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26 St. Dunstan’s Red and White

CLOVER LEAF

(Tlielold maninrobedltheitiny plant

Plucked from the emerald dawn. !
A lifetime he had searched for this— '
A four-leafed clover—a crown.

For such it became as he caressed ‘
The leaflets which, like keys,
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His baseball bat, his Taithful dog,
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The souvenirs of the second leaf

More serious, yet dear—

A growing man, a ovely lass

T {6

Then he fondled the thlrd leaff
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But worry, fear, and labour advanced
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Which, during his reminiscing,

Had withered become and—just as he—
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—STELLA HOWARD ‘62
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That the day, consumed, returns not.
Who dares trust upon tomorrow,
When nor time nor life sojourns not?

—Thomas Lodge

A scrap of knowledge about sublime things is worth more than any
amount about trivialities.

—St. Thomas Aquinas
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