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THE LAST O THE LUSCOMULS.

BY MKl ¥N PEARSON BAKNARD.

XNV, —LOST.

Early ape evening Winfred sat upon the brow of the cliff
behind 1he lighthouse.  He had been there for some time,
motiunless as a statue, only no statae held such glowing eyes
set in such a rapt, thougbtful face.

A httle apart was Aaron, lying at full length on ths ledge,
goazing seaward. When Aaron had satisfied himself on some
pont, he put aside his plass, and took out his pipe. He
talked a little with Winfred about certain wotk for the mor-
row apd then retapsed .ato loog, unbroken silence.

Winfred found the quiet very pleasant, a refreshing ckange
from Aaron's late fashion c‘maﬁlng disagreeable speeches,
The glory of the suaset melting into the soft, drooping shad-
ows of evening, the stars as they came out one by one in the
blue vault above the tranquil sea, —all this awoke delightful
thoughts in the mind of the boy.

At leopth Aaron turned his moody gaze that way. His
dul] eye rested for a moment upon the young face.

** 'Pears to me ye aiot over ‘n’ above social to-night, 1ad 1"

Winfred started as if from sleep, Before he could reply,
Aaron continued, -

*‘When I war a boy I'd ruther take a whippin® than set
‘n’ ponder a whole mortal hour as ye hev?”

** Would you ?” said Winfred, scarcely knowing what to
say.

A sudden suspicion darkened Aaran's face, one of those
swift, unacccuntable chapges that were ever coming over
him, born of a conscience ill at ease.

** Mebbe,” said he, harshly, ** ye mistrust I wa'a’t much
when I war a boy; wa'a't so—sacastically,—** dreadful
takin’ ‘o’ bright as ye be "

** Indeed, I thought no such thing 1" replied Wion, so
warmly that Aaron's sudden heat died as yuickly asit came.

““ Well, well, mebbe ye did o't ; don't ye mind me, lad."

Alter 2 moment, he added,—

I get out 0’ my bias dreadful casy, powadays ; it comes
o’ growin’ old, 1 s'pose.”

Winfred lovcked at him wistfully, but said nothing. He
could have told him that his age wzs pot the chief cause of
his unhappiness. e longed to say something of the kind,
but feared it would be worse than useless. Both Mrs, Lus-
comb and he were careful not to rouse the sleeping lion in
Aaron’s pature  If it slept, they had peace, and he was like
hims=lf ; whea it awoke, the household was in misery.

‘“ What were ye thinkin® of, iad 2" asked Aaron.

Winfred hesitated.,

‘* A little while ago?  When you first spoke to me 2"

““ Yes, 1 ncver sce ye look so, but onct,” said Aaron,
**that war the night ye come from prayer-meetin’, 'n’ said
ye'd startéd in the new way. Remember it, lad?”

*¢ I shall never forget it, Mr. Luscomb,” was the low,
curoest reply.

** Well, what war in yer fancy justnow ?" pursued Aaron,
~sith unwonted interest.

This was 2 hard question lo answer. It is not always
that one can give voice to thought, even to a dear friend.
Winfred could not put into words much that had passed
through his u.” o ; and Aaron would not bhave understood
if he had, so d' Terently did the two minds work ; bot, yeara-
iog after the aged man, Wion recalled = postion of bis mus.
ings.  Perhaps Aaron’s question was scot to draw it out.

** I was thioking of hecaven, Mr. Luscomb. Somecthing
in the sunset made me, I think. I remembered that mother
was there, that Jesus had pardoned .my sins, and that if I
was faithful I would weet her by and by. Then I thought
of all my friends that might o 100, dear Mrs. Luscomb,
Jack, and Minaie, and Elsie,"—

“ Ye'd want her there, I'll be bound I” interrupted
Aaron, with ap attempt at a laugh.

** When I thought of dear Mrs, Luscomb I could not for-
pet you,” pursued Winfred, in a tremulous voice; ** there
must bea final change sometime, you know. We can't go
on forever, Mr. Luscomb.”

Aaron beiog silent, the boy added,— .

**Just then I looked at the stars and this text came into
my mind, as i somebody had spoken it,—*They that be
wise shall shine as the brightoess of the irmament ; and they
that tero many to righteousness as the stars forever and

vor

"t hed been onc of Wintred's Sabbath-school texts.  After

he had rcited it slowly and distinctly, that Aaron might
t. :2: every word, he was silent agsin. L.

