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in the old fiunily vault there were traces of balei and boxM$
but this is all very dubious.

In &ct, the secret of all this story has nerer to tins day been
discovered. Whether any treasure was ever actuaUy buried at

that place ; whether, if so, it was carried off at nignt by those

who nad buried it; or whether it still remains there under the

guardianship of gnomes and spirits until it shall be properly

sought for, IS all matter of conjecture. Formy part, I incline to

file latter opinion, and make no doubt that great sums lie buried

both there and in many other parts of this ishmd and its neig^
bourhood ever since the times of the buccaneers and tiie Dutch
colonists ; and I would earnestly recommend the search afUr
them to such of my fellow-dtizens as are not engaged in any
other speculations. There are many conjectures fonned, also,

as to who and what was the strange man of the seas who had
domineered over the littie fraternity at Corlear^s Hook for a
time, disappeared so strangely, and re-appeared so fearfully.

Some supposed him a smuggler, stationed at that place to

assist his conurades in landing tineir goods among the rocl^ coves

of the island. Others, that he was one of the andent comrades,

Mther of Kidd or Braduh, returned to convey away treasures

formerly hidden in the vidnity. The only circumstance that

throws anything like a vague light on this mysterious matter

is a report which prevailea of a strange foreign-built shallop^

with much the look of a piccaroon, having be«a seen hovering

about the Sound for sevend days without landing, or r^rting
herself, though boats wer) seen going to and firom her at night;

and that she was seen standing out ofthe mouth of the harbour,

in the grey of the dawn, after the catastrophe of the money-
digffers.

I must not omit to mention another report, also, which I con-

feu is rather apocryphal, of the buccaneer, who was supposed to

have been drowned, being seen before daybreak with a lantern

inhu hand, seated astride nis great sea-chest, and sailbg through

Hell-gate, which just then began to roar and bellow with re-

doubled fury.

While aU the gossip world wafe thus filled with talk and
rumour, poor Wolfert lay nek and sorrowful in his bed, bruised

in body, and sorely beaten down m mind. His wife and
daughter did all they could to Innd up his wounds, both oorponl

and spiritual The good old dame never stirred firom his bed*


