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GOODMAN DROP-OF GOLD.
(From the French of Suvinien Lapointe,)
BY JOHN S. DUFFEY.

In 18- - visited oue of the ditapidated houses
of the +ilage of Souey. Uhe muster of that
hous: was no mor=. The great gate, wei ing[
awzy piecemenl, had hnsily f_allﬁu, !h_un tlivap-
peaied.  The curb of the weli was Jylog ou (he
ground Leourt-yard, which was the picture of
disorder. Scareely bad my feet touched the top
of the three totiering »steps of the doorway,
when four tagged nhittle clileren, with haggard
and noguiet faves, presented thuonselves to iy
view. Unawing in tucas a bit of black bread
aad an apple, these children were breakfasting.

In the chinney-corner, under the mantel, and !
crouched, as it were, in the ashes, a poor old I
woman of nearly eighty years was shivering be- |
fore some walpul leave., whick smoked rather
than bursed in the fice-place. The ume-pece,
a cottager’s alarm-clock, had long since stopped.
The hen-house was cmpty, the cellar and the
stable almost desolate.  Oune cow, however, still
rematned, the poor old woman being yet able |
to drive her to pasture and to provide her with
liay.

AL the sight of ~o nuch desolatiou, of so
much ruiu, so much misery, my beart melted, and
[ burstinta tears, The children, whom [ straiu-
ed 10y breast—it was wot for them to com- |
prehead my words, whea | eried nut— |

¢ Pour little ones ! Fate indeed punishes me
cruelly, siuce I can do nothing lor you’

"The frst wards of the old woman, when |
bad made myself known to her, were these :

“Alas? my poor boy, 1t is eacy 1o be seen
that Ae is o nore.’

Tn fuet, siz years had already parsed siice wy
grandlather had laid dawn to rest n the little
cematery of the place. Tt was i this very
bouze that | had spent the first doys of wy ebild-
hood. I found there still, after many years of
absenice, ray litde stoal, hewn frow the trunk of
a trex by wy gzrandfather, my ngh bed, the
grual kneading-trough, a good woemiu, aged and
wiserable, and, four misfortanes besides, four or-
phens.  Auad ot some paces from the house, ticre
wis a tombstose, on which one read—-

*Francis Bemy, hushandmon,
Aged T9 years.? '

)

|

1 thesc sevenly-biue years, more than sisty
had heeu spent v constunt labior.  No one was
earfier or later i the field.  How many times
had I seen hin: i the susiner days woro out
wilh fatizus,  Townany thees had T thrown
mto L ﬁre-[-!uue, whare hLis wife was aow -
vering, aw armitl of viwe-hranches, 'o dry hus
sweat-drenetod cloibes. How miuny times, widle
working s o farm-baad for some one cof his
veigubors, had he shamed bis companions by Ins
vigor, s activity. Jiver the tirst at the end of
the fwrow, he was ever the fiest to assist Lhe
others.  They still cemember it the village of
Soucy. .

My ztacdlather belonged to the class of land-
ed farmers, that is to sap, of those who cult-
vate thewr siall estates themselves, with the ac-
casional assistance of their kinsfolk, wisely dis-
peasiug with the proctor, in order to aveid run.
But, having died without male beirs, bis estate
was rotting in neglect.  T'o Gill the lund, 1t had
becn nevessury to borrow; to herrow, it had
becn necessary to morlgage ; the mortgage was
about to bring on the usual results of such do-
cumenss—the sale of the estate, ejection, and
beggary.

Tn defauit of weans and resolution, the family
of my gewnuiather were perishing of Lunger by
the side of theiv ¢wn uncuitivated fields.

Vaindy they mivoked, in their prayers at wmori- |

ing and evening, tie profection of the ({oodman
Drop-of-Goid 5 the (Goodiean  Drop-of-Gold ap-
peared not, responded not. The Goodman Drop-
of-GFold visited the fine slate-roofed castles, the
mapsions burlt of the red bricks of Burgundy,
the houses of the great farmers; but he seemed
blind to the thutch-covered cottages of the paor.
Nevertheless, some of these unforiunates bnnst_ed
of having seen bim, of having spoken with him,
of baving received certain of tilose drops of
gold which be so mysteriously scattered in his
way.

