hie also mfered to Sylvanus and Timo-
theus, and dwelt upon the excellent service rendered by
the latter. Thc Grinstun man disliked the turn thixîg8
were taking, as bie fuit biuîself out in the cold, for the
widow absorbud the dominie, and Marjorie wouid not look
at him.

When dessert came on the table, hie turned to the
schoolmaster and rudely interrupted bis conversation, say-
iing : IlLook 'ore, Mr. Favosites Wilkinsoiîia, I don't se as
you'vu hany caîl to keep hall the widden's talk to youmseif.
l move we change places," and lie rose to uffect the change.

IRcally," said Wilkinson, witb offended dignity, I
arn not accustomed to anything of that description at a
dinner panty wbene there are ladies ; but, if it's Mrs. Car-
miciael's desire that we should interchange seats, I arn
rcady to cornply."

Mrs. Carmichaci evidently did not relisb being cailed
"tic widder," non tic society of Mr. Rawdon, for shu

answered, IlCertainly not, Mr. Wilkinson," and reiumcd
lien conversation witi him. Tbe baffled geologist turned
to the hostess, wie Marjorie cngaged Coristine's atten-
tion, and in a petulant way stated bis case, "lYou know
tbe kind of man I bin, Mme. Thomas, I'm a man of bac-
tion. I stnike wen tic iiron's 'ot. By good luck, I wcnt
back to Pcskiwanchow Iaat niglit, tbough it is a beastly
'oie, and got luttera hat tic post hoffice this momnin'. My
hagent at Toronto says, Mms. Do Please-us ia pretty badly
bout for want of ciink, band tiat tic girl's rcady to
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