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THE SILVER CAVERN
(By Ann* T. Sadler.)

It was a very nice old bouse where 
1 lived in my boyhood. Its principal 
door opened (torn under broad eaves, 
on a quaint garden, separated from a 
(grove of beautiful shade trees by a 
Jatticed fence. Above this door »as 
Who window of my room, whence 1 
should look down on all that was pass- 
uig. This was not much, foi the life 
•was calm and uneventful in that tittle 
American town Outside my window 
was a lamp, the rays ol which shone 
an upon me as 1 lay btoad awake in 
my bed, thinking “'he long, long 
^noughts'* of boyhood.

Into the town had come, of late, a 
man who much excited the curiosity of 
<he people, and especially, of course,
• of us children We feared him, and 
•yet he attracted us, and wp flocked 
. around the door of the shop wherein 
he carried on the modest trade of 

iblancsn-ith. But at times he forsook 
•this employment and wandered about 
through the country.

Some said that he was not quite 
rright in his mind, others, more super
stitious. hinted at witchcrait, which,

great treasures there. Only one had VLA it was a chimera. Kkelkitr 
'Cen the plate, and with this one the whi t 3 dreamer had .Beamed qj u 
old man told me his lather had con- existing, > wld never be dirx-.eied,

I still hopeu. 1 used to i'e awake ami 
think what i wou'd do if chance 
should reveal to me 'hat shin-ng.

MARTYRS’ SHRINE
versed. He declared that the en
trance to the cavern was near the
gate of an ancient garden, and con
sisted of a door with an iron ring in 
the center."

“I thrilled all over at this descrip
tion, for our strange guest grew earn
est and eager as he talked, and I 
seemed to see the gray-beard relating 
to him this wondrous story. I saw, 
too, that my elders were impressed 

1 by it. My father, as it impatient of 
interruption, cried: “Go on."

The stranger did sc is the following 
terms:

“The old man told me that all his 
life he had pursued this Silver Cavern 
as a phantom, and that now, having 
lived to the age of fourscore ant} ten, 
he was dying without a glimpse of 
it.“

“Did he mention what it was like?" 
asked my father.

“Yes, honored sir; the man with 
whom ins father had conversed had 
once descended into the cavern."

“If, so, why did be not make use 
of the knowledge’" asked my father.

“Because of a mortal illness which

Correspondence in Orillia Times, 
Between A. f. Hunter, Barrie, 
and Rev. A. E. Jones, S.J., Archi
vist of Si. Mary's College, Mon
treal.

cavern, and to what use 1 -hould turn 
the treasures contained ; here. Hvt 
it was not,'indeed, ihe wealth which 
so fascinated .ee. It was the adven
ture, the mystery, th? ueligbt, which 
charmed me. What if some g:oriou$ 
day, groping among the weeds and 
flowers, 1 shoj'd come upon that iron
ring, and go down, down into the (Continued from last Week ) 
wonders of the cavern' In Hie dav-I
time, when the stronger was not ,.It.go<‘* without saying that Mr. 
there, I went out and trawled upoi **Jn*er ^*4 read all this. Yet, with 
mv hands and knees i*out the gardes «>nsummate assurance, and that as- 
beds and paths, til! Ihe servants le- sumPtl<>n «I superiority which char- 
gan to whisper among themselves his whole “circular letter"
They believed that 1 was hewitchei , m 8t^rt hmsh, he dictatorially 
by the terrible man from the f0rt lays lt down as 111 ‘“fallible dictaro
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and trembled who. they caught siclii 
of him.

