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Have you ever stopped to ponder, on a sunny day in autumui,
When the very air around you breathes football,

And you see the kids all playing, and you -%onder -%hat bas
cauglit 'em

That they neyer cry however liard they fail?
Have you ever had a feeling that you'd, like to share their

pleasure,
If Time -%vould but turn back a while for you,

To the days of childhood's pleasure, happiness xithout a
measure 1

Then listen to the game-it's calling you.

Have you ever been at college, struggling to obtain some
know'ledge,

j Making resolutions for the new fali term,
That you'll go to every lecture, listen to the prof's conjecture,

As to lîow he'd rid the water of the germ?
But before a week is over, are you out upon the clover,

Wasting study-time whviich later on you 'Il rue,
\Vhile the crisp air brings a feeling whieh wvi11 set your brains

a-reeling?
Then listen to the game--it's calling yon.

Have you ever joined a Rooters' Club to hc]p your Aima Mater,
And with Insty voice the very rafters raise,

And sat np nighits transfoirming songs you heard in the ilheatre,
To add your quota to lier hymns of praise?

Have you gone to every praetice, spent your money buying
j pennants,

And let your lodging-bill go overdue,
t Till yonr Iandlady began to advertize l'or Cther tenants?

Tlien listen to the game-it's calling you.

Have you ever been ainong a crowd of students in the bleachers,While on the field the warriors perform,
And from every .throat in unison there cornes a set of "sereecli-

ers,")J
Far louder than the thunder in a storm?
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