They weie called drops of gold, because fall-
ing to ‘the carth under the semblance of dew-
drops, they were afterwards transformed to little
pieces of maney in the eyes of those who bebeld
them, or, what was still better, in tbe hand of
the person whom Gogdinan Drop-of-Ginld wished
to enrich or relieve.

Lis los pame P

It was pretended that Goodman Drop-of-Gold
went abou' begging, at church doors, at ban-
quets, at halls, at dwelling-houses, everywhere,
and that, by the assistauce of a nysterious word,
lie obtained whatever he asked for.  His appear-
ance in the fine castles, in the mansions of red
Burgundy brick, and in the great farm-houses,
was not with any other wolive. blowever it

may be, all this was very enigmatical. For al-
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¢ Some one is mocking us; or it may be the
echo of our own voices,’ said he.

Nevertheless, the trembling horses were all m
sweat wilh terror.

¢ Upon my word, Monsieur Durand. there is
something supernatural about this} exclaimed
Dupre,

The inysterious pickaxe redoubled its strokes, |
cluking amouny the fnty pebbles. A thousand |
sparkles suddenly flashed under its blows, and as
suddenly vanished. |

¢ Did you see those sparks, down jonder in
tbe vineywrd I exclaimed Dupre, ashy pale with
fear.

# Doublless they are} will-o'the-wisps,” replied
the notary. !

Stll the eledr chick of the pick was lieurd, |
and the air grew bright with the corruscating
sparks.  Having tied their horses to a treg, the
farmer and s companion resolutely marched i
the direction of the mystery.

Then it was they pereeived in the sineyurd
the figure of an oldj inan, stooping down and
digging up the earth, and casting to the night
and left the elods wlich he trampled under  his
straw-filled wooden shoes.  Dilter as was the
cold, the perspiration poured down his pule and
wrinkled cheeks.

*Hola! good man, what are you doing there,
in that vineyard ¥’ shouted Dupre. # Come out,
at once. Do not disturb our property, i you
please.  “We know well enough hew to cultivate
it without your help.?

The tall old wan straightened himse!l wp at
this command of the lamner, and, still remaining

though Goodmun Drop-of-Gold might have had a
real existence, no one had yet clumed to have
made his acquaintance. Nevertheless, a multi-
tude of stories of his benevolence were current
in the country.

Ifence it was that my grandmother and lher
litthe children had invoked him in their prayers.

.

One winter evening, her graud-daugiter Brid-
pet, apretty girl of seveuteen, was silently weep-
wg w ihe chimney-corner. "Uhe opposite cor-
ner was occupied by my grandmother; and, as
Bridget blew her nose frequently, and as fre-
quently rubbed her eyes, tie good old woman,
slowly raising ber head, saud to her—

“You are crying, Bridget 7’

‘ Yes, grandmamma,’ replied the young girl.

* You are tired of your poor grandmother ¥’

¢ Oh, no, no.?

‘ You are sick, thea 7

¢ No.?

¢ Perhaps you are in pam ¥

¢ No, grandmumina.

My grawdmother preserved a momentary si-
leace, as il to recall {ur-off inemories. Brid-
get’s tears tell faster than ever. My grand-
mother resumed-—

¢ You suffer, and yet you are not sick. Is it
10sible, wy child, that you are i love with some
ad uf the villuge 7’

“ Yes, prandmuamma.’

< Ab, well, my child, 1here is a remedy for thal.
{ know you are too discreet to fove uny one else
—is it oot 50, my davghter ¥’

|
l

* Ob, yes)” otherwise snotionlest, slowly turned his looks
¢ Let lum come and see us then. I heis an {upon farmer Dupre and Dwand.  Two red
honest lad, we will have a wedding.  Let us|couls of fire seemed to glow in bis pale face.—
seey who is this flne lad whom you love!  Wlai } Was it their terror thal pictured the old man to

them thus 2 Was it real? No oue will ever
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time seen how pale and thin onr boy is growing 7 1awnke thinking of her poenr dead hnsband ; of

e is so sad, he wopes sa, he ~ays nothing
ways sighing, eats seareely w.ything, and aveds
his friends and comradcs, 11 go one Lkaaws nat
where.’

