
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? 



Sr Dunstan's Red and Whce 41 

Rice ce MII 

Rire toute la nuit . 
Rxre comme un fou, 
&re pour m'evaderl 

Epwe vomie, 
Coew disloque, 
h e  chaviree, 
Bonheur d'un mstant, 
N u t  de tourmentsl 

Boucle blonde 
I f u t  dam le temps 

A I'horuon le ma vie7 

boucle blonde. . . 
!? e eras-tu "'""e )ole envolee 

JEAN-GUY DEMERS, '60- 

MY TRIP TO ST. DUNSTAN'S 

Whenever I am bomhirded wtb the uesbon "Haw did you 
happen to come to St Dunstan's," I wmdy sides&p the senes yf 
unending detads by simply r e p l y  "Oh It was B very nice trlp 
Reall qmakmg I feel more at ome talkmg on the subled of my 
trip t?k any okher topic, not only from the point of mew that It 
helps me to recapture some of the greatest experiences of my life, 
but also because I am able to traverse some of the sensational 
avenues to whch most of the people m the South American con- 
tment have htherto been unexposed 


