~ Only Woman Light House Keeper in the World

(Copyright, 192, by Henry Allston.)

HE ONLY woman In the world in
charge of a llghthouse cohtirely
surrounded by the waves lives in
New York bay, Bhe Is in the
very center of a population of
6,000,009 people, yet she Is not a part of it
and hus not Its waye, for when she leaves
her gep-swept home once or twice a yoar
to shop In New York the rush and con
fusion of the great crowds all about so
All her with lonellness that before she has
searcely hegun her purchases she furns
her bonck on the things dear to the feminine

i:: art and flees precipitously to Robhins
Heef lighthouse There, she savs, she has
not known a lonely minute in the seven-
teen years that she has watched the end-
less procession of countless craft up and
dowh the bay on their way to and from the
docks of the new world metropolls

This woman s Mre. Katy Walker, and
the snllors' beacon which she has In charge
rises eheer out of the water five miles
south of the BPattery. It stands on the
eastern end of the reef, where, in the daya
of the Dutch governors, the boys of New
Amsterdam woent out In rowboats to shoot
with thelr blunderbusses the seals tha!
sunned themselves on  the rock-strewn
sandy streteh that reiaches back to the
Jergey flals to the westward and s ex.
posed fo & long, thin line when the tide s
out And just a half mile to the easi
rung the channel that the majestic liners
and other seagolng craft follow on thelr
wany to the Atlantle,

From the lighthouse Mrs. Walker has
marvelous panorama of nature's ¥#orks and
man's most amhitiopus efMoris The onls
thing that she ha= to do in order to drink
in a vlew that tens of thousands of peopl
tave traveled across continentg and ocenns
to hehold Is 1o walk around the litie stone
baleony eurrounding the light Bhe cnn
goe the Narrows and the frowning fort on
either side; Brooklyn, with iis two or thros

tall buildings and its wooded suburbs to

_ the goutheast; and Governor's Island and
‘ queer, old, rounded Fort Castle Willlam
She =an see the East river with the Hrool
Ivyn bridge hanging above |t New York's
skyscrapers, hiding the rest of Manhatlan
land and looking MHke mammoth sticks
plerced with many holes, riging sheer ow
af the water; and the North river with
myrind of ferry boals and ragged line of
docks and rallroad termioala on  either
shor S8he cenn =ee Bedloe's and ElN
islands, supporting the Statue of Liborty
and the moeque-like bulldings of the new
Castle Garden, She can see the score o
more of samoky, bustling, manufacturing
towns along the Jertey promontories. Sho
’N..Tl gce the hills and beach towns of Staten
ialand, with pleturesque B8t. Oeorge two
miles nway, and the low, long, rakish build.
ings of Sallors’ Snug barbor jusgt visible up
the Kill Van Kull. And In n swoep of th
harbor tself she ¢an Bee chugging tugs
churning ferry boats, every manner of sail
ing craft, tankers and tramp slesmers, ex-
¥ cursion bonts, long stripgs of barges, pul
fing launches, gilded vachts of milllonalres,
warships, ocean liners and rowboatsg of the

Buy fshermen, dotting the water on &l

gidea and Hsplaying the flags of many na-
tions,

Mrs. Walker |8 content 1o seo all this

and to llve lsulated [rom It all, The I

nolscs of the great marts about her that

gomotimes come faintly out 1o the regdf

& make her tremble, for these almost silent

wrhoes of trade recall the lonely moments

of her clty trips, Apd Just pas she thinke

the metropolis is the most God-forsaks

spol on earth, so she believes that Rolibine
teef lighthouse Is the most blessed. It s
her home, and there her son Jake who Is
the assisjaul keeper, hle wife and thres

MRS, KATY WALKER AND HER FAVORITE GRANDUHILD

of no other human belngs
lHons of people within rowhoat reach are
nothing except when they can be kopt
her light, or saved from
drowning or crushing lee floes by Jake In
his smull bopt, or when she ean warm with
voffee the half<frozen “clammers” who in
winter work within calling distance of the
rect

from shipwreck by

S0 conscientious is Mrs

Tt le danehiers, and hor own daughier, live
with her

Mrs. Walker eares for the companionship
To her the mil-

is her ever-constant vigil to warn and
to succor the men who go down to the deep
the! has led them to =peak of Roblhing'
Heef Hehthouse for vears as “"Kaly's Light.”
Walker in taking
of the lighthouse that every nlght

ineoe her hushand died, fourteen years ago,
hus ot failled once to look after the
L Eomoetjmes, when he ean persunde

Spirit of the Christmas Greens

Iown in the Southland Tar away,
Where summer days forever slay;

By slugglsh pools where lizards sun

And ghostly moss swings tendrils dun:

High up where gnarled branches grow,

Gleam waxen berries, mistlotoe,

On aullen reach of sandy share,
And, stretching backward evermore
In waste of stunted shrub and tree,
Swopt by the ohlll breath of the sea,
One touch of color burng and glows

'Tia where the scarlet holly grows

Upon New England's rock-ribbed erest,

With Nature's frosted fretwork dress
Its roots by massive bowlders staved,
Its top by bleak winds radely swayed,
The Tree of Trees, with arms outspread

To groet the Storm King, rears [is head

And so from solltudes npurt,
Unto the city's throbbhing heart,
To children’s outetretchod hands they coms

To deck the feast In every home,

And show that Christmas and its cheer

to let him, her son relleves her 8 pny
of the night, b

kept the light bright with no outside help
152 my work.,"” sh 'and 50 1 love
to do It

