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FRESHMAN RUBS. |

Dere fokes, T got here all 0. K.

But wisht [ mite go back teday,

For Kollidge don't agree witk me,

This fact alreddy I can see,

Noboddy waz with awe struck dumm,

That | to their midst had cum.

They only laff when 1 go by,

And sum of the fellers seem to lie

In wait to make me oft perform

For them. [ seem to have took by
storm

The Soffymores who are kwite prowd

To show me off before the crowd.

And so whenever I step out,

They swoop upon me with a shout,

And lead me where the world mite see,

And poke my ribs with feendish glee.

When [ got here 1 wore thet hat

O Granpa Sizer's, and just for that,

They pounced on me and hollered,
“Who

Let this escape from oot the Zoo?”

With dignity I sed, “Be off,"

Whereby the leader did mildly coff

In apology but sed, “On, on,

With the merriment.” This wazz the
dawn

Of my kollidge life. They led me

where
Five thouzand peeple with eagre air
Awaited my advent, kruel, grim,
Reddy to tear me ¥mm from limm.
Then the leader sed, “"Hemove your

cote,

And we'll do our best ti get youo
gate.”

I had on the blowze you made me,
maw,

And the slecvelets that I got from
paw,

The purple wuns with the ribbins at-
tached,

The goods that war psed when your

garters waz patched.
This luminary site did fll

My captofs ﬂl. e K wm}, %
They turned my cote sleeves wrong-
side in,
way they abured me war a sin.
My ghirt tales in the air hung loose,
apped them genily like a goose.
And then they nabbed anuther guy,
Whooze jurney in their path did lie,
A little feller, short and fat,
\Tl'.l'l;hu buzzed aroun’ just like a net,
ey put 8 on a line together
And sed, “Now, Butter Ball and
Fether,
Deside by racing which shall go
Into the Kem. Pond's slimey floe”
S0 eagre waz I, T loat my hed,
And started before the word waz sed,
Wlnnby they giv' me a handycapp,
Az well ar a barsh reproovin' rap.
But just the same 1 set the pace,
Determint that [ shud win the race,
The fellers formed a dubble line,
Which waz to me a omminus sine.
And when we run the gantlet throo,
A ringing stinging feeling grew,
Where they bad paddled az we passed
To make us cut the wind more [fast.
Six times we lapped the oval plet,
And now I gasped and fek kwite hot,
My kolleegue waz two laps behind,
And grinned az if he dida"t mind.
Fin'lly I stopped for want of breth,
And felt that twud be certin deth,
But then a Frosh with a cap on came,
And saved the honner of my name.
I slunk away ia the cheering throng,
Feeling that [ waz did a wrong.
And now [ brethless live for fear
Sich eppisoads all throo the year
Will happen. O I wisht that I
Back in my attick eot end lie
I'll write tr you agen next week,
When of futchur events like theze I'll
speek.
Good by, my family, ev'ry wun,
I am Your Ever Effectshunate Son,
Jomswre,
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Dere Pa and Ma and Sister Sue,

And Uncle Tad and Heinie, too,

T wisht that you waz here last nite,

There cum nere beein’ a pitch-in fite,

Those ¢rnery Sophs, thot they wuz
smart,

But we had dun our durndest part,

And whea they yelled, "Bring on
more wood,”

By blud just biled, I cud bav stood

And nocked their heds cleen off their

nex,

And Hefnie noze I'm hard to wvex.

It cum shout in the Greek Theeayter,

The fire wuz wuss than any equayter,

And, God, ma, how I biled and swet,

My underware wuz ringing wet

These durned fool Sophs kept holler-
ing “More,"

Angd that sure made us Freshmen sore.

We cud have fott and licked them, too,

We all waz in just aich a stew.

But we dome rite and let 'em he,

But next tme, jist you wait and see

An ole man with a beard spoke,

And all my patritizm awoke,

I wisht that you had bin there, paw,

To hear him tell about the “wah.”
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When be had dun, he made us rize,

And sing cur anthem to the skies,

My throte with feelin' seemed to
cholze,

And as 1 song, my durned voice broke,

And then a lot of banjoes played,

My feelin’'s now with joy wuz swayed.

I cied have hollered rite cut lowd,

But there wuz sich a durned big
crowd,

I wisht my clarinets wud cum,

I'd show them how to make things
bum.

The fira wuz low snd all wuzr dun,

We sure had bad a heep of fun,

And then we did the serpent green,

It woz a site wurth beein’ seen.

And when we'd aung “All Fail," we
lef”

And marched away to mufled step.

I'm feelin' fne and Jookin' pert,

1 wisht you'd send me my other shirt,

And an extry sute of underware,

Just so I'll hav it round to spare.

Goodby, my family, ev'ry won,

It'a aite o'clock and I must ran,

I am your ever effectshunste som,

Jouxnm,




