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Vi,- THX HOME AT MOOR’S ISLAND.

. ‘}:You are not fit to climb those steep stairs to-pight,
ather."”

So said the wife of the old Lighthouse.keeper of Moor's
Island—the place towards which Winn was rapidly being
carnzed by l{\’c Water Quees. She had a sweet, motherly
face, frumed with sivery hsir; but it was very troubled as
she lighted 2 lantern for her husband.

*“ Why not, Bessie?

The tone was querulous almost to harshness.

His wife sighed as she said :—

**You don't seem quite yourself to-night, Aaron."”

** Why doa't 12" the old man faced her almost Sercely.
** What notion has taken you now?"

Mrs. Bessie sank iato a chair and covered her face with
her apron.

** Surely if you were yourself you woulda't ypeak so to me,
or as you oftea have of Iate 1"

This seemed to touch Aarcn's better pature. He came
towards her and laid his horny hand upon her hair, saying,
with sudden fecling :—

**Dog't cry, Bessic, 1 aint wuth your teats.  I'm a poor
broken creetur, under a spelt I can't break. It'llgo with
me to the grave, just as it did with our poor boy."

His wife wiped her eyes, and dropped the aprop, bat the
sadoess did not leave ber lovely face.  Some painful memory
seemed to silence them both.

Fipally Mrs. Luscom® rose, look a lamp and went into
the next apartment, It was the ancient * company room *
armanged aftes the prim fashion of the common folk along
the coast, where shell frames and moss baskets, * hooked
in"” rag mats and intricate patchwork tock the place of gilt
and upholstery.

Here, framed by the faint pink of some foreigm skells, was
the face of a child, bright and laughing. Mrs. Luscomb
paused mom this. Her husband followed, slowly. The
picture been painted by an artist mzny years before, on
a summer vacalion, in their old home, far awsy from their
present abode. It had doubtless bees drawn by & master
fhi?nd' forit locked dows upon them with the freshness of

e

Azron's temporary depression seemed to lighten 25 he
gawed apon the poitiait, with his haads in his pockets,
stepping back, thea a little forward, to obtain a better view.
At length he said =—

** That ‘ere artist fellow knew his business; father alloz’
lowed I'd be took in by him ; bat I knowed he'd smit me
the fus’ time I clapped eyes anto him.”

**To thiak he was ours,” s2id Mrs. Luscomb, brokenly,
speaking of the child, *‘and we had such plsns for him.
Ve little thouvpht "—

She broke down, and her hasbaod, his self-covgratula.
tiopt suddenly leaving, fisished the sentence.

“He'd get a taste for drink on the old place, that 'ud
spile him forever! I wish t* ha"d never been bormn,” said
the father, bitterly, *‘or me nather.”

Like one of old, Azron would curse the day of his birth.
Sowme sudden sppeal was on his wile’s lips, he read 1t in her
speaking free.  As if to avoid it, he hastenzd into the
kitchen, and caught up the lantern that she had lighted at
the beginnirg of their talk. He opeoed 224 noisily closed
after .. v 2 door thzat led into 2 loog. Garrow stons fe
This conected the house with the tower that held the

bc:con-gfhl of Moor's Island.

The old Laghthorss-keeper groaned at intervals 2s he
walked sloog the stoze passage It was 3 weird pictore in
the dim plce—that Ggure bowed with age, and the shift-
137 expression of his wretcked face as revealed by the light
he camed.

Ererybody on the coast knew Azron Lescomb who tend-
ed the Lizht on Moor's Island. He had becn there for
m=aay Fears, =ad althoogh Bessie and he were wansaaily
grave 'ed reticent, they wese mmuch respected by their neigh-
bours in Moonstown, across the bay  They used to
tegularly to choreh in the villape, A2ror rowing across the
bay eve v pleasant Sabbath, but of late be had kept zhof.

**Bessie and 1 zre growing ©1d,” he s=id, when asked
why they were so often absent. Bzt that was oot the rea-
s92, as we shzll see presently.

The childless couple cosld not have chosen 2 ovlier spot
for their home, in the scmmer time Moor's Island was 2
height of several acres, crowned with verdare, 2ad protact-
ed from the ever sgressive ocean by massive ledpes of rock
o3 three sides.  Here the waters forever beat ia wain ; the
rocky ramparts held therr own 1o the worst storm. Oa
the focrth side the waters formed a hittle bay, wheose caln
bosom was often the retreal for the storm-pressed vessal.
The massine tower of the Lighthouse sises from the scmmit
of tae islazd, from the solid rock, itself sto3s, 23 is 2iso the
hosse conrected with it.

