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THE GOLD PIECE.

BY TR MARQUISE CLARA LANZA.

Aloug the shining shore close to where the,
waves dashed and broke Into long, undulating
lines of foam a little boy was gleefnlly rolling
a yellow gold piece upon the paler yellow of the
gand. The autumn wind caught his hair and
Inughter danced in his eyes. The gold plece
flashed in the sunlight that streamed across the
beach and struck the white cliffs beyond with a
dazeling effect. Again and again the ehild
caught the gold in his chubby hand, and sent ft
spinning in swift curves. Then all at once a
roguish breeze lifted his hat, and, striving to
keep his headgear In place, he let his eyes
wander for on instant from his treasure; when
his childish feet reached the piace where he
gupposed it would be lying the gold plece was
not there—it had mysteriously disappeared.

A look of chagrin darkened his jubilant face.
He wondered what had become of his money.
Perhaps it had slipped into a crevice of the jut-
ting rock that sprang from the bluff overhead.
Or might it not have rolled iato the water?
Anyway, be could not find it and he was dis-
consolate at his loss. Presently he abandoned
the search, and, sitting down In the sand, he
began to cry bitterly.

The sunlight grew dim, and a tall man, whose
figure resembled a silhouette drawn on the pale
forget-me-not sky, approached from the other
end of the beach. He wore a rough dress and
walked with a limp. Across his shoulder hung
a long string of sllvery fish. He saw the little
boy, and, pausing in front of him, spoke almost
tenderly:

“Well, my little man, what is the matter?"
he asked.

The child lifted his tear-washed face.
lost my gold piece,” he answered.

‘“‘How was that?" inquired the man, inter-
ested.

“Why, 1 was rolling it along the eand, and
all at once it was gone. I ghsll be punished
for losing it,”’ and he eobbed afresh.

The mancame a step nearer. “Was it your
own? Did it belong to you "

““Yes; to-day is my birthday and my grand-
mother gave it to me."

‘“Poor little chap,” salu the lame man, kindly.
‘‘Let me help you look for it."

He began without delay to search in the wet
sand and among the pebbles, the boy, his small
body bent almost double, following him with
eyes riveted upon the ground. The fisherman’s
glance was keener than th: child’s, and it was
not long before he caught the mild gleam of
something lying under a fragment of project-
ing rock. He looked again—yes, he saw a yel-
low speck much brighter than the surround-
Ing sand—a mere, tiny dot of flashing gold,
and as be gazed his heart beat a little more
quickly. Hedrew himself up, turned his eyes
elsewhere, opened his lips, then closed them
agaln and said nothing. By and by he spoke in
a strangely calm volee.

““There's no use looking,” he said. *It is
los#® you will never find it.”

The boy’s mouth quivered, his breath came in
gasps. “Perhaps, If I come to-morrow with
my governess, we might find it,”” he replied;
but there was hopelessness in his tone,

‘*Are you staying at the hotel 9 asked the
fisherman, looking dreamily at the sea,

‘‘¥es, and I must go home now,’” witha sigh;
“I promised not to stay after sunset, and the
sun is nearly gone.” The man made no reply,
and the child added, **Do you think the gold
plece could have been washed away by a
wave "

“Possibly."

“I only took my eyes off it for a moment,
It was spinning along like o little golden wheel,
and then—well, I will come back to-morrow
early in the morning and see if I can find it.

Still the man made no answer. All the light
had shifted from his figure and the silyer scales
of the fish had turned to gray,

“Good-bye,' said the boy. Then, as an after-
thought, *“What I& your name %" .

