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I
Wolfert Webber was now in a worry of trepida-

on and impatience, fearful lest some rival adventurer

should get a scent of the barled gold. He deter-

mined privately to seek out the black flsherman, and

get him to serve as guide to the place where he had

witnessed the mysterious scene of interment. Sam
was easily found, for he was one of those old habitual

beings that live about a neighbourhood until they

wear themselves a place in the public mind, and be-

come, in a manner, public characters. There was
not an unlucky urchin about town that did not know
Mud Sam, the fisherman, and think that he had a
right to play his tricks upon the old negro. Sam had
led an amphibious life, for more than halfa century,

about the shores of the bay and the fishing-grounds

of the Sound. He passed the greater part of his time

on and in the water, particularly about Hell -gate;

and might have been taken, in bad weather, for one

of the hobgoblins that used to haunt that strait.

There would he be seen at all times, and in all wea-
thers; sometimes in his skiff anchored among tlie

eddies, or prowling like a shark about some wreck,

where the fish are supposed to be most abundant.

Sometimes seated on a rock, from hour to hour, look-

ing, in the mist and drizzle, like a solitary heron

watching for its prey. He was well acquainted with

every hole and corner of the Sound, from the Walla-

bnut to Hell-gate, and from Hell-gate even unto llie

Devil's Stepping-stones ; and it was even affirmed

that he knew all the fish in the river by their chris-

tian names.

Wolfert found him at his cabin, which was not

much larger than a tolerable dog-house. It was

rudely constructed of fragments of wrecks and drift-

wood, and built on the rocky shore, at the foot of

the old fort, just about what at present forms the

point of the Battery. A " most ancient and fish-like

smell" pervaded the place. Oars, paddles, and fish-

ing-rods were leaning against the wall of the fort ; a

net was spread on the sands to dry ; a skiffwas drawn

up on the beach; and at the door of his cabin was

Mud Sam himself, indulging in the true negro luxury

of sleeping in the sunshine.

Many years had passed away since the time ofSam's

youthful adventure, and the snows of many a winter

had grizzled the knotty wool upon his head. He per-

fectly recollected the circumstances, however, for he

had often been called upon to relate them, though, in

his version of the story, he differed in many points

fromPeechy Prauw; as is not unfrequently the case

with authentic historians. As to the subsequent re-

searches of money-diggers, Sam knew nothing about

them, they were matters quite out of his line ; neither

did the cautious Wolfert care to disturb his thoughts

on that point. His only wish was to secure the old

fisherman as a pilot to the spot, and this was readily

effected. The long time that had intervened sincf;

his nocturnal adventure, had effaced all Sam's awe of

the place, and the promise of a trifling reward roused

him at once from his sleep and his sunshine.

The tide was adverse to making the expedition by

I water, and Wolfert was too impatient to get to the