Sometimes I arose early and went 
out to meet the man and conveire 
with him, Valuing fresh details <«i 
that enchanted place, ihich he was 
convinced lay under the very earth 
we trod. He usually waxed eloquent 
in depicting the glories 0* that under-

which all must accept on his indivi
dual and unsupported judgment, and 
none gainsay under penalty of pass
ing for irrational, “that the records 
left by the early Jesuits distinctly 
tell us (according to any rational 
interpretation of their words) that 
the position of St. Ignace was three

of course, was downright folly. There of that subterranean place were of 
•was nothing extraordinary about the massive silver, shining like the sun; 
man s apparel, through he seemed to the chairs and tables were of the 
8m a foreigner of some sort. He was same material, while lamps of the 
usually dressed like an ordinary work- costly metal burned aiomatic oils, 

is, but and (act there Bui of massive silver lay piled

speedily ended his career The walls ground treasure house, his eves giow- 
“ L‘ r* I* mg and his face shining, until my

brain was on tire and my heart po* 
sessed by the single idea of Hiding 
the Silver Cavern.

miles nearer than this place (The surely he must credit even the poor, 
Martyr’s Hill) to Ste. Marie cn the ordinary non-expert with enough in

telligence to see a difference between 
a hill and a hole in the ground. A 
peak is a pointed summit, and is

Wye!
A TERMINOLOGICAL INEXAC

TITUDE.

of necessity lake the shape of a deep and for the bulk of he Huron mem- 
ravine " bers of the village community, it was

Mr Hunter facetiously informs us a question of life or Jath. % were 
no doubt in bis capacity of expert, I not on the lookou at that juncture 
that the “fosse profond" has a d,s- t<* a sandy hill but for a command- 
tinct reference to a channel or trench ‘“K PJ*!**®*1. la ^ T,ci"‘
surrounding the village and not a jlty ?f ‘ ,
“peak" in relief, or flat-topped emin-;P,atch. These cond.Uons made the 
ence. In answer to this sally, I CampbeII Farm the present Martyrs 
might retort and ask him if he ever Hill, lrteal slte-

POST-HOLES OR NO POST-HOLES, 
THAT IS THE QUESTION.

Moreover, among the Huron-Iro- 
quois tribes. palisades were 
sometimes constructed without post- 
holes. Mr. Andrew Hunter cannot

saw a valley without a hill? But

was a mysterious something as il he 
were forever seeking some object be
yond the ken of those around him.

1 dhall never forget the thrill which 
■ran through me when I was told one 
«ummer afternoon that he was in our 
garden. It was a still afternoon, 
•full of the hush that goes before a 
tstorm, the trees turning their leaves 
"backward, the aspen quivering, the 
wind soughing through the grove liard- 
bv, as though it were sighing for an 
impeding misfortune

We all hurried to the porch, my 
■grandmother, my mother, father and 
inyself. I kept well in the background, 
■Tec-ring over my grandmother’s shovl- 

• der, however, with keen interest. The 
man had come inside the garden gate, 
and was upon his knees on the ground, 
rooting among the grass and weeds. 
He did not perceive us at first; his 

'back was turned, and he was intent 
upon his

around with various articles of rare 
workmanship and of great value. Doc
uments there were of curious charac
ters, which, could they lie deciphered, 
told perchance of other treasures or 
secrets precious to the learner. But 
these, even in the time of that gray- 
beard’s father, were ready to crumble 
into dust from age, with the other 
things of perishable nature which the 
cavern contained. But the silver re
mained uncorrupted, and shone as it 
had done for ages.

“But how could you know this tale 
to lie true?" asked my father.

The old man had some particulars 
thereof in writing, which he gave to 
me lie produced them from an in- 
nci pocket and offered them to my

1 neglected my studies and lost my It w»s not enough to travesty the 
prizes at school. 1 was severe 1» re Ipw precious records remaining to 
primanded by my father, rebuked by us- a^d which furnish all the mfor- 
my gentle mother, anJ summoned to ! rnation we have relating to St. Ig- 
4olemn interviews with my grand- “ace IE, but after insinuating, to put 
mother. On these occasions she tried >t mildly, that no use had been made 
to make me see that, perchance did °I them in determining its position, 
I even discover the century-old booty be would have your readers believe, 
of sea rovers, it might bring me not Mr. Editor, that “The sole point 
happiness, Irut misfortune; and she re- which led to the ‘thorough convine- 
minded me, in her wise, calm way, 'n8 above mentioned was the shape 
of that treasure whereof she had,"I *I‘e ground, but even in this par- 
spnkeu. th.it r.i< li moment 1 patience :,ular_ quite mistaking!)-, for the

nowhere mentioned in my paper in 
connection with St. Ignace IL It is|Plead ,*n,0^cc„t” ,thiS ,“?£? ,n bl8

