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At lorg distence, lookine over the
blue waters of the Gulf of St. Law

rence in clear weather, youmight think
that you saw a lonely tea gull, snow-

white, perching motionless on a cobble
ol gray roock. Tahen, as your boat
drifted in, following the languid tide
and the soft southern breeze, you would
perceive that the cobble of rock was a

rugged hill with a few bushe
stanted trees growing in the ¢
and (I the gleaming speck near >
sumir t must b some kind of a building—
if you were ou the coast of Italy or
Spain you would say a vila or a farm-
house. Then, as you floated still
farther north and drew nearer to the
coast, the desolate hill wonld detach
itself from ‘he ma'nland and become a
little mountain isle, with a flock of
smaller islets clustoring around it as a
brood of wild ducks keep close to their
mother, and with deep waler, nearly
two miles wide, lowing between it and
the shove ; whilo the shining speck on
the seaward side stood out clearly as a
low, white washed dwelling with a
sturdy round tower atone end, crowned
with a big eight-sided lantern— a
solitary lighthouve,

That is the lsle of the Wise Virgin.
Behind it the long blue Laurentian
Mouvntaing, clothed with wunbroken
forest, r'se in s >mbre 1
the Height of Land. In front of it the
waters of tho gulf heave and sparkie
far away to where the dim poeaks of St.
Anne dos Monts are traced along the
southern horizon., Sheltered a little,
but not completely, by the island
breakwater of granite, lies the rocky
beach of Dead Men'’s Point, where an
Eoglish navy was wrecked in a night
of storm a hundred yesrs ago.

Thero are a score of wooden houses,
a tiny, weather beaton chapel, a Hud
son Bay Company's store, a row of
platforms for drying fish, and a varied
assortmoent ol boats and nets, strung
along the beach now. Dead Men's
Point has developed into a centre of
industry, with a life, a tradition, a
gocial character of its own., And in
one of those houses, as you sit at the
door in the lingering June twilight,
looking out acrss the deep channel to
where the lantern of the tower is just
beginnivg ‘o glow with orange radiance
above tho shadow of the island—in that
far away place, in that mystical hour,
you should hear the story of the light
and its keeper,

I

When the lighthouse was built, many
vears ago, the island had another name,
It was called the Isle of Birds. Thou
sands of sea fowl nested there. The
handful of psople who lived on the
shore robbod the vests and slaughtered
the birds, with considerable profit. It

was perceived in advance that the
building ol the lighthouse would inter
fere with this, and with other things.

Hence it was not altogether a popular
improvemenc,  Marcel Thibault, the
oldest inhabitant, was the leader of the
(qr;mqifinn.

“ That lighthouse !" said he, *‘ what
good will it be for us 2 We know the
way in and out when it makes clear
weather, by day or by night. But
whep the tky gets swampy, when it
makes {og, then wo stay with ourselves
at home, or we run into La Trinité, or
Pentecote. We know the way. What ?
The stranger boats ? B'en! the
stranger boats need not to come here,
if they know not the way. The more
fish, the more seals, the more every
thing will there be left for us. Just
because of the stranger boats, to build
something th makes all the birds
wild and spoils the hunting—that is a
fool's work. The good God makes no
stupid light on the Isle of Birds., He
8aw no nocessity of it.”

o

has been a terrible interference with
bird nesting and other things. All
over the world the great Scmething
that bridges rivers, and tunnels moun
taine, and fells forests, and populates
descrts, and opens up the hidden cor-
ners of the earth, bas been pushing
steadily on ; and the people who like
things to rema'n as they are have had
50 give up a great deal. There was no
exception made in favor of Dead Men's
Point. The Isle of Birds lay in the
line of progress. The lighthouse
arrived,

It was a very gcod house for that
day, The keeper's dwelling had three
rooms and was solidly built, The
tower was thirty feet high. The
lantern held a revolvipng light, with a
four-wick Fresnel lamp, burning sperm
oil. There was one of Sievenson's new
cagos of dioptrie prisms around the
flame, and once every minute it was
turned by clockwork, flashing a broad
belt of radiance fifteen miles across the
sea. All night long that big bright oye
was opening and shutting. ** Baguet!e!”
said Thibault, ** it winks like a one-
eyed Windigo."

