
Lighthouse Keepers 
By: Captain Stetson Turner 

 

 

 

 

Lighthouse keepers have it easy, 

All year long their homes are breezy; 

Noises don’t disturb their labors, 

For they haven’t any neighbors. 

 

They don’t need big wastebaskets 

For old papers, orange peels, or gaskets; 

Just one careless motion 

And their trash drops in the ocean. 

 

They don’t need nine holes or twenty, 

They get their exercise aplenty; 

One trip up the spiral stairway 

Equals three around the fairway. 

 

Window shades are never needed, 

They can dress and strip unheeded; 

Wakeful brats don’t have conniptions, 

Neighbors don’t give long descriptions. 

 

When I’m old and don’t need pity, 

I shall leave the sullied city, 

Climb the lighthouse, bar the door, 

And trim my wicks forevermore.



Blowfish for Breakfast 
      By: Pamela Ray 
 

 

a little girl 
 a little pole 
  a fiddler grab for wiggily bait 
 
 
end of dock 
 legs adangle 
  eyes intent on bobber and weight 
 
 
fluffy white dog 
  tail on his back 
    sitting tall beside his mate 
 
 
sings the child 
  pants the pet 
    puffs the fish bound for a plate 
 

 

Blowfish for Breakfast was written by Pamela Ray. Mrs. Ray is the 
daughter of First Class Petty Officer William Brown, a former United 
States Coast Guard Relief Keeper who was assigned to the Ponce de Leon 
Inlet Light Station during World War II. Blowfish for Breakfast was 
inspired by Mrs. Ray’s experiences while living at the Light Station as a 
child.  

 

 



HIAWATHA OF THE LIGHTHOUSE 
 

 
In The Land of rocks and thistles, 
Midst the spruce trees' hanging branches 
Lived a Lighthouse Keeper desperate 
And each month his hair grew longer.  
 
Gulls and gannets white and lanky, 
Soared o'er head both day and nighttime, 
Left their name cards in his cistern 
And their footprints on his rooftops.  
 
In his library neatly hidden 
Dwelt the books Headquarters furnished, 
Spicy tales by Georgie Sheldon 
And the Rover Boys' whole series!  
 
In his kitchen, somewhat drafty, 
Where the plaster fell in sections 
Was the stove of ancient vintage 
And the oven's one hinge missing.  
 
When the rain would stop its pounding 
And the leaky roof stop dripping 
It was then he cooked his biscuits, 
Wading slowly through the puddles.  
 
Each month on days uncertain 
Came the mail in pouches massive 
Catalogues and month-old papers 
That pictured Lincoln's bold assassin.  
 
The dirty deal in old Manila 
And the Maine sunk on her moorings, 
James Madison's horseless carriage, 
And other timely notes of interest. 
 
With his wife, a freckled terror, 
And three children large of earage, 
Lighted lights and blew a whistle, 
On occasion dodged the dishes.  
 
Thrown in haste at little Junior 
Who was scarcely then house broken             
Or at Rodney tall and lanky 
Who refused to clean the hen house.   
 

Modern plumbing still was missing 
But lace curtains in the outhouse 
Gave a touch of homey welcome 
When breezes shook their trimmings.  
 
Bath water, bucket—heated, 
Poured on Junior held by handcuffs 
Washed the smell of toil-soiled bodies-- 
Lysol would have done it quicker.  
 
But the Keeper and his family 
Happy in their clapboard residence, 
Asked no more from life but groceries 
And fought all day about the store bill.  
 
On the shore in rented building 
Stood their car, there dead and quiet 
A 1918 model Velie 
With three hundred miles upon it.  
 
No schoolhouse graced the island, 
So the kids were somewhat backward, 
Wiped their noses on their mittens 
And ignored the forks at dinner.  
 
But the bank account kept growing. 
Swelled a bit by legal lobsters 
Caught with bait a little rotten 
Kept in barrels in the wood shed.  
 
Very soon he would retire 
But the very thoughts were dreadful, 
He worried long in earnest 
Over traffic snarls and movies.  
 
So we leave the family living 
On this island far from humans, 
Far from anything that matters 
In the Coast Guard’s foreign Legion.  
 
by:  
Thomas L. Keene 

 

 

 

 



 

ODE TO A LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER 
By: Janet McCormick 

  

They called him James when he came to this place. 