It was 2 wild, romactic spot, =ad o2z that saited the
couple that dwelt there. Asron did sot wish for ocigh-
bo::nd': Te was glad that o othker family inkabited the
i‘!-—

Bet of Latc he often gazed abos! ki with foredoding, for
zge and = certain inGraily were fast claisiop bim. Where
wozld be 20d T essic go when they were too old to perform
the wortk of the place? Asd what shosld he doil some
time wheo he had giver way to that inSrmity the govero.
et ofScals shavld discover bim tofited for his position
of trast 2 Bessis Bad saved him 5o far ; bat be knew it coald
zot alwzys be coacealed. There had been wasy ways for
the zmall salary that Aaron teccived from the govemzent s
theze was nothizp akead for the flcre.

Azrca breoded tpoa this as ke aseended the stecp stzins
of thetower. He breathed more frecly afler icaving the
glooxy passzge and getuag 100 the Laghtarthe top. It
w=3 with simosta loving tooia that & poluhed thr spot.

less reilector of the great Light. He never let a breath or
touch dim its surface; onc added ray upon the midnight
waters might decide the fate of some distant ship.

Before * lighting up *’ he looked out ; = gloriow prospect
was on every side.  The setting sun left a thousar d Inimit.
able hues on the sea, and gave weird shadows in the rocks.
The bay that separated the island from the lown was so
calm that the pitex on the shore were reflected in its depths.
YTust beyond the white spire of Dloorstown church pointed
heavenward, while about it were clustered the dwellings.
Otner bouses dotted nelghbouting hillsides,

A schooner was enteriog the bay., Aaron examined it
with his plass. If it had been light enveph he would have
read in black letters on her prow the name that the boy
Winn saw a few days before as she lay at the Almshouze
whatf, The Water Queers. Little did Aaron imagine that
she was.bringiog a third person to the lnnely stone house !
But be did say:—

**She's bound for Bos'on, I reckon. She’s got & head
wind. That's why they tura out of their course pow 1"

The craft catered the bay, anchored, and lowsred a boat.
A sailor sprapg 10, then the Captain lifted a boy into it,—
our Winfred.

¢ What keeps you so long, father?" now called Mrs,
Luscomb from the foot of the stairs. *¢ It is high time the
lamp was lit.”

Azrop had indeed linpered toolong.  The welrishadows
in the rock caverns were nos stretching out long arms ugon
the sea.

' Are you all right, Aaron? " cortinued the anxious
voice,

“Yes, yes, right down 1" said he, lighting the wmammoth
l:.mg;:.dding, after another survey : */ Massy on us, mother,
the boat’s putting back, ‘n’ the sailor he’s clopein’t. What
have they done with the child? There’s foul play on our
island, mother!”

Mrs. Luscomb caeght disconnected bits of his excited t2lk
with growing anxiety.

The old man screamed from the tower to the schooner
that was sailing away :—

Y ““Isee ye! I'll report yei®

Mrs. Luscomb clasped her hands, murmuring :—

**I th:ought he was not quite right to-pight. O dear;
and he away up tlerc, where a steady brain isneeded 1 What
if be shonld attempt to walk the outside platform? He
would surely fall1”

This Iatter fear was soon dispelled ; Aaron's figure dark-
ened the small openieg far above her, 20d Aaron's tig boots
clattered excitedly down the stairs. He dashed by her,
calling for his bat and stozt case.

* I must look into this, Bessie! "

Still labozriog under her suspicions, which, slac?! had
often proved too true, Mrs. Luccomd resolved to keep him
in the bouse if possible. Azron conld not find his hat, so
he seized ks cane and rushed oat of the door barekeadsd,

Mss. Luscomb threw her apron oves her hend as 2 shicid
from the night sir, and followed him.

Azron’s old enemy, thenmatism, attacked him before he
h:ad w%onc two 10ds. He bepan te groan, and his interest
-3

“ Mcbbe T didn't sce right, but X thonght it was a dread-

_fuilgi:y 1"

¢ groaned =gzin, and trroed towards the bouse, so sud-
denly that he trod oo Bessic's toss, for she was close bee
hx;:j him, She winced, bzt only peered into lus face anx-
iously.