“Caspar—they call me Lame Caspar be-
cause—of this,’’ and he pointed sullenly to his
right le%. )

*Well, I thank you for helping me to look for
my gold piece, Lame Caspar,” said the boy, and
he turned away with a little choking eob and
began to ascend the eteps that led in winding
curves up the cliffs. He glanced baelc when ha
reachied the top and saw Lame Caspar walking
slowly on, his string of figh over his shoulder, his
head bent forward. He did not walk far, how- |
ever. By andby he stopped, aud, wheeling
about on his lame leg, retraced his eteps in the
direction he had come. Ie creptto the Byer-
hnnflng rocks that now cast great purple
sbadows on the sand. The short-lived after-
noon was dying, and the sky was aflame in the

West. Blowly and cautiously the man ap-
proached the projecting cornér where he had
seen the minute yellow speck, and crouching
on bands and knees he drew forth the goh‘i
plece. Then he stood up and moved away into
a deeper ehadow further on., A thrill of excite-
ment swept over him as he examined what he
had found—a gold eagle, polished, heavy, and
beautiful. He had never seen one before, and
to his untutored mind it represented untold
wealth. A quick ecstacy shot through him ns
he felt the c¢old surface of the metal on his
rough palmy, and he bLegan to think of what it
would buy—a whole winter's store of tobaceo
#and bacon, or ¢lse 8 new ﬁmu—jm:kut and fresh
fishing tackle, e was in Juek for once ! For-
tuns bad smiled on him,

“Hallo ! cried o voice, rudely interrupting
his reverie. ‘‘What's that you've got

Osspar started In affright, und & horrible sense
of gullt overcame him. He shook ke an gs en
leaf until his dpzed senses discovered who ad
spoken, Then his fear left him and he Erew
angry and deflant. A fellow-flsherman with a
string of fish and a net stood bestdebim, hay-
ing approached uvperceived from behind the
CIage,

*What's that you've got ¥ repeated the new-
comer.'’

Caspar’s hand closed oyerthe gold plece lke a
vise. “Nothing,” he retorted.

“But I saw it. It was gold.
in the sand or on the rocks®"
cosrsely,

Caspir hesitated. He knew it would be use-
legs toattempt any denisl, £0 he replied fn-
differently: I s0ld some fish to a lady snd she

d me for them., Now areyousatisfied ¥ and
frowned darkly.

“What luck !” exelaimed the other, “I wish
she'd bought of me. Then he added, with g
tinge of suspicion, ** Did ghe carry them herself ¥

“No, shebad s servant,” snswered Caspar,
angrily. He did not wish to prolong the
eouversathon, 0 Le turned away remarking
SiGood night,” in a surly aceeunt,

“But you'll treat first ¥'' called the other after
im. *I'm chilled to the bone."

“No, let me alove; I've something to do at
bome,” and be strode o,

“You'll give all the lads & drop at The Ball
to-night, suywsy,” orled the men. *When

“l've

Does gold grow
and he laughed
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one hea such Iuck as that he doesn't for-
et his friends. 1'11 tell the 1ads to expect you,"

Lame Caspar’s anger rose, He mutlered an |

oath as he limj:ell on in the darkening twi-
light. Treat! Nothe! He meant to kesp the
gold plece for himeelf. 1t was hard, Indeed, if
a man conldn’t Keep what belonged to him.
“But It doesn't belong to vou," a vorce seemed
to ery out within him. *‘It belongs to the
golden-haired boy." Caspar turned to see if
any one was following him. He saw nobody;
yet a peculinr dread possessed him. When he
renched his hut on the outskirts of the settle-
ment he carefully bolted the door befora he
lighted the candle that he stuck Into the neck
of a bottle. He sat down by the rickety old
table and examined the gold piece lelsurely, 1t
reintillated in the dim red candle lght like a
living thing. He was afrald to st there hold-
Ing ﬁ in his band for any length of time. It
had already been dlscovered in his possession,
and goon the whole village would know of it,
Possibly the nows might spread to the little
boy's ears, aud then ——

As thie thought occurred to him hia fingers
trembled so violently that the gold plece fell
clattering on the table. He began to regret that
he had not given it to the boy, but it was too
late now, and besides heo wanted it
to look at it,

1t was the most beautiful thing he had ever
seen.  But he must hide it away somewherp—
hide it until he had made up his mind to
speud it. He therefore placed it ina cup and
locked the cup In a closet. After this he
cooked his supper and went to bed.

