
IHE DEFENCE OF NORTON LIGHT.

Is the winter of 1878 the steairer Polar Star was making daily
trips aoroMNorthumberlandStrait,whichseparates Prince Edward
Island from the mainland Provincesof New Brunswick and Nova
Scotia. Inspite of her special construction for the service, she
wasoftendelayed and sometimes forced far out of her courseby
the ice.

Lighthouses along the coast, which wereformerly closed at this
season,had tobekeptopen andcarefully tendedonher account.

OnKeeperWard,of NortonLight, rested theheaviest responsi-
bility. She left his port each morning', andseldom made itagain
until long after dark. This winter, however,he was nominally in
oharge, for he wasa sick man. His wife had die1during thepre-
ceding autumn;andhe himself wasshortly afterwardsattacked by
illnasssosevere thatin themonth of January he wasstill unable to
leavebisroomwithouthelp.

His daughter Mary, now a little over seventeen, and her
brother,Bobbie,not quiteeleven, weretaking careboth of him and
the light

When the Polaf Star arrived at Norton, on the evening of
January 17, her coloured cook, Wellington Mingo, was dismissed
for drunkenness and gross insubordination. He left,vowingdire
vengeance;whereatthoseconcernedonly laughed.

Buthehadinhis mindaplan,at which they wouldhavebeen
far from smiling had they known it,and an opportunity for its
exeoutioncamevery quickly.

When theStar lefther dock atthe usual hour the nextmorn-
ing, the sky was already oveicast and threatening. The 'storm-drain'dangled from the armof themeteorological signal-Btaft* as
she passed.

The'RoaringBull,' adangerous reef androckypointa mileor
two to the south-east, was bellowing ominously. Close night
settleddown before five o'clock, with driving snowand a piping
galeblowing from thenorth-east.

TheStar could not possibly getback toNortonbeforeBevenor
eight o'clock. Mingo had good reason to believe thatshe would
neverarrive, if hecouldkeep theharbour light from showing that
night asheintended.

Hispreparationsweresimple. He primed himself with bad
whisky,and bought a large flask to take withhim. He wiped out,
reloadedandplacedinhis overcoat pocketaheavy revolverof the
1bulldog

'
variety,and was ready.

Shortly after fouro'clock he set out,crossed theharbour on the
ice, a littleabove the tract kept open by theStar, and walkedover
two miles down the opposite shore, and thena mile out uponthe
narrow tongueof breachat the farther extremity of whichNorton
Lightstands.

Mary Ward and her brother Bobbiewereat tea in thekitchen
of the cottage attached to the lighthouse when the outer door
openedandMingo'sugly, bloated face lookedin.

Itwasaftersix o'clock. The lighthouse lantern had been lit
fornearly twohours. Mary had ca*rie 1 her father's teaup to him
half anhourbefore,and he had gone to sleep shortly afterwards
His bedroom occupied the second floor of the lighthouse tower.
Below was their 'best room.' The heavy door between the

'
best

room
'

and the cottage was closed. No sound loud enough to be
heard above the increasingroarof the storm could penetrate it.

The cottage consisted of a kitchen and 'living room'on the
ground floor,with bedrooms above. The living roomadjoined the
tower,the interiorof which could only be reached through it, aud
by asteep flight of half a dozensteps. Butonedoor led out of the
cottage

—
theonewhichMingo nowheldin his hand.

The lower windows of the tower were narrow,set deep in the
sloping walls,and eight or nine feet from the ground. Those of
the cottage were not more than four feet from the ground, and
easily accessible. The door from the kitchen into the living room
stoodopenagainst the front wall.

Mary and Bobbiewere at opposite ends of a table whichhad
beendrawn out and set in the centre of the kitchen. A lighted
lampstoodupon it. Mingo's revolver glitteredinhis handand his
eyesrolledferociously upon them oat of the darkness.

1Don'teither of you twomovenor makeno noise,1he said, 'or
it'llbe the worse for you.' Then he came in, latched the door
behind him, without turning his head, and walked up to the
table.

Bobbieopenedhis mouthandlet his hands fall in undisguised
fright. The colour droppel from Mary's cheeks, and her fingers
trembled, But she set her teeth,and look*d the burly ruffian so
unflinnohingly inthe eyes thathis glance shifted and wavered in
spiteof himself.

What doyouwant, andhowdareyou comeinto our house this
way?' she demanded,ashe stoppedandrested his pistolonthetable
half-waybetween her brotherand herself.'Idon't mean no harm to you, miss, nor to the kid,' he
answered, Burlily,buthalf apologetically. 'Don't youmeddle with
me, andI'll leave you be. AllIwant is to douse the lighthouse
lanternfora while to-night.'*But youshan'tdo that,'said Mary. 'The Star won't be in for
hoursyet. Withoutthe light shedbe sure to go on the 'ttoaring
Bull.' I'drather you'dkillme than that.'

4I'dkillyouquiok'noughrather'nit shouldn'thappen,'shouted
Mingo, withso ferociousa gesturethatMaryoried out and sprang
toher feet.

He seised her by the shoulder and thrust her savagely down
again. * Comenow, noneof that!' hegrowled.