Tue Department of Marinaand Fisher-
ies sent down an expert from Quebec
to keep the light in order and run it
for the first summer, He took Fortin
a8 his assistant. By the end of August
he reported to headquarers that the
light was all right, and that Fortin was
qgualified to  he appointed keeper.
Before October was out the certificate
ol appointment came back, and the ex-
pert packed his bag to go up the river.

“ Now look here' Fortin,”' said he,
*“ this is no fishing trip. Do you thiuk
you are up to this job?"’

‘1 suppose,”’ said Fortin,

“* Well now, do you remember all this
busness about the machiuery that turas
the lenses? That's the wain thing.
The bearings muss be kept well oiled,
and the weight must never get out of
order. The clock-face will tell you
when it is runnipg right, If anything
gets hitched up here's the ecrank to
keep it going until you can straighten
the mach ne again, It s easy enovgh to
turn it. Bit you must never let it
stop between dark and daylight. The
regular turn onze a minute—that's the
wmark of this light. If it shines steady
it might as well be out. Yes, better!
Auny vessel coming along here in a dirty
night and seeing a fixed light would
take it for the Cap Loup-Marin and ran
ashores This particular light has got
to revolve once a minute every night
from April I to December 10, certain.
Can you do it ¢’

** Certain,'’ said Fortin.

“*That's the way I like to hear a man
talk ! Now, you've got oil enough to
last you through till the 10th of Decem-
ber, when jyou close the light, and to
run on for a month in the spring after
you open again. The ice may be late
in going out and perhaps the supply
boat can't get down hefore the middie
of Apri!, or thoreaboits. But she'll
bring p'eaty of oil when she comes, so
you'll be all right.”

‘* All right,"” said Fortin,

‘' Well, I've said it all, 1 gness. You
understand what you've got to dot
Good-bye and good luck. You're the
keeper of the light now."’

‘" Good-luck,”” said Fortin, “ I gm
going to keep it."”

The same day he shut up the red
house on the beach and moved to the
white house on the island with Marie-
Aune, his wife, and tho three girls,
Alma, aged seventeen, Azilda, aged
fifteen, and Nataline, aged thirteen.
lloe was the captain, and Marie Anne
was the mate, and the three giils were
the crew. They were all as tull of
bhappy pride as if they had come into
pussession of a great fortune.

It was the Jlst day of October. A
snow shower had silvered the island.
The alternoon was clear and beautiful,
As the sun sloped toward the rose-
colored hills of the mainland the whole
family stood out in iront of the light-
houte lovking up at the tower.

** Regard him well, my children,”
said Baptiste ; * God has givea him to
us to keep, and to keep us. Thibault
says he is a Windigo. B'en! Wae shall

“ Besides, ' continued Thibault, pufl
ing slowly a4 his pipe, *' besides
those stranger boats, sometimes they
are lost, y come ashore. 1t is sad!
But who get the thiogs that are saved,
all soriy « goeod to put 1nto oar
houses good to sell, tome
tim L | e pateched up al-
most 1 gets these things,
eh ? Doubtless th how  the
good God int But who |
shal hom when this ere light
h . 16, eh ? Tell me that, yoa
Baptiste tin."’

I 1IN osonted the party of pro
gress ix o little parliament of the
beach } come down {rom Quebee
8 ) ars ago bringing with him a
wil y i davghters, and a
good ny new notions about life. He
had good luck at the cod fishing, and
built a y with windows at the
as well 08 in front. When his third

s N was born, h vent 8o far
as to he house d, and put on a
kitehen, enclose a bit of ground for
a yard., 'T'his marked him as a radical,
an innovator. It was expected that he |
would defond the building of the light
house. it he did

il O [hibault,"” 1 vid, ‘‘you
talk well, but you talk too late. It is
of a past ago, your talk. A new time
comes to the Cole Nord., We begin t«
civilize ourselves, Tohold back agiinst
the light would be our shame. Tell me
this, Marcel Thibault, what men are
they t love darknoss 2"’

