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hase of the tower, the father and daughter trembled with
dread,

One day late in September the light keeper and his
danghter got into their litthe boat and rowed to the nearest
settlement,  The father had some business to do a couple of
iles distant in the settlenent, sl as they haudad the boat
up the dock he said to his daughter:

“ Now, Gypsy, [ rball be back in a couple of hours, so
do not he fie from here when 1 get back,  We cannot trust
the weather, aud it isw’t looking very well now . Then he
Lurried away, and Gypsy ran off to visit some of her fricnls,
Shie visited three or four houses during the next hour aud
then the sky grew dark.  Great armies of clouds gathered
to windward and trooped actoss the heavens, and up the
- luke the storm had stvuek the water, turning the blue,
drowsy surface into weing white caps,

When Gypsy noticed this she stated up and exelaimed

“ Ol the storm s rising and pag acannot get back before
it is too rovgh to cross to the lighthouse, 1 will row over
alone.  Someone come and help me to Jauneh the boat ",
Her friends advized her to vemain until her fiather eame,
but she said it was going to be a wild night and the kunps
must be lghted.

Three or four of the villagers followed her down the
dock, but when they reached there she wind was whistling
aml shrieking and the lake between the shore and the
islind had been already roused by the wind,  One of the
villagers said

My girly your hoat can’t live to reach the island now
look at those white caps.  Better wait until your father
comes back

¢ But it will be worse soon 5 I want to get ofl’ at onee
will not one of you ™, lovking appealingly at the group, “row
actoxs with me, four oars are so much guicker than two 17
But 1o one respomded to her vequest, amd two of them were
moving away homeward, when Gypsy eried out passionately :

“ 1 suppose you will help me lwunch my boat?™  Still
they made no sign to assist her, and yunning upetuously at
the hoat, she gave it a strong push, which sent it down the
spruce ways uud into the boiling «mf,

“ Look here, givl 7 shonted the oldest man in the party,
“no skitfean live out in that sea now 5 wait for your father ™.

“ 1t will get worsey and by the time papa comes it will
be impossible to go over; 1 must he there to light the
lights ™, and saying this she pushed the hoat out with her
1oy, then sat upon the thwart, seized her sculls, and rowed
out into the angry water.  She made a very hrave picture
with the drift of the spray driving over her like a min stovm,
her hair loosened in the wind like o dark flag.  The waves
rolled so as to strike the boat on the side, so when she saw
# billow larger than the rest she pulled her little skift around
to meet it head on, and the tiny cockle mounted the roaring
crest like 2 water fowl.  She had had much experience in
rowing on the lake in smooth as well as pretty rough water,

s0 now in the teeth of this fievee gale, she handled the oarg
with a sure, ,steady grip and the boat responded to every
pressure of her wrist.  The fishermen stoad together as they
saw the brave girl move further and further out through the
roaring storm and drift. They felt ashamed of themselves
for their conardive for tefusing to go in the buat with this
young lion-heamrted girl 5 but they shuddered as they saw the
great white-topped billows rolling toward the little hoat and
every minnte threatening to swamp it.

As for Gypsy she had no fear, though the foam swept
over lier hoat in o constant stream, and it was half full of
water.  Any fultering of her nerves would now he fatal, and
she kept constantly watehing the seas, which every minute
were growing more furious, and swinging her skift' around to
meet them head-to, The sun had set and in the glov which
began to gather over the noisy water she could see the
tock and the lighthouse nog far away lovming darkly through
the spray.  Two ar three shipments of water over the low
quarter and then the gitl was in the shelter of the rock.

Springing lightly fram the bhow and enrrying the painter
with her she ran up to the windluss and drew her boat high
out. of the water and seenred it as firmly as she could.  The
sen had already connnenced to boom against the rock and
at cach shock columns of spray were flung up to half the
height of the tower on the windward side.  The evening
was made so dark by the storm that Gypsy knew the light
should be lighted at once; morcover she could just see
about a half a mile to windward a ship whose course lay
along by the island.  She tripped lightly up to the tower,
the wind shricking by the building, and in @ few minutes
the ruddy Hght gleamed ont upon the sea. Then as the
darkness deepened, the ship showing her lights, passed safely
by the Tedge under close reefed sails and Gypsy felt herself
all alone in the midst of this wilderness of raging sea.
When the great ivon weight was wound up and the lantern
panes wiped, she set the fans of the balanee wheels to regu-
late the tevolution of the flashes and went down to the
basement of the tower.  There she lnid upon the tuble some
cold lake fowl] bread and butter and then brewed herself a
pot of fragant cofiee,  As we know she was nave, o she
did not mind the progpect of having to stay alone all night
on thiz rock, but the sea grew more tumultuous every
moment and the wind howled louder and lowder. Before
supper was ended she knew the maddened waters had burst
over the rock and were striking the tower, for she conld feel
it quiver.  She sat there for nearly two hours reading a
hook, but the fury of the gile increased constantly and the
tower shook so violently uder the pounding of the thunder-
ing sea that she grew alavmed and, closing her book, took
her hrass kanp and went up to the lantern to look out to
sea. She stood upon the trimming path or grated iron
footway that wn avound inside the lantern.  The piercing
light shining upon the sea revealed such a state of tumult
that her heart almost stopped beating.  The waves rolled



