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Cbe Co1tege 160y

This la the song of the College boy, as 121 sits in his room on the bed,
The exams are on. he makes as bis song a sketch of the 1lie libas led.
Mad near to swearing, eyes sad but glaring, these are the -words that

he said:

Fin one of the student body, an old-faàshioned cillege guy;
1 came i first form, a pupil new bornI -%as lonesome yet didxi't <lie.
1 bave tried to study rny lessnn; l've tried to be good at the coilege;
Looking back 1 seein to think it's a dreani, this seraxuble and seareli

for iwldc

Just look at mv eye that is blackened, just see where my ear is
rbbed off.

My left foot is lame, but stili I amx gaine. 1've even the wliooping
cough.

Bachi one is a mark of some coikge Iark, whlen I fouglit as one in

And1 ay n ed, wvitli an aching head, for ail of the following day.

We were just like a great big family-eaeh one of us helped the
other.

We. ]ived a liappy-go-lueky, life-we'll ne-yer live sucli another.
ITiffil of a sudden came the exams., axid they plucked us-yes, every

man.
We xnay not liave been angels before, but that's -%hen the language

:1Oh, those cohiege days, tliey scin like a haze ivhidli hangs as a xnist
Sini My Ilmid;

For the felloxvs 1 chum'd around w'itli then, now appear to, be left

B3ut -we ail were mad, not to know we had a good chnce of one
da'y being Wise;

rj Whien grinni-ng we'd shirk our arduous work, and telli a few poor
student lies
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