The Little Beaver and the Lost Lantern

A SharkBoat Al Storybook



At dusk by the river, so silver and slow,
A little beaver went paddling below.
He spotted a lantern, aglow in the blue,
And softly he whispered, “I'll help you!”



The lantern drifted past leaves red and gold,
Like a tiny warm star in the evening cold.
The beaver went after it, brave and 17,
Through ripples that shivered and danced on the sea.



He followed the light where the cattails grew thin,
Past branches that trembled and bobbed in the wind.
The lantern went wobbling, left, right, and around,
Then paused by a stump with a faint, happy sound.
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“Hello, little lantern, where have you gone?”
The beaver called softly as evening grew long.
A little breeze answered, “I'm lost on my way,

Please help me get home before end of the day.”



So the beaver set oars to the left and the right,
And steered with the lantern’s warm, shimmering light.
The water made whispers, a hush and a hum,

As stars peeped above and the night began to come.



At last they saw houses with windows aglow,
And a cozy porch where the warm breezes blow.
The lantern was lifted, so snug in its place,
And twinkled like moonlight with a thankful face.



The lantern shone brighter as cheers filled the air,
And fireflies danced with a soft golden flare.
The beaver smiled wide, for his heart felt so light,
He'd found a lost friend on an autumn night.



Then home went the beaver through leaves on the stream,
Rocked by the river in a moonsilver dream.
He tucked in his scarf as the night went so slow,
And drifted to sleep where the warm willows grow.



