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THE LAST ¢ THE LUSCOMBS.

BY HELEN PXARSON BARNARD.

X{L.—IN CHARCX OF THE TOWN.HOUSX— Continaed.

The old town- house held many carlosities. There wasthe
old * sounding-board * of the first chusch, besides & room
whose ancient tumishings had been left untouched, zs a
memorial of the primitive simplicity of the past.  Under the
stalr were two mgaldy cells, with ponderous doors and
gmat d windows.

“ These "ere ‘Il be aired, boys," said Joe, *'afore any
poor cretur gets shet up hete. The Lord abore don't be.
grudge purcair to none, 0o matter how we've slaned agin
Him1 Many a year's passed sence I see this ‘ere lock-up,
lads. I wasalettle shaverlike you,” when they chucked in
apother lettle fcllow about my size. Poo’y young to go to
gaol, wan't he, lads?"”

‘There was 2 murmur of asseat.

“ He was old Deaccn Smart’s son Lemuel, which hed
orter made him a shinin® light ; but he wa'n't, which we the
wus for bim. Don't ye never think yer parents’ poodoess is
goin' to stan’ by ye to the last, boys; 3e've got to give ac-
count o’ yerselves, Wall, Deacon Smart, be died, an’ then
Mis’ Sma1t, ske up 'n’ joined him. Betwixt emthey didn’t
feave nothin’ fur Lem bat the old farm, "o’ their 7 .0d pame. ™
Joe seated himself upon the lower stair, benentn which was
the cell where Lemuel Smart had entered. The boys gathered
close, listening experly. There was something abont Joe's
simplest narrauve, somethiog subtle and undefined, that al.
ways held his listepers sg;wbound.

** Jes* afore she died, Mis® Smart, she says, * Lemuel, it's
awful to leave you alone in this wicked world. Promise e

ou'll be 2 good boy !* Lemuel, he promised, holding the

and o bis only fricnd.  She kep'speakin’ that way 23 long
as she hed breath. *Ask God to belp ye, dear boy, she
whispared at last, Jookin’ at bim with sech fearsome cyes, as
ef suthin’ told her how ’t wonld be, after she bad gonel
Folks 1aid it to that, the corpse hevin’ sach a worrited look,
fur Mis’ Smart was 2 genuine Chtistiap, 'n’ by good rights
ked orter passed off the scene o' this mottal life as smilin’ a8
sn infapt.”

Joe tosk out his jack-knife and caught up & bit of withered

hemlock, left from sorme Chnstmzsdecoratton.  He whattled
this absently =5 he moralized :—
“ Folks allor said she mistrusted Lemuel. Well, Lem he

did putty well guite a spell after his mother died; be went
to work, they gin him = place over in the old bask "—Joe
lifted his bead, =nd looked out of the open door towards the
bank building, the boys also looked that way—**'n’ folks
bed great hopes o' him, Lem be talked & good deal 'bout
what be was 2 goin’ to de by ‘o’ by—git his merm a nice
grave-stun with po'tsy 'n’ Bible Scriptare on ’t, I expect it
was ‘nough to draw tears tosee bum stan’ over her prave 'n’
promise. Thet was all right, togs, ef he bad lived up toiit,
ef he hedo't 2 took it ot in talkin’ ! Nobody kpowed how
it came 'boat, but it wa'n't over a year after Mis® Scant died
sfore L2m stole money from the bank, And one cold,
blusterin® night, the cfhcers put bim in there 17

It Jooked very dismal now *‘in there.” The boys grzed
curionsly in  How dieary it must have bees on that * cold,
blusearia’ aight 1 °

* Yes, Lem Smart spent a pight there,” resamed Joe, us-
ing the hemlock splint for a tootbpick, **and then he was
aatto the Reform School, He never showed his face here
z a0, Mis' Smart's grave haunt pever hed no stun, ye
kin see 1t any time, ext the ofd men’s, & monument to
Lem's broken promises, ‘stead o' his puttin’ on 4er vp 2
mopument ! ”

¢ Do you suppose Lemuzl Smart is dead new, Mr. Lus-
comb 2*" astked = boy.

Jos thook his head.

“I.d-n-know. He drifted off scmewheres. There's no
knowin' what he came to. Boys 23 starts as be did, heas
s poor sight iv the worl’. Ifhe islivin®, some time that 'ese
forgotten grave Il rise vp in jedgment 3pic’® Lemuel. Jest
you tzke a turn rean’ by the ol buryin'-zroued, lzds, soxme
Satgréay afternooa, 2’ ye'll see where Mis' Smant lays
onder the weeds an’ stuns.  °T would be a Christisn deed to
clear that zur spot up 'n’ sot oot 2 fow posies.”

