St. Dunstan’s Red and White

THE STORM

The north wind rose, the sea began to swell;
The little fishing boats rushed for the shore.
The night came down upon the dark, green sea,
And brought upon its heels a furious storm.

The harbour light shone with a weak, red glow,
The sea-gulls sﬁrieked their warnings from on high;
While on the rocks, the waves crashed furiously—
Like warriors in the ancient days of war.

But now the storm is o’er, the sea is calm;
The white sea-gulls have ceased their peircing cries;
And shattered debris, victims of the storm,

Lie scattered here and there along the strand.

—L. OHANLEY ’51.

SUNSET

In the spring and in the fall are the beautiful days which have
been praised by the poets. In the morning the sky is clear, except
for a few clouds on the horizon, which resemble white sails waiting
for the sun and the light wind to start sailing them across the sky.
But the crowning beauty of these days is the evening, when the
sunset turns the world to a picture of glory.

The sun, like an artist who has by his side all kinds of colors
and unending talent, presents a magic scene, and this scene is
different every evening; it is an exotic drama, it is a truth—before
the sun passes the world into the hands of night—showing everyone
how different the kingdom of light is from that of the dark of the
night. Shapes, backgrounds, colors, all these are combined in an
artistic triumph which declares the sun to be the greatest artist of
nature. Sunset, twilight, evening—they not only exhibit the
beauty and power of the sun, but also bring an end to the toils of
the day.

Behind the faraway hills goes the sun, and the borders of the
sky change so many colors: green, red, yellow, blue; and among
this blend of colors one can see the bright evening star.

The sea changes color too, and the hills gradually fade in color
from bottom to top, and then, there is darkness.

And this sunset, which is a daily crisis in nature’s drama,
brings with it a psychological crisis too. When day dies away
slowly and the weight of silence presses upon the imagination, 1t
brings exotic fancies to the mind.