, ontit Ion ' VitiAftsl 1 BaewnF*»a suggestive interpretation of Mr.1i*1’11

father, who, taking them, put still an- lured me on.

each prayer, each kindly act, each 
movement of self-control, was increas
ing to proportions greater far than 
my thoughts could imagine. I listen
ed, and was impressed, hut, like the 
music by which the pied piper lured 
the children of Hamelin into unknown 
depth, the siren voice of the stranger

1 'fo se profond' has a distinct 
'reference to a channel or trench sur
rounding the village and not to a 

;“pcak" in relief, or flat-tupped emi
nence, such as the one he chose."

Hunter, which, judging by his con
text, he would have his readers be
lieve found place in the report with 
which he finds fault. On page 93 
of this report, the ideas as well as 
the words are properly translater 
thus: “and encircled by a deep de
pression (in the land), with which 
nature had powerfully fortified the 
place on three sides."

Now a moat supposes an escarp
ment, a steep descent or declivity, a 
precipitous side of any hill or flat- 
topped eminence, and the deeper the 
depression or ravine the higher the 
plateau. Hrrssani (p. 252), in his

Was it the “sole" point, the “shape description adds strength to the ex-tin* (rrmind »» V.,4 ail,, nrpRSinns m:Pfl hv Racrnpnpati* “Son

“What leads >ou to suppose that 
this fabulous place is underneath my

work, muttering audibly to garden’’"
“From information in 

papers," said the man.
■.himself My father would have called 
■out to him. but my grandmother, re
straining him by a gesture, herself ad
dressed the man in her mild speech:

“What is it you want in our gar
den’" she said gently.

He turned and looked at us, with a 
light in his eyes and a feverish eager
ness in his manner amazing to behold. 

“I am seeking," he said, "seeking

those very

There were times when he refused 
to speak, and cast withering glances 
of distrust at me. Noting mv eager 
manner and my ever-increasing devo
tion to his idea, I think he suspected

of the ground," which led to the 
thorough convincing ? Was the 
"Green Veranda" the sole point for 
Jack-’ I should like to know if Mr. 
Andrew Hunter really beguiled him
self to the extent of imagining that 
hv alone read the Archaeological Re
port for 1902. I understand fully

While my father cast his eyes over 
them I remained in a fever of excite
ment. Now had this man lent a new 
and wonderful interest in our garden, 
which hitherto had known no other 
treasures than sweet williams and
bachelor’s buttons, marguerites, prim = _ _r______ ________
carnations and cinnamon pinks stand- that for a moment I regretted

that I had obtained some clew which ! Ihat it is not snatched up as eagerly 
I was hiding from him. jby the promiscuous reading public of

One moonlight night, believing that ; the Strand of Munsey, or other at- 
the garden was empty, I crept can- j tractive or diverting magazines, but 
tiously down. The lattice of the fence it is read by those, and they are not 
was repeated in bars of moonshine a few, who take a warm interest in 
upon the sward, the paths were shin-j Canadian history and archaeology, 
ng, a strange peace was over all, so | II°W. _after_ making such an asser-

in future

entitled "National Character
istics and Migrations of the Hurons, 
etc.," read before the Canadian Insti
tute, Sept. 25, 1891, he quotes in a 
foot-note (p. 1) from Rev. W. M. 
Beauchamp's “Early Indian Forts in 
New York," where the author says 

("and in the stockades, post-holes were 
not always used." In such cases 
cribwork within the enclosure was re
sorted to, which, filled with stones 
and covered with earth, especially in 
the bastions, formed the terre plein 

; of the breast-work. A donne, nam 
od Jean Guiet, was in 1648 the head- 
carpentcr in Iluronia, another, Pierre 
Tourmente, the head-mason, and a 
lay-brother, Louis Gauber, the black
smith. With skilled craftsmen to 
direct the pangs of French and Indian 
workmen, the plans of the Jesuit 
missionaries, who had a fair know
ledge of "fortifientions, rould not fail 
to tie carried out systematically and 

I with dispatch.
TALK FOR EFFECT.