It waz a sndden thoogbt that prompted this. Joe was
thinkiog of his own mother. He zuddenly buried his face
in his hands, acd was silent, only sighs and the beanipg of
his broad shoalders showed that he was conquenng some
emotion. The boys loocked erquisingly atexch other. At
length he reached behiod fum after his baedkerchisf and
wiped his cyes. |

“Boys,” said be, ina hoanse, deep tone. ' I'm thinking
there w2y be znother grare tader weeds 'a’ stons—oy ol
wother may lie thege! I forgot her for wwn. snd
when I wentto find hes, she was gone, nobody knew whete,
mast likely she went to heaven.  1'd give,” Joe faltered, and
the teass fcll over his bronzed check—*I'd pive my right
hand toitcc her ooct again, boys, to bearber say, ‘I forgive

e, Joe "
¥ I;‘::xcntlyjoc rose from the staics, shut his keife with a
click, pat it into bis pocket, brushed the whitdings
frox kis clothes, sad z2id,—

“Wall, boys, this aint teoding to basiness. Taowma
woa't be plezsed with this dsy's wotk, of we doa't pitch
m."

The blinds 20d windows were toon opzned, bis yoxrg
companions zxalously assistiog. ' When Joe began to xweep
they ran for brooms xad :::ptako;whajocﬁ:bzd
lz=sps and stoves they bent to the saese txsk, when Joo
wz:g:‘d windows the boys were seexm sitting ia the =most in-
accessible places, vignrously mbbiog panes; but when the
ﬁnalmcbunoamc.m Joe wapc:lboy th:u:oon ia the x:add.
approred T 03, every in region eisist
’l?h:ywmwdlpaid ifthey conld get Joe to txlking ahont
the way ships were clezosd, how they were ! seraped dowm,
ézll zpeils,” even the wmasts ] This mmzsxal stir, aod deily

-

bulletins from theboys, drew many peo‘rle to!’ ,town-house,
There was always an audience to wonder and admire. The
boys felt Yttzjmﬂd. a3 they beatat some self-imposed task,
if somebody sald ;—

** Bless me, what public-spirited folks you are! Guess
:o:n ‘dﬁﬁi" *ll be Jooked after, novw the boys have iaken them
nband,

When they got through, Joe gave them a treat—a boat-
ride on the pund.  He bad rigged a large dory with a sallg
this, in his experienced bands, was perfectly safe. Among
the hnppl crowd was the little boy from the druokard’s
home. .As he sat very close to Joe wod Jooked tmstmgly
up into his face, and as the others sang **Lightly Row,”
‘* HHomeward Bound“-—songs that the boys thought sp-
Fropriale. and =3 joe looked upon the pleased faces of his
ittle fiends, be was glad that he decided to remain in
town,

“ The boys likes me, "o’ mebbe & bit o' the message is far
them, to start them right in life.”

By and by the sail was over. and Joc had landed them
safely beneath a great pinstree at the foot of & steep bank;
the boat was made fast, and they climbed the bill and vralked
homeward through the woods, 2l singing still, except the
boy whose soft fingers clasped Joe'shorny palm.  Joe looked
down upon the slight form. The face had suddenly lost the
little gleam of brightoess that had lain upon it when they
were on thmmnd. It looked old and s2d.

b o “;'hut s ye? ! asked Joe, 2dding, * aint sgoin’ to cry,
o yc ”

¢ No,"” said the bo<. “but I was wondering if everything
was night at home. Would you mind going there with we,
Mzs. Luscomb?”

So Joe bade the others good-by, and tumed csids with the
boy. It was pitiful 1o sce how siealthily the latter ap-
g:o;;chcd his own home. He peeped in, then bounded

“It's 2l right, Mr Zuscomb,” be cried, bis face suddenly
cleann‘g *¢ Motber says he's been here and given her every
cent of his pay ! Sbe cays she believes father will be him-
self apain, Mr. Luscomb.”

“ We'll pray God it may be so, 12d," said Joe, fervently,
zod went on,

Joe wisited the old graveyard later in the day; he carried
a zicle, a spade, and 2 few plents that he begged of Mis.
Patch. He often weat these to visit the graves of the Las.
combs, and to read the inscription that his parents had
placed there about little Joe, 2nd which be had ot removed.

He thought pethaps he would add something to the words, |

sod let it rewaio, still the text for waywaid youth. Joe
stood & long time before this and thought over the past.
Then with 2 deep sigh be walked op, to pause beside n ze-
glected grave, the last resting-place cf the mother of Lemusl
Smant. Joe had 2 curions fesling that many would not
undertand ; ons that empelled him to cat away the tzil grass
and weeds, diz ont a little plass to the head, and plant some
bushes from the Luascomb place.

