
ST. DUNSTAN’S RED AND WHITE U 

LE REW d’UNE NUIT 
Haiti, nsile de verdure, de soleil, de fleura et d’amour, 

baignait dans m e  atmosp&e de m y s t h  . . . La b& 
I&& du soir ber& la chevelure des palmiera et les 
r8-s d’amour nai-ts. 

Entre cette v&dtation verte et la mer tout prb ,  la 
plage se posait tel un long ruban d’argent. Mon corps 
..-it dans le sable ti& ui glissnit entre mes doigts 
comme autaot d’espoirs env& . . . . et mon es i t  dans 
Is gaze l@re du ciel. Le mer, puissante et [myante 
souver-e, au manteau couleur de printemps, b 4 a i t  et 
ondulait t e l l s  les W e s  d’un serpent, en souriant de 
toute la hlancheur de son bume au del iqud de nuages 
blaqcs tels des millets A boutionnih. 8, aurait dit un 

Tout d a  &it doux, mystdi?ux. . , , tout 
cela dtait beau . . . . 

La nuit frissonnait d‘une douce m6Ianrolie. image de 
mon -our. Avec pmse et dbinvolture, l a  rayons de 
lune -&ent led toits, l a  palmiem, se glissaient dam 
les coins obscurs, tr&aient les senets des amoms 
blottis quelque part et, a c q u i h t ,  effleuraient leur 
front en guise de haiser. 

Urn seule fois, Giana m’htait a p p m e ,  . . . en p1.i.e 
l u m i h  du midi. . . . lsissant dam son sillage un parfum 
mysttieua mmme la nuit et ausi l oud  ue le &gin 
que me csusait son absence. ~e soir me3a montrait B 
nouveau, et j e  n’aurais pu dire qui 1.8 rayons de lune ou de 
G n a  aurblolait le mieun la nuit. . . , ou peut-&re aurais. 
je pu tmp I‘affrrmer. Tout entier le charme de la nuit 
6manait de son &-e . . . . et Ies (&acmes) ch- qui 
I’entouraient n’dtaient que de d e s  reflets de sa beaut&. 

map; changeants et charmelira comme la mu; coulants 
mmme un serpent; des yeux doux et d&ables cornme le 
mid, des yeeua, des yeun . . . E t  je voyolais des l h  muges, 
muel les  comme yn fruit m&, un fruit q 6  ne demande 
Y’B se donne, qu’ P &re d e v M  . . . . Et  je voyais 88 

E evelure . . . . mdulante et Id&e comme la b& print- 
ami&, une chevelure sombre oi se renfermait mille 
trbors . . . . de douceur. R e s p k c  mpicer longtempa le 
parfum de seg cheveur planger mon &re dam ses cheveun 
avec la convoitise d h n  homme s’alttant avec dCce B 
une source d’enu vive, c’dtait 18 mon r8ve 
qui se changea en un baiser grisant comme 

leur cbevelure embras&; des blondes inconstantes -me 
le brillant de leur complesion; des noirs BU coeur plein de 
trbors inconnus et  insondables a m m e  la nuit. . . . 

Je Iaissars &der des heures pleines de pens& pame 
que lentes A s’envoler. Giana dispv-ant avec des,  
la chevelure dans la brise tel un voilier BU vent, Je 
m’emp&cher de res~sser le pas&, myants que les regrets 
tuant mhme les meiUeurs souvenirs. Mon &tm n’atait 

possed4 ue de cette fej, inmatiable d’es+ance e& 
reah&,  %,vn p r h n t  qni m’entourait, reprbentait ~ e s  
bonnes des mes dbirs et, qu’avec amour, j’emhrauais 
des yeun. 

-ALBAN BERUBE ’59 

THE STROLLER 

About the time the sun gmws tired. 
And evening shadows begh to fall 
This stroller Will ap  ar 
“Tis atranse”, say %. . 
He leaves hia dwelling 
Of lauphter, sone and shout 
To take his evening EhoII. 
He’s seen-there is no doubt. 

His step is slow, 
And frequently he will stop, 
hnning the starry hem-. 
often as if in prayer. 

h e t i m e s  you’ll hear him &g; 
Sweet though& forth. 
But should me approach 
He’s silent again. 

His time is r a d y  past B qnarta-hour; 
He returns with noisless step 
And on his face an expression 
That he enjoys peace and thought. 

-K G. FARMER60 

COULD IT BE MURDER? 