Itwas wellfor him thatheglancedaround junt then. Bobbie
had gotholdof a long, sharpcarvingknife,and wascomingat him

furioufly. Mingo turned his revolverupon theboy with a start of
fear and yelled, 'Drop it you cub; drop it quick, or I'llao
for you!' a

Bobbie reluctantly surrendered his weapon to irresistible force.
His spirit hid been thoroughly roused by the violence offered to
Mary. There was*nothing he wouldnot doordare for heraakesince
the night she had gone out to himand saved his life among: the
crushing gulf ice.

When they wereboth seatedagain,Mingo glared threateningly
from one to the other for a minute. Then he fetched a chair and
sat downat the Bide of the table between them, with his back tothe
doorby whichhehad entered.

Bobbie glanced at Mary and saw a look on her face which
meant anything but giving in withouta straggle. Hemadeup his
mind tohelpher allhecould.'

But there'slots of tiire,' went on Mingo, confidently. 'The
Star won'tmiss the light till she's well inside of Seal Rock point.
Shecan't get there to-night for a good while yet. I'm hungry, and
I'm goin' to eataforeImake ready for her.

'You sit still right where you are bub,' he ordered Bobbie.'
Don' youmoveagain tillItell you,orI'll wringyourneck. You,

miss, you pass me a tumbler and the sugar, and hand me somehoc
waterfrom the stovebehindyou. Andmind youdon'ttry todobut
whatIsay.'

Maryobeyed. Mingo pouredhimselfout almost half a tumbler
of his bad whiskey,put severalspoonfuls of sugar intoif,and filled
up the glass withhot water.

'Here's to thesettin'of thePolarStar,'
hechuckled,ashe tossed off thedose.

The drink wentimmediately to his head. Ina few minutes he
was stupidly fumbling the dishes and giving orders in a thick
voice. Mary understood, sawher chance,and promptly formedher
plans.

He demanded a cup of tea, and asshe gaveit to him she made
a well-understoodsign to Bobbie, who was watching her closely.
They had learned the one-hand deaf and dumb alphabetfrom the
coverof a school-exercisebook, and practised it almost daily for
their own amusement.

Mingo wasbreathing heavily overhis food. His eyes werecast
down. He suspectednothing so long as they sat still, but satisfied
himself with an occasional leering glance. Mary restedan elbow
on thetable. Bobbiedid likewise,and she said with flying fingers'You must go for help,Bobbie.''HowamItoget outV questionedBobbie.'I'llblow out the lamp whenheasksme togetsomethingelse.'
returnedMary. 'Be ready, and jump for the door. You'll getit
before-he cancatch you.''

Buthe'll chase me.''Likely he will ;but it's verydark outside;he's half drunk.
Youknow the place;he doesn't. Youcan easily dodge him.'

1Hadn'tIbetter try tograbhis revolver 1 It's lying on my side
of his plate. Icould easily reach it and Bhoot him,' suggested
Bobbie.'

Not for your life.' said Mary.
'
He'd be sure tocatch and kill

you.''
What will youdo ifIgo?' askedBobbie, looking uneasily at

hiasister.'When he chases youI'll lock the door after him and try to
keep him out tillyou fetch help,' said Mary.

TonerveBobbie for the undertaking, she added.
'

You andI
must save the Star some way. Father would die if anythinghap-
penedto her on account of the light.'

Bobbie nodded hia willingness to go, just as Mingo ordered
another cup of tea.

Mary arose and pushed back her chair as if to get it for him;
leaned over with the pretenceof taking the cup from his shaky
hand, and thenblew a quick, light breathdirectly across the topof
the lamp chimney. There was instant darkness.

Mingo uttereda fierce oath and clutched at the girl. Butshe
sprangback as the light wentout,and wasbeyond reach. He half
fell over the table in his effort to get at her. Before he could
recoverandsteady himself, there came arush of stormy air,andthe
outer door flew open withabang.

Mary stoodperfectly still, and Mingo at once concluded that
bothhis captives weregone. He pouredforth a torrentof impre-
cations as hegropedhis waytothe door andplunged outinpursuit.
Then Mary tiptoed acrossthekitchen, closed the door, turned the
key in the lock,and shot a stout wooden bar into placeacross it.

After that she stood for a little time in such terrible suspense
concerning Bobbie,that shecould scarcely refrain from tearing the
door open again and rushing out to his assistance.
Only the thought of her responsibility to her father
and thePolarStar heldher back. Butshebegantoregainconfidence
whena minute or more passedwithoutany sound of capture from
without.

Mary wastrying to form someplan for her own defence, when
the door-latchwasviolently rattled,anda furious demandmadefor
admission. Shealmostwelcomedthesound whichprovedthatBobbie
wasno longer pursued.

Mary made no anawer ;and Mingo, after various preliminary
shakings and threateningsand cursings, threw himself against the
door withsuch force that thewholecottage shook. His mind was
madeup now,that hehadbeen tricked,and that Mary and Bobbie
wereboth within.

Timeafter time he rushedat the door with savage determina-
tion. Mary expectedittobreak at every shook,andstood trembling
in thedark untilMingo saw that it wouldnot yield, and gave up
theattempt to force it.

But there were other more vulnerablepoints inher defenoes
yettobe tried. Mingo had sobered up enough in the cold air to
rememberthis. Hegave the door a vicious parting kick ;and a
few secondsafterwards she heard him at the front window of the
kitchen.

Now she must do something. Her spirits rose at onca. She
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The storyteller.
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