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70 A MUSICIAN.

—_——

Nature hath shower’d her blessings on thy head

And touch’d thy soul with music. By thy hand

The trembling strings ring out in raptures
grand

Rare songs of joyous love that wake the dead,

Dall space with echoing sounds and shed

Their beauty o’er our hearts. The little band

Who wear the crown of genius in the land

Of Arts call thee their brother. All issaid.

Live long thy power that such sweet music
brings

To soothe life's cares and make the heart forget

Its share of this world’s pain.  All nature sings

To drcwn the ery of death that ringeth yet .

In every car, and summer’s garland tlings

To outlive time, like thoughts to music set.

—Sarepta, in The Week.

THE OLD LIGHTHOUSE-KEEPER.

It is a Dbeautiful day on which I write
this story, sunshiny and warm ; so warm,
that the fact that the writer w'll be here
in but two months, seems !mpossible. Yar-
mouth just mow looks its best, with blos-
soming hedges, green lawns, and gardens
blooming with flowers of every hue.

It is not a very large town, but it
is a very pretty one. Thereare rivers and
lakes in plenty for fishing and boating;
and lovely drives through wooded toun-
try roads; but, nnlike almost all sea-port
towns of its importance, there is no place
of particular interest to tourists, apart
from its beauty of scenery ; no home where
Evangdine was born, such as Grand Pre
caun boast of; no oll fort visited by tra-
vellers, as Annapolis contains; nor has it
even, liek Halifax, a Public Garden, al-
though there is much talk and planning
about having one. Take. however, a per-
son with a very ordinary amount of life
and spirit, and a mind capable of appre-
ciating the beauties of nature, and Yar-
miouth would be to them a very pleasant
spot in which to pass the summer months.
Such a person would enjoya row through
the three beaatiful lakes of Milton, a
drive through its suburbs, Carleton and
Tusket, and if h!s time permitted, a sail
from Yarmouth across to Cape Fourchu,
not far distant from the shore o. the
town Here he wculd be shown the
lighthouse, a short description of whieh
will here be given, for this lighthouse,
and its resident keeper are the subject of
my story

On one side of the Cape s Yarmouth
Hazbonr; on the other, th> waiscr rum-
ning !mland, ends in what is called False
Harbour, on account of the obstruetion
to mavigation by a bank of sand and
small rocks. And it !s to distinguish the
one from the other, that the light was
placed at this particular spot.

On a beautitu! day ‘n July, I, witha
party of friends, old and young, visited
the lighthouse for the first time, at
least to me. Owing tothe ebb of the tide
we were obliged to spend several hours
there, and thus it was that we came to
hear ‘the following story, told by the
keeper, then an old man of perhaps sev-
enty-five years of age, whose hent form,
snow-white hair and.careworn face, told
a tale of lomeliness and sorrow. I can see
himr now, sitting in am old arm chair amid
hali-worn cushions, one arm resting on
the table beside him, as he began:

It is thirty-five years since I first came
to this place, and thirty-five years is a
long tdme to live In such aplace,” as

this. I was & young man them, {ather ¥

of one of the most beautiful 1little girls
in all Nova Scotia, at least, so she was
to ame. She had loang, shiming halr, and
such brown e'wes. and, although six years
old, she knew how to read and spell as
well as most: children of nime or ten.
She was the last of tour children, the
others having beep carried oif by fever,
amd then their mother went, too. How
Mary came to be left,I do not know ; but,
asgoon asshe pulled through and I recov-
ered my senses, which ecame near
leaving me during that dreadful time of
boss, I looked around for some place where
1 could live im solitude with my child
and forget my sorrows. The doctors
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thought a change of air would be the
best for Mary, as she was mever the same
child after her sickness, so, when the pos-
itton of lighthouse-keeper was of.ered me,
I accepted it without hesitation. I was
poor, and unaccustomed to work hard for
iy daily bread, and the position seem-
ed a good one to me.

At the time T moved :mto the building
it was about comjpleted, with the excep-
tion of the light itself, which was to be
put in on the follow!ng spring. During
that time I was to live here free, iy
only duty being the charge of two
large lamps, which, when trimmed and
lighted, were to be placed im the two
windows of the tower every night, until
the new year, 'when the machinery of
the revolving light would be in work-
ing order.

Those first summer months were plea-
sant ones to us both. The little one
seemed to pick up wonderfully. We gpent
whole mornings on the seashore with no
other compamnions, for our nearest neigh-
bour lived four miles away. I occupied
the time with sewing sails for a factory
across the harbour, and talking to Mary.
Such happy hours as she spent making
sand-houses, only to see them swept
away by the cruel waves, just as death
swept her from me goon afterwards. Oiten
she would call me Irom my work fo ex-
amine some curious shell or bit of rock,
which she had cowe across in her rambles
along the shore, and I always had some
wonderful story to tell, of the iishes and
mermaids that hid under the waves, to
which she would listen for hours at a
time. But those days passed all too soon.
As winter drew near, she scemed to droop
and lose all her, colour and health. I
wanted to take her across on the main-
landd, but the doctor said she would be
*“All right when the warm ‘weather came
round again.” And much against my own
convictions, I believed him, at least for
a time. Then she grew too weak to
walk, and would lie day after day on a
couch by the window, gazing out ever
the sea, and it just seemed to me as iff
she pined for some other life beyond the
old lighthouse.

