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THE [AST O THE LUSCOMDBS.

By MALEN PERARSUN BARNARL,

XX1.— Continued.

A slight muvemeat above thew attracted Winn's eye to the
btlfry. Calvin leaned sideways over the top-rail, his hands
making a sort of ear-tiumpet, to better hear what was said.

Mr. Watkins noticed the noise, and Vina's upward glance.
So he loudly informed the latter that Cal was ** the wust
Loy in town; alluz vj. to suthin’, orshirkin' out o’ suthin®!"

** I suppose he likes play, like the rest of us,” ventuted
Wigon.

**1 don't wonder the old folks over t' th' Light took ye
'stead o' him '*' added the parent

Winfred's eyes opened very wide. This was why Calvin
waped such vigourous warfare against himsell? Winfred
was not sorry o '=arn the reason.  And Mrs. Luscomb must
have knows it also ' Winfred wondered why she had not
told hin, only half listening while the father further de-
nonnced his son At length he said, with threatening motions
of the whip :—

*I'm goin' to tur over a new leaf with him !

He rose, and began the ascent of the stairs.

The listening figure suddenly above stood erect, looked
this way and that an iostant, asif at bLay, then disappeared
through the belfry window.

* Oh, do you see where poor Cal has gone? ** cried Win-
fred. “‘He'll fall ; he'll be killed ; there is no place out-
side where he can stay! ™

They hasteaed up, and looked out of the window, Mr.
Watkios calling auxiously to Caivin to come back, promis-
jog everything, if he would return.

But there was no turmning back for the reckless boy!
When the two looked out of the aperture, -a dizzy height
from the street,-- Ca'vin was sliding down the lightning-rod !
Down the long perilcus way went Calvin, ever dowaward, —
O, for cool nerves and iron muscles to carry him safely to
the ground !

And was not this an emblem of what Calvin might rush
into, goaded on by his father's unwise training® Asthen,
he could only stand and helplessly look on, so, now Mr,
Watkins watched the boy's course with breathless anxiety.
The apger died from the father’s face ; the whip dropped
from his hand, and lay hall coiled amid the dust of the
ancient place, like some venomous spake.

Calvin reached the ground unbarmed. The two who waited
above koew it by the sounds of applause from his schoal-
mates.

* Like's not they'll ail be gallopin’ dowa the lightoin’-
rod, now ! observed the father, breakiog the intenee silence,
*¢+n’ pet their necks broke.”

“ Nobody but Cal would dare to do it, said Winfred.

“ Well, 1.do’-know asthey would ! ' admitted the father.

*He's awful sman,” conttnued Winn, “‘all the boys
think so,—is hc all the son you have?”

“ Well, no, but he's one too many, ginerally.”

** Especially now ?™ asked Wiafred, with such a droll
aceent, 222 s.:2 alook at the fipure that now conld be seen,
stil! on the retreat, hus long legs flying up the road, that Mi.
Vatkins could not help smiling.

Wina felt as if tie ice was broker thep, and ventured
further

** What did he do to disglzase you, Mr. Watkins 2

* It's whar %~ hzint done That ‘ere wood what haint
finished ' 1 proniised him a good whipgin'ef’t wa'n't done
to-day, 'n' I s'pose,” but he sighed as if he was not so eager
now, **1I've got to keep my word, or fam’ly gov'ament Il

e spiled.”

“;;Vill yoa really whip Cal after 2ll this ? * quetied Win-
fred, respectiully, but earnestly.

** Ye would o't hev me tell 2 lic, would ye?” said Mr.
Watkins. **Ican’t back out o' this, no way, as I caa see.
It 'ud look as lhou;;h he'd got the best o' me. That 'ere
wood aint done, 'n’ he'sgot to take the rinsiguerces !V

The * rinsequences ™ would still be serious for Calvin,
despite that pertious flight ! Wipa felt that he could zot
have it so,—how could the father's stern decree be changed ?
A little plan had been matuiing in young Campledl's active
mird.

* But the day is n't over, Mr. Watkins.”

Fur answer, Mr. Watkins pointed to the west. Thesun
was very near those far-off hills. It woald zot be tany
hours btefore it would reach them, and shortly sink behind
them !