“ Torrieux 1" growled I'hibault,
‘“ that is a lLittle strong. You say my
\'!’l‘,\' al i 2

“ No, no,”’ in: “I say
not tha say this light
houso for us, and
good for & 10 come to this coast.
It will bring more trade to us. It will
bring a boat with the mail, with news
papers, perhaps once, perhaps twice a
month, | through the summer. It
will bring us into the great world., To
lose that for the sake of afew birds—ca
sera b'en de valeur ! Besides, it is im
possible. The lighthouse is coming,

certain.”’

Fortin was right, of course. But
Thibault's position was not altogether
unnatural, nor unfamiliar.  All over
the world, for the past hundred years,
people have been kicking against the
sharpness of the pricks that drove
them ward out of the old life, the
wild life, the free life, grown dear to
them because it was 50 easy. There

| see that he is a friendly Wiadigo.
| Kvery minute all the night he shall

| wink, just for kindvess and good luck
| to all the world, till the daylight.”’
|
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|
November, at 3 o’clock

he Ouh of

in the a

ernoon, Baptiste went into
the tower to see that the eclockwork
was in order for the night. e set the
dial on the machine, put a few drops of
oil on the bearings of the cylinder, and
started to wind up the weight.
| 1t ro.e a few inches, gave a dall elick
| and then stopped dead. lle tugged a
| little harder, but it would not move.
I'ven he tried to let it down. He
pushed at the lever that set the clock-
work in motion.
| He might as well have tried to make
| the island turn around by pushing at
| one of the little spruce trees that clang
| to the roek.
I'hen it dawned fearfully upon him
| that some thing must be wrong. Trem
with auxioty, he eclimbed up and

od in among the wheels,

| bling

i

1 PS

| I'he escapement wheel was cracked
| elean through, as if some one had struck
it with the head of an axe, and one of
the pallets of the spindle was stuck fast
in the crack. He could knock it out
easily enough, but when the crack evme
around again, the pallet would ecateh
wnd the clock would stop once more,
It was a fatal injury,

! Baptiste turned white, then red,
| gripped his head in his bands, and ran
down the steps, out of the door, straight
to his eanoe, which was pulled upon the
western side of the island.

“ Dume ! he eried, ** who has done
this? Lot me cateh him! If that old
Thibault

As he leaped down the rocky slope
the setting sun gloamed straight in his
eyos. It was poised like a ball of fire
on the very edge of the mountaine,
Five minutes more and it would be
gone. Fifteen minutes more and dark-
ness would close in, Then the giant's
eyo must begin to glow, and to wink
precisely once a minvte all night long.
If not, what became of the keeper's
word, his faith, his honor ?

No matter how the injury to the
olockwork was done. No matter who
was to be blamed or punished for it,

That could wait. The question now
was whether the light would fail or not.
And it must be answered within a
quarter of an hour,

That red ray of the vanishing sun
was like a blow in the face to Baptiste.
It stopped him short, dazed and be-
wildered., Then he c:me to himself,
wheeled, and ran up the rocks faster
than be had come down.

“ Marie Anne! Almal!" he shouted,
as he dashed past the door of the house,
“all of you! To we, in the tower "
He was up in the lantern when they
came running in, full <f curiosity, ex-
cited, asking twenty questions at orce.
Na‘aline climbed up the ladder aud
put her head through the trap door.

““ Woat is it?" sne panted, ** What
has hap—"'

“Go down,”” answered her father,
“ go down all at once. Wait for me.
[ am eoming. I will explain,’

The explanation was not altogother
lucid and scientifiz, There were some
bad words mixed vp with it.