Through his feverish dreams all night long
brilllant showers of gold danced and twined
themselves into fantastic shapes. Sometimes
they seemed to fall from an immense helght
and threaten to crush him beneath their weight,
and he cried out in desperate terror. His rest
was broken and frightful visions assalled him.
Once or twice the face of a golden-haired boy
rose before him alternately wreathed in smiles
and bathed in tears.
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With the advent of the dawn Lame Caspar
awoke, troubled and unrefreshed. As he
walked to his boat that was moored some dis-
tance away a woman's fresh voice called to him
from a window:

*Good morning, Caspar. I hear that you
have a gold Elece that a lady gave youfor a
few fish., What luck "

He stopped short and scowled back at her.
‘‘Well, what of it " he snapped. ‘“I've a right
to my own, I suppose.”

“Novody sald you hadn’t, but the lads
seemed to think you might treat for once.
They waited for you at The Bull last night and
were vexed because you didn’t come. Are you
going to treat to-night

“No !"” he answered, and passed on out of
sight into the dull-tinted morning.

All day, sitting among his nets and tackle, he
reflected upon what he had done and the possi-
ble result. It would be silly in the extreme to
keep the gold piece forever in the cupboard
when he stood in need of so many things, Still
he did not feel like spending it immediately.
A suvperstitious dread overcame him whenever
he contemplated parting with it,

Generally speaking, he was a successful
fisherman, but to-day he got scarcely anything,
and he came home in the evening tired and out
of temper. Upon one point his mind was made
up. He would not go near the tavern. He re-
sented being pressed to spend the money in
drink. But the other fishermen, when they
found he did not come, sent a delegation to his
house. About six men rapped loudly on the
door, more in a spirit of mischief than down-
right vexation, but it was sufficient to rouse
Lame Caspar to furious opposition.

*What do you want?'' he shouted, flinging the
door wide open ard confronting them with
fierce hostility dep.cted on every line of his
countenance,

“We want you to treat.
to The Bull ¥

“No, I'm sick. Go away and let me alone.”
And he tried to shut the door.

But the men resisted the action. “8ick, non-
sense I cried one. “What's come over you,
man ? Have you turned miser ¥

“Let's see Jyour gold plece, anyway,”” said
another. “We never get such things. Lat's
see what it looks like,’? and he tried toforce his
way Into the eabin.

“Yes, let's see the gold piece ! shouted the
others in a chorus. But Caspar's features grew
livid with passion. He strode forward with
clenched fist, :

“Out of here, every mother's son of ye!" he
shouted, “Ill not spend a penny to meke
i‘e more drunken than ye are. Out of here,

say !'*

The men drew back, surprised at this strange
outburst. For a moment no one spoke, Then
one snid, with slow deliberation, “Come away,
lads, come away? From the way he talks it
looks as if he'd etolen the money instead of
coming honestly by it. One would think he
was a thief afrald of being found out,”

Aren't you coming

With a stifled exclamation Caspar raised his

hand to deal the speaker a blow, But his up-
lifted arm dropped as though stricken with
palsy. Hisface whitened, He turned away
with a groan and sat down.

*Come, mates !" cried another voice, and the
men vanished in the darkness,

How long he remained sitting Lame Caspar
did not know. Butlong after when helooked
up into the obscurity and silence the word
“Thief ! rang througe his brain lke the clash-
ing of discordant bells. e, a thief? Yes,
he had stolen the gold plece. He was a thief!

