
GOLD PIECE. hm
pin

biningg shore close to where int

Sdashed and broke into long thr
lines of foam a little boy het
y rolling a yellow gold piece eag

- le yellow of the sand. The
wind caught his hair and Out

isaced in his eyes. The gold we
as•ed in the sunlight that hin

sroe• the beach and struck me

cdiffs beyond with a dazzling to 1

Again and again the child wii

s g•old n his chubby hand and els

ning in swift curves. Then tac
aoe a roguish breeze lifted his tnr

triving to keep his headgear
he let his eyes wander for an T1

-• his treasure: when his gol
"-et reached the place where he
it would be lying, the gold r
a t there--it had mysteriously a

sei

of chagrin darkened his jubi- hip

Be wondered what had be- a

S sl money. Perhaps it had
leto a crevice of the jutting rock

from the bluff overhead.
it not have rolled into the

Anyway. he could not find it, 'e

was disconsolate at his loss.
Sbe alsadoned the search, and

dewa in the sand he began to cry

Algt grew dim. and a tall go
figure resembled a silhouette am

the pale forgetmenot sky, ap-
ro • the other ead of the be

ae wore a rough dress and re
with a limp. Across his shoulder to

string of silvery fish. He N

I is boy, sad pausing in front di
Salmost tenderly:

m little man. what is the mat- "

uad. a
lifted his tear washed face. al

my gold piece," he answered.
s that?' inquired the man, in- C

i was rolling it ong the sand, a
eae itwasgone. 1 shall be n

ot losing It," and he sobbed
0

Same a step nearer. "Was b
Did it belong to your

toeday is my birthday and my d
gave it to me."

ittle chap," said the lame man I
"Let me help you look for it."

without delay to search in d
and among the pebbles the u

mnl body bent almost double,
lbm with eyes riveted upon t

The sherman's glanco was
the child's, and it was not I
h cansht the mild gleam of a
lying under a tragment of <

reek. He looked agaIn; yeas, '
a yellow speck much brighter i

rinading sad-w asres, tiny 1
gol, ad as b ad his

a trfle more quickly. He I
up, tarasd his eyes else-
his lips, then closed them I

ail othiag. By a byi be I
agagely calm vols.
,e use looking," he•aid. "It
will ever ied it."
meath quvered, his beath

gaps. "Perbaps it I came to-
• Ikt my goveraes we might
.rpheesd bet there was ope-

strta• g at the bot?' asked
l eakig dreamily at the

aI mI t so homs now," with
t ~~mia at to stay at

re a is searly gne." The
* r sad ca ch•d adde.d,

,k thegeld piasceoald hare
away by a waver

te* my s O of it fora
e and . ala.g iUe 1a.

auhlasear early is the

mt d traamisd 1r.

es.. ad Lhe psubs as

-t enew- a a e

minute yellow speck, and crouching on blas
hands and knees he drew forth the gold dida
piece. Then he stood up and moved away nlgh
into a deeper shadow farther on. A "42
thrill of excitement swept over him as of a
he examined what he had found-a gold Al
eagle, polished, heavy and beautiful. tacl
He had never seen one before and to his don
unturored mind it represented untold be a
wealth. A quick ecstacy shot through piec
him as he felt the cold surface of the .too
metal on his rough palm, and he began he
to think of what it would buy-a whole dist
winter's store of tobacco and bacon, or him
else a new peajacket and fresh fishing wit]
tackle. He was in luck for once! For- (l
tune had smiled on him. ful

"Hallo!" cried a voice, rudely inter- any
rupting his revery. "What's that you've ing
got," po

Caspar started in affright and a hor-
rible sense of guilt overcame him. He ing
shook'like an aspen leaf until his dazed But
senses discovered who had spoken. Then fou
his fear left him and he grew angry to
and defiant. A fellow fisherman with a lon
string of fish and a net stood beside him, mi
having approached unperceived from be- it
hind the crags. to

"What's that you've gotT' repeated the
newcomer. fli

Caspar's hand closed over the gold fro
d piece like a vise. "Nothing," he re- del

torted. na

aout I saw it. It was gold. Does

I gold grow in the sand or on the rocks?' coi
o and he laughed coarsely.