Baptiste was still hot with anger and
the unsatisfied desire to whip somebody,
he did not know whom, for something,
he did not know what. But angry as
he was, he was still sane enough to hold
his mind hard and eclose to the main
point. The crank must be adjusted;
the machive must be ready to turn be-
fore dark. While he worked he hastily
made the situation clear to his listeners,
I'nat evank must be turned by hand,
roand and round all night, not too slow,
not too fast. The dial on the maehine
must mark time with the clock on the
wall. The light must flash once every
minute until daybreak. He would do
as much of the labor as he could, but
the wife and the two older giris must
help him. Nataline conld go to bed.
At this Nataline's short upper lip
trembled. Sho rubied her eyes with
the sleeve of her dress, and began to
weep silently,

“What is the matter with you?"
said her mother, *“ bad child, have yon
fear to sleep alone? A big girl like
you!”

** No," she sobbed, ““I have no fear,
but I want some of the fun.”

“Fan!" growled her father. ‘‘What
fan? Nom d'un chien! She ealls this
fun!" He looked at her for a moment,
as she stood there, half defiant, half
despondent, with her red mouth quiver-
ing and her big brown eyes sparkling
fire ; then he burstinto a hearty laugh.
** Come here, my little wild-cat,” he
said, drawing her to him and kissing
her; ** you are a good girl, after all.
I suopose yon think this light is part
yours, eh 2"’

The girl nodded.

“B'en! You shall have your share,
fun and all. You shall make the tea
for us and bring us something to eat.
Perhaps when Alma and "Zilda fatigue
themselves they will permit a few turns
of the erank to you. Avre you content ?
Run now and boil the kettle,”

It was a very long night. No matter
how easily a handle turns, after a cer-
taln number of revolutions there is a
stiffness about it. The stiffness is
not in the handle, but in the hand that
pushes it.

Round and round, evenly, steadily,
minute afier minute, honr after hour,
shoving out, drawing in, circle after
eirele, no swervirg, no stopping, no
varying the motion, turn after turn—
fiity-five, fifty-six, fifty seven—what's
the use of counting ? Watch the dial ;
go to sleep—no! for God's sake, no
sleep! But bow hard it is to keep
awake! How heavy the arm grows,
how stiflly the muscles move, how the
will ereaks and groans. Datiscan! It
is not easy for a human beingz to be-
come part of a machive,

Fortin himself took the longest spell
at she crank, of course, He went to
his work with a rigid courage. His
red-hot anger had cooled down into
a shape that was like a bar of forged
steel, He meant to make that light re
volve il it killed him to do it, He was
the captain of a company that had run
into an ambuscade. He was going to
fight his way through if he had to fight
alone.

The wife and the two older girls fol-
lowed him blindly and bravely, in the
habit of sheer obedience. They did
not quite understand the meaning of
the task, the honor of victory, the
shamo of defeat. But Fortin said it
must be done, and he knew best, So
they tock their places in turn, as he
grew weary, and kept the light flash-
ing.

And Nataline—well, there is no way
of desecibing what Nataline did, except
to say that she played the fife.

She felt the contest just as her {ather
did, not as deeply perhaps, but in the
same spirit, She went into the fight
with darkness like a little soldier.
And she played the fife,

When she came up from the kitchen
with the smoking pail of tea, she
rapped on the door and called ocub to
know whether the Windigo was at home
to night.

She ran in and oub of the place like a
gquirrel, She looked up at the light
and laughed. Then she ran in and
reported. * He winks,”’ she said, “old
one eye -winks beautifully., Keep him
going. y turn now !"’

She refused to be put off with a
shorter spell than the other girls.

* No," she cried, ** I can do it as well
as you. You think you are so muech
older. Well, what of that ? The light
is part mine ; father said so. Let me
turn. Va t-en.”’

When the first glimmer of the little
day came shivering along the eastern
horizon, Nataline was ‘at the crank.
The mother and the two older girls
wero half asleep. Baptiste stepped
out to look at the sky. ** Come,” he
eried, returning. ‘* We can stop now,
it is growing grey in the east, almost
morning."’

‘“ But not yet,"" sald Nataline ; ** we
must wait for the first red. A few
more turns, Let's finish it up with a
song.”

