
I 

I ’  
68 St. Dunstan’s Red and White 

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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Weigh It in the balance and see if the 

I t  seem that L few of the buddmg engmeers forsook their 
h to subrmt to some acculturation 
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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. 