Yo go one konws nnt where §° vjaculnted
Dupre, with 32 angry gesture. Your boy quits
the house 19 26 and run aboud the fdelds with the
gl Bridget—’

“ And apretty girl she is, taa I

CARD A plagne on her witel's Leawty, say
L was the farier’s ill-humore e jomder.

< And disereet, hushand.?

¢ Yes—yos—idisereet and heautiful,
you, wife, to ask her inssar-z g for onr son.’

“That would wat, perbaps, be a bad srrange-
ment for the family.’

OB wovery foe founly arcansecent, Mrs.
Drivgen—veey fine, indeed, constdering that the
yonng faly will bave but a single cow far her
marrisge partion, not an ear o5 wheai, besides,
not a grape-sexd, pot ap iach . lnd.  Aud, for
ber entive wealth, whiat has she 1 —g worn-out
petticoat, and the water in the welll?

* Bridget is istelligent ond ndusteious.  She
is an orphan, it s true, bwt <he maintains her
grandmother and ler brothess and sisters by her
labar.  She never poes to duaces with the lads,
and js always busy with the caves of the huvse-
hold. She iz orderdy, aud will be ceonvimeal.
She i disereet—she will lave ler elildren,-—
And, loving her ehildren, she will be gaod to her
hasband, and not deceive fi:n.’

“That is as much 25 to say, then, that you

er, angrily. _
T eonfess that

have zoue a hittle oo {a i

and durting an  unersy glanee ol the winduw

kanow. Then, tn o wownful tone, the oid man
said—
*Your property, neighbior Dumel

¢ James Dupre, grandmannaa.’

At this name, y grandwamma gave an af-
frighted start in her old wooden clair, and shook
her head.  James Dupre was rich; tbere wasno
probabibty that Ins father would consent to this
marriage. Moreover, tie elder Dupre was very ¢ This vineyard, burdened by = mortgage siice
avaricious. ! Bemy’s death, will io-morrow become my owa,

‘ Your heart bas made an unfortunate choice, | the widow Tlemy nox being able 1o pay the debl
my poor Bridget,” said my grandmother, stirring | then due.’
the fire, ‘Groad neighbor Dupre) reswcacd ez old man

“That Is just what [ am erying about, replied | < can you aot aliow the ponr widow a litdle lang

It is, then,

Remy *

Lridget. - James hias this very moment left me, | ¢r time?
eryiny bimsel{,  Llis father does not wish himto | "Phe Jormer connulted dhe sotwy with a
marey ; lie says that be is tog young. glance,

“T'eo rich, wmy chitd, was the Ja=t word of
wy granduother.
¢ believe so, 0. was the last word of Brid-

¢ No, replied Duan:,

¢ Naighboir Dupre, d 10t i
yard of the widow,
Marl:

f.‘;’.'\; rne.

ol the
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W ertge

get. plians. Wy LT mark Lien o wele—ro
HIR surely as §ortda, wine aelostaoe wi Leluadl
It was Christwas Eve, and the fuil moon was | ¥V

< Wi wre you, I hould (e s Snow P -
quired the farmer, wh- with
ferror.

¢ Look at sne,” renised ihe statue-like figure of
tue old man.

¢1f 1 were to judue by tual Gock of white
linen, by that ceimen waistcont, by ihase gray
gaiters, you should pe - bst——na, po--he is dead,
quite dead—you should

¢"Uhe Godman Drop-of-God. nterrupted the
old man,

At that same, e fartaer uttered a yell of
terror, ran to the mare, speang upon her back,
and fled at full galiop. "I notary followed
bim, assuming a bold fuce, but with deadly fear
at his heart.  Terror s of # communicative na-
ture.  As the two fugiiives led alang the rood,
they fancied that they keard ominous wlizzmgs
in the air, and that the vaks of .Le forest clash-
ed their dry branches together wilh an angry
sonnd.