Mr. Andrew Munt-r talks glibly, 
throughout his several pamphlets, of 
distinct traces of palisade lines, 
and pronounces magisterially that 
this village s'te was so fortified and 
that other was not. Now, though 
I was supposed to hue a smattering 
of the art, since I taught the rudi

the 1 lion, Mr. Hunter will he
-and these"; he held up the weeds in ing in still rows, looked down upon fcver that had seized upon me and able to look them in the fare is in- 
:-iis hand, continuing to speak in lus by the roses, which in June over- wished that I had never heard of the ! conceivable, il like other men he be 
foreign sounding voice, “ these are weighted the hushes, while sorrowful silver Cavern. Mv flesh began to conscious of a reputation for vero- 
lut worthless weeds, torn from the pansies stared up at them reproach- creep, too, when I "recalled the tales city and fairness to sustain. This is 
<oartl) They are of no use to you. I fully with their dark eyes. These whispered by the servants that this the man who would pose as the ern- 
du you a service by ridding you of were all, save a few simples which stranger was a sorcerer or had sold Sor of historical and archaeological 

•■them. my grandmother grew herself, and out himself to the devil. In the davlight error, and lead those much-to-be-pit-
ied people, led astray hv the glowing
newspaper account of the Shrine,back 
into the paths of truth. The ditch, 

lit is to be Lared, is not far off.
The BLIND LEADING THE BLIND.

"Tl.au is true," said my grandmoth- of which she marie fearful decoctions, j nrlioulod these idle stories, but now 
or, “but it docs not explain vour pre- which in case of illness I was com- jn the cold light of the moon under 
«•ence in our garden." pelled to swallow, or sweet-tasting jts indescribable mysterv and cn-

"I jvill tell you," he cried, with the wines of which we got a few sips chantment, I was filled with a sud- 
xnanner of one who suddenly took a from her rare old wine-glasses. I den droad. What if this man was 
desperate -esolve, “for you are old grew pale with the wonder of it,while an emissary of Satan seeking my

my father said: soul’ Still I did not retreat. Cast-' "Tusse profond" (with an. acute
“This man’s written account seems jng a]j thoughts behind me but that *ccpnt over the e) is not simply “a 

accurate, and yet I ran not believe in of fading the Silver Cavern, I flew 'channel or trench." It is here used
the existence of ’his place; but we to a <jar)i corner of (he garden hith- as a term in the art of fortification,
shall look into the matter, and, re" erto unsearched, and began to scratch 
member, if it be found underneath my furiously at the earth, 
land it is mine." 1 was so engaged when I felt a

"Sir, said the stranger, his eyes strong hand upon mv shoulder and 
flashing as ho drew himself up with the touch of cold „teel at my head. 1
dignity, "that will bejor.your honor turned jn afiright, and tlier^ with

pressions used by Ragueneau: 
site et les fortifications, que nous 
y avons fait faire, le rendaient im
prenable, due moins pour des sau
vages." Its position and the for
tifications w hich we caused to be con
structed there, rendered it impregna
ble at least for savages. To contri
bute in any fair proportion to the 
impregnability of a stronghold, the 
exigencies of such a site would call 
for a depression and corresponding 
eminence on unusually large lines, 
and the fact mentioned that the deep 
must was limited to three sides only 
differentiates 11 from any other com
manding position lying in the proper ments of castramontotmn, field-works 
direction and at the clearly determin- and permanent fortification, in the 
ed distance from the Old Fort on early sixties, 1 unhlushinglv confess 
the Wye. When Mr. Andrew Hunter that, in apite of my over-willingness 
shall have discovered such a site it to sec. T have not yet come across, 
will be time enough to think of chang- either in Simcoe or Grey counties, 
ing the position of the shrine. any unmistakable, certain signs left

1 of palisading, with the exception of 
! the line of outworks at the Old Fort,
! ruthlessly obliterated a few

;and wise, and will bid these others be 
•.silent. I am seeking the Silver Cav
ern *’

"He is mad," said my father, in a 
low tone to my grandmother. The 
man caught the words, low as they 
"hail been spoken.