* 1 think it cao be done before sunset,” said \WVinfred,
cagetly  ** If the wodod is fimished, of course you will not
punish Calvin?™

“Well, po,"” said Mr. Watkizs, slowly, ‘‘anybody'd 'low
that, but it can’t be doce, aohow.”

“ We boys 'll help, Mr. Watkins; we'll do =oything to
get Calvio off. I hav'n't any father myself,” added Wiz-
fred, suddenly choking. ** I'm alone in the world, and
I'd rather be an orphaa dependent upon others and my
small eamizgs than to be afraid of him { ™

It came ot almost before Winn thoaght, bot it was per-
haps well that the boy spoke frankly. M:. Watkins did
not look angry, bot suddenls thoughtfal. ke reached ount
bis hand and grasped Wino's.

“I've ben down ob e, Campbell , mebbe it sot Cal on,—
for the Iad thioks hus fatber knuws suthin’, of e does get
siled. I iake it baclk, now, ye've got the right steff in ye,
5’ no mistake! "

Shortly afte: they emerped from the church, and, to the
boy's ssrprise, came ost, talking earnestly together , then
M: Watkios walked down the strest quietly, towards the
stote.

4 Where's his whip® What's come over him?™ asked
several.  * Is he poing tolet Cal off? Did n't Cal do a big
thing on the ligotning-t0d 2 ™

Wina felt that much of swhat was said ia ths belfry must

Dot be repeated to his companions, so he briefly unfolded
his plan, 'l‘hc{‘ beartily concurred in it.

So, half an hour later, six boys, armed with six saws,
marched into Mr. Watkins' back-yard, halted at the wood-
pile, and began a vigourous assault.

The strange sounds drew Calvin from fome covert, just
as his father drove into the jrard with the store waggon.

““Come along,” said Mr. Watkins, ‘“’n’ sec what the
boysis doin' fur ye! They've bought out your whippin'
this time, but look out for the futur’ |

That was how Calvin was saved a whipping, and why he
suddenly stopped petsecuting Winfred.

CHAPTER XXII—THE STIANGLR'S TASTIMONY.

Three years had passed. Our boy, grown almost to
man's height, was in the Lighthouse tower at the close of
a Sabbath afternoun, His face was very thoughtful as it
rested upon his band. His mind was dwelling upon his
island and schoo! experience.

* Master Graham says I've made good progress, " thought
Winn, ** Of course it has put me back in my studies,—
being out so often od Mr. Luscomb's account. It’s plan
he’s made progress the wrong way."”

Winfred sighed as he recalled many painful scenes, sume
on dreary winter days, when, secure from outside visitors,
Aaron had, from some secret source, drawn deep draughts
of the fierty poison. There had been anxious, sleepless
nights when their home seemed the abode of 2 madman.

Often Winn thought it would be better to disclose nis
secret and bave him taken away, relieviug Mrs. Luscombe
of such heart-crushing trouble. ~But she would not listen to
such plans. She never ceased hopiog that he would reform.

**Oaly give him time!” she would say. * My son is
dead ; Aaronisall I bave!"”

“You have me,” Winfred replied, affecuonately, **1
thought you said I was like your own.”

** Indeed you are |’ the poor lady would reply, tenderly.
But Winn koew that her best affections were centred on her
husband. His harshoess when in dunk affected her loveno
more than if ke had been raving with fever, When he was
himself again, when Aaron smiled upon he: i the old way,
hope entered her heart once more.

Wianfred thought there never was such a wife as Mis.
Luscomb; never such holy, self-sacrificing love.

Io looking back there were some exceedingly pleasant
things to remember in his school experience. Many centred
around Elsie Moor. She always chose lim when she was
leader of the spelling match, and Winfred invariably re-
turned the compument.

Then there had been a skating party by moonlight up the
river. They called at the forest but and Elsie appeared to
welcome them.  As she then 3tcod beside her grim-looking
parcat, Winfred had likened hor to & blossom on a goarled
apple-tree.

After that night he named his boat the Elsie.

‘¢ She's a great deal like Mrs. Luscomb,” said Winb, re-
calling the subdued brightness of the young girl’s face, on
that night when the merry party calied. It seemed as if
she feared their fun would waksn sad memones for her
father.

