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THE HARVEST TREASURE 

The hervest stands 
In olden TOWS- 
In %e, bright ’dress 
The tall vine grows. 

Over the field 
Among the sheaves. 
Butterflies dance 
On golden leaves. 

And more wealth 
Than worlds can hold 
Gleam in s fragment 
of this gold. 

-THE SCARRED BARD- 
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A SEA STORY 

The lacid hay la under the lazy hare of a Jul afternoon 
the ripplegs water of d e  hay had a deep hue of blue w$i& seemed 
to be a reflection of the doudless sky above. A few peo le lay 
on the sunny expanse of soft, white sand sunning them&s as 
one would see a dog do on B warm day in winter. People -me 
here on these weekends to get ewa from the humdrum of mazy 
city life and to live on this ruggediseduded cazst a t  least a few 
hours, undisturbed b the noise of the city-racing cars, howling 
sirens the staccato {eat of typewriters, and the unielenting wave 
of h&an voices. 





70 St. Dunsten’s Red and White 

which had been the basement of the house. A few wild flowers 
blowing in the wind were what Anna Cassidy had left to posterity. 
Bert wntempkted for several minutes here until a splash of ram 
bmught him to his SMS~S; the sea was getting rougher now, and 
the sky was a sodden grey, and the sea had that look which makes 
i t  t h e  sea, master of men. 

Bert scrambled to the wharf and pulled in the boat chafing 
a t  its collar. Rain now began coming in sheets, and t b  A d  tore 
furiously a t  the little sail. In the distance the harbour mouth lay, 
n white foam “sin around it  like the teeth of some iant sea crea- 
ture. Bert lookefat  the harbour mouth, a worrief f m m  on his 
face, Peter’s Arm was not the best place to enter in a gale like this; 
but he cast off, and the skiff shivered like a lady a t  a ball when n 
breeze hits her back. Waves beat over her side, and Bert, his 
teeth denched as water poured over him, sat stolid a t  the tiller 
no  SI^ of worry or joy showing on his countenance. He was near- 
in t e entrance of the harbour when a wave hit the boat broad- 
s i k  and dmve the boom of the sail against Bert’s head. He duck- 
ed to avoid it, but i t  hit uith a sickening thud, and he lay motion- 
less at  the bottom of the boat as i t  moved faster and faster towards 
the mcks of Hangman’s Reef, B quarter of a mile from the harbour 
entrance. 

The storm tore on that night, and next morning the sun dawn- 
ing with B firey brilliance out of the eastern eky shot rays of light 
over the now stilled harbour. People stirred as usual about ten 
to see what demaQ had been done. strewn over the 
F u n d  like leaves m the autumn, and on the Lch sea-weed and 

elp lay in bunches; a few of the dories that had blown adrift dur- 
ing the storm were wallowing like elephants in the La o m  like 
water near the beach. All that day no one s l w  Bert or gis boat, 
and b Sunday evening a group of men from the city gathered in 
Ken zogads cabin to try to figure out where he was. Bert had 
never missed going to St. Theresa’s for Church on Sundays, and 
this morning no one had seen him; he hadn’t even come over to 
the beach in the afternoon, which was unusual. Ken Logan and 
a few fellows from town decided to go to the lighthouse to see what 
was the matter. When they got there he w a s  not to be found, nor 
was his skiff in sight; Ken Logan became worried. He and his 
fellows began to search the houses smund the b y  which werp in-  
occupied but he was not to be found. Some fisherman told them 
the” haiseen Bert’s skiff go out to Governor’s Island on Saturda 
so :hey w a t  there, but again, no luck. OD returning. one of t i l  
men thought he sighted something down the coast aways. The 
two boats went to where the man had thought he sighted some ob- 
ject but all they found was a mystery of the sea:-s paddle, a few 
white planks, and a piece of torn sail. 

Felt la 

-CYRIL BYRNE- 