The cock on a reighboring farm <. wed Toud
and shrill,  The (all old man teft the vineyard,
having first fallen upon the earth, us if to -
brace it afectionately tn his arms,

¢ 0, earth whicli he so olten dug, =0 often wa-
i tered with bis sweat, so much improved, s¢ rich-

ly manured. Must it be, good mother, that the
soelt oo lunger belonx to the widow of thy puue
Remy. UDear viseyard which he pruned, ane
wedded with so much pains and with so muech de-
light! DBeautilul vines! when the autwnn c.nes,
bis childrea will ot be able to so tauch as aibbi:
at one of your grape-secds, without being called
thieves. Accursed be ye, who, in passing here,
announced to me such tidings. T thought that I

shining ju all ity splendor. "The rich farmer Du-
pre, huving been detained Tate at the city, was
returning fo the village, at the hour of widnight,
with M. Durand, his notary. latently chatung
abour business, they were pursuing the road
which fed to the little bamlet of Soucy, leaving
the forest of Moutard on their right, and Joincy
on their left. Suddenly the mave upon which
Dupre rode stopped short 5 the horse of the no-
tary started his ears and snored loudly, Both
the notary aud farmer Dupre whipped uwp their
beasts, but, trembling in every limb, they refused
to go on.

¢ The gray is frightened,” said Dupre, turning
to the notary.

¢ My pony trembles like na leaf) responded
Durand.

¢ Can it be that our animals imagine goblms or
wehr-wolves about 2’ said the farmer, with a
laud and prolonged langh.

His laugh was repeated in the adjoining forest.

¢ Bah! perhops these poor creatures believe 1a
ghosts, and fancy oue Las appeared to them,” re-
plied the notary.

The farmer and notary begau laughing more
hearuly than erver.

Their werriment wus agaic repented m the
{orest of Meutard.

¢ Did you hear that, Monsieur Durand #

¢ What 7" interrogated the notary.

¢ That laughing in the wood, yonder.’

< It is true, neighbor Andre, it seem~ 10 me
1

o tseth challere.]

N~

They listened a moment atientively, and heard
the stroke of a pickaxe ringing in the vireyard

no longer the property of th widow of Francis!

or--

i which looked out wpon the swreet,
CAlrdid ! oof what P iuquiced the faner.
CWoare threateand by
fe, dear bosbanad.” she cesoied, stil fnoa
! S

sidicated by his wife.

CTael s see—ay Whatis it ??

A nRde Bebare pou canes howie, obont wlevia
o'clock, Tahonkd think, T lword some one cry oy
il tie witdow-— [iston 1o e, wl
Cnnigitheue Dapre, | hegs of yea. Lttt Reid,gor
Vi Cer; 'Jn}n)}lp)'. Nlpes evee ) sud .’.l'.'-‘?-‘.'-r—-‘
s s aoand el von fpoid him te marey
i care ! Jawes oves bridget, do

!
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Vst ooppose Bis owwryn ber, for yan vl do
evil  brigs

sl
Phorelore, good neigh-

9 fraed doos

ansfortepe op L.
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]' eat s bodespads wjon the how e of the
PWRIaN fTenv, and isurie apon yeur owin,—
E8arroe siudl vistt it foasdy @ vaureluse (o your
i son the hand i Bridget - Wha gre you 7 |

'-
¥

 detaanmded. Tue  voice
Drop-of-Gold ¥

s Ahaw £ owile, you sre et me o stary .

