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Thomas stepped off the bus into salty air and sunshine. His

grandfather, Elias, stood by the old lighthouse, white beard

blowing in the wind. 'Welcome, Thomas!' he called. Thomas

grinned, gap-toothed and happy. He wore his yellow raincoat

and a small brass compass around his neck. 'Ready for a

summer of lighthouse work?' asked Grandfather. Thomas

nodded eagerly.
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Every day, Thomas helped Grandfather polish the lantern,

sweep the stairs, and check the light. The lighthouse stood on

a rocky point, tall and white. 'Why is it so old?' Thomas asked.

Grandfather smiled. 'It has guided ships for hundreds of

years,' he said. 'Some say it has a special magic.' Thomas

looked up at the big glass lamp, curious.
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One foggy evening, Thomas and Grandfather sat by the

window. The fog rolled in like a soft grey blanket. 'Listen,'

Grandfather whispered. Thomas heard a low horn. 'A ship?' he

asked. Grandfather nodded. 'But no ships should be out

tonight,' he said. 'Let's go see.' They hurried up the winding

stairs to the lantern room.
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Through the fog, Thomas saw a strange shape. It was a tall

sailing ship with tattered sails. 'It looks old,' he whispered.

Grandfather's eyes widened. 'That's Captain Morrow's ship,'

he said. 'It was lost at sea many years ago.' Thomas shivered,

but not from cold. 'Is it a ghost ship?' he asked. Grandfather

nodded slowly.
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The ship drifted closer to the rocks. 'We must guide it to

safety,' Grandfather said. He turned to the lantern, but it was

dim. 'The magic light is fading,' he said. 'I'm not sure it will

work.' Thomas felt a knot in his stomach. 'What can we do?' he

asked. Grandfather looked worried. 'I don't know,' he said.
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Just then, a tiny glowing figure appeared beside the lantern. It

was a small man made of light, with flame-like hair and a robe

of brightness. 'I am the Lantern Keeper,' he said softly. 'The

light is fading because I am growing weak.' Thomas stared in

wonder. 'How can we help you?' he asked. The Lantern Keeper

smiled faintly. 'Compassion,' he whispered.
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The Lantern Keeper explained, 'Long ago, this light guided lost

ships to peaceful harbors. But as people forgot about them, the

light dimmed. Now, only a kind heart can restore it.' Thomas

looked at Grandfather. 'I want to help,' he said. Grandfather

nodded. 'We must work together,' he said. 'The ships are

counting on us.'
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The next night, more ships appeared in the fog. Each one was

old and tattered, and each carried sailors searching for a

forgotten destination. Thomas saw a little boy on one ship

waving. 'We're lost!' the boy called. 'Can you help us?' Thomas

waved back. 'We'll try!' he shouted. The Lantern Keeper grew

dimmer as each ship arrived.
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Thomas thought hard. 'What if we polish the lantern extra

bright?' he asked. Grandfather shook his head. 'The light

comes from the Keeper's magic,' he said. 'But maybe our

kindness can make him stronger.' Thomas put his hand on the

glass. 'We believe in you,' he said to the Lantern Keeper. The

tiny figure glowed a little brighter.
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Thomas remembered the compass around his neck.

Grandfather had given it to him. 'It always points home,'

Grandfather had said. Thomas had an idea. 'We need to help

the ships find their way home,' he said. 'But how?' asked

Grandfather. Thomas smiled. 'By showing them we care,' he

said. 'That's what compassion means.'
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Thomas and Grandfather stood together at the lantern. 'We

will help you,' Thomas said to the Lantern Keeper. The little

spirit smiled. 'Your kindness gives me strength,' he said. His

glow grew brighter. The lantern shone out over the water,

cutting through the fog. The lost ships turned toward the light,

their sails filling with hope.
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Captain Morrow's ship glided close. 'Thank you, Thomas!' he

called. 'You have shown us the way home.' Thomas waved.

'Safe travels!' he shouted. One by one, the ships sailed toward

the horizon, disappearing into the mist. The Lantern Keeper

glowed warmly. 'You have done a wonderful thing,' he said.

Thomas felt proud and happy.
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As the last ship vanished, the Lantern Keeper began to fade.

'My time here is done,' he said softly. 'But the light will remain,

as long as there are kind hearts to tend it.' Thomas felt a lump

in his throat. 'Will I see you again?' he asked. The Keeper

smiled. 'Whenever the light shines, I am here.' Then he was

gone.
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Thomas and Grandfather climbed down the stairs. The

lighthouse felt warm and safe. 'You were brave,' Grandfather

said. 'You helped those who were lost.' Thomas touched his

compass. 'I learned that even small kindness can make a big

difference,' he said. Grandfather hugged him. 'That's the

magic of the lighthouse,' he said.
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That summer, Thomas helped Grandfather every day. He

polished the lantern and swept the stairs. Sometimes, on foggy

nights, he thought he saw the Lantern Keeper's glow. But he

knew the light would always shine for lost ships. And he knew

that compassion was the greatest magic of all.
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When autumn came, Thomas hugged Grandfather goodbye. 'I'll

be back next summer,' he promised. Grandfather smiled. 'The

lighthouse will be waiting,' he said. Thomas climbed onto the

bus, his compass around his neck. He looked back at the

lighthouse, shining in the sun. He knew that helping others

was the best summer adventure of all.
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