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The Lighthouse Keeper's Lunch

Ronda Ammitage

Once there wasa lighthouse keepercalled Mr Grinling. At night time, he

lived in asmall white cottage perched high on the cliffs. In the daytime
he rowed out to his lighthouse onthe rocks toclean and polish the light.

br Grinling was a most industiows lighthouse keeper. Com e rain or shine
he tended his light.

Sometimes at night, as Mr Grinling kay sleeping in his wam bed, the ships
would toot to tell him that his light was shining brightly and clearly out tosen.

Each morning, while Mr Grinling polished the light Mrs Grinling worked in

the kitc hen of the little whitec ottage on the cliffs conc octing a delicious
lunch for him.

Onceshe had prepared the lunch she packed it into aspecial basket
and clipped it on to the wire that ran from the littlewhite cotbageto the
lighthouse on the rocks.

But one Monday sornething terrible happened.

Mrs Grinling had prepared a partic ularly appetising lunch. She put the
lunch in the basket as usual and sent it down the wire.

But thelunch did not arrive. It was spotted by three scavenging seagulk
who set upon it and devoured it with great gusto.
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"Clear off, you vamnints," shouted MrGrinling, but theseagulls took not
the slightest notice.

That evening Mrand Wrs Grinling decided ona plan to baffle the
seaqulls. "Torn orrow I shall tie the napkin to the basket," sqid ks Grinling.
"2 course, my dear,” agreed Mr Grinling, "a sound plan.” But the seagulls
still ate the wonderful lurch.

On Tuesday evening, Wrand ks Grinling rac ked their brains for
another plan.

"They are q bmzen lot, those seaqulls,” sqid krs Grinling.
"Bmazenindeed,” said Mr Grinling, "what shall we dod”

"Cur cat does not appear to like seagullk,” said krs Grinling.

"Moa, ry dear,” said kr Grinling, "Harmish & an accomplished seagqull chaser”

"Cf course,” exckaimed krs Grinling, "tomormow Hamish can quard
the lunch.”

"A most ingenious plan," agreed Mr Grinling.

Harnish did not think that this plan wos ingeniows ot all He spat and
hissed as Mirs Grinling secured him in the basket. "There, there, Hamish,"
said Mrs Grinling consolinghy, "I'll hove a sty piece of herring waiting for

you when youarrive home."

badhy, fhying did not agree with Hamish. His fur stood on end when the
besket swayed, his whiskers drooped when he peered down ot the wet,
blue seqand he felt much too sick even o notic e the seaqulls, let alone
scare therm away from the lunch.

On Wednesday evening brand krs Grinling rac ked their brains again for
a new plan.

"What shall we do?" said Wr Grinling.

tirs Grinling looked thoughtful. "I have it!" she exclairmed, "just the
mixture for hungry seagulls.”

"Indeed, my dear,” said Mr Grinling, "what have you in mind?"

Wit and see" said Mrs Grinling, "just wait and see”



