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LAST NIGHT 
I wander4 down &-river of dreams, 
Out into the sea of sleep. 
%re many castlea I have owned, 
And W o m s  I could not kpep. 

I SBW in the clwds my life d d ,  
Stripped of its somow and pain. 
I saw e life filled with ‘ o r  
Oh1 I want to go bad again, 
But never a ain will I wander then. 
Under the efear blue sky, 
For now I am old, withered, and gray, 
And now I’m prepared to die. 

THE TREASURE HUNT 
“It WBS rather a cold right, late in the fall, abaut November 

I’d sa& the old man related. “I was only a child then; my father 
was keeper of the light-house. %re was a hint of snow in the 
ai. and my mother announced, as she came in fmm the wmd-pile. 
her shawl ma ped amund her, “%re B atom a b r e d  fer sure”. 
Mother was &ays right about +e weather and though my father 
said in jokinp- that &e was B mtch, he always made preparations 
when she predicted a storm. 

or two and then 
wc said our prayers and pVed into bed. Fa&r was outside, I 
remember ut& shutterson the windom, for I -Id hear them 
bsngiog &d L stone w& in the wind. MJ older brother 
John had gone up to the tower to trim the lamps, w e  didn’t have the 
electm then as we do now”. 

The old man p a d  as he emptied his pipe, sucked M it, 
stogged it with &aver Cut and lit it  again. 

“Now where was I? Oh yes John had gsne to trim the lamp; 
I believe I went u than once before I WBS twelve years old; it WBS 
-Uy a creepy pice,  spsially in the fall; it was dark when you 
went up there and the 
phantoms on the walls, any&‘&%f %!$ k % i  ?z 
to the bme often blew out the 5 m e  and thue you were m B that 
hhckness.” 

So- moved, sort of breaking the ahesphem and was 

“Afk the supper grandfather told us a sto 

given a few dirty looks. 
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We were all on edke to End out what h l l y  hap nod, hut the 
old man enjoyng the mterest we were showing an&ing a born 
story-teller, did not rush into an endiog. 

“This lad lapsed into unconciousness several times that ni h t  
and raved in delirium about his home and other things my fatfer 
could not undersand. However m e  word came up conustently: 
map ohviousl referring to the map they had used in their treasure 
huni. When$. came into concousness a ain my father gave him 
some weak tea, then the dyin lad put l i s  hand in his shirt and 
unfastened a leather strap tie8 amund his neck which held in a 
little pouch a map.” 

“He gave this map to my father, since he didn’t think he’d ever 
use it, and because my father had been kind to him. No m n e r  had 
he done this than he looked a t  the door with horror in his eyes 
and shouted: 

! 
‘There he is!’ 

“My father looked hut muld only SM the closed door, just as 
you see it now; but that oun feller, he’d seen someone there, or 
else he imagined he had. hen%,  straightened out and give her up”. 

“Now it may seem to end there but actually it didn’t. You see, 
my father had the map now. Of course he had no intention of going 
treasure-hunting, but John my older brother did.” 

I 

“On a Saturday morning he went out with a pick and shovel 
and a copy of the landmarks. We never saw him afterwards from 
that day on. Me mother took i t  bad, never did quite get over it. 
You may be sure there were no more treasure hunts; father said that 
the treasure must have started evilly and could only end in evil. We 
keep the map, I’ll get i t  for you.” 

The old man roused himself and went to a back mom, came 
back shortly with a glass case in which was a pi- of yellowed p a p  
with feint contours of the coast and some kind of written m- 
structions a t  the bottom. I t  was plaimb a very old map. 

‘‘I wonder”, he said, “if anyone will ever find the treasure, or 
if there ever was one”. He relit his p i p  and as an after thou t 
a i d  “Fumy t h q ,  I never could figure out what that dyy t d  
sawat thedoororwh-hisfriend‘sbodywent,sincewenever ound 
it.” 

-CYRIL BYRNE ’60 