** Dear hosband, 21¢ you yourself?”

‘They were just bepinning 1o opderstand eack other when
a footstep on the kedpe at the corner of tbe house made them
listen with beating bearts, There was something sppalling
about the sedden mystery of their looely island. ¢ aged
coupic wko often bad rough visitors, were £ot usually so
8astesed.  The footfall prew more distinct, theo some ooe
stepped into the light, the child, Winfred Campbeil

* Why, hete you bz now ! cjaculated 1. Luscomb.

“t}”oor child, coms right into .he house ¢ ™ said M. Les.
comb.

Somewhst surprised at this anexpected welcome, and a
little bewildered by 211 that had beppensd sicee he laft the
almshousz, Winn obeyed, .

The daskpess was fast settling over the se2, =ad covesisg
the stoze tower, a3 Winfred Campbell entesed the light.
bouse. It had begun to lock dreary and lonely outside, so
the cheery hearth, where 2 fte took off the evening chill,
the sipging tez-kettle, the bot biscnit, cold meat and szace
were very ioviticg. While Wina warmed himself ke de-
livered = messsge from Captais Manh.

**Well, 1 hope he'e sassy 'cough to domp ye ashore
‘thozt askin’ on ©s ! ™ grambled Azron,

Wing fizshed painfally.

* Of coutse yOu cxa stay =ad welcome,” sud M, Lzs.
coxmb, whose bereft heart weat out to the winaing boy.

And even Azron s2id at las?, io his slow Jzshicn .—

“id‘-n‘-imow bot we'll keep yo 2 spell, ef yer 2 good

After szppes Azron procecded to ply Wina w=th 2il mao-
aer of q::c':::c:s conceminy hum:fl apd the ximshozse.
He seemed to ezjoy Wica's stary quite as mach as had

Jo=.

AMrs, Latcomb, havieg ¢ cleared away,” aod pot evesy-
thing in its place, sewed =22d listensd and occasiozally
smilcd peatly 2t Wing over hes plaxses.  The boy thosght
be kz2d oover seea soch a kind and fovely old lady.

Mz. Lescombd wasgreatly zmzsed atthe mazeer of Wisa's
lcaviag the iostitsticn.

*¢ Now that chap that pot him oF, thst Joe; he's prod'ly
£ot hizself in‘o troable afore zow,” he said fo Afry. Xaou.
comb,  **The State won't stzd’ 0o sech doin’s &3 thal, ye
Yoow. The "thorities 7Tl §ad it ot "a” e gut his dischxpe

persis 8 hany!”

T bope won't &ad itost, thes,” rupo:dcd M
Lazcomb. gﬁaumm:oxm&m.mn s & kind
deed”

« 11%s *cordin’ 20 how the steryends 17 5213 Mr. Lecoxsh
¢* “Taint weh ‘o 3 kindorss to wead sech 3 child =3 be tnlo

3 aty o make bisway  He might kave pot handled dre=d-

ful rough, But be came to the right quarter when he got
under your wing, mother ] ”

My mother tald she thoupht 1'd be taken care of some.
way," said Winp, gravely.

Mrs. Luscomb'’s eves suddenly Glled with tears.

““See wha! a reward the faithful parent has! The
mother’s good teachiogs drop from the lad’s lips whenever
he spesks! " Thenin asad voice she added: ** Ok, that
we had that reward, Aaron! If we could bring back the
years and bepin life again with our child !

She scemed to forpet the presence of a siranger. Mr.
Luscomb rose, and sagin tomething about “finishing the
chores,” went out of the gousc.

Mrs. Luscomb was silent for 2 long time. Winn thought
she was weepiog, but with bis own rare politeness wonld
oot look at her to see. Ie wondered what could trouble
these old people, as he enjoyed the cheery hearth, Was
there really trouble everywhere? Some old and solemn
thoughts came into the boy’s head, bom of his sadlot and
carly orphanage. At lenpth, however, tired nature asserted
itself; he forgot life’s troubles and nodded like any sleepy,
careless boy.

Mrs. Luscomb hastened to prepare a bed for him in a
little room across the entry from hers, and sent him to rest.
She pressed a motherly kiss upon his forchead. It bronght
back all his orphanage, and her whose lips were motionless.

**That is the way my mother used to do,” he said.

*‘ Poor lad, but that is better than for you to grow up
naughty and pethaps leave her despairing and brokesn.
hearted.”

She spoke almost inzudibly and as if she were thinking
aloud and not talking with the child.

“ Hav'n't you aoy little children? ** ventured Wisn.

