Ve Rreghman ginfeth a merry son

(And winketh his eye with a smile.)

Of a feagt, and a ride With ye pretty ¢irl

(His gayness will last but a while.)

Ye dophomore eingeth a koagtful gong

(And holdeth his head full high.)
OF all that he kpowe and the place that he fillg

(But soon his great pride low will lie,)

ye Junior gingeth a Weary ¢on$

(And filleth the air with a groan.)

OfF PhYysice, of dutieg hie yeare bring on

(But soon he’ll no longer make moan.)

Ye @enior ¢ingeth a kpowing ¢ong

(With great words that are solemnly hurled.)

Of the Wayg of mankind that he thinke he can mend

(But he knows not yve cold, cold world.)
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