She shook her head and piped up the
refrain of the old Canadian chanson ;

"

* Kn roulant ma boule-le roulant
Kn roulant ma bou-le.”

And to that cheerful music the first
night's battle was carried through to
victory.

The next day Fortin spent two hours

was of no use. The broken part was

indispensable and could not be re

placed.

At roon he went over to the main-

land to tell of the disaster, and perhaps

to find out if any hostile hand was re-

sponeible forit. He found out nothinge
Kvery one denled all knowledge of the
aceident. Perhaps there was a flaw ia

the wheel ; perhaps it bad broken it

self, That was possitle. Fortin could

not deny i ; but the thing that hurt
him most was that be got so little
sympathy. Nobody seemed to care
whether the light was kept burning or
not. When he told them how the
machine had be>n turned all night by
hand, they were astonished. *' Cre-
ie 1" they cr.ed, ** you must have had
a great misery to do that."” But that
he proposed to go on doing it for a
month longer, until December 10th
and to begin again on April 1st, and
go on tarning the light by hand for
three or four weeks more until the
supply boat came down and brought
the necessary tools to repair the
machine—such an idea as this went bo-
yond their horizon.

** Bat you ara erazy, Baptiste,’’ they
said, *‘ you can never do it : you are
not capable.”’

“ 1 would be crazy,” he answered,
“if I did not see what I must do. Thas
light is my eharge. In all the world
there is nothing else 30 great as that
for me and {or my family—yon under-
stand ? For us it is the chief thing.
It is my Ten Commondments. I shall
keep it or be damued.”’

There was a silence after this re-
mark. They ware no’ very particular
about the use of language at Dead
Men's Point, but this shocked them a
little, They thought that Fortin was
swearing a shade too hard. In reality
he was never more I‘GV(‘X‘P"‘,, never
more soberly in earnest.

After a while he coatinued, ** T want
some one to help me with the work on
the island. We must be up all the
nights now. By day we must get some
sleep. [ want another man or a strong
boy. Is there any who will come ?
The Govarnment will pay. Or if not, I
will pay, moi meme."

There was no response. All the men
hung bazk. The lighthouse was still
unpopular, or at least it was on trial.
Fortin's plack and resolution had un-
doubtedly impressed them a little.
But they still hesitated to commit
themse!ves to his side.

‘“ B'en,” he said, there is no one.
Then He shall manage the affair en
famille. Bou soir, messieurs "’

e walked down to the beach with
his head in the air, withcut looking
back. But before he had his canoe in
the water he heard some one runnirg
down behind him. [t was Thibault's
youngest son, Marcel, a well grown boy
of sixteen, very mush out of breath
with running and shyness,

‘¢ Monsieur Fortin,”” he stammered,
“ will you—do you think-—am I big
enough ?

Baptiste 1 oked him in the face for a
moment. Then his eyes twinkled.

‘¢ Certain,”” he answered, *‘ you are
bigger than your father. But what
wi'l he say to this ?"’

*“ He says,”” blarted out Marecel—
““ well, he says that he will say nothing
if I do not ask him.”

So the little Marcel was enlisted
in the crew on the island. For thirty
nights thise six people—a man and a
boy, and four women (Nataline was not
going to submit to any distinetions on
the score of age, you may be sure)— for
a full month they turned their flashing
lantern by hand from dusk to day-
break.

The fog, the frost, the hail, the snow
beleaguered their tower. Hunger and
Cold, Sleeplessness and Weariness, Pain
and Discouragemnent, held rendezvous in
that disma), cramped little room.
Many a night, Nataline's fife of fun
played a feeble, wheezy note. But it
played. And the crank went round.
And every bit of glass in the lantern
was 18 clear as polished crystal. And
the big lamp was full of oil. And the
great eye of the friendly giant winked
without ceasing, through flerce storm
and placid moonlight,

When the 10th of December came,
the light went to sleep for the winter,
and the keepers took their way across
the ice to the mainland. They had
won the battle, not only on the island,
fighting against tho eloments, but also
at Dead Men's Poiat, against public
opinion, The inhabitants began to
onderstand that the lignthouse meant
something —a law, an order, a prin-
ciple.