Nee McCormick, to David and Grace 

In 1900, he took him a wife, 

A wee little lass to share in his life.  
 

There at the Beavers to the lighthouse they came, 

That Jim and Mary, for that was her name, 

They worked & they toiled from morning til night, 

She tended the family, while he kept the light.  
 

Many children they reared...one, two, three, four, 

Then there were six, & then six more. 

All took to the water like ducks to the sea, 

They grew to adulthood by the rocks & the lee.  
 

Jim was kept busy keeping signal & light, 

He'd toil in the day & yet half the night. 

Then in the morning in the light of half dawn, 

Out to the garden, at once he was gone.  
 

He fished & he sailed & tales he could tell, 

Of his shipwreck at sea & the big buoy bell. 

For forty-eight hours he drifted in shivering cold, 

Snatched from the water by a big freighter bold.  
 

He blew the fog signal in the days & the nights, 

For thirty-four years he tended the lights. 

He polished the brass & then lenses he shined, 

He filled all the ledgers & then they were signed.  
 

Then came the day when work was no more. 

The wind became still; no waves at his door. 

But, when the wind blows & the fog rolls in, 

There in the lighthouse, I think, there's Mary & Jim. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

THE KEEPER AND 

THE LIGHT ON 
THE HILL 
By Bob Wynne 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 
From a slumber I awaken to the sounds of the ships  

As they make their way out of the bay 
And I listen to the water wash over the rocks 

As I rise to a blustery day  
 

In the distance I can hear it blowing a tune 
In my dreams I can see a great gale 

And the lighthouse keeper is climbing the stairs 
Like he did every night without fail  

 
And he watches the horizon the north and the south 

Keeping notes that he writes in his book 
He can tell what is coming from the smell of the air 

And from his tower he need only look  
 

And I have heard stories from captains and folk 
Who talk of the ships out there still 

And the times that their prayers had been answered 
By the keeper and the light on the hill 
 

 

 

 

 



The Lighthouse 
By: Clayton Colpitts 

 

 

 

I was placed upon the harbor bank                       
My purpose there to be.  
To show a light out in the night  

For ships out in the sea.  
                                                                                  

 
The Fundy shore is rugged,  
There's rocks and reefs and shoals.  

I feel assured my guiding light  
Has saved many souls.  

 
 
For many years I stood on guard  

For ships out in the bay.  
They dismantled me, when no l onger needed  
And hauled me far away;  

  
                                                                     

They took me to Cape Breton  
And assembled me in a park,  
No longer was my purpose  

Assisting ships out in the dark.  
 
 

For seventeen long years  
I stoo d, dismantled and alone,  

A castaway, no place in life  
A beggar without a home.  

Now I'm going back where I belong  
The place where I long to be;  
I'll be farther up the harbor,  

But it's home sweet home to me.  
 

 
Many an old salt, when passing by  
Will tip thei r hats to me;  

They'll recall the nights my beaming lights  
Brought them safely from the sea.  

                                                                            
 
When passing down the Parrsboro shore,  

A sight you'll probably see;  
The lighthouse stan ding on the bank,  
The Age of Sail and me.  

 
 

I'm a reminder now of yesteryear,  
I'm history of the past;  
I'll go down in memory of the men  

Who sailed before the mast;  
 
 

And, now my duties ended.  
I'll shine my light once more,  

May God bless every one of you  
Who enters through my door.  
 

 

The lighthouse overlooking Fundy Bay on the northeast Canadian coast was 

constructed in 1857  to aid mariners navigating Fundy B ay  which had long been 
known for  its extreme tides and hazardous rocks. The Canadian Coast Guard 

d ismantled the tower in 1972, replacing it with a light mounted atop an iron 
skeletal mast. Residents of Fundy Island missed their historic lighthouse and 

requested permission to rebuild the lighthouse. A replica or the original 

lighthouse now stands on the  shores of Fundy Island overlooking the 
treacherous waters of Fundy Bay near the site of the  original tower . 