He did not go fishing on the following day.
Awsudden resolve had come to him. He would
clear his conscience by finding the little boy and
returning the money, He did not mean to con-
fess his gullt, He could not bring himself to
such a humilisting avowal. He would say he
had found the gold piece accidentally,

Toward noon he clambered up the stee path-
way leading to the hotel on the t':liill'. He
trembled with nervousoess a5 he neared the
great white bullding, with its fiying flags mak-
ing spots of vivid color against the pine groves
beyond, He glanced esgerly about among the
groups of people who were seated on the
veranda, but he could not distinguish any one
resembling the little boy. Then he wont inside,
and, hardly able to control his voice, put a few
timid questions to the elerk, who eved him
susplclously. “A little boy, with eves colored
Hke the sea, and bright bair that Aoated on his
shoulders—where was he ¥

**His name ¥’ the clerk inquired in a business-
ke way.

‘1 don’t know his name, but 1 want to flnd
him, It {s—it is something fmportant.”

The elerk reflected o moment, then shook his
head, Yes, there had been a litile boy answer-
ing to that deseription in the hotel, but he had
%uue away with his parents the dsy before,

Yhere to? A, that be did not know,

Tears spran¥ into Lame Caspar’s eyes. Hor-
ribly d[anpgo nted, he moved away and me-
chanically descended the sun-lit e{m to the
shore, What sbould he do now? The gold
plece carrled with it a curse—a curse from
which he would never free himself, His con-
sclence tortured bim, His luck had changed. He
caught hardly any fish nowadsys, and Eil ¢om-
Imnium were estranged from him, They

ooked upon bim with distrust and nuslplciou,
and all the while that hideous word *‘thief "’ ran
in }.l’hi ears and seemod to be branded upon hé
soul,
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Weeks passed. He pever went near the cup-
board where the gold plece lay eilning at the
bottom of the cup, Flo was uf'mld to louk at
it. .‘\'obodf\' spoke to Lim and he spoke to no
one. He shut bimself up in bis ca in, and bia
one thought night and day was how to got rid
Of the eprsg that overshadowed bim.  His super-
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stitious nature grew morbldly sensitive. Often
he Taneled he was going mad.

The winter came—the sovere winter of the
north. The angry sea lashed Itself into glitter-
ing spray. The great bluff was smrlmk-.d with
snow and the sky was gray. Lame Uaspar be-
came o hermit. When he @id go out it was
early, 8o that no one could see him, and he re-
turned only when night had fallen. The gold
plece haunted him as might some frightful
Epecter. It was as though the cupboard con-
cealed a grim presence that he darad not face.
In the village the people tapped thelr forehead
slgnificantly.

““He is crazy,” they sald.
near him or he may do harm.”

““Batter not F“
80 they let him

lm(;mduall‘\' the situation became so intolerable
that Lame Caspar concluded he must end it or
put an end to himself. He began to devise
ways and means. By and by he thought of a
plan and resolved to carry it out,

One bleak December night, with a terrible
sinking of the heart, bhe unlozked the cupboard,
took the gold piece in his hand, and stealing

uletly from thehouse walked to the edge of the
cliffs. The moon had burst from behind a cloud
and spangled the sea and the snow-covered
bluffs, Caspar had a knifo In his pocket, but he
had not quite decided touse it. Hewasn't sure
whether it would be better to dig a hole and
bury the gold plece, or to fling it Into the sea
and himself after {t. Life had no longer any
charm or interest for him; He had become a
coward and an outcast. He would rather die
than live. However, he could do nothing while
the moon shown so brightly. He must wailt
awhile until it hid itself behind another cloud.
He paced impatiently to and fro in the frosty
night. Then all at once came a loud jingle of
sleigh bells and the sounds of merry laughter.
Lame Caspar started and stood still a5 a large
sleigh drew up almost in front of him, and a
man jumping out ran to the horses to arrauEe
a displaced plume. Voices floated toward the
solitary ﬂguw on the cliff, and among them
was one that caused Caspar's heart almost to
stand still, while a great sob rose in his throat.

‘It was just here,” said a clear, childish
treble, “that 1 lost my gold piece—just below
there on the shore. Buch a nice, kind fisher-
man came and helped me to look for {t—and"—
The boy stopped speaking. Then continued in
an altered tone, ““Why, see that man yonder!
What can he be doing there # Something {s the
matter with him.”