"I am not mad," he cried, with an 
■expression of face and an energy of 
utterance that caused me to retreat, 
•with heating heart, into the house. 
'“And 1 tell you, proud gentleman, 
Xhat I am half convinced the Silver 
<Cavern is under your ground."

“What is the Silver Cavern?" asked 
miy father, authoritatively. “Your ac
count of it may explain your trespass 
• jj)on my property, which you know is 
f’orbidden by law."

The word law seemed to have a ter- 
vrifying effect upon him. He rose sud
denly from the ground, his hands join
ed as if in supplication.

“Not the law! oh, no," he said, 
«advancing towards us. I will tell you 
tall But first, is there anyone about? 
i!Let us go where we may be secret."

to decide. I have confided my secret 
to you, because you say you are good 
and" just. Madam here is old and wise, 
the youthful lady sweet and gentle. 
They will tell you that if the cavern 
be found there it will he enough for 
all."

"What the man says is true en
ough," said my mother, speaking for 
the first time, half timidly. "These 
treasures, long hidden in the earth, 
must, if brought to light, enrich 
many."

malice on his face, which in my e> 
cited state I thought was Satanic, 
stood the stranger 

"Ha' ha!" he said, “young serpent, 
I have caught you. You would keep 
some knowledge from me. Reveal the 
secret or I will shoot you where you 
stand."

I faced him boldly as I mig.it, 
though I was shaking in every limb 
from the double fear of his sudden ap
pearance and his threats.

I have found nothing, as God is
My grandmother was strangely sil- my witness," I said solemnly.

My grandmother, who was always fracrant growth.

ent, her eyes fixed thoughtfully upon 
the tiles of the great Dutch fireplace, 
unused now in summer and filled with

«upreme in authority, was inclined to 
humor the man. “Even if jic be dis
traught," she whispered, "it can do 
mo harm to hear his story."

Alas' she little guessed what mis- 
♦ohief would be wrought by that con
cession. We all went into the morn
ing room, wherein the s-un, carefully

• excluded by Venetian blinds, remained 
-without às a besieging commander, 
-darttag arrows of light through the
• clinks at the cross-barred matting 
vipon the floor and the blue delf in 
"the glass-fronted cupboard, not even 
spat .ng the picture of "George Wash

ington taking the Sword of Cornwall- 
*s," which hung over the chimnev- 
jpieee

My grandmother, before permitting 
tile man to speak, opened a little cor
ner cupboard with keys which she 
earned in a great pocket, and gave 
d-he stranger a glass of cowslip wine 
.and a slice of cake. He took bo'h 
•wo ravenously that it seemed as 
'though he had not eaten nor drank for 
«orne time?. While he enjoved this re- 
tfreshmrnt we all sat round and wait- 
<sd A Dutch ancestor of ours, from 
Ihis frame, seemed to wink drolly at 
me and almost upset my gravity. But 
«till I was interested, fascinated by 

words “the Silver Cavern."
"Know," said the man, fixing his 

■*yee upon my grandmother, “that

Why un you not speak, mother?" 
said niy father, turning to her with 
that deference which a parent in those 
days received.

"1 am thinking, my children," she 
said slowly, “ol the old man who 
spent fourscore years and ten seeking 
this phantom and finding it not. Let 
us not imitate him. Bid this strang
er go his way, and seek that other 
treasure which shall not fail us,which 
rust can not consume, nor thieves 
steal."

We were awe-stricken by her man
ner.

"I see 1 have depressed you," she 
said, smiling her rarely sweet smile, 
"but the time for another harvesting 
comes close to me, and no treasures 
of this earth, though it he what they 
say, can fix my mind, 
now with the eyes of 
to earth, but keen for what is be
yond, that there is but one treasure 
worth the seeking. That is the store 
of good works, which, by the grace 
of God, grows daily."

“The stranger moved impatiently.