- Casper hesitated. He knew it would s
a be useless to attempt any denial, so he

i replied indifferently: "I sold some fish Si(

hr to a lady and she paid me for them. coi
e Now are you satisfied?" and he frowned mi
it darkly.

"What luck!" exclaimed the other. a
- "I wish she'd bought of me." Then he th

added, with a tinge of suspicion, "Did an
e. she carry them herself" ca

"No, she had a servant," answered
a- Caspar angrily. He did not wish to pro- th

long the conversation, so he turned t,
d, away, remarking, "Good night." in a st
be surly accent.

"d .But you'll treat flrst? called the h
other after him. "rm chilled to the m

as bone." of
"No, let me alone; rye something to

sy do at home," and he strode on. st

"You'll give all the lads a drop at The q
mu Bull tonight, anyway'" cried the man. el

" "When one has such lack as that he F

in doesn't forget his friends. Ill tell the
be lads to expect you." a

le, Lame Caspar's anger arose. He mut- t
a tered an oath as e limped on in the
ta darkening twilight. Treat Not he! ,
at He meant to keep the gold piece for him- b

of salt. It was hard, indeed, i a man

of couldn't keep what belonged to him.

a, "But it doesn't belong to you," a voice

e seemed to cry within him. "It belongs
my to the golden haired boy." Casper

his turned to e it any one was following a
He him. He saw nobody. yet a peliar

e dread possessed him. When he reached C

ea his hat, o the oua kirts of the settle-
e m t, he carelly bolted the door

fore b lighted the candle that be stck
"It intothe• eck of a bottle He it down d

by the rickety old table ad •d
ath the gold piece leisurely. It scintillated

to- In the dim, red candle light like a living
ght thing. He was afraid to sit thre bold-

ap- igit hishad t a nth of mi
It had lrady been disovered in hi

ad possession and soon the whole' village
the would know o it. Possibly ts ews I

might spread to the little boy's ears, ad

taer As this thought occurred to him his
Tfhe 8rs trembled violently that the
led golda se fell atsi g th table.

a B grn to re g that heMa••otg imea
It tothe boy, it twas too late n , n
and he wasted it. Belbroved to

.a s pok at It was e eet beautiful
Sa thing he ad ever sees; h bem athide

the wim p his M dao S • a thLe-
e ets hesi nito a sp an locked the

AL sp to a cloest Al this heooked
end opper and wome to MLM an M

msd s feverl n--- a• • n""t

seo as W bld e t da

- s I miag tsy seerllLI d hIpar ernm an kmmens higt and Imat

last night and were vexed because you trit

didn't come. Are you going to treat to- that

night?
•  earm

"No!" he answered and panssed on out W
I of sight into the dull tinted morning. the c

l All day, sitting among his nets and shin

tackle, he reflected upon what he had was

I done and the possible result. It would to h

I be silly in the extreme to keep the gold hims
1 piece forever in the cupboard when he thou

sttood in need of so many things. Still rido

he did not feel like spending it imme- His i
e diately. A superstitions dread overcame sesi

r him whenever he contemplated parting ingi

with it.

Generally speaking, he was a success- of t

ful fisherman, but today he got scarcely

anything, and he came hol:m in the even- blk
e ing tired and out of temper. Upon one sky

point his mind was made up. Hie would herl

I not go near the tavern. He resented be- earl:
e ing pressed to spend the money in drink. he

d But the other fishermen, when they

n found he did not come, sent a delegation som
7 to his house. About six men rapped

a loudly on the door, more in spirit of tha

1 mischief than downright vexation, but

it was sufficient to rouse Lame Caspar .,

to furious opposition.
'e "What do you want?" he shouted,

dflinging the door wide open and con-
fronting them with fierce hostility t
depicted on every line of his counte- he
nane. self