"or weeks In winter Mres, Walker never

her eyes in sleep when night comoes.

n it ix that the windows enclosing thé
light can | kopt froo from frest only by
Alant lransing At this time Mpe
Walkor will not let Jake come up into the

lttle room where the lght glows until
lawn Fhen he brings

EMMA, ONE OF THE CHILDREN BORN AT THE LIGHTHOUSE JAKE WALKER,
the ships are losi
the fog whiatle, or, If that
in motion the cloek-like
muism Lhat rings the fog tell
che stays up until the fog lifts entirely or

to view, ghe whoe wius then a captaln and Inspector of
Walker wanted
keeper of the Hghthouse,
and stil is agalnst government regulations
woman in charge of n lighthouse
Interested himself in

For three years the gov
ernment refused to break a rule that it had

Lo be appoloted

exception of
Walker has spent all her time In America
has been twenty-two
years since she landed on Sandy Hook with
her son, whose father had died in Germauny
shortly before she sot sail for this country.
had been worklag on the Hook only a
Jecob Walker,

Walker's behalf.
ion a lighthouse.

hunted for a min willing to go to the lonoly

It had n man to take charge of the lght,
but coach one, after he had gone down the
love with her,
thian u year after her arrival
lighthouse as Jacob
boy going along
Walker's adopted son and taking his name
she helped her husband

apairing of ever securing a man as keeper

for tho most part she has (ransferred to Robbins'

remained untll he

Heef light, where

eun entitled to ten days' vacation a month

her hushand
would be living still if it had been possilile

raged and while
the wife was up with the light cleaning the
, 80 that death might not overtake
ships, that dark form stole into one

which stands
her a cup of coffes,

nlter sl ling drunk It, she descends
Iaddér and goos o bed. That Is, she
gencrally dooe, but if the
a bianoket of white hangs over the bay so

day ls foggy and wo one watched

Rear Admiral

ASSISTANT KEEIMER RONDINES' MEEF LICHHOUSE

record, In hor gunint, broken English she
siys Lo those who complbment her

“You think it floe? I am glad, But |
ke o work. It Keops me contented and
happry.  And why don't 1 take o vication
onee in n while and let Jake take enre of
the Hehit? Ach! 1 wouldn't know what to
do with a whole day on shore-—and then, |
love the light."

Two things, however, Mra. Walker does
leave to her assigtant—golng ashore ot
supplics and resculng rowboat fishermoen

Not Infrequently young Walker has to
fower his bout from the davits on the Hght
house's sen winll and pull out to n bont
caught and belng crushed In the lee, or
eapsized by a sudden squall or the wash of
uw liner In effecting severnl of  these
regeues e himself has narrowly  csenped
being erushed by the lce that often plles
up eight and ten feet high about the light
house

He hns also had not a few perllous trips
to 8t, George for suppllies, In good wepnther
the distance 18 ¢osored In less than half
nn hour, but when the autumnal storms
and winter ot In Jake does well if he can
muke shore after two hours of rowing, Froe

quently he geis ashore, but when he staris
o return he | foreed to put bitck 1o
Stnten Island and walt for the storm to
dle down e spent three hours the day
befors Iast New Year's day teylag to reach
the Hahthouse with o turkey and fixings

but ot Inst, snd only when he was half-
frozen, he pave up the stragele, with the
result that the people on the Robhbins' Resf
had no New Year's dinner,

The rowboat communication with the
main land, and the only kind that there is,
Is muech Interrupted at this season of yoar
last winter Jake 414 not got ashore more
thnn half a dozen times. But thore s al
ways one day that he makes eyvery effort
to get over to 8t George. That Is the day
before Christmas, when his wife and their
throe children—Emma, the eldest, 4 years
old; Katherine and Alberta, the bahy--go
ta New York to see tha Christmons toys and
buy gifts for one another and the falthful
woman left nlone in the lighthouse.

This I1s one of the two ar three Limes a
year that these three water bables get or
Iand, and the sights that they seo maki
their Hitle eyes bulge with wonder and fur-
nish food for childish talk for dayvs to come
with thelr grandmother, who, until her son
married about five years ago, had her twao
eblldren for hor only companions for nearly
lom yeors

Boenune they got Lo see people outside
the lighthouse sa seldom, the ltlle girls
are extremely shy when a stranger once in
o great while olpmberse up the fron ladder
reaching down to the water nlong thelr
home's alde No amount of coaxing can
induce the two younpger to come from thelr
Biding place behind thelr grandmother’s
skirts, and only after prolonged persuasion
will Emimn forget her bashfulpess onough
to smile tlmidly and lsp sweetly

Mary, the daoughter, I8 away n good part
of the tlme now, for she goes to a hoarding
school on Staten l#land But when vaca-
tlon comes she loses no tlme In getting
back to the lighthouse, where her Hitle

nivces spend hours on sunny days In the
rope swing In whivrh she passed a large
it of her childhood, and which Is sus
pended from siout Iron hooks driven Into
the stone floor of the second balcony gh

has never known any other home than the
lighthoige, gnd her nffoction for it 18 deeg

She Is, tndecd, n child of the sea, and, 1)
her simploesminded open-hearted nnd
qualntly old-fashioned mother, she can In
terpret Ite overy slgn and mood,. She lov

it In summer caln: and In winter storm
that hurls great woves against the lHght's

base until it trembles and dashes [rozen
salt wpray half way up ite helght.