Ho forced my chin upwards till, by 
the light of the moon, he looked 
straight into my eyes. "It must he 
that you speak the truth," he said, 
letting go of me; “the young cannot 
lie like that." * 

lie dropped the weapon too, and

a1 : wader this heading it signifies 
'moat: “Entourer d’un fosse (fort), 
, to moat." (Spiers and Surrnne’s 
Dictionary, N.Y., Appleton, 1862); 

“fasse .acute accent over the e) 
(Fort.) moat" (Clifton and Gri- 
maux’s Diet., Paris and London, 
Gamier Bros, and Hatchette & Co. 
—latest edition.) Nor is lt here an 
ordinary moat or ditch dug by the 
hand of man, for it is qualified in 
the text; "qui (i.e. la place) estoit 
entourée d'une palisade de pieux, de 
la hauteur de quinze a seize gieds, 
et d’un fosse profound, dont la nature 
auq’t puissamment fortifie ce lieu pat 
trois costez, etc." (Rel. 1649, p. 
10, col. 2, Quebec edit.). The Cleve
land edition (vol. 34, p. 122), has 
“pins" instead of pieux." The phrase 
literally translated should read ; 
"Which (place) was surrounded with 
a stockade of posts (or pine trees) 
from fifteen to sixteen feet in height, 
and by a deep moat, wherewith na
ture had powerfully fortified the 
place on three sides, etc." To be

A COMPETENT PERSON COR
RECTS A BLUNDER.

Mr. Andrew Hunter continues: “I 
am well aware Rev. Father Jones 
suggests that the occupation of St. 
Ignace II. was too short to leave 
any traces of ashbeds is too absurd 
to need dwelling upon at ant length." 
Really’ But what seems so absurd 
to him has been deemed a very cogent 
argument by others, even by General 
John S. Clark, who, as the main au
thority relied on in determining the 
scene of Jogucs’ massacre, is admitt
ed hv Mr. Hunter to be an expert. 
In his letter of May 18, 19(i3, the 
General sats: "On receipt of Mr. 
Hunter's 1 ri« ntilicatiun of a site of 
St. Ignace IL in the township of 
Ta" (p. 21 nf his monograph), I cri
ticised his conclusions as inconsistent 
with the facts inasmuch as the re
mains show an occupation of at least 
several years, while St. Ignace II. 
was onl\ occupied about one year."

The supposed site mentioned on p. 
21 by Mr. Hunter, is the farm of 
Chas. E. Newton, Esq., west half of 
lot 11, concession 6, Tay.

So "the unwarrantable claim,’

years
ago. And had it not been that palis
ades wen; so often mentioned in the 
old records, one could hardly vouch, 
without rashness, that thrv had ever 
existed. Of course, on visiting a giv
en site we may note how admirably 
adapted it was for such a system of 
defence, and without our mind’s eye, 
trace nut the lines v.hich the enclo
sures should naturally have followed. 
But it is a long rrv from this to as
serting that we see undeniable trace 
of palisading.

Notwithstanding what I have just 
sud 1 1 an confidently point out, at 
the Martyrs Hill, the position and 
outlines of two bastions at the vert- 
least, and tiic ar.gles of the flanks 
with the curtain. The ground has 
hern ploughed over and over again, 
cobbles to no end have geen carted 
away, and yet these outlines ate vis
ible. The line of the curtain coin
cides, quite fortuitously, with a drill, 
hut need not be confounded with it 
On the whole, i venture to say, that 
these unoblitersted vestiges will com- 

, Pari' more than favorabl) with ant
th*t is that few races of occupation thing Mr. Andrew Hunter can in- 
wou d he found at the real site of stance anvwhere in the whale country. 
St. Ignace IL, on account of the short WIn K)R WXXT,,n rPVCA„ 
time it existed, was. after all, ac- >UlX to tcRiJu- « VJvxl- ENKOH 
cording to a duly accredited and eer- u A BOOK,
tified expert, not "too absurd to need Itufc why waste so much valuable 
dwelling upon at length" by Mr. An- | .• ,no* 1° mention the ink when
drew Hunter, nor was it "too ridi- [‘writing fluid" fit for a fountain pen

his bead sank- upon hie breast in pro- "powerfully fortified by a deep moat" ,.ul<ns t„ merit nerioee attention." 1S not ea ily obtainable’ Hate
found thought. But when I would have 
stolen away he restrained me by a
gesture.