Before I relate this story, or $I i t  what you will, I 
would like to make !mown one thm and that is all that 
which you are about to read is true. h e r e  ma? be a little 
variance in the details BS 1 ~ 1  them down mth those of 
the actual event, hut gene ly all which I am about to 
write is a b l a t e  fact. 

I say this because many of you after reading this wiU 
think that the numemus coincidences WE& ormr thmugh 
out could be nothing more than the figment of s person’s 
imagination. 



than &ion. 
I suppose if you want to give this story B moral you 

could say that i t  IS that crime doesn’t p y .  As far as I’m 
concerned the story isn’t meant to pmw anything m 
prticular. I j w t  thought that i t  would make s little 
interesting reading. If you want lo draw any codusions 
ati tsendthat’suployou. 

But to get on with the story. I t  has its selting in 
Boston and i t  involves principally two brothers, both in 
their late thirties. 

I have given you the general setting and the principal 
characters but about either I can say no more. I’ll just 
say that the names of the p l e  and places involved have 
been altered to protect t e mnocent. 

John Stevens, he was the elder of the two brothers, 
lived on Eglington S1. in B fairly well-to-do residential 
section of Boston. His home or I should say his parents. 
home-he’d lived with them all his l ib  exce t for the time 
he’d spent in the army-was an old coloniaf st led house. 
Fairly large, it had twelve moms and WBF we{ kept out- 
side and inside with 8 acious grounds to the fmnt and 
hack. Little credit &uld go to him though for its 
appearance. His father, now in his seventies end retired 
fmm business five yean, kept things nest and trim. He 
pvttered around the house and rounds from esd spring 
untd lhe chill winds of autumn fad removed the k t  leaf. 

too heavy, 
in f a d  he weighed 265 pounds about 60 pou3: or so over- 
weight for his height. N o b d y  could call him handsome 
or even good lookingl His hair was sandy in color and 
receding ut the temples. His face was fat, a flabby fat, 
and perpetually red, not a healthy red and when he wau 
mad it  turned B strangled purpl~. His eyes were pale blue 
and mall and sunken, glittering eyes s m d  and pig like. 
He was w different from Allan that was his younger 
brother, 

Man was tall but dark and heavy, heavy in a rugged 
Like John his eyes w e  blue but they were wide 

zpopen and frank. You knew where you stood with 
Allan, he didn’t say much when there wasa vowd a b u t  
but you knew he was there. You knew when John was 
around too but in a different way. Back dappine 
Ian hin loud voiced, a plass in his hand OL a pint in his 
p o 6 d  a t  wag John. They really had nothing in common 
in personality or appearance. 

They’d both been in the army though. John got out 
just after the war. Couldn’t seem to get going or get any 
whex in i t  he used to say but Aurin had stayed on. Six- 
t e n  years he’d been in i t  and had worked his way up to 
major, nine more and he’d be able to retirp then he’d 
planned on gettinp a hand in the hardware business. 

John got out in ’46 with nothing in mind and he 
stayed that way until ’48. In ‘48 he started w o r k i y  with 
Brown and Dombey Ltd., s hardware company; m fact, 
he‘d been the one that got Allan interested in the hard- 
ware business. 

John used to say how he’d spent seven long years with 
Brown and Dombey and didn’t seem to be getting any- 
where. He left in 1955. 

John was tall, about 6 It. 1 inch and hea 

‘ ‘ a t ’ s  what made me leave”, he used to say “Did 
as much work as anybody e- learned to laok after 
invoices but they never appreciated me, so I left ‘em.’’ 
He wed to think he’d justilied his actions tw when he told 
everyone his father was in a pretty bad way with his 
heart and that he wanted to sta close to him in case any- 
thing happened. N o b d y  coudsee anything wrong with 
old Steven’s heart though. He’d be out working in the 
garden fmm dawn ’till sundown dvring J d y  and August. 
The only time John was around “kee ing his eye on Pop” 
was when the lawn needed a sprinhng. He’d lumber 
around to the side of the house connect up the hose and 
sprawl himrelf against one of the old chestnut trees. He’d 
wave (he hose around himself and the tree for about half 
an hour, then feeling he’d done his duty he’d switch on the 
sprinkler system and retire to a hammock a t  the back of 
the house, where he’d either deep or drink the rest of the 
day away. 

