
St Dunstan’s Red and Whue 

NIGHT REVERIE 
when moonbeams bathe 

In soft and amber tight 
The wounds 

Found in Life’s toil and 
Endless hay, 
MY soul, 

In h h t  would rise 
Above the bounds 

Of mediocrity, 
Existence drab, 

This tuneksp lay. 
To far Olympus 
Would it stnw, 
(With Humes’ speed) 

The days of old 
And phoebus p a t  to sek; 

Ambmsian nourishment 
Then to find, 

And, in this draught, 
Immortality 

For the weak 



In life end's port 
Is heard again 

Olympus' song 

-M. J M ,  '61 

Souvenirs brises . . 
Plaisirs perdus . 
Lames our ansoler, 
Restes passe. . 

0 Espoir, pourquon m'astu habite? 
Comment arje pu cmire en tm? 
Fus tu cres, soume d'dluslons, 
Pour qu'un jour on desespere? 


