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teWhy, yes, Mr. Rider, I guess 80; and if you'l jest bring
your brandy bÔttia on, l'il try te show you how well 1 en
do thàt are sort of business."

Mr. Rider, Vhinking biis joka upon Asa wns rathar a liard
oue, as the most ready meaus of atouing for iV, called upon
Mrs. Ridar to bring forward the bottia at once.

"Corne," said. Mr. Rider, " lat's takre a drop," tuirning * out

a glss bimself, and thon passing the blottie Vo the sanlir and
l., Sampson.
IlI eau drink brandy ail weathars," said Bill Stanwood,

fil lin g up agood stiff glass; "lbut if 1 eould only jest find
soinebody tlîat could show nie how te work brandy-way, I
should ratIer bave it than ail the brandy that ever was

-~made ia the world."
- "lBut >what do you mean by this brandy-way you talk
about?". said Jonathan. IlSeeme to me that's a new kind
of a wrinkla; I don't undarstand it."

"lWliy, I mean," said Bill, "II want te know Iow to
neasure braudy-way ; that is, how te mnensure off 80o maay

rods on the ground brancly-way. I neyer beard of but ona
man that fuhly undarstood iV and that was Master Brad-
man; andi 've been Vold that lie kaew it as ivell ai ha did
the multiplication tabl. I've been hunting for that man a
fortnight ail round in these towns about lare, and iV's
plaguey strange I can't bear nothing of hlm."

"'Wall, I don't know anything about your measuring
brandy-way,»" id Jonathan, Iland ns for Master Bradman,
I'm sure tIare haint uobody by that naine kept sehool in
this tewa these. twenty years. For I've lived loe twenty
years, and know evary sehoolmaster that's kept sebool here
since I came loto the town. But, if I rnay be so, bold, whnt

mi*akas you so anxious to leara about this brandy-way busi-
ness ?"'

IlWhy, I've reasons enough," said Bill; Il'Fil tel] you what
'Vis, shipmate," ha added, oivincr Jonathan a familiar slap on
the shouldar," 'if I could oniy Larn how to mensure fifteen
rods brandy-way, I wouidn't thanli Kingr George to ha my
grandfather. I should have as inuch, money'as I. should
want, if 1 slould live te be ns old as Mathusaleli."

"IYou don't say 8 ? " said Jonathan, his eyes avidantly
growing larger at Vhe recital. "I should like mighty well
je know how that's dona."

"lWeil, I should a good deai rather sea the money than
hear about it," said "s Sampson, whose ideas we sorna-
wliat walSd up by the affects of the brandy.

" lThon you dou't beliove it, do y ou?" said Bill. "lI could
convin e you of it in five minutes, if I'd a miud Vo; for I've

gotthe avidence o! it ini my poeket. IFI could oaly mnensure
brandy-way, I know where 1 could go and dig up lots and

lots of money, that have been buried lu the earth by
pirates."

":Are you lu arnast ?"said Jonathan.
"T'o be sure I arn; I nover was more in arnest in ny. lifo."

"'Weli, now do tell us all about 1V, for if iV's true, and
you'Il give me n share of 1V, 1 wouldn'V vailey Vakingy my
old'horse and wagon, and going round a few days wiVh you
te help hunt up Master Bradman. And if we'can't find hlm,
perhaps we can find somebody aise that knows how te do it.
But ýo you know pratty noar whera the rnonay i8? " .

"Yes, I know within fifteen rods o! the very spot."
"And you ara sure. tliare's monay buriad there ?"
"Yes l'ai sure o! iV. I've goV Vhe documents lie inu ry

ptcket that talls*ail about iV. in most tired o! bunting
alone .forit, and if you'ra a mind te take hold and follow. iV
up with. me, I've a good mind te let you inte the secret, and

- et you glosnacks with. me; for, sonmehow or othar, I kind
of taire a ]ikiug Vo you, and don'V beliave I shahl find -a
dévoiler feliow if 1 sal the worid ovar."