But two ears ago during July, just before Allan was 
due home on &IOU John made B quick switch. He got 
his job back at  t h e k d w a r e  store, .we updmking and, 
of all things went on a diet. A few %ou t maybe it was 
because N a n  was commg home but, ot&s knew better. 
John and Allan never did hit i t  off too well, so there must 
be another reason and the other reason soon came to 
light. 

She was about thirty years old, taller than merage, 
fair skinned with dark h u  and eyes. 

Shirley Crawford and John had met at a social 
evening held at  his dub; luckily or unluckily they were 
introduced before he had a chance to make merry a1 the 
bar. I t  surprised L lot of people, first of all that he should 
bother about a woman and second that any woman should 
find him the least bit interesting. I t  had to be admitted 
though *hen he wasn’t drinking and when he felt like i t  
he could make himself VPP agreeable company. He w d  
an easy talker and couldibe quite humorous when he 
chose. 

It was p&y well agreed by the local gossips, after 
he’d been taking her out for a b u t  B month, that the 
attraction was very one-sided, and it w a  his side that was 
over balanced. He didn’t seem to notice though, and if he 
did he never let on, in fact, as time 
engrossed with Miss Crawford, e2k%?z 
pensive gifts st the slightest excuse. Then Allan arrived 
home and things started popping. 

I guess i t  WBC( inevitable that these two would m e t .  
John was always having Miss Crawford a t  the house, old 
Mrr. Stevens was very fond of her, and needless to say, 
she didn’t have to coax her oldest son wry much to get 
him to bring Shirley home with him as otten as possible. 

Though Allan wasn’t stayi% at home during his 
leave, he spent a good deal of his time there and one day 
during August when he was helping his father in the 
garden the inevitable meeting did take place. 

John sensed it, and his father knew something was 
wrong loo. Man was unusually quiet after the intro- 
duction and so was she. Perhaps It was this that first 
alerted John. Shirley was the gay, vivacious type usud 
sparkling in her conversation and the first one to b r e d  
the ice in a nervous group, but this time she didn’t play 
h a  pal. Old Stevens somehow managed to keep the 
conversation going during this first brief encounter. 



He knew his son was quiet and he knew Shirley 
wasn't and at  first he didn't understand the silent self- 
consciousness of both of them. But after he'd witnessed a 
couple of more meetings he began to see the formation of 
the old "eternal Iriangle". 

later John too w85 convinced that his 
early fears were well grounded. It was Shirley that now 
took the initiative in wanting to visit his pamts .  

By the end of August John was hack in the old rut 
again. He vas drinking more than he ever had before 
and his temper flared a t  the dightrrt provocation and 
it was a temper that had a c r d  and vicious almost 
murderous streak. 

As his drunken sprees and fits of rage increased his 
dates with Miss Crawford hecame fewer and fewer. 

The whole horriLle mess actually started on Septem- 
ber 1. Man asked Shirley out for dinner that evening 
and she accepted. John retaliated by getting glorhudy 

2:; ~ , ! l ~ ~ w h ~ ~  ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ p ~ f Y ~ ~ ~  ~ ~ ~ ~ ; ; g ~ ~ j  
Ckw caught his Gnger as he let her fly ripping i t  from 
base to n d .  He swore and cumed for about a teen  

He had to &b B fairly steep ht of sixteen stairs 
I think i t  was, make an immediat3eft hand turn and 
follow the second story landing to its end. The end 
rwm was Nan's. I t  was on the front of the house and 
was illuminated well enough from the near by street light 
for a person to see his way about without use of the room 
lights' 

I've often wondered if John thought it funw that 
Allan's bed wasn't in its usual position, in fact, that the 
en& mom was arranged differently to what i t  had been 
a t  his last visit. I suppose he wasn't too worried about 
the relative positions of anything at  that particular 
time though. 

He used one of those heavy mirrors that form part of 
a woman's vanity set, the kind with the polished tor toh-  
shell hack. They must be uite sturdy because when he 
struck the shadowed figure ?yins in the bed, on the head 
with it, i t  didn't so mu& Bs &p, you'd t&,k it might 
have broken (he handle &, because he hit so herd 4 t h  
such &ous f o r e  that his victim's s k d  was badly 

after the sutops that a slaughter house couldn't have 
done a better "" 

Before concluding this little tale I would like to ask a 

~ 

About a 

drunk a d  rm-hing and thowing things. He threw crushed. One of the dmhn marked -Id blmdedly 

minutes and I guess y h a p s  you could say that put him 
on the track for what appened later. 