Men cannot halp feeling respect for
a thing when they see others willing to
fight or to suffer for it.

When the time arrived to kindle the
light sgain in the spring, Fortin could
have had anyone that he wanted to
help him. But no ; he chose the little
Marcel again ; the buy wanted to go,
and he had earned the right. Basides,
he and Nataline had struck up a close
friendship on the island, cemented dur-
ing the winter by various hunting ex-
cursions after hares and ptarmigan.
Marcel was a skilful setter of snares.
But Nataline was not content uatil she
had won consent to borrow her father's
carabine, They hunted in partnership.
One day they had shot a fox. That is,
Nataline had shot it, though Marcel
had eeen it first and tracked it., Now
they wanted to try for a seal on the point
of the island when the ice went ont. It
was quite essential that Marcel should

0.
8% Besides,"” said Baptiste to his wife,
confidentially, '* a boy costs less than a
man. Why should we waste money ?
Marcel is best.”

A peasant-hero is seldom averse to
ecomomy in small things, like money.

But there was not much play in the
spring session with the light on the
island. It was a bitter job. December
had been lamb like comparad with April.
First, the southeast wind kept the ice
driving in along the shore. Then the
northwest wind came hurtling down
from the Artic wilderness like a pack of
wolves. There was a snow-s’orm of four
days and nights that made the whole
world — earth and sky and sea — look
like a crazy white chaos. And through
it all, that weary, dogged erank must be
kept turning—turning from dark to day-
light.

never come. At last they saw it, one
fair afternoon, April 20th, creeping
slowing down the coast. They were
just getting ready for another night's
work.

Fortin ran ont of the to ver, took off
his hat, and began to say his prayers.
The wife and the two elder girls stood
in the kitehen door, erossing themselves,
with tears in their eyes. Marcel and
Natalioe were coming up from the point
of the island, wacre they had becn
watcting for their scal. She was sing-
ing

* Mon pere n’avalt fille que moi,

I$acore sur la mar il m envoi-e eh 1"
When she saw the boat she stopped
shoek for a minute,

* Well,”' she said, * they find us
awake, n'est ¢'pas 7 And if they don't
cowmo faster than that we'll have another
chance 0 show them how we make the
light wink, eh ?"’

Then she went on with her song—

**Hautez, m'gnonne, Coeilia.
Ah, ah, ah, ah, Cecilia !’
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You did not supposa that was the end
of the story, did you ?

No, an out of-doors story does not
end like that, broken cff in the middle,
with a bit of a song. It goes on to
something defiuite, like a wedding or a
funeral.

You have not heard, yet, how near
the light ecame to failing. and how the
keeper saved it and something else too.
Nataline's story is not told ; it is only
begun. This first part is only the
introduction, just to let you see what
kind of a girl she was, and how her life
was made. If youwant to hear the con-
clusion, we must hurry along a little
faster or we shall never get to it.
Nataline grew up like a young birch
trce—stately and strong, good to look
at. She was beautiful in her place ;
shoe fitted it exactly. lHer bronzed face
with an under-tinge of red ; her low,
black eyebrows ; her clear eyes like
the brown waters of a woodland stream ;
her dark, curly hair with little texdrils
always blo ving loose around the pillar of
her neck ; her broad breast and sloping
shouldors ; her firm, fearless step ; her
voice, rich and vibrant ; her straight,
steady looks—but there, who can de-
seribe a thing like that ? I tell you
¢he was a girl to love out of-doors.
There was nothing that she could not
do. She could cook ; she eould swing
an axo ; she could paddle a canoe ;
she could fish ; she could shoot ; and,
best of all, she could run the light-
house. Her father's devotion to it
had gone into her blood. It was the
ceatre of her life, her law of God
There was nothingabout it that she did
not understand and love. Irom the
1sy of April to the 10th of December
the flashing of that light was like the
beating of her heart—steady, even, un
faltering. She kept time to it as un
consciously as the tides follow the
moon, She lived by it and for it.
There were no more accidents to the
clockwork after the first one was re
pared. It ran on regu'arly, year after
year.

