
EasliT in theeighties, of all the lights along the Florida Reef that
atRebeccaShoals washeld as least attractive. A shoal beacon, it
stood up fromthe water;under itandon each side wasocean. The
keepers were estranged from their families. No woman is
allowedto Btay overnight in a lighthouse such as this;and at its
base wasnopoint,however small, whereshelter couldbe erected.

Nineteenmiles away was the Dry Tortugas, withGarden Key,
oldFortJeffersonandthequarantinestation. Thesurgeon,assistant
and a few pilots with their wives and children were the nearest
neighbours of Rebecca Shoals.

At this time thekeepers in the lighthouse were Matthew Welsh.
JohnFordyce andAndrew Buckley. Instormand calm, assoon as
thesundroppedfromsight behind a glorious west, the cyclops eye
of the light opened,showing red over the shoals and white over the
channels. Through thenight the threemen watched, through the
day they tidied the room,cleaned the lamp mechanism,and inother
wayslivedup to the government regulations. Monotony reigned,
fora programmeof recreation in the shape of fishing, the perusalof
old periodicalsand an occasional trip to Key West, eventually pall.
To JohnFordyce the one bright spot in his existence was Helen
Welsh.

When duty would permit he sailed in thelighthouse dingey to
Garden Key, where was the girl of his heart. On theKey, grateful
for eventhe infrequent visits of their husbands, lived the wivesof
the two married keepers. At intervals Helen, alone or with her
mother,spent the day at the light,speeding acrossthemilesof ocean
tosee her father. To her the ocean was a foster parent, for her
father andher grandfathers had been sailors,and the wavestreated
her as one akin. No pilot, no fisherman, on all the Keys could
manage a boatbetter thanshe. She was as fearless as a gull and
couldswim like a dolphin.

The courtship of Fordyce, pursuedopenly, yet diffidently, as is
apt to be the case with aman little accustomed to women,met with
favour from all concerned. Helen bridled and blushed at good-
naturedquipsand jestsaimed at her romance. Mrs. Welsh, hearty
and wholesome,ruddy withrich redblood purifiedby the oxygenof
thesea breeze,saw in JohnFordyce

'
a right proper ladfor auy lass,

evenmy own.' Mr. Welsh broke through the reserve engenderedby
yearsof lonelycommunion with the stormandbillow,and admitted
that 'Jack's anhones' ladez lads go.'

The remainder of the Key population smiled on the growing
intimacy of the youngcouple, andon thebroad sea-wall encircling
the moatof the ruined fcrt were silhoutted, time and again, the
strolling figures of Helen andJack.

One nighta gale swept the Florida Reef. The wind whistled
and swirled arcund Rebecca Shoals light,hurling the spray against
the windows many ieet above the water. The stout framework
trembled,but the men felt nouneasiness, tiusting- in thestaunchness
of the structure,andhavingparsedthroughscoresof similiarattacks.
Matthew and Jack were on watch t<gither, peeing that the lamp
was in*perfect condition. Se.ibiid-!, bewildered by the tempest and
blinded by the bt-aius irorn Ihe powerfulreflector,dashedagainst the
thick glass, todie.

1Iallus psty ihe pore things,' remarked the elder man.
'
Ibey

set out hundreds o' sturms, an' Inever kin git ust to the sight o'
them birds b'eakin' their ne.cks against the glass.'
I'Pears like ir can't be helped,though,' returned theother. An.'

Ireckon they never know what ails 'em.'
A violent gust,andritjht agaiu-t thenorthernglas3 of the room

wa« fiuntf agull. The wind pr« ssed it fl.it on thepane, and flutter-
inghelplessly ithutig there, w.th one wing"useless, and the siDgfle
pinion beatingm vain endeavours. Tne red-rim aied tyes teimedto
appeal to themen, who were just belo.v.

Association with the s ja softens the heart.'
Look at that, will you ?' exclaimed old Matthew. 'ByGeorge,

Ican't stan' it, to see a dumb critter suffer so
'

'Yea, but 1dunno c-z we kin do anything,' responded Jack.'When the storm lulls a little I'llgo out pick itup. Guess ithez
a busted wing.'

'Wait fer the st-rm to lull, andlet thatbirdheng ther all that
time ? I'dbe shamed ! I'm goin' ter fetch itinnow.'

'Matt, you're crazy. The wind'll blow you over the railin'.
Hold a little, an' I'll go out. Thar's no use riakin' life fer a
bird.'Matthew, rising gave him a look of contempt,and str jdeto the
narrowdoor.
I1never thought it o' you,John Fordyce. Ef you're a coward,

I'm not.'
With aneffort he pulledopen the door* The roar of the pale. sounded lou«lly. Thi* door slain mcd abut, and he was gone. Jack'sprane hastily from his seat and gazei at the window where was

pressedthe bird. Suddenly 'he gull vanished. Fordyce openedthe
door,and Matthew, wet and brei.tbleas, his -white hair and btard
dripping, pluuged in, thebirdin his hand.

He did not notice the younger keeper, but seating himself
examined carefully hia fektbered charge. Whittling some Fplinta
and procuring some cord he gently bound the fractured wing and
placed the patient in a coruer of a basket, where it crouched
fearfully.'

Ued a hard time, didn't you ?' querielJack.
Matthew did not answer." 'Spec the wind ia biowin' fortyor fiftyknots, 'bout V
Stillno reply."What's thematterof you,MattV

Welsh turned and gazedsorrowfully atthe speaker'Jack,' he said earnestly,
'Iallus thought you wuzaman not

afeared o'anything, sea or lan'. But when youlet anol' man like
me go whar you wouldn't go, evenef fer sake o'only a bird, why,I
know I've beenmistook inmy opiniono' you. Jack, you her been
a-courtin' my lass, an'a right likely pair you hay' 'peared to me.
Marthy is proud o' you,and so was I. You might hey married the
girl, fer Iguess she's willin'. She thinks you thebes'man on the
Keys. But we've allmisjudged you. You're a coward!'