Aaron moved about uncasily, took out his pipe and
knocked it against the ledge to rid it of the ashes. A bitter
«xpression was or his face ; his heast was bitterer still.

¢ Thera's older than you had a hack at me, 12d,” besaid,
with another forced laogh; ** but it wa'a'tnouse. Ye may
~amn the 1ight to shioe as the stars ; but 't won't be loog o'
soavertin’ Azron Luscomb.” T

I did o', expect I could do you good, " zaid Winn, * un-
less He helped! Then it would o't be me; but He blesses
us just the same.  He pot it i my heart to serve Him, and
then blessed me as if it had beea my own doing! Is n't
that wendeifol 2 .

The joy of it flashed into the boy'sface again.  Helooked
2! the man as if to sympathise with him; but Asron could
not. He turned his face away. )

Preseatly Winfred added, geoly. aad with 2 modesly
that could bave offended no one, —

**I did o't think 7 could do you good, Mr. Lusccmb. I
am on!y 2 beginner, you know. Bat I did long to have yeu
be happy, for your sake acd Mis. Luscomb’s. Iow many
years she has prayed {or you I

To his saspritc Azron groaned. ]

¢ I{ these prayers could be answered, if you could make
up your wind to love oor Saviour,” parsued the young dis.
ciple, his voice growing clearer and strooger until it held
2 note of trivmph that thiilled evea Aaron with 2 dim per-

ception of what might be if he could surrender, **then by
and by when we nl& weat home, I'd take you both to mother
aod say, * Here they are, mother dmxling, the two who cared
for me whea I was alone in the world.'”

Then anothey thought entered the boy's fertile brain, he
added, softly,—

** And Jesus will say, ‘ Inasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto
me.”  What high honor to have that saﬁi beforeall heaven {”

Aaron shuddered ; then suddenly lifted his head, and
threw both hands outward with 2 gesture of putting some-

thing far from him, discovering a face of unutterable woe,
blanched like the desd.

“Stop 1 Stop! lad,” he whispered, hoarsely”; *¢ 1'll hear
no more o' this! It's too late, too late I

He rose, tuined his back upon the boy, and entered the
path that led by the Lighthouse to the beach. Winfred
thought he appeaied stangely. It seemed as if he could
oot pass the house. He would come to a standstill as
abruptly as if somebody stoud in his way. Then, with
clenched hands, he would start again, only to stop and com.
bat an unseen influence.  Once he turned aside and looked
in at the kitchen window.

Ninfted koew Just what he would sec at that Lour, - his
wile, seated at the table, knitting, with the open Bible be-
fore her.  And if, as was often the case, she should drop
her knitting and close her cyes a moment, while her hips
moved softly, would Mr. Luscomb know that she was even
then praying for him 2 If that, and «he sight of her pale,
sad face, lined with the sorrow he had brought, failed to
move him, what would ?

Appareatly, the tableau was as Winfied imagined, for
Aaron again made the same gesture of despair, and thrust-
ing all these thinps away—Winn could see it plainly as he
stood before the lighted casement—and hastened into the
path again.  Soon his tall figure was lost in the gloom of
the wouds that bordered it on either side.

It seemed to Winfred, as he afterwards recalled this scene,
that it was symbolic,~~his deliberately turning from light,
comfort, and love into the desolate night.

Not long after, the wind changed. A cold mist swept up
frum the sea. Sudden clouds covered the sky, hiding the
very stars that had suggested to Winfred 2 text for his first
discourse.

“*Mr. Luscomb has predicted a storm for some days,”
Winfred murmured, as he sose, shivering, from his seat ; I
guess it has come.”

He glanced towards the tower. The beacon was burning
brightiy.

** Aaron's storm is coming,” said Mrs. Luscomb, as he
entered the house.  She planced behind the lad, as if she
expected to see her husband.

* Where is Aaron?” she asked.

Wiofred told her something of what had passed between
them, io answer to her questions; how he had started to
come in, lingered at the door, and then gone down the path.

Mrs. Luscomb was instantly alarmed.