"Not yet," he said, "till I have 
thought mv thought out."

It was a fearful experience. I re
member it yet with a shudder. The 
eves of the man, half crazed as I 
now believe him to have been, fixed 
upon me threateningly, his face ghast- 
ly pale in the moonlight. I was still 
upon mv Imees, staring up at him, not 
knotting how it might end. Perhaps 
when he had thought nis thought out, 
he would kill me. I murmured a 
prayer, and with new courage I wait- 

I see clearly cd.
cld age, dim The ear-piercing scream which I had 

at first given, and of which I myself 
was unconscious, had aroused the | 
household. Presently my father,with 
two or three of the servants, came 
running along the garden paths. The 
stranger, with a quick glance of ter-

implies more than a trench, and as 
it vas nature's handiwork it would

ence should be lurking there. lt 
seemed as though the Silver Cavern 
or some other subterranean place had 
swallowed him up.

j I was sent away to a distant school 
that other scenes might erase that 
wondrous image from my mind. I 
returned aftei some years to find in 
the peace of the old garden some of 
the treasures that hail charmed my 

[childhood. I looked upon its quaint 
beauties with a new eye, and I was 
thankful to tind that the unrcst.ful 
thought of the buried treasure had 
no power to disturb me.

In after years I gained affluence by

VWP we
Much loss was it "like the device of not the authority of a "persona gra- 
a theorist, etc., etc.," for Mr. An- *a' a "competent person," a self- 
drew Hunter would not dare to use constituted judge in >uch matters, a 
these amenities of language, these *‘ve expert, ttho will decide the knot- 
tactfully chosen expressions, in ty question in very precise terms’ 
speaking of General 1 lark, whom, with T - i k t r n please to what Mr. \ndrett 
gool reason, he proclaimed a com- Hu“<;[ has to <. 1 in the matter of 
petent judge. palisades isee his Monograph on Me-

A* to the fart of its brief occu- donte.^p. fiti), afler having gone over 
pancy, our expert ronfidentlv asserts 
"It is not stated anywhere how old 
the Indian tillage "(St. Ignace II.), 
was." Had Mr. Andrew Hunter tak
en the trouble to read up thoroughly 
the early documents he would not 
have committed himsell to this 
torical inaccuracy.

HELPING I11M OUT.

his-

It was plain that he scarcely under- ror, fired his weapon into the air,and, 
stood her meaning, for he was not of climbing the fence which separated 
our faith at all. "May I continue to the garden from the high-road, had 
search in vour garden?" he said, aris- disappeared in an instant, 
ing Nor uia we ever see him again.

"Mother," said my father, “if you Neither was he met with in the sur- 
will permit me so far to disregard rounding coruntry. The blacksmith's

But by common
mission. But, my good man, if aught consent we all avoided the garden 
be discovered, you must apprise me." after nightfall less that sinister pres-

«. 1 t. „ » , °.vpi7" lieve it to be the place.".ates, long before the time of Wash-; ____ a _
liagton. They were supposed to be 
IDanre of Northmen, who had hidden

You cannot possibly have 
Cocoa thia better than

In
.my boyhood I met once, in ihe heart : your advice I will aive him this oer- shoo was deserted of the Catskills, an old, old man, ' >our.M^vice^wiu pve nin^nis per Shop was aesenea.
(gray-bearded and white-haired. He

Y Ifim “I solemnly "swear to yoru that I..he mid of life T chanced ’0 do him wi„ do the stranger, “and
service and m return he I repeat once more that, so faithfully
<somewh< re in the h art of ew Y ork d r garden correspond to the
:Sta> waSw!LtUtîü1uaae,Wer,CaJer,n J,t| description given in the paper, I be- 
#iao once been the hiding place of pir- t] re.

He bowed with a certain grace,first 
to m- grandmother, to my mother, 
and to us both. Then he withdrew.

“Have a care," said my grandmoth
er, addressing my father, but looking 

i past him to me; “do not begin ‘he 
pursuit of phantoms."