CGhT indeed bat, busband,  The proot s,
g foreard to veply, 1 siow there,
oppesite to toat window, at the foot of Maui<icur
Conrtgre’ white wall, o kne-bing pay-- 2 tall,
old tuert, ae he seemad to e His hair almost
cancenli] his Me we celadin ¢ frock of
wiite huen, with # erlinson vest, ang he had on
arey guiters, wnd wooden shoes stuffed with
straw,  As uue Hlive, { could have swo.n
that that pan wes Fragei: ileny.?
Au7 dhat s whay aniopihes e
lbe farmer. Wil be continued aloud, - [
bave anidea. i reaile helicve that thar old
mat s tne teubied ebost of our meiphhor

reled —* Goodimar
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»Towis ales thicking that. For, when § said
0 b T shall enieavour ta mave the heart of
iy tasbieDote promete e happmess of those

deae clidren,” i oraised ks hiead towards e,
Liniged at me with eyes tial resembicd plowing
coaly, and then exelained in alow, hollww, aud
profonged tane, *Theals, weighhorst? | made
the sign of the cov.x, and neither saw nor heard
anything more.}

* Nevertheless, wile, you did wrong n making
that prowmise.’

¢ Marry ! Listen, busbaod, if it should con-
zern tha life of wy hay—"

©*Pis all one (o me P

*The life of our James—ic would really be
wortty wehile to thisk ahout tie matter. Let us

Ny

of the late Fruncis Remy. This vineyard was

tuated between the forest and the road was rendering fruitful the land of the widow, and
. .

. . . I was but fertilizing the field of a usuver.
y N " k] . it b ;
fI.L-'S that astoniehes m‘;_’ s2id -D;lple' .o Phe erowing of cecks again rang out from
¢ 9Tis very strange, that’s certain,’ replied tie |, € 59
b o 1o 1 farm to farm ; at the sound, Goodman Drop-of-
nolary. ¢ One might say some one was workiny ; | h e
7o > ) Ly 1 Gold quitted the vireyurd, and plinged wmto the
1 the vineyard yonder. No doubt,) be added,! otoom of the forest
i1t is the spirit of Francis Remy. He was al-:5 .
ways fond of working. :

And le burstinto a fit of mecrimeat that came | On reaching home, the first care of the farmer
near choking him. The forest also was seized | was to recount his adventore Lo his wife. At
with a paroxysm ol laughter. ‘Fhis time Dupre ilhe recital, she fell upon her kneus, and prayed
turned pale. His palor did not escope fthe cb- | earnestly to God, after winch she said to ber
servation of the notary, who, though some- | husband—
what distarbed, endeavored to conceal bis mo-| ¢I believe, my dear mman, that tome misfortuae
tiou. 'is going to bappea us.  Jlave you uot this Jong'

f

v,

see, husband, belsra we go to bed; liow will you
decide 7 I it should return, L.t troubled ghost,
it would certainly be ncressary to give it an
answer.’

¢ Wife, we shall see about that to-morrew,
in the dagtime. Cover the firz, and let us go
sleep.! ‘ )

And all the time hiz was unfastening bis gait-
ers, the farme: Yept saying :

¢ Pasitively, there is some witcheralt at the
bottor of this

v.

For a vers keaz time, my srzudmother had

stept but Frle.  That same zight she was lying

1 advise |

1

y is al- [ her vineyard, now about to be sold, because sha

could not lift the mortgage; of her grandchil-
dren, so poorly clad, so unkappy ; of Biuleet,so
broken-hearted 5 and the poor old woman stiil
found 2 tear to shed for their woes, when std-
denly she heard a noise as of the tramphine of
many cuttle, and the bleatng of a fla b af sherp,
crassing the court yaed,  "Uhen sowe ope (pea-
ed the stable, erying out as he iv 0—

* Cowe, little white ones, my beaulies enins,
go in therel

The barkmg of a dng, who seemnil to e die-
ing the sheep o the fold, foliowed. My
erandmother parted the curtains, with the mten-
tion of zetting out of bed aud <ecing what was
the matter in the couct-yard. She swlilealy
stoppeed. The mona was ' shinme fall joto the
room,  She distinetly  saw an old man, whn,
beat: over the  kaweading-trough, was sifently
counfiins sote: preces of mowney, and arraoging
them i piles, He was a tall old man, elad o a
whife linen

vocky with @ erinson wadsteant, and

he had gray  eatters upra Lis e, and his feet
was  encased in woodea shoes  stufled  svith
s,