At last the convietion cawme to me gra-
dually, that it would not be many weeks,
perhaps days, before she would leave ne;
and I spent as much time as I could
possibly spare with her.

The day which I knew would be her
tast, came. It was the twenty-second day
day of November, a day never to be
forgotiten. Early in the morning a mes-
senger came yrom the town with ordersfor
me to have the light l!ghted early in the
vvening, as there were every mdications
of a violent storm beluore midunight, and
there were several sizall vessels hourly
expected. I received the messag? as one
in a dream, hearing the message, but not
taking n the real substance of it.

The storm antic pated, came about
noon that day. Al! the allernoon it
raged, and by ifive o’clock complete dark-
ness had set in. The waves lashed the
lighthouse ‘m all thelr fury, and the
wind blew with a violence that threat-
ened every uninute to tear down the
staging that surrouanded the tower. Leav-
ing my little one's eouch, I hurried up
the lomg flight of steps, and, without
trimm'mg, lighted the two lamps, and
placed one in each window. “Then, with-
out a backward glauce, I hurried down
again, and .todk up my watch by the
window, beside the couch of my dying
child,

She was very weak, amd her breath
eame and went in short gasps. Twice
when an unusual g‘ust blew, she shudder-
ed, and I thought she had gone, but
she opened her eyes, and smiled reassur-
ingly at me. Perhaps she anticipated my
loneliness, for although so near death, she
must hawve realized how much we had;been
to each other during the months that
had passed.

Suddenly, while s!tting there, the re-
bort of agum reached my ears, borne
through the storm, sounding almost be-
neath the window of the room. where I
was sitt'ng, and alamost at the same mo-
ment, the light, which all along I had
seen reflecting from the tower on the

waters below, flickered for a moment, and
then disappeared. What had happened’?
The report was surely from some vessel in
distress, not more than a quarter of a
mile away, and the !l must have all
burned out of the lamp, else why had
the light suddenly gone out. I saw 't
al now in a new light. In my seliish-
ress regarding my owr troubles, I had
neglected my duty. In my endeavour to
spend as much of my remaining time as
possible  with the only companion left
me, I had given scarcely a thought to
the oil of lamps. Oaly that morning
the man who brought me supplies, had
inquired if there was plenty of oil, and
I had replied, “Yes,” scarcely heeding his
question, or my reply.

Was there plenty ?

I was as one bewildered. Could T
leave her, alone and dying, on such a night
as this? Was I respoansible for that ves-

sel'? Then this thoui;ht; vere there not

other lives exposed to the dreadiul perils
of the night as dear to some, as this
one life to te. All this passed
through my brain like a flash. As in a
vision, I saw the auxious, tearful faces
of ‘mothers gleam with joy as they wel-
comed back their sallor boys. Then I
hesitated no  longer, but dashed irom
the room, stopping not for one farewell
glance, although I felt that when I re-
turned she would be gone.

©*0Oh, God help me to hurry,” 1 ecried
and in less time than it takes to tell
it, I had the feeder In my hand. It wag
empty, so I knew was the eask, as I had
drawn the last off into the feeder two
days before.

What should I do? Seizing a package
of matches, I almost flew over the steps,
each onge seeming to have a mesmerizing
power of holding me back, as they some-
times do m dreams. When Ireached
the top ol the last step, I saw my sur-
wmises were correct One had dled out;
the other flickering feebly. The latter I
seized. It was half full, but the wick
was too short to reach the oil. I had
no time to lose, not a mimute in which
to change the wick.

Already I could see by the light of
the distressed vessel, that she was al-
most into I'alse ‘Harbour, and I knew,
onee in, no human aid could avail.

I tore open a window, and stepped out
on the staging which yot remained around
the building. The wind had no eifection
the blaze, as the chimney was construct-
ed for out-door purposes.

Holding on to the ladder with one
hand, I shook the mmp wildly back-
ward and forward. The oil thus reached
the wick, and the blaze brightened and
threw its yellow light over the black
water below. I could see the vessel now
almost on the rocks. Did they see the
light I wondered, for, unmmdful o’ its
warning signal, they  were making
straight for the sands and rocks.

I straimed fny e¢yes !nto the blackness.
I oven tried to scream to them, but the
sound reached wvo farther than my lips.
This one little blaze was of no use. My
help seemed of no avail compared with the
wilki ¢lenwnt work!lmg against me. And
my child Ieould help. For one moment I
ullowed the temptation to remaln; but
only for a Mmoment. With a cry for
strength, I shut out all thoughts of her,
and shook my lamp. once more.

