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Ince upon a time there was a lighthouse keeper
alled Mr Grinling. He lived with Mrs Grinlin

g and their cat,
lamish, in a little white cottage on the cliffs.




Ir Grinling loved his job. He sang as he polished the lighits-Bons. -
e whistled as he cleaned the windows. But he was especially
appy when visitors came. 1 :

I’m a lighthouse keeper from my head to my heels,”

e would tell them cheerfully,

always have been,

lways will be.”

AR o O S dor - SO e g s f
A e e AR NS T SRR T
i :

TR




He was also a lighthouse keeper who was
getting old. Sometimes he could hear his bones
creaking as he climbed the lighthouse stairs.
One day Mrs Grinling found him leaning
against the shed, sound asleep. The next day she
found him dozing with his head under a heliotrope.

Mrs Grinling woke him gently. “What’s the matter, Mr G?”

She asked anxiously. “Are you ill?”

“No, Mrs G,” said Mr Grinling, politely. “I’m just having a little
snooze 1n the sun.”




Squawk, squawk!
Wakey! Wakey!

~ But all was not well. One afternoon Mr Grinling and Hamish
rowed out to the lighthouse to prepare the night light.
Mr Grinling was rather tired after rowing the dinghy so he
decided to have a nap. When he awoke it was quite dark.
“Oh those poor boats!” he exclaimed as he rushed into the
lighthouse. “I do hope there hasn’t been an accident,” and he
peered anxiously into the darkness.




There hadn’t been an accident but
somebody had noticed that the
light had not come on.

A few days later Mr Grinling
received a letter from the
inspector of lighthouses.
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For a while Mr Grinling
nade sur %h didn’t fall asleep
3 ywheré"‘e?(cept in his bed.
He didn’t lean against shed




Buzz off, Bert!!
Thats my fish!

You greedy gull!!
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