,Unfortunstely he sBw Allvn and ~ ~ ~ l ~ y  going into 

question of YOU. After ~ 0 . 0 ~  have read the few f d o  
psragrayhs would you please let me know if you tz 
it could ve been murder. In what follows the opinions 

the theatre that evening as he lurched drunkenly towards given are my Own but if John Stevens had been 'laced On 

his dub rmms. He was there ihaps fifteen minutes ~ . $ ~ d ~ ~ d ~ ~  ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ m h e r s  Of the jury what 
when all the liquor that he had &%k knocked him out. 
He didn't corne to  again until about one o'clock. I t  WAS John didn't murder Allan as a matter of fact I don't 
five to one when the bar tender shook him, think that he murdered myone., ?'ou ~ e e  on that eventful 
little too animatedly, out of his reverie. He was m. evening of September 1, John mated 29 West Street and 
dignant a t  being roused but when the bar-tender refused A l h  was staying at  27 West Streel. I suppose i t  was a 
him B drink he became furious nearly splitting the manis mistake that anyone could've made, he wouldn't ne- 

sarily have to have been d m k  and blinded with ra e as 
John undoubtedly was a t  the time, to mistake one h t .  

heed open with B heavy three cornered ash tray. 

entrance, the picture of N a n  and Shirley entering the 
theatre came somewhat h a d y  into focus. HU mall pig That explains him not murdering Ailan hut what 
like eyes gllnted crazily and his staggering gait lost its about him not murdering 
aimlesS"eS. He did smash in a man's skull in fact (he blow that 

-z7 west stmet, 27 west street ~~ was it 29 west he delivered would have felled a horse let alone a man. 
strPet.x ~ ~ , d  been there before with ~ l l ~ ~  he should-ve Actually and by an amazing coincidence his would-be 
known the number, ~h~ hovses looked the SBme victim had died according to the autopsy a t  least twentj 
though, ,,c+ be any ~n~ On this  lor^,^^ H~ thought four hours before his arrival. (From heart failure I 

kept s a e g  to himself. Never could remember 9's and thing Proper'Y. 
7's. Even Shirley's number. What was it?' He mused. Te&,idy I suppose he have hen 
"Was it 46578 or 46598. Yes 46598. Guess Nan's at tried for murder because he didn't commit one but there 
29 West Street. h d  are still a lot that s ~ y  he could've hen, 
he lurched on-91 West Street, 89, 87, 85, 83 West. argue about i t  and I've even wondered my&f what 
"Not much further." He thought. would have been the finsl outcome. You see they never 

had a chance to try John. He wasn't around long enough. 
27 West Street was in darkness and so was 25. In fact he left immediately after he had, at  least in his 
John had little trouble finding the room where Allen mind, removed his bmther fmm the field of 

slept. I t  was surprising really because he was so drunk for the affections of Miss Crawford. I d o z F ? K z g  
when he left the dub, the har-tender said that i t  was all intended leaving as uickly BS he did but he had no 
that he could do to stand up and lucky for the bar- sooner stepped from t%, curb in kont of 29 West S h e t ,  
tender too, that he was. Apparently the 'walk sobered on to the street itself, when he had noth 

As he staggered aimlessly away fmm the dub's ical house for another. 

I know it':, ,ither 27 or 29 for Fie believe i t  was) Poor John he couldn't =em to do any 

Yea 29 West Street its gonns be". pe0 le 

, 
~ 
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on. Man ot quite a shock when he hit the bulky figure 
that dashejfrom the shadows of27 West Street. He got 
such a shock that he slammed his foot on the accelerator 
and careened aams the street into a telephone pole. 
That was the only noise that disturbed the neighbours. 
Am- ly enough he wasn't hurt, John was dead though. 
broken tack. I guess it wa6 instantaneous. 

Noa  John had definitely planned to rnuder his 
bmther but fate would have i t  that he entered the wrong 
house and the wrong mom. His murderous rage was vent 
upon a corpse of an old man instead of the livin body of 
his brother. The desire WBS there and the &nv was 
dealt hut by coincidence no life was taken. 

Could John, if he had lived, have been prosecuted 
for and if necessary executed for p m e d i t a t e d  murder, 
though he had failed to kill? 

He should have been punished but I sW1 wonder 
would he have been and if he had would i t  have h e n  for 

-S. HOLMES 
murder? 

WHENCE REPOSE? 

In my mystic cup of thought, 
My little folded brain, 
I hold the great wind and stars 
The moonliNht and the rain. 