In another moment the boy had sprung from
the sleigh and advanced toward Lame Caspar,
who stood with outstretohed arms in the pale
moonlight like one transfigured. Tears were
rolling down his weather-beaten cheeks and
splashed heavily upon the ragged pea-jacket he
wore.

*Oh I cried the child joyfully to his com-
Ean!ons. “This is the very man—the nice,

ind man who helped me to search for my lost
gold piece! But,’ he added, ‘‘you are in
trouble, Lame Caspar, you are cerying! What
is thematter? Why aré you acting so strangely
out here on the cliffs 3"

The child’s companions, attracted by the In-
tensity of the tones, approached and stood look-
ing from one to the other.

Then the tension in Lame Caspar's breast
&we way as though something had snapped.

ith his utterance still choked by sobs he held
the gold piece forthin the argent moonlight and
pl;-ofrtered it to the boy, who gave an exultant
shout.

“My gold piece! And you found it for me,
you found it " he exclaimed joyously.

For the first time Lame Caspar discovered
his voice. “Yes. I—I—found it,and I went to
find you, but you were gone, I kept it. I have
had it by me ever since. I have hoped and
waited—hoped and waited”’—

A man’s voice called to the child: “Come,
Ra'}ﬂh. the plume is fixed. We must go on !’

e child was sober and evidently overcome
by a vague emotion. He turned the gold plece
overin his hand and cast a lingering look on
the semi-crouching form of Lame Caspar,
who almost knelt at his feet. Then he sald
softly:

‘'Good-bye, Lame Caspar, and thank Fou. I've
always prayed for you because you helped me.
Good night and good-bye."’

““iod bless you!” cried Caspar in a loud
voice. “*You have saved me "’

“Saved you from what#? asked the child per-
plexed.

“Saved me from myself,”” gaid the fisherman
and bowed his head.

The boy turned away reluctantly. SBomething
in that drooping, sorrowful figure seemed to
chain his attention. *“Good night,” he whis-
pered once more. ‘“How odd that I should
have seen you and got back my gold plece,”

“Give it to him again for his honesty,” sald
a gentleman of the party brusquely. ¢I'l give
you another, Ralph. Let the man keep it.”

‘‘To be sure,” exclaimed the ¢hild, and he
offered the newly-found treasure to Caspar,
Who drew himself up sternly.,

““No I'" be said, brushing away his tears with

a firm hand., *“No! not for worlds—not for
worlds |

“Come, dear!”
child, dryly,

As they reéntered thesleigh and he cracked
the whip the speaker added: “How proud
these people are! For myself, I have no
patience with their ridiculous independence,””

“Ridiculous, indeed!” replied the lady; and
the slelgh glided away, leaving Lame Caspar
standing still in the moounlight, with a prayer
of thankiulness on his lips.

éaid the gentleman to the

The March Arvena,

The March Arena has its usual array of arti-
cles by well-known writers on subjects of cur-
rent interest among thoughtful people. Pro-
fessor Alfred Hunnequin again writes of the
stage, his tople this time being *The Drama of
the Future.” Albert Ross, author of “Thon
Bhalt Not" and other somewhat sensationsl
storiee, contributes a not specially strong or
conclusive article on **What is Immoral in Lite-
rature?”’ . O, Van D. Chenoweth’s “Unclussified
Residuum: A Study in Psychology,” 15 a de-
cldedly unsatisfactory treatment of a deep
guestion, Jir. Deems writes of “vEolution and
Morality,”” Rabbl Behindler discusses *'lmmi-
%.:rutiun." Dr. Henry A, Hartt argues further
n support of his position that drunkenness {5 a
crime, and Will Allen Drongoole lets in a litile
light on the obscure annals of *‘the malon-
geons. "
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A Great Artist's Meanness,
New York World,