Just hete Aaron’s slow an” slightly uncertain step inter-
wpted Winn's reveries. He was coming up to light the
Lamp, a duty he never delegated to another when i his
right mind.

** Marm was askin' where ye war, 1ad,” sud Aaron.
told her ye'd be here, I knowed ye would.”

His fiery potations oftea showed themselves of late 10 a
certain fecbleness of intellect.  Winfred thought his remarks
quite fooiish, sometixmes, and was secretly annoyed by his
silly smile. He wondered if Mrs. Luscomb was so blinded
by her affection as ot to perceive this. At times it seemed
to the keen-cyed lad that it did grate wpon her; and that
she hid these feelings with the skill of one who loved much.
She treated with respect any rematk of Aaron’s. Doubt.
less this was onc of the weapons she used for his salvation.
She hoped by treating him courteously to awaken his own
sclf-respect.

Winfred rose to help Asron. Presently a sound came
across the bay. It was the bell of the village church, nng-
ing for prayer-men ‘ng.

Winn paused to listen.

*‘ There’s the meeting bell,” he said, looking towards the
towz.

Aaron, being anwontedly lund, told the lad to go.

* There's no need of us both biding at home to-night. Do
you go ashore to the meeting.”

So it happened that Winn weat that Sabbath cvening.
It was 2 pleasant change for him to row across the water in
the sunset, and joic the vouzg men in the back seat of the
ancient church. He did not expect to be particulatly
intetested.  Parson Willoughby had a very quiet way nthe
prayes meating, and the brsthien were not gfted with elo-
quent speech, Wino faocied they said aboat the same
thing cvery time, and often wondered if their remarks had
origically been commitied to memory.

The truth was, pastor and people needed to be roused.
Many of the latter bad fallen into listless formality.

But oo the whole there was to Winn something attractive
in the place of prayer.  An undefinable presence wasthere 3
it made him thoughtfol and reverent, and wereased that
yeaming after something better which fills every fresh
youog heart.

Jack Willooghby enteced with hus father, 2na shpped into
the seat beside Winn; (tiey conld see Calwia’s dazk, rest-
less face just acrass the aule, farther on were Kiaty Graham
and Minnic Willoughby. FPresently Elsie Moo: came o
wi h an elderly 12dy, who now kept honse for them. Oac
by one the people assembled, yoang anw 0ld, 2nd waited in
silunce for the meeting to open.

At last the senior deacon ofered a long and izbouted
rr:ycx. Then there was apother paose. It seemed shghtly

adicrous to the young lookers-on Ir. the rear, who exchanged
amused glances.  Wina felt disposed to smile at the reloc-
tant Jaymen.

**i{Iwss a2 Christian I'd bave something to say,” he
thocght.

nl

At this juncture a stranger tcse,—a weather-beaten,
broad-shouldered son of the sea. There was an earncst,
decided air in his quick uprisicg, that roused all present like
an electric thrill,

My friends," saud he, ** I stand before you ta-night asa
stranger. But I trust I am not a stranger to Jesus Christ,
in whose house we meet to pray and praise. I have tiiedto
serve him for five years. is word and service grow more

recious each day. Wherever I am I give my testimony

or Jesus. It's humble enough, but e has said, ¢ Ye are
my witnesses,’ and all who overcome do so by the blood of
the Lamb, ard the word of their testimony. I trust He
will bless my word to some sin-laden soul here. I came
into your lntle harbour with the morning tide. Probably
you wiil never see me again. If there is one in this room
who does not love my Master, let me beseech you to delay
nu longer. You are dnfung upon the rocks !  Iake wam-
ing by the chart,—the Bible,—the beacon-light to guide
you into a safe port! the ‘sull, small voice’ of God's
Spirit is xgenking to some heart 1n this room,—are you try.
iog to hush its pleadings? ”

His datk eyes searched each face a moment. It seemed
to Winb that they lingered on him. Suddenly the stullness
grew awfulas he thuught perhaps the pleading voice of the
Spitit was speaking to him !

‘The stranger then recited, with deep emotion,—

** My Spirit shallnot zlways strive with men.”

For the first time there came to Winn an overwhelming
sense of what it was to resist conviction.

