
- aRcTUR US. 345-

THE- MONE Y DIGGERS AND -OLD NICK.
ON the rough aud rocky coast of Maine, about ton miles

to the eastward of Portland barbour, lies JewellI's Island. It
is a bright and beautiful gemi on the oceani's breait, full of
various and romantie scenery. It bas iLs green pastures,
iLs cultivated fietds, and iLs dark shaggy forests, I1 sea-
.ward shore is a high and preipitous mass* of rock, rough,

ad ragd dl projecting in a t ousand shape int tho
chaing oen, cboe broken wavos dash and roll into its
deep fissures, and'roar ad growl like distant thunder. On
the inlald'side of the island, thora is a grassy slope down to
the 'water's edge, and here is a littIe, -round, quiet harbour,
where boats cau ride at anebor, ür rest on the sandy beach
in perfect security. The island bias been'inhabited'by, a
few..fishermen, probably for a century, and recently works
bave been erected uipon it for the manufacture'- of copperas
and alu"m,'the:mineral- fromn whichi these articles. are pro-
ducod having been found thoro in groat abundance

This island has been ronowned' as a place for money-
diggiug ever since tbe first sottiements were planted aloug
thé cost; and witd and romantie are the legends related
by the otd dames, in the cottages of the fishermen, when
somo viud-bound passenger, who bas left his vossel to spend
the evening on shore, happons to makeé any inquiry about
the monoy-diggers. But of all these wild legendary narra-
tives, probably there is noue more authentie, or supportod
by stronger or more unoubted testimony, than the voni-
table bistory herein.recotded and preserved.

'Soon af ton the close of te revotutionar war, when the
cuntr beau tobea soinsh freel aain, afer it

long deathlik ô**r*uLgle, and the industry of the inhabitants
wa se thn don iuto 'its accustomd channels, a sailor,
who ha wandore - from Portland barbour some forty or
fifty miles back into the couutry, called at the bouse of
Joniathan.Rider, and askcd for some dinner. "IBut shivor
my. timbers," ho added, ý" if I've got a stivor Of money to
paj, for iL with. The last shot I had iu tho tooker went to
pay for my breakfast."

CIWell, nover mind that," said Jonathan,"C I nover lots a
fellow creetur go away buugry as long as I've got anythifig
,to eat mysoîf. Corne, haul up to the table bore, and take a
little of sucbpot-Iuck aswe've got. PatL', hand on another

plIae aud dip up a little more soup."-
The sailor threw bis tarpaulin cap upon the floor, gave a

bitcb at bis waistband, andl took a seat at the table with
the fam ily, wbo had already nearly fiuished their repoat.

IlWhat may I ealu your naine,' sir, if I may ho so bold 7
said Jonathan, a th ie saine Lime handiug'a bowt of soup to
the saitor.

"My naine is Bill Stanwood, the wvorld ovor, fair woatber
or foul; I was born aud brought up ln old Mvarblehoad, and
fotlowed fisbing tilt I was twenty years old, and for ýte
last ton years I've* been foreigu viges ait over the wortd." 'CIAnd how happons you to get away. so fat froin the sea,
now,jest as the turnes is growing better, and brade is in-
cre . siug.?

"Oh, 1 bad a bit of a notion," said Bull, Ilte balke a' land
tack afew days up vound luthese parýts.":'
.A' ýMaybe you've got- some relations up tbisway,",said

Jouathan,-" thaï; you are -goinglo vîsit?"
" lOh no,"' said Bill, I baint got-a relation on. the face of

thée 'arth,- as. I' know ou. I nover. bad any father, nor
'mother, nor broth4r, nor sister. An- old-aunt, that L lived
with wlion I was a'littho bây,.was ali the mother Limai everi
1 had; 'and she died wbon I was on my lutL flshiug quise;
and Limone wasu't uobody lefL timat I carod ma stivoer for, ad' I
timought I migbt as well haut up lino and bo off. So 1 teok

to foig viges at oncé, and since that I have beon ail
round t West Indies, and to England, and Franco, and
Russia, and South Ainerica,. and up the Mediterranean, snd
clear round the Cape. of Good Hope to China, and the douce.
jknows whero."

CIBut.you say you haint got no relations up this way"

"lor acquaintances nother?

"IThon, if I may be so bold, what sent you on a cruise so
fur bark in tho country, afoot and alone, as the gai went to
be married ?"I

CIOh, no boldness at ail,"' said Bill; <"ask again, if yon
like. Howsomever," hoe added, giving a knowing wink
with one oye, "I Iéorne on a piece. of business of a very par-.
tieular kind, that I don't tell *to everybody."

CI want to know 1"I said Jonathan, 'is eyes- and rnouth
boginning to dilate a littie. l<Maybe, if you should -tell me
what Itis, I might give you a lift about it." -

" IBy the gyreat hocus pocusl!" said Bill, looking bis host.
fuit in the face, "IIf I thougbt you could, I'd be your servant
tho longesb day I livo."

"lYou don'Ii say soV" said Jonathan, with incroasing
interest; Ilit must ho something pretty particular thon. I
should like mighty well te know what 'tis. Maybe I might -
help you about iV.

CIWoll, thon," said Bill, " Il jest ask you one question.Do you know anything of an old sehool-master, about in
these parts, by the name of Solomon Bradman"

"No-why "
"Nover heard anything of hlm?" said Bill, with emmnest-

ness.
CINot a word," said Jonathan; CIwby, whatabout him 7
"1It is deucod strange," sai.d Bill, ".that I nover can hear a

word of that man. I'd work like a slave a whole year for
the sake of finding him only one hour. I was told, the last
bèe was heard, on, ho was in some of these towns round here;'
keeping schéol."

CiWeIl, I nover7 beard of him boforo," said Jonathan ; "but
what wakes you so mighty anxious to* fnd him? Did you
go to scbool to hiln once, and have you owed him a licking
evor since 1 Or does ho owe you some money ?"

"1No, I nover set eyes on him in my life," said 5Ill; "but
there's nobody in the world I'd give half £0 much to soe.
And now wo'vo got along so fur, jost between you and me
l'Il ask you one more question;,but I wouldn't have you
namo, it to anybody for nothing."

"iNo, by jings," said Jonathan, 'Cif you're 'a mind to -tell
mie, Il1 be as whist about it as a mouse."

"IWoll, thon," said Bill, CI want to know, if you know of
anybody, that knows how to work brandy.wa ? 7"

IlBrandy-way ? what's that ?" said Jonathan. CIIf you
nean aydythat can drââ~ brandy-way, I guess I can

shw ouon,"ho _ontinlued, turning to a atout, red-facdd,
bl owzY-looking man, wbo 'at at bis right band at table.

SHera's, my noigbour, Asa Sampson, I guess can -do iat'
are sort of busines as fast as anybody you can find. Don't,
you think- you can, Asa? " 1 -

..Asa Sampson was a bard one. Ho was belping.Mr. Rider
do bis haying. .Ho bad beon swinging the scythe,* throu&h",
a field of stout clover, ail the forenoon, during which timie
ho bad taken'a full pint of strong btandy, aud now h'd ust
finishod abearty hot dinner. Mr. Sampson's'faco; therefore,
it may well be supposed, was already in ratlher a bigh -glow.,
*But:at this sudden sally of Mr. Rider, the red in -Asa's vis-
'ago.grevw darker and deeper, tilt it seéme.dalmôst roady bol

-hrtoutîinto a' blue flaine. -Ho chofred and> s~arer
and-tried to spleak: And atlast ho did speak; and says'he;-