¢ It has overcome him again. I can always tell when
the appetite battles with him ! If he has left the island, he
is after drink."

Hastily covering her head with a shawl, she started out
of the house.

#¢ Dear Mrs. Luscomb, do not go!"* cried Winfred, rush.
ing after.  * I'll go with the lanters. It is growing very
dark. Do stay in the house. Itis m{y place to search, if
any one must. I am no little buy to fear the dark.™

She slackened her pace, glancing irresoluicly at the tall
lad beside her.

**I suppose I am not fit to walk down there,” she said ;
“ but, oh, Wiafred, what if he would not listen to you "

“ He will. I'llcoax him back,” said Winfied ; ¢ I'il
bring him home, —trust me.”

¢+ Then you must have the lantern.”

It huog behind the cellardoor.  Mrs. Luscumb lit it with
trembling fisgers 3 then thrust itinto the boy's oulstretched
hand.

**Go quickly, dear child. I'll watch, and wait, 2nd
pray that you may not be too late! Oh, my dear, dear
hasband, will you always be tempted thus?*

She was wnnging her haods when Winfred eatered.

* Dear Mrs. Luscomb, do not worty so,” he said, sur-
prised at her unwonted agitatioo ; * he has left us, but this
is not the first time, and be has always returned safely, It
is notking new for him to leave in this way."”

* ¥ koow it,” Mrs. Luscomb answered, * but there wili be
a last time, and somethiag tells me thisis. I never felt so.”

She shuddered as the wind howled past the easterly wie-
dows of the kitchea.

** The storm is gathering , he will be bewildered and lost |
And do you kaow what that means to me, child ? " she said,
intensely.  ** Perhaps cternal sepamation from m; hastand.
Just as sorely as Fle will 2dmit me to beaven if I am faith.
ful, will He punish Aaron for this life loop disobedience.”

1t was a solemn thought, and one that inspired the boy
with deep loogings to save the sinning man from sudden
death.

+¢ 1 do not like 10 leave you here alone, he said, ** but if
you will feel easicr, I could row over to Muurstown and see
if I could find Mr. Luscomb. But if 1 am detaioed, what
about the Lamp? We cannot neglect that.”

* Surely not,” said Mrs. Luscomb., ““Icansectoit. I
know how. If I take my time I can mount the tower
stairs.  Oh, if you would go!™

She clasped hes hands entreatingly , butas Winfted began
to prepare for the teip another thosght came.

* Dear child ! ™" shealmost took his coat from him in hex
apitation; ** Iought not to let you go. There may be a
1quall, and your little boat be upsct. i must not sacnmfice
you because he is tempted ; the 1anocent must not safier for
the guilty,~stay at home 1" . .

But even =5 she spoke her hand left bis coat with a motion
of despzir. Winfred bad never seen her so moved by her
busband's abscoce. Somcthing of her dire foseboding
catered his own heart, and nerved him to say frmly :—

T must po, Mrs. Luscomb,  God will care of me,”

Hastily putting on his Jong tubber boots and setiling bis
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cap Srmly over his fare hair, Winfred was ready to go, and §

to say cheerfully :—

*“ Good-by ; lock the duors and windows; 1I'll be back
soon ; for if he isn't at the lower village, he has gone fur.
ther, and will stay all night, In that case he will be all
tight. Keep up your courage.”

His face was full of a fine calm as he leRt the Lighthouse
and entered the path that led to the landiog. The water
was booming on the further rocks, sending forth storm
signals that the boy knew ; already a few drops of rain had
touched bis cheeks. Out 1n the bay the waves were putting
on white caps that gleamed 1n the darkness hike the tablets
of a cemetery, but the brave young heart did not fail. “I'hus
Scripture kept running through his mind, chanted in solemn
measure to the sound of the waters :—

* The voice of the Lord 1s upon the waters ; the God of
glory thundereth ; the Lord is upon many waters. The
%‘oxd sitteth upon the flood ; yea, the Lord sitteth King
orever."”

—

XXV.—THE EREMPTY HOAT.

Aaron was not to be found, Winfred searched for him
through the storm and darkness, amid the gloomn of places
where such as he were given the poison that led them down.
At one of these dens they admitted that he had been
there, but had gone home. Winfred was obliged to turn
away, not knowing whether what they said was true.
Aaron might be there hidden away,— it scemed more likely,
judging by the past.