¢ Mehbe folks "l smile,” 2id Jos, as he caught 2 glimpse
of a stray visitor gazing with wide eyes s he toiled over the
grave, ‘*but I do it for mother’ssske. And mebbe Lem 'l
come bick some day, as I 3id, 'n’' it "l stiike to pis heart,
that 3 stranger hed to keer for the grave that he wis goin’to
put & mopumust to.”

XIIL.—THE *“LIGHT " AS SEEN FROM MOORSTOWXN,

Leaving Joe among his native bills, working out the tem.

ence problem in his ¢cwo quaint {ashion, let us retum to

oorstown.

Oune family there was deeplyinterested inthe Lighthouse ,
the Watkins®, wholly because Mr. Warkins wasnted to get
his zon Calvin 2 chance te help Mr. Luscemb.

Mz, Watkips, who was the storckeeper, caght to bave
foand 2 plsce for Calviu under his owo eye ; but it was one
of those cases where father and son are best separated.  Mr.
Watking vas harsh and zareasonable; ke always had been,
and Calvin had always rebelled o spisit, if not openly, g0
they did not work well together.

** 1f our Czl could ooly get in over t’ the Lipht, it would
ben good thicg,” Mr. Watkins often told the fzmily circle,
¢ The old keeper s putty shaky on bis pegs, 'n" when he
gocs, gov'ment's got to get a sew man. If Cal wes on the
giound, we'd stan’ the best chaoee, between us all we conld
run the Light, the post-office 'n’ the stoze.”

So Calvin was amayed in his Sundey clothes sndsent over
to apply for the situation.

rs. Luscomb was not fatourably impressed with him ;
indeed, she pever had liked the Watkios® family, althcugh
she was too charitable to say so.  And Azron, Raving cun-
galted ber, told Calvip that they had coneleded fo get along

ote.

¢ Mother she thinks there baint no need o oxr keeping =
boyyit,” he said. ** 1 don't know jostly shat we shall do
by-'a’-by, when we gits 100 oid to climb to the towes.”

Azroa shook his hezd ashe pszed up the stone sides of the
maesive towes that beld the light.

Calrin hastened awsy. He did not look as if ke cared
much, These were some boys waiting for him on the shore.
They2ll wentin swimmirg, Calvin lzavipg his Sabbatharray
;)f ;;’pcpp;:r o’ salt ™ goods oa the zand while they sported

a the su:f.

Mr. Watkins, who wzs deeply interested in  Calvin's ob-
taining the sitwation, for tbe seazons stated, st Iislh came
mﬁm 2nd learn how he h2d beeo recsived by the

Calvia wzs ot on the shore, bat the fother recognized the
suit, which was **out of the stce.” Far out in the water
several hexds bobbed about ina cork-like mznner Oneof
these was dark Like Calvin's.

*Czll Call come ont o thet water qeick,” called Mr.
Walkicz. .

Czlvin swam sehore.

‘¢ Why sint yc over t' the Lipht 1 queried Mr. Watkins,

o ‘v;:b:n; they doa't want 5o boy, o-0-3 1"
The latter was brovght oat by the mdden applicatica of &

-

* Ye dido't kalf try I ” .roared XMr. Watkins ; ** ye didn’t
want the place t ©

“Q.o-h 1’ cried the son.

" Why dida't ye come straight back? Here I've Jost half
the afternoon waltin' to know ! There,” releasing Calvin,
4 dress yourself dively and go home.*

¢ Can't I have wy Saturdsy afternoon?" whined Calvin.

*No; you git bome, 'n’ pit at them cho-es,” said bis
fathet ; "‘no wonder they didn’t want sech a good-fur-
nlot'bln over t'the Light! Mis’ Luscomb, she'’s awful per-
tic'lse." ’

Calvin wen! home unwillingly.

‘*Pa's mad ‘cause I didn’t gitin over t' the Light,” be
told his mother, ¢ he ketched me in swimmin®.”

** Xa your new Sunday clothes?*

““ No, 1dudn't swim in my clothes I " sparled Calvin 3 ¢*X
leflt e ashose.”

“ I’ll warrant they're all sand,” said his mother, not crosly,
but in 2 fretfal way.

“ Pa be just busted me with a suck,” said Calvin, “1ight
afore the {ellows, too; I say it's a shame.” -

Calvin slammed off vp-stairs to put on hisevery-day attite,
in a very unhappy {reme of mind.

Poor Mrs. Watkios cighed. What could shesay? Ifshe
pitied Calvin it conffemned his father. She could only
soathe the boy 1o the best of her ability, which she tried to
do, but nothing hfted the cloud from his sullen face. In
silence he worked aboat the place uantil dask, thea to avoid
his father went 1o bed supperless.