 

Brasswork 
by: Fred Morong (former lighthouse keeper) 

 

 

Oh, what is the bane of the lightkeeperôs life 

That causes him worry, struggle, and strife  

That makes him mad and yell at his wife? 

Itôs brasswork. 

 

What makes him look ghastly, consumptive, and 

thin, 

What robs him of health, of vigor, and vim, 

And causes despair and drives him to sin? 

Itôs brasswork. 

 

The devil himself could never invent, 

A material causing more worldwide lament, 

And in Uncle Samôs service about ninety percent 

Is brasswork. 

 

The lamp in the tower, reflector, and shade, 

The tools and reflectors pass in parade 

As a matter of fact, the whole outfit is made 

Of brasswork. 

 

The oil containers I polish until 

My poor back is broken, aching, and still 

Each gallon and pint, each pint and gill 

Is brasswork. 

 

I lay down to slumber all weary and sore, 

I walk in my sleep, I awake with a snore 

And Iôm shining the knob on my bedchamber door 

Thatôs brasswork. 

 

From pillar to post, rags and polish I tote,  

Iôm never without them, for you will please note 

That even the buttons I wear on my coat 

Are brasswork. 

 

The machinery, clockwork, and fog signal bell, 

The coal hods, the dustpans, the pump in the well,  

Now Iôll leave it to you mates, if this isnôt, well, 

Brasswork. 

 

I dig, scrub, and polish, and work with a might, 

And just when I get it all shiny and bright,  

In comes the fog like a thief in the night;  

Good-bye brasswork. 

 

I start the next day, and when noontime draws 

near, 

A boatload of summer visitors appear, 

For no other purpose than to smooth and besmear 

My brasswork. 

 

So it goes all summer, and along in the fall 

Comes the district machinist to overhaul 

And rub dirty and greasy paws over all  

My brasswork. 

 

And again in the spring, if perchance it may be, 

An efficiency star is awarded to me, 

I open the package and what do I see? 

More brasswork. 

 

Oh, why should the spirit of mortal be proud, 

In the short span of life that he is allowed, 

If  all the lining in every dark cloud  

Is brasswork. 

 

And when I polished until I am cold, 

And Iôm taken aloft to the Heavenly Fold,  

Will my harp and my grown be made of pure gold? 

No, brasswork 

 

 



January  

Storm  
By Flavilla Lamb  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The morning was dark and stormy 

And on a far off light 

A storm was coming our way quite fast 

Since the sun shone red last night.  

 

 

As I ran to the shed I noticed 

The seas were rolling high 

The white caps, they were waving 

To the storm clouds in the sky.  

 

 

As I stood in the window and listened 

To the pounding of heavy seas 

I thought of many a sailor 

Who sailed the wintry sea.  

 

 

The storm broke out at noontime 

It came on the full of the tide, 

The seas came higher and higher 

And lashed the towers side.  

 

 

The wind was blowing from the east 

The fog it came in showers 

So the keepers on this lighthouse 

Had to stay up in the tower.  

 

It was just at the hour of midnight 

And the winds had continued to blow 

When I heard the keeper saying 

"To the tower we must go."  

 

 

We were up and ready in a second 

And provisions we all shared 

We knew not what was ahead of us, 

As we climbed the tower stairs.  

 

 

We watched from the stone cut window 

The pounding seas, which were rough, 

And watched the thundering billows 

As they crashed the rocky bluff.  

 

 

The men kept watch of the place all night 

And just at the break of dawn, 

We looked from the tower window, 

And found one building gone.  

 

 

The storm had ceased its power 

And the day was bright once more, 

But the boat house roof was missing, 

Many windows, shingles and door. 

 

 



"The Lighthouse"  
By: Henry Wadsworth Longfellow  

 

 

The rocky ledge runs far into the sea, and on 
its outer point, some miles away, the 
lighthouse lifts its massive masonry, A pillar 
of fire by night, of cloud by day. 

Even at this distance I can see the tides, 
Upheaving, break unheard along its base, A 
speechless wrath, that rises and subsides in 
the white tip and tremor of the face.  

And as the evening darkens, lo! how bright, 
through the deep purple of the twilight air, 
Beams forth the sudden radiance of its light, 
with strange, unearhly splendor in the glare!  