¢ You hear this knocking at the door of your heast,” con
tinued the stranger. *'It is Jesus standing without, th
print of the nails on His sacred hands and fect,—the grea
Creator and Redeemer who stooped to suffer for your sins
and mine,”

He paused 2 moment, there was a thrilling silence in the
vcsua,——it verily seemed as 1f an heart.-beat could be heard,

¢ O, will you not hear his voice? Will you not open the
door, that He may bless and save you? "

It was something new, this fervent, yet simple appeal. It
wondrously loosened the tongues of the brethren, they
prayed and spuke as never before, short, pithy, and fervent
were their words. The old pastor’s voice faltered as he
closed the meeting by thankiog God for the blessed hour
they had spent in His bouse.

**That mao was wide-awake 1” whispered Jack. I
wonder who heis. He is n't one of father’s parishioners, 1
koow."”

Wion did not reply. He was overwhelmed by new and
awful thoughts. He hastened from the vestry without ex-
changing o word with his comrades. Indeed, so absorbed
was he, that they all seemed like the people of a dream,
passing by.

Suddéoly Wion paused,—he had czught a glimpse of
Elsie Moor’s face, as she, too, moved silently away,
attended by the housekeeper. 1t was no longer sparkling
with mirth; but grave and troubled. The eyes that met
Winn's were full of tears.

Elsie ready to weep! Surely her heart must also have
heard the pleading voice at 1ts door, knock:ng for admittance,

*¢ O Elsie,” the boy said, under his breath, but could get
oo further ; emotion took away the power of speech. With
an unutterable look at her he hastened away.

Down by the shore Winn's boat waited. He usmoored
it, sprapg ip, and was soon rowing swiftly through the
waves. ke was Lke oae fleeing from 2 pursutng foe ; but
it was of no avail. Leaving the cburch behind did not hslp
him forget the appeal of the stranger. The arrow of con-
viction cntered his soul.  He would find no healing for
the woand till he surrendered his will to Chnst.

As Winn c.ossed the bay, he pasied the schooner that
had brought the stranger, and between him and the shore
he could descry a skiff approaching. It was doubtless the
stranger returning from the meeting.

‘* 1f be'd kept still, I'd been bappier,” muttercd Wiag,
with sudden and unwoated bitterness. ‘I wanted to put
off ?cing a Christian for a few years, He's stirred me all

The light streaming from the tower reminded him that
the speaker had hkeoed it to the Bible as a guide for
mariners.

‘I will read the Bible,” he thought, “and see {or my-
self 1" hoping by this good resolve to quiet his awakened
conscieace.

He reached the island at ebb-ude, the steps to the land.
iog were uncovered. Mounting these, he haaled up his
boat, and slowly wended his way ap the lull to the Light.
house.

Aaroz was alone in the kitchen. Mrs. Luscomdb had
tetired. The boy glanced wistfally about for her. It was
; growing kabit of his to turn to her when anythiog troubled

im.

** What's befallen ye, 1ad ¢ asked Aaron, fixing ns eyes
upon Winn's unhappy face.

** Nothing,"” replicd the boy, ** that is,” he added, fecling
that his first reply was votiue, ** ot mach of anything.”
zh“ Ye don't Jook so peart as ye did when ye started for the

om.l)

Winn was silent. Hs seated himself beside Azron,
althoogh it was past his usual bed-ime. He dicaded to
retire, for then he would be left alons with his deepening
couvictions,

‘* Apy news over t' town 2’ Azron asked.

*¢ 1 beard aone,” Wann rephied.

Aaron essaying other iaquinies, Winp put an end to the
conversation by sayiog that he talked with no oae going or
comiog from church.

* Bat ye migh: "a” had yer ear opea for a bit o' pewsl”
persisted Aaroa.

He relapsed into his usual sileace.  Winn did not break
it ; but sat absorbed ta thuaght. o an hour passed. Then
Aaroa rose, knocked the ashes from his pipe, laud 1t apon
the narrow wantel, drew off his heavy ts and placed
them behind the katchen stove.

*Well, good-night to ye, lad,” he s2id, with another
glance at the young sober face.

*¢ Good-night, Mr. Luscomd,” and Wion was alone, His



