
I2O THE PANDORA.

THEY GOT LEFT.
i.

Once there was a soldier band,
Drilled at the U. of G; 

Toiling on, with gun in hand
Wearied as cadets could be.

II.
Once upon a dark, dark night 

They swore they'd drill no more,
Took the guns and hid them right 

Beneath the armory floor.

III. 
Once upon a hot, hot day,

Shrunk to half their sizes ; 
Soldiers drilled three hours, they say,

Going through the exercises.

ODE TO SOPHS.

Tell me not in Math's cold numbers,
Analyt was Descartes' dream;
Daily Philippi er cumbers,
Sophs with problems never seen.

Calculus you'll find is earnest,
The Junior class is not its goal;
B. E. thou art, when thou returnest,
It will harrow up thy soul.

In '93's broad field of battle,
In the struggle fora rise,
Benounce for e'er the freshman's prattle
Be a junior brave «nd wise.

Lives of Junoirs may remind you,
You can cut exams as well,
And at college leave behind you,
Passports to the gates ot     

Passports that perhaps another
While at college raising cain,
S >me forlorn and busted brother,
Alxy use on Pluto's eirly train.
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