Alma and Azilda were married and
went away to live, one on the South
Shore, the other at Quebec. Nataline
was her father's right hand man. As
the rheumatism took hold of him and
lamed his shoulders and wrists, more
and more of the work fell upon her.
She was proud of it.

At last it cane to pass, one day in
January, that Baptiste died, H> was
not gathered to his fathers, for they
were buried far away beside the Mont.
morenci, and on the rocky coast of
Brittany. But the men dug through
the snow bebind the tiny chapel at
De:d Men's Point, and mada a grave
for Baptiste Fortin, and the young
priest of the mission read the funeral
service over it.

It went without saying that Nataline
was to be the keeper of the light, at
least until the supply boat came down
came down again in the spring and
orders arrives from the Government in
Quebece. Why not? She was a woman,
it is true. But if a woman can do a
thing as well as a man, why should she
not do it ? Besides, Nataline could do
this partizular thing much better than
any man on the Point. Kverybody
approved »>f her as the heir of her
father, especially young Marcel Thi-
bault.,

What ?

Yes, of courso, You could no' help
guessing it. 1la was Nataline's lover.
'hey were to be married the next sum
mer, They sat together in the best
room, while the old mother was rocking
to and fro and kaittiog beside the kit
chen stove, and talked of what they
were going to do. Once in a while,
when Nataline grieved for her father,
she would let Marcel put his arm
around her and comfort her in the way
that lovers know. Buat their talk was
mainly of the future, because they were
young, and of the light, because
Nataline's life belonged to it.

Perhaps the Government wiuld re-
member that year when it was kept
going by hand for two months, and give
it to her to keep as long as she lived.
That would be only fair. Certainly,
it was hers for the present. No one
had as good a right to it. She took
possession without a doubt. At all
events, while she was the keeper the
light should not fail.

But that winter was a bad one on the
North Shore, and particularly at Dead
Men’s Point. It was terribly bad. The
summer before, the fishing had heen
almost a dead failure. In June a wild
storm had smashed all the salmon nets
and swept most of them away. JIn July
they could find no caplin for bait for
the cod fishing, and in August and
September they could find no cod. The
few bushels of potatoes that some of the
inhabitants had planted, rotted in the
ground. The people at the Point went
into the winter short of money and very
short of food.

There were some supplies at the
store, pork and flour and molasses, and
they could run through the year on
credit and pay their debts the following
summer if the fish came back. But this
resource also failed them. In the last
week of January the stcre caught fire
and burned up. Nothing was saved.
fl‘he only hope now was the seal-hunt-
ing in February and March and April,

in trying to repair the clockwork. It

It scemed as if the supply-boat would

—_—
and oil enough to keep them from star.
vation.

But this hope failed, too, The w
blew strong from the north and we
driving the ice far out into the gl
The chase was long and perilous, 'J'n;
soals were few and wild, Less than .
dozen were killed n all, By the iw‘
woek in March Dead Mon's Polnt yto0q
face to face with famine. )
Then it was thas old I'hibault i d an
idea, ‘
* There i3 sperm oil on the [sland f
Birds,” said he, “ in the lighthons
plenty of it, gallons of it. It is pot
very good to taste, perhaps, but w
of that ? It will keep life in the body
The Ksquimaux drink it in the nopth
often, We must take the oil of ()
lighthonse to keep us from stary
until the supply-boat comes down,"’
** But how shall we get it 2"’ askeq
the others. ‘* It is locked up. Nuta.
line Fortin has the key. Will she give
it 2"

“ Give it?"” growled Thibault,
“ Name of a name ! of course she wil|
give it. She must. Is not a life, the
life of all of us, more than a light 2"

A sell-appointed commit of three,
with Thibault at the head, waited vpon
Nataline without delay, told her theip
plan, and asked for the key. She
thought it over silently for a few win
utes, and then refused point blank,

* No,"” she said, * I will not give
the key. That oil is for the lam If
you take it, the lamp will not be light

on the lst April ; it will not be burn
ing when the supply-boat comes, Fop
me, that would be shame, disgr

worse tha’ death, I am the keep i

indg

y
14t

KO-

n

the light. You shall not have y
oil."