If be had gone home, where was he? Although Winn
koew it would be useless, he walked ali.ng the shore for
some distance, seatching for him. It was all darkacss—
except where the white spray dashed high like clouds. Far
out beyond the island the breakers thundered an assault
upon the rocky ramparts. Thz aight was certainly dismal.

Wicfred turned from the gloomy waters towards the
town. He had an errend at the store.

Justas he came out, soraebody brushed swiftly by. It
was Elsie Moor!

*¢\Why, Elsie, alone ? and 1o this storm ? " asked Whafred.

She quickly explained that her father had an acute attack
of neuralgia, and had sent her for som= remedy.

‘* And do you expect to go back through the dark woods
alone 2" persisted Winfred.

Elsie said “* Yes ; " adding, in her own vivactous way,-—

‘It isall the safer in the dark,—nobody will know who
itis. Besides, there is no danger of meeting any one, such
a2 night. Bat I must go, rood-by.”

Winfred would not suy gosd-by. He followed her in,
borrowed a lautern of Calvin Watkins, and insisted upon
returning with her.

*\Vby, how the breakers roar ! ” said lsie, as they left
the store. ¢*I think my way is much safer than yours.
Ar'n’t you afraid to cross the bay such a nigbt s

“I might be, if I wasn’t used to it,” said Wiafred.
¢ Besides, it is generally pretty calm io the barbour.  That
voise you hear is at the Point, beyond our Lignt. The
surf is rolliog in there grandly.”

El': 1 pity the poor sailor such pights as these,” added
sie.

**Yes, or anybody who is out wi‘hout knowing their
course,” said Winfred, thioking of Aaroa.

They vow entered a narrow path thst led through John
Moor’s estate to the river. Winfred went abead with the
lantesn, alternately talking and listening to the patter of
Elsie’s light feet behind him.

‘ Patson Willoughby called the ather day,” she s3id 3
*¢ he s2id some very kind, comforting things. Then some-
* ody else, —you cannot guess ! *

‘¢ Lady or gentleman? ™

“It wasn't a geotleman ;" Elsic hesitated as if she
scarcely knew whether to class her caller with Iadies; ¢it
was Miss Bitkins ! " )

**\What brought her there ? ** asked Winfred.
know her gell?2

I never spoke with her before,' 2aid Elsie; ‘“she said
she felt it ta be her duty. Folks were talking about me; "
Elsie’s voice trembled 2 littie; **they feared 1 was back-
sliding, because 1 did not come to church, and she asked
we if I dido™ think I was d. g a deal of haim by not tak-
ing up my crozs.”

** What did you say ?"

*“I told her 1t would be a0 cross for me to make a pubhic
profession, and I should do so at the proper time,”

** You gave her a splendid answer,” remarked Winfred,
pleased with its womanly diguity.

*“Just thea father came io. He must have overheard
2 nart of it, for he was juite vexed.”

** Did she extend her Jabours to him 2 ashed Winfred,

**Do you

with 2 touch of rarcasm. He believed Miss Bitkim's eali g f"

was wholly out of curiosity.

Elsie laughed —a little ripple that kept time to the pattes
of her feet.

* No, she left right away."”

Elsic wassilent 2 moment ; then Winfred heard her sigh.

**I do not think her call mzde it any easier for me. It
anooyed father. He called her a specimen of church mem-
bers.”

**I do not believe he reaily thinks so,"” said Winfred.

‘ Pethaps not,"” Elsic sighed again, then added, more .
cheerfally, *but I bave Parson Willoughby's words to think - [

of. Hesaysl am doing right, and belicves with me that
father will yet give bis consent , v¢3, and himself join with
me the Church of God 1"

With these wcrds she bade him good-night, for they had -3
Winfred earried away another picture of 3
the brown-cyed maid, as she looked hopefally at him out of B

reached the but.

the storm.

It was wel' peshaps, that this little plexsant episode oc-
curred ; for terrible events came after.  All that night it
stormed, and Mzs, Luscomb did not close bereyes. She
wept and prayed for Asron antil the urg dawn; then, ap-
parently exbausted, or like one stuoned by a blow, she
movz2 about her hoaschold tasks.

( 7o be contivued, )
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