¢ I can stand it ef he cun, sud Mr. Walkins, a3 he salis-
fied his appetite.  “ You're jest spilin’ that boy. st'il do
him pood to starve a little 3 mebbe he'll try harder next time
I send him over to the Ligh:.”

But before that time came, a stranper appeared on Moor's
Island—Wiefied Campbell; who, as we know, was soon
the ipz:t and comfort of the old people.

Mr. Waikins beard of 1t first at the store, whese all the
news was talked over by the loungers.

** They say old Luscomb's took a boy 1o help over t' the
Light,” said ons.

“*Aboy? Who?" asked Mr. Watkics.

“WaV, he's from out o’ town, aomewhere’s niong the
coast, 23 pear as I can find out,’” sud the speaker,

I should thought he might "a’ fourd somebody in town,”
observed Mr. Watkins, with s little unoccessary heat,
“¢there baint none too many chasees for our boys bere.”

** That's so, but 1 expect they've got somebody prelty
nice, leastways Mrs, Lascomb she seems to thick so 1™

Mr. Watkins growled out something, which was lost in
the barrel of brine over which he bent with a red face, fish-
iog for 2 pmacular bit of pork fora very particulsr customer,
—Miass Biikins.

“I'm awful sot on whatkied o' pork I hey fur my beaas,
Mr. Watkins. 1don't wantall fat, 'n’ all lzan makes ‘em
too dry ; 3 little of both, 24r, Watkins, please, 'n’ not too
much, nuther.”

\Which, ®ith the ill news and the stooping posture mede
Mr. Wrikins very red in the face.

Miss Bilkins® sharp eyes say that something was wrong.
She was one of those people who maust always solve such
mysteries.

“ Your Cal’s getting to be 2 big boy, ‘most as tall 15 you,
X1, Waikins.”

" Well, yes, Cal grows, he's stretchin’ right ont o’ his
clothes, it's lucky I'm in the business apd get ‘em at cost!”

s, Watkins dress out the pork.

** How'll that do, Miss Bijkins 2

Thbat would dn : Miss Bilkins iovested to the extent of
balf a pound.

**I don't like to git much, it sorter sours 'n’ spiles the
besps, Mr. Watkius. Spedkin' o' your Cal, 1 was sayin’ t
other day thiat 1 s’posed yoa'd by seltin’ bim to woik on
suthin’ afore long."”

“Well yes, I did calealate, atleast I shall get him in
somewheres, I guess.” .

Miss Bilkins drew nearer ; she lowered her voice.
u"h&'cxm as of they might ’a’ thought o' him over t* the

ght.”

Mr. Watkins ran his fiogers through his bushy hair, and
locked at her muoch perplexed. Hs haidly knew how to
reply, for it was possible that she was aware that Calvio
had applied.  ‘us Bilkiny was usually ioformed on all

such points.
“‘!‘ 'R)c old folks is welceme to their choice,” he s2id, cvas.
ively.

Bat Miss Bilkins  question did not lessen Mr. Watkins'
disappointment. He was cross in the store, acd cross when
he weat home at noon.  Botthe cavse of his ill-temperdid
Dot come outat st

Ttey were =t dinner, 2li cating rapidly =nd unsocizbly.
Mr3. Watkinswozld gladly have chatted a little, or heard
the pews, but apy such symptoms 03 ber part were insjantly
checked by Mi. Watkiss. He sct the example by rhowel.
liop io his focd as fast as possible.  All the young tribe imi-
tated their head, until it was a wonder that sowebody was
not choked. Bat in some mysterions way they mzn:é;:d to
bolt and pulp the rapid morscls, acd if anybody had = &t
of indipestion 2fterwards, it was lald to's cold, or bilious.

ness.
. At mesls My, Watkios rarely spoke, except to 2frs. Wal-
ias.
SHow in time do you expect folks to eat such = mess?”
[

¢ Why don't yor try 'n’ cook victuals sz they'd-otter be
cooked 2"

Or—

4 Czo”t yoz git op satbin” cew for onee?”

‘Which was unjcst, for Mrs. Watkies =3 2n excalient cook,
o:c(]lL 23 she go? whay ghe plewsed frox thestors, they lived
w

Toother people, Mr. Walkizs often said :—

4 3 don’t want 1o better tadle thanmy woman sets.”

It wa2g straoge thet Mr. Watkins .could not bave told her
80 cace in o while, icslead of making ber-life 2 hzrd Lon.
dege with bis bitter spesches.  This was Mr. Watkin'sgreat
fanlt —if afialrs weal wrozp sbroad, issnezd of meeting®
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