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fui ~vrble like an embodiedjqy. The sea is rosy and so is the

sky; the lic~e of land is r: Jiant ; the scattered sails giow wvith
the delicious colour thait louches so tenderty Ilhe bare, bleak rocks.

Thlese are lovelier than sky or sea or distant sait or gult's wingý,.
N'othing, takes colour so beauîifully a«s the bleachied g.:a nite, the

shadows are delicate and the fine hard outtines are glorified and
soltened beileaih UIl freshi first blush of sulirise; ail ibings aîre
sp-ckiess aind -spotless. There is no dust, no noise, nothing but
peace in the sweet air aind on tic quiet sea. «"I welt reniemiber,"
she savs, 44my first sight of WFhite Island, I was scarcely six

vears otd. It was at sunset in Auturns that %ve were set- ashore
on the Ioneliest, loveiy rock xvhere the liihthouse iooked down on
us like some tlu, black-capped ffiant and filled me %îh feair and

wonier. We entered the quaint littie old cottage that was 10 be
mv home for six Vears. Hou' curious it semed, with ils loti.
u'hiteiwasbed ceiiing and deep wiiidow seats, showin- the great

thickness of UIl wvalls macle to withstand the breakers, w'.ith whose
force we ivere to grow too well acquainted." A bIissfui home the
litfle bieuse becanie to the children %vlo entcrcd it
that quiet evenincg and stept for the first trne tulted by
the murmur of the encirciing sea. Shie says: Lt 1 do not
think Iblere couid be thrce happier chitdren thnwc were, living
in ihiat profound isolation. It takes so tittie to make a iealîhy
child happy, ;ind we never wearied of -our feu, resources. Truc,
the wvinters scerned as long las Uic wvhole year to our little minds,
but Uîey -tvc.e picasant nevertlhciess. Juto the deep window seais
wve cliibed, and %vith pennies, for %vlicbi wc lid lîo other use,
made round botes in the thick frost, breathing on thieni titi tbey
were warnî, and peeped out a-t UIl bright, fierce wvindy wcather,
iva ching th e vessels scudding over the intensely darkc blue sen."

As the tittde girl g-rewv oder- she xvas aitowed to tight thc iamps.
«That w'as indeed a ple.-su-.e," shc says. "5 so ittle a crenture

might do that for Uic gr-at, worid ! Fuil of charm as thie igbt-
bouse %vas, it had its tragedyv. Thic ras that checed the eyes of
men xvere messengers of despair and de-struction to the birds tbat

fi" lsribt toward théir source ta bc dasbcd against the glass

and li dcad a!. Uic foot of the toiver. On many a May nmorning
%vbeni the birds were fiyin- nortbwvard did tic chitd sorrow.uity