"Tbats what you won't," aid Mrs. Rider, who began to
feel a strong interest in the conversation of thesailor. I've'
surnmered and wintered Mr. Rider, ahd know just what lie
18; and I don't think you'll find anybody that wouId help
you more in looking for the rnoney, or aay cleverer man to
have a share of it.after you've found it."

IlWel, that's jest what 1 want," said Bill; Il80, if you say
.Sol it's a bargain."

"lWehl, I say so," said Jonat~han; Ilnow let's sec your
documents."

Bill Stanwood deliberately drew froin his pooket an old
rusty pocket-book, careCully tied together with à piace of
twine. Ha openad it, and took fromn its inmost fold a paper
much worn and soilad.

"lThere," said hae, Iltbat's the secret charin. Thats worth
more than King George's crown ; if 'twasn't for that plaguey
littia botheration about measuring flfteen rods brandy-way.
New l'il tell you how I corne by Vhs ore paper. About
three years ago, we was on a vige round the Cape of Good

jHo~ and we had an old Spanish sailor with us that was a
rýaidark-faced oid bruiser He wns full of odd ways. It
seemed as if ha'd got ired of the world and everybodyin it,
and didn't care for nobody for nothin'. And avery sou1 on
boaid almost hated hlm, hae wns so crabbed-like. At last
hie was took sick, and grew very bad. Day after day lie
Iay in his berth, and -only grew worse. The captain used
to send bim some medicina every day, but qever would g
near hlm, and none of the hands didn't go nigh him, oniy
jest to hand him the medicine whcn the captain sent it.
And lie would taka tbe madicina without sayng a word,
and thon lay down again, aud you wouldn't kow but what
lie was dead all day, if it wasn't once in a while you would
hear hlm. fetdli a bard breatb, or a groan. 1 began Vo pity-
hlm, and 1 went and stood, and 1ooked on hlm. The cold
sweat stood ln drops on bis forahead, hae wns in so mucli
distress. And says 1, 'Diego, can't ý do something for you?'
And 1 s'pose I looked kinid of pitiful on him, for hae opaned
his eyes and stas'èd in my face a minute, as if be board
soine strange sound, and then the tears corne into his eyes,
and his chin quivered, and says lie,

Il1Bill, if you'll only jest get me a drink of cold water, for
in ail burning up inside.'
."lAnd I went and got him some water, and hie drinked it,

and iV seemed te revive him a littie. And says he Vo me,
«Bill, in jest going off upon rny last long vige.' And then
lie put his band in hie poeket, and took out this very paper,
and anded it to me; and says hie,

I meant te have kept this in my pocket, a nd ]et it ba
Vhrowed with my old caresse into VIe sea; but you have
been kind Vo me, and you may have it-, and if ever you go
inte that part of the world again, it willV show you where
you eau gaV.as mucb money as you want.'

IThat night poor Diego diad, and we Vook and wrapped
hlm lan hie blanket, and put a stone Vo bis feet, and threw
him overboard ; and that was the end of poor Diego."

IlPoor sou1," said Mrs. Rider, brushing a tear from bier*
eye,"I how could you bear te tbrow hlm ovarboard?"»

'Oh, wa coulda't do, aotbin' aise with hlm, away off there
te sea. When a poor fellow dies a Vîousand miles fromn
land, Vhere's no other way but te sousa him over, .and làt
him go. -I pitiad Vhe creetur at the last, but no doulit he'd
been a wice wretch, and I suppose hàd* livad ainon~

~iiaé.He lad sears on bis fâce and arms, that showa
e'bean in sorne teriibla battles.",
"Weil, what was in thèe paper ?" said Jonathan, .begin-

ningý to grow a littia impatient for VIe documents.
"'Il read it te you," said Bill

*So sayiug, hie opened the paper, which wus soý ruch worâ
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