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	The Keeper

	Aster had kept the light for eleven winters, and in all that time the stair had never grown shorter. One hundred and forty steps, worn in the middle where a century of boots had passed, and at the top a lamp that asked to be trimmed twice a night.

	The village below called her the last keeper. She did not mind the name. Someone would be the last, and it may as well be someone who liked the work.

	On clear evenings she could see the ferry crossing to the mainland, small as a moth. On the rest of the evenings she could see nothing at all, and that was when the light mattered.


	The Storm

	The storm came in from the west on a Tuesday, and it came without the courtesy of a warning. The barometer fell all afternoon. By dusk the sea had turned the colour of an old coin.

	Aster carried oil up the stair three times that night. The wind found every gap in the tower and made a flute of it, and the glass rattled in its frame like something that wanted to be let out.

	At two in the morning the generator failed. She lit the reserve wick by hand, and the beam swung out over the water again, steady as a held breath.


	The Light That Stayed On

	In the morning the harbour counted its boats and found them all. The fishing crew from Kellan's Point said they had steered by the tower for the last four miles, because there had been nothing else to steer by.

	They brought her bread and a jar of honey, which is what people bring when they do not know what else to bring.

	Aster slept until noon, then climbed the hundred and forty steps and trimmed the wick, because the night after a storm is still a night.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

	
		Contents


		
					Cover


					The Keeper


					The Storm


					The Light That Stayed On


		


	


OEBPS/cover.png
The Lighthouse
Keeper