No one alone: from each projecting cape And 
perilous reef along the ocean's verge, Starts 
into life a dim, gigantic shape, Holding its 
lantern o'er the restless surge. 

Like the great giant Christopher it stands 
Upon the brink of the tempestuous wave, 
Wading far out among the rocks and sands, 
The night o'er taken mariner to save. 

And the great ships sail outward and return 
Bending and bowing o'er the billowy swells, 
And ever joyful, as they see it burn They 
wave their silent welcome and farewells. 

They come forth from the darkness, and their 
sails Gleam for a moment only in the blaze, 
And eager faces, as the light unveils Gaze at 
the tower, and vanish while they gaze. 

The mariner remembers when a child, on his 
first voyage, he saw it fade and sink And 
when returning from adventures wild, He 
saw it rise again o'er ocean's brink. 

Steadfast, serene, immovable, the same, Year 
after year, through all the silent night Burns 
on forevermore that quenchless flame, 
Shines on that inextinguishable light!  

It sees the ocean to its bosum clasp The rocks 
and sea-sand with the kiss of peace: It sees 
the wild winds lift it in their grasp, And hold 
it up, and shake it like a fleece. 

The startled waves leap over it; the storm 
Smites it with all the scourges of the rain, 
And steadily against its solid form press the 
great shoulders of the hurricane.  

The sea-bird wheeling round it, with the din 
of wings and winds and solitary cries, 
Blinded and maddened by the light within, 
Dashes himself against the glare, and dies. 

A new Prometheus, chained upon the rock, 
Still grasping in his hand the fire of love, it 
does not hear the cry, nor heed the shock, but 
hails the mariner with words of love.  

"Sail on!" it says: "sail on, ye stately ships! 
And with your floating bridge the ocean 
span; Be mine to guard this light from all 
eclipse. Be yours to bring man neared unto 
man.  



Offshore  
by: Thomas L. Keene 
 

When the world is at play both 

at night and the day, 

And the lights on the shore sparkle bright, 

How would you like to be on an island sea 

Alone in a watchtower tonight? 

With wind howling wild 

and the spray flying high, 

And a tattoo of sleet from the dark, angry sky, 

With no one to talk to, no chair and no light, 

Oh, you're lucky to be by your friends tonight! 

We wonder how folks are enjoying their rest 

And feelings of loneliness rise in our breast; 

Are the children all home? 

Is there plenty of coal? 

And this kind of thinking is hard on the soul. 

Four hours alone looking out on the sea, 

With only the clock for your company. 

Looking for lights to glow in sky. 

The sign from some ship in distress passing by. 

Then back to the station to roll into bed; 

And scarcely the pillow seems 

touching your head, 

When the brazen gong lets go with a gong! 

A trip in the lifeboat, twill take all night long 

So into your oil skins, sou'wester and boots. 

And launch a wet dory down over the chutes 

The green spray flies high 

and makes ice on the stays, 

As the compass is scanned 

by the skipper's close gaze. 

A long, dreary tow; lines froze hard and fast; 

About fourteen hours the job will last. 

Oh, the surf man's life is a merry one, 

No hard work and plenty of fun, 

The six-mile walk in shifting sand 

With clock and Costons and lantern in hand; 

Scrubbing and mopping and scraping the paint, 

Routine that would ruin the life of a saint. 

And though we all grumble 

and kick 'n complain, 

As sure as the devil, we'll sign up again. 



 

The Lighthouse  
By: Sallie A. Hinds  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The lighthouse is a sentinel 

That stands on sea or shore, 

It's very existence threatened 

By the lake storm's angry roar. 

 

It was once lit with whale oil, 

The lens hand polished bright 

Now fully automated... 

It shines both day and night. 

 

Through rolling fog, the piercing light 

Makes its presence known, 

And guides the ships around the rocks 

With loud alarming tones. 

In winter bleak, it stands alone 

Thick with ice and sleet, 

In summer sun it brightly gleams 

In the day's unyielding heat. 

 

Let's not forget the lightships 

Anchored 'mid the silver waves, 

They guard the channel entrance 

And warn of rocky graves. 

 

Although the lighthouse stands alone 

Its reasurring light 

Guides the lives of those who sail, 

Through the darkness of the night. 

 

 

 

 


