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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. 