They argued with her, pleaded with
her, tried to browbeat her. She was 3
rock. Her round noder jaw was set
like a steel trap. IHer lips straighrened

into a white line. Iler eyebrows dr
together, and her eyes grew black,

,’’ she cried, ** I tell you no, no
a thousand times no. All in this hous
I will share with you. Bat not one
drop of what belongs to the light
Never !"’

Later in the afternoon the priest
came to see her ; & thin, pale 1
man, bent with the hardshi
ind with sad dreams in

He talked with her v y and
Kindly.

*“ Think well, my daunghter ; t
seriously what you do. Is it no
first duty to save haman lile ? Surely
that must be according to the will of

God. Will you refuse to obey it
Nataline was trembling a i
iHer brows were unlo ¢
stood in her eyes and ran down her
cheeks., She was twitting hor hands
together.

“* My Father,”’ she answe
sire to do the will of God. DBu:
shall I know it ? Is it not His first com-
mand that we shounld love i
Him faithfally in the duaty
has given us ? IJe gave me this light
to keep. My father 8
dead. If I am unfaithful what will he
say to me ? Besides, the suppl;
is coming soon—I have thought of this
—when it comes it will bring food.
But if the light is out, the boat may be
lost. That woull be the panishment
for my sins. No, mon pere,
trust God. e will keep the j
I will keep the light.”’

The priest looked at her long and
steadily. A glow came into his face.
He put his hand on her shoulder. ** You
shall follow your conscience,” he said
quietly. ** Peace be with you, Nata-
line,”

That evenirg just at dark Marcel
came, She let him take her in his
arms and kissher. She felt like a little
child, tired and weak.

‘“ Well,”” he whispered, ** you have
done bravely, sweectheart, You were
right not to givs the key. That would
have been a shame to you. Bat itis
all settled now. They will have the
oil without your fault. ~Tonight they
are going out to the lighthouse to break
in and take what they want. You need
not know. There will be no blame

She straightened in his arms as if an
electrie shock had passed through her.
She sprang back, blazing with a r.

“ What 2"’ she cried, ** me a thief
by round about—with my hand behind
my back and my eyes shut ? Never.
Do you think I care only for the blame!
I tell you that is nothing. My |
shall not he rohbed, never, never !"

She came closs to him and took him
by the shoulders. Their eyes were on
a level. He was a strong man, but she
was the stronger then.

‘ Marcel Thibault,’
you love me 2"’ )

¥ My faith,” he gasped, ** [ do, You
koow I do."” y

¢ Then listen," she continued ; *‘ this
is what you are going to do. You are
going down to the shore ab once to
wake roady the big canoe. I am going
to get food enough to last us for the
month. It will be a hard pinch, but it
will do. Then we are going out to the
island to-night, in less than an hour.
Day aiter to morrow is the lst April.
Then we shall light the lantern, and it
ghall burn every night until the boat
comes down. You hear? Now g0:
and be quick : and bring your gun.

1v.

They pushed off in the black dark
ness, among the fragments of ice that
lay along the shore. They erossed the
strait in silence, and hid their canoe
among the rocks on the island. They
carried their stuff up to the house and
locked it in the kitchen. Then they
unlocked the tower, and went in, ‘A\I'ar-
cel with his shot gun, and Nataline
with her father's old carabine. They
fastened the door again, and bolted it
and sat down in the dark to wait.

Presently they heard the grat-
ing of the prow of the barge
on the stones below, the steps of
men stumbling up the steep path,
and voices mingled in confused
talk. The glimmer of a couple of lan-
terns went bobbing in and oub among
the rocks and bushes. There was &
little crowd of eight or ten mer, and
they came on carelessly, chattering and
laughing. Three of them carried axes,
and three others a heavy log of wood
which they had picked up on their way.

¢ The log is better than the axes,
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