$ St of iny paor bushaud, s it oyan ' ereed
wy gramloy ther,

The Al i asde no reply, amd connmued us
couniing. {1 goandmather took her rosary ool
began 1o sar her praye T old nua -
vanced a sten or two towards Bridooo0 bred
taied biis Bagd wpan fis bearts smded, and wede a
gesture of wdivy silently opened te dooe, Slowly

giving reacaas Tor -ty fear - yes, ho-band, § o
afraid,’ sbe whispeeed, drowing nearer w him, .

s gt s Tore |
whis- |

Dupre et a touhfled ghace at the window |

apit

¢

also take sides with the girl /7 returned the farm- ;clnss-.i thafier jum, and my grandimnther heard

T e save the steps of some owe deliberstely
| leaving tue house,

*Good Heaven I exelaimend she, ¢ why iy this
Cend Asion sent o me ? Poraps mv sdear bins-
Phand asks v Mo ol e, W <l B nue
[ said to-morrnw,?

EooNeen ey came 10 close the eyes of tae
PO wo g,

Vi
f

The bright dar shoge focth,  Faomer opee
eegarded ae bat folly the reasampes appantion,
ard teresmis of the praecding ajelr, he
yard o0 Praneis Remy Loy side oy side with nne
Cof s own. It was with nupn:iuw sali-faction
Pl be saw this seperb proper,  abaat o be
Padded to his weiaishoring e<tate, His wife
view of surh anoazves oble acqaisiioon, eonfesard
that <hie myight b
ey agrectnyg with the ava cioas desians of her
husbhand.  Dupree therctors et aut from s foam
to go and dnguire of the \Widow Dewny if -he
pwas prepared (o meet the notary™s demyid, and
1o aunounee to ler bis intention of purelasing
the vineyard.

As for my  grandaother, the good lady v e
frmly persuaded timt she had seen the ol nian
but in a dream.  Nevertheless, she trenbling
divected bev steps towiurds the kneadig-trough.
She rubbied her eyes, and belioved borsell sull
drearning, on heholding a number of peces of
mouey arrsnged in Little beoaps.  Uaving ad-
‘lusted her glasces, she hurmedly ran ber eyes
over a note feft amang the gladdening piles.—
This note read as follows :

TN

o heea deceved, and ecnclud-

‘Do ant trauble yourself in the least as (o the
source of tits money. [ is yours, as are also
the cows an the <lavle, and the sheep in the
sheep-fold.  Lift the mortgage from your pro-
necty.  Bridget a8 now sure of Ger marriige
partica. [ am your frival. ‘

' Goopxar Drov-or-GorLp.

My grandiwstier aroused Bridget, who ran
nl to the stable and sheep-fold. G iodman

Drop-ol-tinld bad listened favourabls 19 ihair
fpritions.  “Uhe poor girl was crazy w. jay.—
t My grandmother, lilting ler hands 1o Heavea,
cwas thaskivg God for the intercession of the
good goaius, when [Farmer Dupre was  heard at
the door, knocking hard and speaking loudly.—-
Before hu come in she succeeded in depositing
the fast pile of silver in the cuphoard.

‘ GGood day, mother Remy,’ suid the farmer,
as hs erossed the threshold.

‘{00l duy, neighbor.
good season tus morning.’

* Yes, mother Remy. Before gomg to the
city, I wished to pay you a short visit.?

* Thank you, neighbor.

¢ And to speak to you relative to a certain
vineyard ;—by the way, what about the mort-
gage 7’

‘Ab!
yard ¥

tOh! well—yes—only, however, becanss it is
adjacent to one of my own.’

* I understand, neighbor. You wish to make
twin-sister of the two, is 1t not so 7 wquired my
grandmother, with a half baotering smile.

Dupre, who had looked for tears, was greatly
astonished at this smile of the widow Remy. He
therefore replied— '

¢ Yes, neighbor, precisely so.?

You are aboard in

you want 1o purchase our vie-

‘ You will do well to abandon tbat gotion,
ncighbor Dupre.”