Melssonler's meanuess was only equaled by
Lis genius with the brush, He whs lmperious,
domineering, and vgly with all who came in
contact with bim, His treatment of Baron
Alphonse de Rotlischild is given us an {llustra-
ton of his character. The palnter confided to
the banker that he was bhard up and was at
once glven o eheck for $20,000, Later Mels-
sonier asked the Baron {f he could pay the debt
by & pleture, and the offer was &ccerted. A
short time after Rothschild was & candidate for
membership to an fustitute of which the painter
was 8 member, and the latter at cpee made o
bitter and open fight against the admission of
the banker and defeated his capdidature, At
the same time the debt of $20,000 was still
unpald.
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Give us Just one trial and let us make you
ehirts, The it and quality guarsnteed to be the
best. Miller's, shirt makers and ladies' and

otlemen’s outfitters, Elghteenth strest snd
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Derwood Park—§300 per lo
month, No fnterest,
Twelfth and 3,

$10 cash, 85 per
Willlam ¥. Thomas,

Derwood Park! |
HIGH, HEALTHY and BEAUTIFUL.

IT LEADS ALL OTHER SUBDIVISIONS IN THE
FOLLOWING POINTS :

FIrsTt—ELEVATION, being 516 feet above sea level—a most pic-
turesque suburban quarter, commanding an extensive view
direction.

SEHCOND—SALUBRITY. The altitude makes it the most healthy and
delightful location, and a most desirable place for a cool
residence.

THIRD—ACCESSIBILITY, the train service being so complete that
Derwood Park is reached as quickly from business part of city as the
furthest portion of Georgetown.

in every

summer

Besides the foregoing it has the following additional
tages: Two Stores, Post Office, Station on Property, Creamery, Canning
Establishment, Grain Elevator, Steam Flour Mill, (capacity, roo barrels, ).
Large Boarding-house, and Congenial Society.

advan.

The Only Manufacturing Town on the Metropolitan Branch.
Adjoining the Subdivision of North Rockyille.

ONLY 37 LOTS LEFT.

Every Lot Faces on Two Streets.

ALL LOTS OF EQUAL VALUE.

PRICE, §300---§10 Cash, §5 per Month, Without Interest.

A Beautiful 7-room House, with 24,000 square feet of ground, at,
Derwood, only 81,500—3500 cash, balance monthly.

For Tickets, Plats, and Further Particulars call on

William ¥F'. Thomas,
Corner Twelfth and G Streets,

ASSOCIATED WITH

Jolhn O. Johnson.

VEERHOFF

GALLERIES 1217 F STREET.
BRANCH STORES ¢

1221 Pennsylvania Ave.
916 Seventh Street.

_————— L. G. SPAULDING & BROS.

0. K. PEERLESS

PULLEY WEIGHT,

Uuequaled for Home Exercise. Indorsed by the Medical
Profession as the most slmple and practical system for
physical exercise and development ever invented, Oan be
uged with perfect safety by men, women, and children,

Uniforms and Qlothing
For all Athletic and Gymasium Purposes,
The Genuine Shaker Sweater,

Indispensable in the Gymnasium. No other gannent in
exlstence its equal,

Every Kind of Gymnasium Apparatus

Including Indian Clubs, Dumb Bells, Striking

8, Boxing Gloves, Shoes, Rowing Machines,
Horizontal and Parallel Bars, Fenciug ¥Foiis.
Musks, Gauntlets, Plastroons,

Washington Depot of B, G. Spalding & Bros.’
Unexecelled Line of Standard Athletic Goods.

In-Door Games—Dominoes, Checkers,
Ch Card
BLEDS, SEAT

]

OROGANS™
HA, BOGGANS and ACCESSORIES,
GUNS, RIFLES, KEVOLVERS.

POCEKET KNIVES, RAZORS,
I)o, Collars, Dong‘skea. and Dog Medioines,
Agent Yor the Bowd mpany Celebratoed Canoes,

Co
Pleasure Boas, and Bleam Launches.

M. A, TAPPAN, 1013 Pa. Ave. N. W,