Suddenly a ilash ot lightning illumined
the whole place, and showed ithemy
their danger. Almost on the imstant, the
vessel changed her eourse, and steered for
the right harbour. Durimg the f{lash, in-
stantaneous as it was, I had time tosece
plainly the shape of the vessel, and knew
it to be the Rawven, a packet, running
weekly between Boston and Yargiouth,
carrying both passengers and freight.

The lamjp had given its last flicker, a
sudden gust forced it from my hand, and
it was dashed imto a thousand pieces on
the rocks below. Butit made nosound,
nor couid I have heard it, had it been
the report of a gun. They were safe, lor
I'knew the beacon lighted them om the
other side. I had done my duty, cost
what it had.

Then my courage lailed me. I dared
not descend, for I knew what awaited me.

[AvcusT 23rd, 1893

It must have been half an hour that I
stood, bali paralyzed with cold and draads
leaning agaimst the window frame, 8a% .
ing vacantly over the sea, seeing and hear
ing nothing. .

Then I aroused myseli, and began 1€
chanically to descend the ome hund
sleps between me and the sitting roow
below. N

1t was as I expected ; all was over. N
trace of the storm raging without Wa8 -
shown within that room. ' )

Since then I have lived on and
Ouc year has been the same as another
to me, only each brings me nearer to her-
am an old man now, but for thirty-fVe
years I have done my duty. Only that once
did I neglect t, and ny punishment was _
bitter emough. The light that streams
every night from yonder wimdow has Ba":
ed many a life from the very jaws ©
death, but never did it do ius ducy Wore
faithiuly than did that one .eeble blase
ied by those few drops o. oil.

* * ) * *

on.

The old man ceased speaking, and GropP’
ped his face ‘n his hands. We all starte
as from a dream. Wasita bright susby
day,? We had forgotten the sun ghoneé,
and we were a pleasure party, so 107
¢ibly had the old man’s story carried ¥
iuto the past, back t¢ that sar-of. n:ght
where all was dacxness and storm.

We knew it wus time to go. so quié
.y aad reverently we wouk our leave, ant
leit him stamding there by the table; &
picture never to be lurgotlen, with the
last rays of sun-light streaming over his
white nair, and lighting up the 0B
bright colours of the cosnions in the ol
arme chair.—Frances i.. Allaa, a1 he W eek:

o
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d BEAUTIFUL INCIDENT.

A man blind from his birth, a man of
much inteliectual vigour and many en-
guging socvial gqualities, found a weomis?
who, appreciating his worth, was wil-
ling to eust in her jot with him, and Y€
com his wite. Several bright, peaut!”
1t cildren beeame theirs, who tendef*
1y ana equaily loved both their pu.rellt""

A emineut Lrench surgeou while in
this country, calied upon them,and exal¥
iateg the blind man with much interest
and eare, said to him: “Your blindnes’
is whohy artiticial; your eyes are natuiV
aliy goold, aad, could 1 bhave operated upo?
them twenty years ago, 1 think 1 coul
have pgivea you sight. It is barely P‘-"f"

sibl: that L can do it now, though it
wil. ¢ ue yoigr at pai:.”

“) ca. vear that,” was the replyi
“s0 you but enable me to see.”’

The swigeoa operated upcm him, and
wis  gradually successiul; [irst there
were fulnt glimwerings of light, the¥

more distinet vision. The blind fathé?
was handed a rose, he had smelt 0P€
be.ore, but had never seen one; then B¢
I o&ed upoa the face o1 lus wife, who had
beea so  true and aaichiul to him; 2P
thies his enildren were brought, whom B¢
had so often fondled, aod whose ¢harby
ing pratile had so .requentsy jallen ubr
on his ears. '

He ithen exclaimed @ * Qn, why have 1
seeir all these before inquiring for the
wman by whose skill 1 have been euublg‘f
to behckl tl»m! Show me the doc.OF:
And when he was pointed out to hifh
he embraced him, with tears of gratit“de
and joy. '

So, when we reach heaven, and with
unciouded eyes look upon its glories, W¢
shall not be content with o view of thesé
No, we shall say, “Wlhere is Christ? H¢
to whom I am indebted for what heave?
is; show me Him, that with ali my §0Y
I may adore and praise Him throug
endless ages.” '

The telephone is now used by dcep-wawr
divers. A receiver and transmitter combin®
is aflixed to the inside of the belmet near the.
diver’s ear. By a slight turn of his head he
can speak into the ’phone, ana he can hearl
readily fiom it at all times. Its value in dt"ep"
sea work for reporting progress or receividg
insiructions is clear. Formerly the only ¢o®’
munication was by a system of puolls at & coré-



