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The Light Beyond Darkness 
 
The lighthouse stood alone at the edge of Blackstone Cliff. Its white walls were worn 
out from years of wind, rain and big waves crashing against it. A time ago its light 
helped many ships get through bad storms safely but now the light was dark and 
covered in dust. Some tourists would look at it from far away, but nobody ever went 
up the steep path to the old door. To people it was just another old thing that nobody 
cared about.  
To sixteen-year-old Maya the lighthouse felt like it was a lot like her.  
Before her mom died Maya was a person who liked to find the good in everything. 
She drew lots of pictures in her notebooks, spent weekends watching the sun go 
down with her mum, and always tried to laugh. After her mom got sick and died life 
did not seem fun anymore. Her notebooks were empty; she did not talk to people 
much. The house was very quiet.  
Her dad tried to deal with the sadness by working. He thought that if he was busy the 
pain would not hurt much. Maya did things differently. Every day after school she 
would go to Blackstone Cliff with her notebook and pencil. The ocean did not care if 
she was sad or happy. It just kept moving. Reminded her that some things will 
always hurt.  
 
One afternoon Maya was drawing the lighthouse when she saw someone near the 
door. An old man was trying to open the door while carrying a big toolbox. Maya was 
curious so she watched him from away until he finally got the door open.  
She did not know why. She decided to follow him.  
Inside the lighthouse it was darker than she thought it would be. There was dust and 
the old man was cleaning the big light at the top of the stairs.  
Without turning around he said, “I was waiting for you to come and see what I am 
doing.”  
Maya was surprised. “You knew I was here?”  
The old man kept cleaning. “These old stairs make a lot of noise when someone is 
walking on them.”  
Maya could not laugh a little. “What are you doing here?”  
The old man said, “I am trying to make this place nice.”  
Maya looked around. Saw that everything was old and broken. “It does not look like it 
is worth fixing.”  
The old man looked at her. Said, “I did not look so good myself a long time ago.”  
His answer surprised her.  
He told her his name was Arthur and he used to take care of the lighthouse a time 
ago. He said he could not just leave it when it was not used anymore.  
Arthur said, “My wife used to say that this lighthouse has a heart. Long as someone 
takes care of it will never be forgotten.”  
Maya did not know what to say.  
Before she left Arthur gave her a cloth. “If you come back tomorrow you can help me 
clean.”  
Maya was going to say she was not coming back. She put the cloth in her pocket 
instead. 



“Maybe I will.”  
 
The next day Maya went back to the lighthouse.  
She told herself she had nothing to do but deep down she knew that was not true.  
Over the few weeks Maya helped Arthur fix the lighthouse. They cleaned the 
windows, fixed the stairs, and made the place look nice again. Arthur did not talk 
much. When he did Maya remembered what he said for a long time.  
 
One day they sat inside the lighthouse and looked at an old picture. The picture was 
of Arthur and his wife standing in front of the lighthouse.  
Arthur said, “Her name was Eleanor.”  
Maya asked, “What happened to her?”  
Arthur looked sad and said, “She died eight years ago.”  
Maya said, “I am sorry.”  
Arthur said, “I was sorry too.”  
They were quiet for a moment. Then Arthur said, “I stopped coming to the lighthouse 
after she died. I did not come back for three years.”  
Maya asked, “What made you come back?”  
Arthur looked up at the light and said, “I realised that the lighthouse was not built to 
stop the storms. It was built because the storms will always come. The lighthouse is 
here to remind people that even when things are bad, there is always a way to keep 
going.”  
Maya thought about what he said.  
She had been waiting for the pain of losing her mum to go away before she felt okay 
again. Maybe she was wrong. Maybe feeling better was not about forgetting the 
things. Maybe it was about learning to keep moving even when things are hard.  
 
That evening Maya went home. Found a photo album on the table. It was her mum’s 
album. She looked at the pictures. Saw happy times with her mum and dad. She saw 
a picture of herself sleeping on her mum’s shoulder when she was little.  
The door. Her dad came in. He looked tired from work. He stopped when he saw the 
album in her hands.  
For a moment they did not say anything.  
Then her dad said, “I miss her too.”  
It was the first time they had talked honestly in a long time.  
 
The next day Maya went to the lighthouse earlier than usual. Arthur was fixing a 
window when he saw her.  
“You look different,” he said.  
Maya smiled a little. “My dad and I talked last night.”  
Arthur nodded like he already knew.  
“Sometimes the hardest conversations are the ones we need to have.”  
 
Over a few weeks the lighthouse started to look nice again. The walls were painted; 
the windows were clean. The light was shining brightly. The old building that was 
forgotten was starting to feel alive.  
As the lighthouse changed Maya changed too.  
She started drawing and filling her notebooks with pictures of the cliffs, the ocean, 
and the lighthouse. She started laughing with her friends and talking to people. The 
sadness was still there. It did not control her life anymore.  



 
One evening a big storm came with wind and rain. Maya and Arthur were inside the 
lighthouse when they saw a boat in the distance. The boat was being tossed around 
by the waves. It was heading towards the rocks.  
Arthur called for help. They had to do something to help the boat. Maya remembered 
how the light worked and ran up the stairs to turn it on. The old machine was hard to 
move. She used some oil and tried again. Finally, the light started to turn, and a 
strong beam of light went out to sea. The boat saw the light. Changed direction. A 
minutes later a rescue boat came and helped the people on the small boat.  
Maya watched as the boats went away safely.  
Arthur said, “The lighthouse did its job.”  
Maya looked at the light. Said, “We did too.”  
 
People in the town heard about what happened and started to visit the lighthouse. 
They were amazed that the old building had helped save lives. Some people even 
offered to help take care of it.  
A few days later Maya went home with her notebook and found her dad sitting on the 
back porch watching the sun go down.  
“Can I sit with you?” she asked.  
Her dad said, “I was hoping you would.”  
They sat together quietly. Watched the sun go down. It was, like the days when her 
mum was still alive. This time the memories did not hurt so much. They felt nice.  
Maya opened her notebook. She started to draw the sunset.  
Her father said to her, “You have started drawing.”  
“I think Mum would have liked that,” she said.  
“I so think, too,” he said.  
As the sun went down into the sea Maya thought about the lighthouse on Blackstone 
Cliff. It was still standing tall. The lighthouse never stopped the storms from coming. 
It never made the darkness go away. The lighthouse was there to give people hope 
when they needed it.  
Maya thought that people are not so different from the lighthouse.  
Life is always going to be hard. There will be times when we lose someone or 
something. There will be times when our heart is broken. There will be times when 
everything seems impossible. We will always have darkness, in our life. No matter 
how bad things get there is always something good waiting for us after the storm. 
Sometimes that something good is our family. Sometimes it is our friends.  
Sometimes it is just us being strong.  
Maya closed her sketchbook. She was smiling.  
The darkness is still a part of her life.  
But it is not the end of her story. The lighthouse, Maya, and her drawing are the 
beginning of something.  