41 had one once, my boy. But I have been 2lone many
years. We are left desolate in ous old age.”

She basteped away.

# Seems as if folks have more tronble than we did whean
mother was around ! " was Winn's comment as he laid his
tired body upon the softest of beds. The delicate odour of
some sweet plant from the dear old lady’s parden perfuiasd
the linen. Wino was asleep almost as soon as his head
touched the scowy plllow, lullzd by the monotonons wash-
iog of the ocean on the rocky ramparts beneath the old
stone Lighthouse.

V1L—THE MESSACE AT DAYBREAK.

One evening shortly after Winn's departure, Joe, who
slept above the stable, was aroused by the night-bell. He
raised the window and thraust his head out growling :—

**There they bz apin, astérthat ’ere boss, What on xirth
do ye¢ want at this ' me o’ pight?”

*The superintendeat wants the bay horse put iato the
Concord wagzon. He's heard sowethicg about Winfred
Campbell, and T've got to go down and sce abont it.”

Joe slowly obeyed the order; he could not do ciberwise,
although he knew the search would be aseless.

“ They're in 2n awful tzkin' abont .he child, vow he's
missin’! Why didn't they do suthin’ fur him afore? Bat
¥ seckon nobody’s bothered so much 25 Jor, ef he is to the
boltom o this pickle! ‘'Tzintno aisthly unse 2 spilin’ yer
r_cgll" he said, when the messepger appeared ready for the
nide.

“The superinteadent will leave no means uatried befor
he gaves him up,” wes the grare zeply. ¢ He thioks the
boy woald not ran away, and s=ys he bas doxbtless been de-
coyed away by some rascal whom he knew befoe he caxe.
A child answeiing to his descnplion bas been seen 2t the
Lower Falls 1a the company of 2 roogh-looking man.”

Thus 1n detzched sentences as Joe asusted him.  When
he bad gone, Joc scated himself on the thresaold of the
stable. A great change bhad coms over hum since the de-
pastere of \Wing, and his mterview with the- evangehst.
Fathet Gwyna's words dropped like sced iato the wating
soil. Toor wreichad Joe was aimost persuaded to turn
aboat and try to hive a llle that wa3 worth iving. Bat
sowethicg held him back—his deceplion in regard to
Wian.

“Ef twan’t {ur that ‘ere, mebbe I might sot ap for o

ity decent ckzp; but I dew feel dreadicl meanl®

It was tree enongh, Joe's feching “meant™

He k24 not dreamed that the diszppesraace of the orphan
would cause £0 much *toable. e though: there mupht be
considerable surprise anl searchuog at furst ; thea the matter
would be dropped.

4 This cze town farm s 100 well stocked with deadbexds
{or them to fret 'camie one panper’s took to his beels!™
Joz had reasoned.

Bat the sm2ll pacper, Winn, had foxad favoss with the
cindals from the fist. His siict obediesce and seriocs,

emzanly depostment had impressed them $o favosrably

t they were privately negotiating for a sitaation for the

orphan. Amocg the inmates be bad ooly made {riesds, so

there was amiversal moamicg for bim. Like thesuperintend-

ent 00 one belicvad that Wins would mn away. Tae

ofizals bad the woods searched, and even the tiver, bat of
cotzse, 0 Winn was fornd.

Joe calizd himself many bard names a3 he waited in the
stabic that pight. He forpot thet be bad erzed throagh
pity {or his yozap fricad.

1 wusht'1 war an ‘nosgh to up'n tell ‘e I zent the
123 0651 Sometimes I thizk I'd orter, ‘o' then agna I'm

afeand 21T spis hus chances. Its adreadizl puty 1 Bedat
soebody to talk 3t orer with, =cbbe 1t "ud make it wore

clear whetheror a0 Joo 'd ofter or '@ otter not tell tke

op. 17
x~?2::: looked mzch perplexei. He felt very lonely as b2
faced the question.  As Lic sat there 1 the stable extrases,
bis mind went back to ks childhood days, and the sweet
£200d motksr whose pride he was.  He thorght of the old
farm az=mgop the Lills.  He conld mall - wy & wiadisg
Urzough its green Sclds, mxny a massy pook besidethe

=2uy a tree wWhoe grew the cacliest frods. fis
fathes’e orchards hzd booo the bes? io the repion. E!j
wnd peacd tree ¥ were * foited deep | T Y? alas T there he

been z wzy for most of these bloomisg beactics—as the