Twin shells of uaatneas, sea a i d  sky, 
Beauty, joy, and g!ld, 
Space and the infinito flight of stars- 
My thought has stretchcd to hold. 

Pondering ore? inwardly 
The visage of my soul, 
Bound am I by bcarce P bond, 
And prisoner to no key. 

But who will say that Death, 
Rollicking wild one day, 
Will s ill my thought's vast treasure out, 
And &I the cup with day? 

-R. St. JOHN '58 

THE EXPRESSIVE VOICE OF COLLEGE 
DRAMATICS-FINE ARTS 

There am many who have said in (he past and will 
mdoubtedly sa in the future that the majonty of (he 
plays performedYh the St. Dunstan's Dramatics Society 
shovld be reserved for professional acting groups. This 
muld well have been said about Antigone, Romeo and 
Juliet Noah Murder in t h e  Cathedral, and Every- 
man. ' But t i e  society has  a specific purpose which does 
not pretend to achieve or even $m a t  professional per- 
formance. 

Father Adrien Arsenault this year's moderator of the 
&ety end director of the plays mentioned above has 
said: 

"It has always been our contention that our Dram- 
atics &&ty only existed to bring students in direct 

with great dramatic literature of all ages and of 

all countries and not to entertain by means of detective 
stories, melodramatic effusions, parish plays and St. 
Patrick t y p a  of mmedy. Not only can we not afford to 
spend our time on wch, but we do not intend to waste our 
energies and our money giving to students entertain. 
men6 which they ran very well get in town, When they 
feel the need for a relaxing kind of enterteiloment. 

Our position is clear: Better a goad play m r l y  
acted than a paor play well done. 

EVERYMAN 

The D~amatics Sacietj's first p rdudion  for 1957-58 
was the medieval moralitv play Everyman, which had 
its first s t s p g  in late N&ember. 

Everyman was extensively played in Germany and 
England during the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries 
but during the seventeenlh and eighteenth centuries i t  
was practically unknown as was generally spealdng all 
Medieval art. With the arrival of the twentieth century 
though and its retuni to unli-realistic atdes m srt-such 
as Impressionism, Symbolism etc. a rrn&ed iderest and 
npprceiation of Medieval literslure came into being and 
with it the levivnl of Everyman. 

Mrdirvnl art 1s alrwws Idealistrc and Universal and of 
Cl~~sicn l  form, thir i s  ckaraderized in Everyman. The 
play is framed in high but imprsonnl drama, I t  is theol- 
o~<cnl and philosophical m d  naturuli: tic but never 
renliatic. I& liar ascertain amount of psychological action 
;md mactmn but never delves too deeply into the emotions, 
rnrtincir and subconscious. 

Tlw play itself is rid of much external action in order 
that i t  concentrate on natural and supernatural beliefs 
which affects mankind's behaviour. At its beginning 
there is much movement but i t  slow1.y becomes mom 
static, iu order that it permit the aulliencc lo  meditate OD 
the beautiful and true things which are being said. Thc 
end uf the plnp is a meditation. 

Everyman h faced with death and instinctively 
revolt& a&inst i t  as human nature is pmmpt to do. Bgt 
later understanding its inevitsbdit he accepts i t  not in a 
purely humanistic or stoic fashion {ut as B true Christian 
Though the play pictures Death there are no highly 
emotional family $mea.  I t  is moving but never is i t  
melodramatic. As Everyman approaches nis end, he has 
the company of Priesthwd, Knowledge, Gwd Deeds, 
Strength etr. a rather impersonal gathering compared to 
whal a modern author would have placed at  his side. 

Everyman, because of its "formalmm", it5 anti- 
cmotional style and beravse of its approach to a universal 
problem of mankmd, is a a e s t  classical pky and re- 
mains one of the great dramas of the modem theatre. 

Those who had major roles in Eveqman were: 
Charles Ifckey, who poztrajd Everyma: Death, 
played by Frank MacDonald; Fellowship, played by 
Cyril Byme: Kindred, Joseph Buckingham; Cousins, 
Pet Poi& and Baibara Ro Beauty, Martine Michaud: 
Strength, William MWN& Discretion, Avonna Mac- 
Ausland; Five Wits, Eiic Doucetle; Loveliness, Helene 
Dowling: Knowledge, Terrence Ndis ;  Good Deeds, 
Rhoda Longaphie; the A&, Alfred Tsang and Con- 
fession was played by Frank Cody.  


