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THE SAD SHEPHERD

him, panting. At the last crook of the

path on the steep hillside a straggler

came after him along the cliff. He
looked up and saw it outlined against

the sky. Then he saw it leap, and slip,

an( fall beyond the path into a deep
cleft.

"Little fool," he said, "fortune is

kind to you! You have escaped from
the big trap of life. What ? You are

crying for help ? You are still in the

trap ? Then I must go down to you,

little fool, for I am a fool too. But why
I must do it, I know no more than you
know."

He lowered himself quickly and
perilously into the cleft, and found
the creature with its leg broken and
bleeding. It was not a sheep but a

young goat. He had no cloak to wrap
it in, but he took off his turban and

111]