After that the stranger was fie- 
quently seen in our garden. The serv
ants. though they knew the uncanny 
reports about him in the neighbor
hood, believed at first Hiat he was te- 

i gaged in gardening. He came early 
in the morning when the dew lay 
thick upon the grass, and often on 
moonlight nights he was at. work.

! Starting from sleep, I heard him sho
veling and scraping. Once or t\. ice 
I arose, and partly by the m./oalight, 
partly by the light of the lamp near 
my window, I saw hi.n busied telow.
I usually crept bar* into bed w:th a 
shiver, for these nightly visits of his

I
 terrified me unaccountably.

Still I lid nut wholly escape the in* 
fluence of his strange visitor. Evtn 
when my father h id become sat isfled

The
account of two disasters that befell 
their braves, the first of which oc
curred towards the end of the win
ter 1647-1618 (see Rel. 1648, p. 
49, col. 2, Queb. edit.) and the se
cond a few days after, moved to

nearer to

carefully the tow 1 ships of Tiny, Tav 
and . # ilonti.

‘ Some villages were doubtless pa
lisaded, hut no traces remain of em
bankments, and it would require 
much examining with the spade to 
find the palisades of anv particular 
site " let me interrupt and add; and 
it would require much more examin
ing with the spade ta decide that 

on no palisade existed at any particular 
" site. Mr. Hunter continues: “ This 

was not attempted by the writer in 
any case"—one moment again, please. 
Surely, Mr. Editor, this cannot be. 
In his letter to vour paper, he told 
us—did he not’-“ that traces of the 
palisade lines at the Martyrs’ Hill

Ilurons of St. Ignace I.,
the ordinary methot’s of steadiness, 
hard work and perseverance. I trust 
that I made some poor efforts, too, 
feeble and unworthy though they 
might be, towards the amassing of 
those other treasures spoken of by
my grandmother, who was long since a new site, St. Ignace IL, ________
gathered to her fathers, in an ancient the Fort of Ste Marie I ., where ought to be easily discovered "at the 
cemetery overlooking a tranquil bay. they thought they would be more out present riav, if they really existed 

Ihit occasionally, in soft twilights of the reach of the Iroquois (Id. p. I there, butthev do not" You may 
or under the light of the moon, I re- 50, 2 col., P. 51, col 1). This re- suggest, Mr. Editor, that Mr Andrew 
called that dream of my youth, and -noval consequently look place not ! Hunter explains, perhaps in what
wondered if any seeker should ever earlier than February, 1648, nor la- ----
find and explore the Silver Cavern. ter than the date of the Relation, i.

e., April 16. of the same year. (Re- 
--------------- ------- lation 16;8. p. 15, 1 col j, St. Ig

nace IL, fell into the hands of the

follows.
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Iroquois March 16, 1649 
utterly destroyed. So at most it 
existed for one year.

Yes. and in this short snare of time 
it was fortified hv means of a palis
ade fifteen or sixteen feet high; hut 
this was the result of combined efforts 
of Hurons and Frenchmen. Rressani 
implies as much: "Son site et les 
fortifications que nous y avons fait 
faire." (Martin’s Translation, p. 
252). The number of Fren-’hmen nre- 
sent in Huronia in 1848, not count- 

, in.- Father Daniel, killed that veer, 
was aixty-four. eighteen of whom 
were missionary piiesti. four lav-bro
thers, t wenty-thrre donnes four boys, 
eight soldier., who had come up that | 
spring, and seven hired servants. The I 

I names of all h it fourteen of these are 
on record. Needless to say that the 
little colony was amply provided with 
tools and implements. \nd as for the 
supposed impossibility of planting 
posts it does not exist. Last sum
mer I spent three months on the hill
top and speak from experience. Will
ing hands would tak" but a compar
atively short time to overcome what
ever difficulties were to be met with,

. m
Let us see “But palisad

ing may often be inferred from the 
position of the site on an isolated hill 
or on a spur. We eannot think the 
precaution of select mg a naturally

and was fortified position wouM.be taken with
out the const rut lion ol the palisade 
itself." Did Mr. Andrew Hunter 
reallv write this’ He did, on the 
same page, fifi, of his pamphlet on 
Mederte. and immediately after be 

(Continued on page" 7.)