Fordyce flushed through his coat of tan and started with
surprise.

'Why, Matt!' he exclaimed. 'You don't mean what you're
sayin', do you ? I'd jest ez lief hey went out after thebird. I
didn't heng1 back 'cause Iwas afeared. Ithought towait till a lull
come. An'Ididn'tcounton yougoin'. Youknow that. You went
out aforeIcould stop you.'

'Noust wastin' words, Jack. Youshowed the whitefeather—
an'Idunno where you got it, either. Your blood's good. What'll
Helen say V'

Lookyhere, MattWelsh. You'vecalled me a coward, an' the
only man in the worl' I'd'low todo itan' noteathiswords. You're
older 'nIbe, an' you're the father o' the girlIlove,an' Iwouldn't
lay han's onyou. But someday you'll takeback what you've said.
I'mnocoward. Itis ridic'lous to stir up all this fuss 'bout a gull,
anyway.'" That's jtst it,Jack. A man oughter be tender to bird an'
beast. An' ef you wouldn't risk a little for apore, crippled thingez
couldn't help itselfIhoi' it's apurty good test. Ireckon youmight
not be a man to suit my lass.''God knows,Mathew Welsh, Helen would nevercome toharm
ef my armcould pretect her. Why, don'tyou 'member the timeI
hauled her out o' the sea off East Key, in the capsize1 Why,I
swuma mile with her.''Yes, I'member that,o' course. Butit's the little things that
a womancounts on. Piles o' meu show up well on big trials,but
when it comes to savin' a bird, or givin'a womana tender, lovin'
pat, they forgit. No,Jack,youdon't understan' whatImean.''Reckon there's no gain in arguin'. But you've hurt me,
Matt,an' until Ihear you say,"Jack,1was wrong." Ican't get
overit. Youain't noobjection tomy seem' Helen,Is'pose?''

Certainly not.' 'I've nothin' agin you,aside from what I've
spoke of, an' I'mnot sayin' you're not a good lad. ButIwant you
to thinkbefore youask me forHelen. That's all.''Itell youright hear,Matt, I'llnever ask you for Helen until
you take back what you've called me to night. You candepen'on
that.''Well, enough, lad. We'll not talk of it anymore. It's time
to rouse Andy.'

Confined together ina lighthouse,men growuncommunicative.
Feelings arestifled. After the eventsof thisnight,and the unusual
outburst by Matthew, affairs at Rebecca Shoals moved on in the
monotonous routine. Apparently Welsh and Fordyce were on the
same footing as before. But the distrust expressedso bluntly by
the rugged keeper hadcut deepinto theheart of the youngerman.
He venerated Matthew for his sterling worth,his manykindnesses
and for the daughter's sake. He didnot entertain resentment.'

'Pears to meIain't mad,only jes' hurt,' said Jack tohimself.
But he burned to clear his character of the imputations directed
against itby Matthew.'

Durn you,' Jack addressed the gull, now rapidly recovering.
"You'vegot me into a heap o' trouble. I've a notion to throw you
out the winder. Mea coward ! I'llshow 'im.'

He continued to meet Helen at Garden Key or at the light and
at the first opportunity told her of his conversation withher father.
Not thathe wasafraid Matthew wouldinfluence the girlagainst him— eld Matthew was not one to workunder-handed— buthe wanted
Helen's opinion.'Jack,' she said, 'Iknow you aren't a coward.

'
You'd 'a' got

the bird willin'ly,Idoubt not,if you'd 'a' thought father was so
bent on it. An' Iknow you aren't afraid to go any place. But
father was ahead of you that time. He's so queer about animals
sufferin.' An' gulls

—
Iguess he's been with 'em so muchheholds

'em for humans. But you wait,an' it'll come out right.'
They weresailing back to Garden Key,Helenin the sternand

Jack farther forward.
'Ma thinks you're a fine fellow, anyhow,'continued the girl,

hesitatingly, in an attempt tosoothe the smart in herlover's heart.
!An' whatdo you think,Helen,' said Jack boldly.'Oh' Idon't go with a manIdon't respect,' she returned,

tossing herhead.'Respec'
—

is that all,Helen ?' inquiredJack eagerly.
Helen coloured likea rose, andwith face gazing offover the end

of thebeam repliedsoftly:'Youought to know, Jack.'
The dingey yawed sharply and the sail flapped in a most

slovenly fasfeion. When the course was again laid the boat was
trimmed differently. Two figures, instead of onesat in the stern.

A month after this,on a February evening,black cloudsrolled
from the northeast up towards the zenith, pursuing the settingsun,
and shadowing the ocean. The edges of themasses weretornand
tattered, '.through and between the advancing vapors flashed the
lightning. After a day at the ligfht Helen was on the point of
leavingfor GardenKey. Matthew had been ill a week, andeither
Mrs. Welsh or the daughter had hoveredat his bedside contiuually
during the daytime. Now the erirl aud Jack stood ontheplatform
of the tower, surveying the approaching storm.'

We're goin' to heyablow,sure 'nough, Helen,' said the man.'Itlooks like abad un, too. You can'tstart. It'dketch you afore
you'd went a mile.''But, Jack, Imus' go. It'sagainst rules for me to stay here,
and then moth* r'llget crazy whenIdon't appearon time.''

She'll know you're here. An'it's better to heyher scared an'
you turnup s.*fe an'soun' than to hey you drowned. No mortal

Thursday,November 30, 1899.] KEW ZEAL TO TABLET.

The Storyteller.

THE HERO OF THE LIGHTHOUSE.

23