S "We want you to treat. Aren't you me:

r coming to The Bull?" and
"No: I'm sick. Go away and let me U

Id alone." And he tried to shut the door. ten

ie But the men resisted the action. loc

3h Sick, nonsense!" cried one. "What's in

n. come over you, marl Have you turned the

ad miser" clif
"Let's see your gold piece anyway, hin

r. said another. "We never get such the
be things. Let's see what it looks like," kni

id and he tried to force his way into the de

cabin. I
"Yes, let's see the gold piece!" shouted bet

so- the others in a chorus. But Caspar i pie
ed features grew livid with passion. He set

a strode forward with clinched fist. cl
"Out of here every mother's son of ye!" cor

he he shouted. "I'll not spend a penny to we
~ make ye more drunken than ye are. Out he
of here, I say!" she

tO The men drew back surprised at this an
strange outburst. For a moment no one He'he spoke. Thea one said, with slow delib- f

an. eration: "Come away, lads, come away! loo

he Fromthe way he talks it looks as if hed of
ths stolen the money instead of coming hon- ed

estly by it. One would think he was a uput- thief afraid of being found out."
the With a stifled excamati Caspar a

he! raised his hand to strike the speaker a

- blow. But his uplifted arm dropped as ,
an though stricken with palsy. His face pe

ie whtened. He turned away with a r

a gron and sat down.
'Come. mates," cried another voice. iri and the men vanished in the darkness j
liar How log he remained sitting, Lame ni

bed Caspr did not know. But long ter, m

e- when he looked up into the obscurity st
and silence, the word "Thief!" rang i1
n through his brain like the clashing of y

adiscordant bells He a thie• Yes, he
re had stolen the gold piece. e was a

ited thidlHe did not go abhng o the following v
rn day. A sudden resolve had come to w
e. him. He would clear his conscience by n
inading the little boy sad returning the

He did not men to confe his d

a .e l coulid not bring himself to r
such a humiliating avowal. He would

say be had found th gold piees ace- "
his etally.
he Toward oon he clambered up the
teep pathway leading to the hotel an h
i te c•it He terembled with ervoui- (
ves as he neared the grat whirte - a

Sj with ites ying as lapmaklgsposof i
tif viv color a t the pe roe-

_h yo. Be -i easgerly about amongt
h*1 he tgrops of poplewho we a ated on r

the veranda but he could act dista-
gish say one resembling the little boy. 1

I the T he wmnt imde and. hardly able to I
eked control his vlce, pat a few thid ques-

tioe to the clerk, who eyed him suap'-
111 nly. "A little boy, with eyes cl-
e• "•I the seam and bright hair that

, ,-st,, ,1 'a her

a tielseke way.o *I Mjdon'keta blehsa Is Ib watl
* lterk rejected a mcmeat them

asc k hs heed. Yes, there hadhe. 1 a
Ia th hotel, but he had goa away with

...~A he( m alway

/i .Ubti'thse What sbhe hedo
'. - 'hemr wineb he would

,lCd e lb luck had change. lae

trust an-dlsuspicon,'uana ill te- wi se -G

that hideous word "Thief!" rang in his loud

ears and seemed branded upon his soul. "Si

Weeks passed. He never went near child

the cupboard where the gold piece lay "S

shining at the bottom of the cup. He fishes

was afraid to look at it. Nobody spoke Th'

to him and he spoke to no one. He shut Some

himself up in his cabin, and his one tigur

thought night and day was how to get "Go
rid of the curse that overshadowed him. "Hoi

His superstitious nature grew morbidly and I

sensitive. Often he fancied he was go "

ing mad. 
said

The winter came-the severe winter "I'11

of the north. The angry sea lashed it- man

self into glittering spray. The great ""

bluff was carpeted with snow and the he 01

sky was gray. Lame Caspar bbcame a Cas

hermit. When he did go out it was

early. so that no one could see him, and tean

he returned only when night had fallen.L wor

The gold piece haunted him as might '"

some frightful specter. It was as though the 4

the cupboard concealed a grim presence Al

that he dared not face. In the village crac

the people tapped their foreheads sig- "ic

nificantly. self.

"He is crazy," they said. "Better not ulot

go near him or he may do harm." So "'

they let him alone. and
Gradually the situation became so in- Lan

tolerable that Lame Caspar concluded ligh

he must end it or else put an end to him- his 1

self. He began to devise ways and adel
means. By and by he thought of a plan -av r

and resolved to, carry it out.
One bleak December night, with a

terrible sinking of the heart, he an-

locked the cupboard, took the gold piece
in his hand. and stealing quietly from

the house walked to the edge of the

cliffs. The moon had burst from be-

hind a cloud and spangled the sea and

the snow covered bluffs. Caspar had a

knife in his pocket; but he had not quite
decided to use It.

He wasn't sure whether it would be T

better to dig a hole and bury the gold *1

8 piece, or to fling it into the sea and him-
se elf after it. Life had no longer any
charm or interest for him. He had be- A

" come a coward and an outcast. He

to would rather die than live. However. NI
at he could do nothing while the moon woi

shone so brightly. He must wait awhile Of1
u until it hid itself behind another cloud.

o He paced impatiently to and fro in the

b- frosty night. Then all at once came a

Y! loud jingle otleigh bells and the sound
d of merry laughter. Lame Caspar st.rt-

in- ed and stood still as a large sleigh drew

a up almost in front of him and a man

jumping out ran to the horses to arrange
a displaced plume. Voices oated to-

a ward the solitary figure on the cliff, and

m among them was one that caused Cas-
par's heart almost to stand still, while a

a great sob rose in his throat.
"'It was just here," msaid a clear, child-

x ish treble, "that I lost my gold piece--

just below there on the shore. Such a
me nice, kind fisherman came and helped

er, me to look for it-and"- The boy

sty stopped speaking. Then continued in

ag an altered tone: "Why, see that man

of yonderl What can he be doing there?
he Something is the matter with him."

Ia In anothe moment the boy had

sprang from the sleigh and had ad-

gvanoed toward Lame Casper, who stood

to with outstretched arms in the pale

by moonlight like one transfigured. Tears
the were rolling down his weather beaten

his cheeks and splashed heavily upon the
to ragged peacket he wore.

,ld "oI'r cried the child joyfully to his
ad- companIons. "This is the very man-

the nice, kind man who helped me to

the search for my lost gold piecel But."

on he added, "yeou are in trouble, Lame
m Casper, yaou are crying! What is the

dld- matter? Why are you acting so strange-

t ly out here the clis?.'i e- The child's companions. attracted by

nag the intensity of the toanes, approached
lo0 and stood lookin from one to the other.

itip- Then the tension In Lamp Cuspr's
boy. breast gave way as though something

i to had sapped. With his utterance st
eas- choked y sobes he held the gold pece
-forth in the arget oonalight and prf-

co- fi it It tthe boy. who sgave ean-
that mat s .

he "My gold pseel And yoe and it for
in a m yea foud I t?' he ezelamreA Joy-

't t Vor the arst tmse Lame Casper die-
er-cov(red k voes. "Yes I-I-toead

, a I wesa to olad yoa but yeo wemth oa I p it, I havehad bit byme

Iar des. Ime hoped and wated--

S Ama S h' eo aed to the child.
a t Ralpkt, he plumeIs iad. We

mt so am•
a Theci old was sober and eildeautyawy @veras by a vas motom. He

ad s e int n4 took o s e ml-

alsd m"at L d a ndt. Thea n

r. you Fve always prayed s you ,e-
e, ym helped e F. O ,be mght ,an
QI -etlsa -~Il

"GTZl bless your cried Caspar in a
loud voice. "You have saved me!"

",Saved you from what?" asked the
child perplexed.

-.Saved me from myself." said the
fisherman and bowed his head.

The boy turned away reluctantly.
Something in tnat drooping. sorrowful

figure seemed to chain his attention.
S'Good night," he whispered once more.
"flHow odd that I should have seen you

and got back my gold piece."
"Give it to him again for hi. hone,:sty."

said a gentleman of the I:arty bruscj:ely.
.I'll give you auother. lt:lph. Let the

man keep it."
"To be sure" exclaimed the child, and

he offered the newly found trea;.ure to.

Caspar. who drew himself up sternly.
"No!" he said. brushing away his

tears with a firm hand. "'No! not for

worlds-not for worlds!"
"Come,. dear!" said the gentleman to

the child dryly.
As they re-entered the sleigh and ho

cracked the whip the slpeaker added:
"How proud these Ipeople are'! For my-
self. I have no patience with their ridic-
ulous independence!"

"Ridiculous, indeed!" replied a lhdy,
and the sleigh glided aw:ay. leaving
Lame Caspar standing still in the moon:-

I light with a prayer of thanakfulne.s on

his lips.-Marq
u is
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