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“Many people read a song
Whe will not read a sermon.”
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Foreword

Pecasus is a gueer old nag, end maony of his
would-be riders find him most wnruly, We mount him
and are off for a wee nip of Hippocrene. We want
hint fo locy along like o plowgh hovse, while we pluck
daisies, but he insists on demonstroting that, like u
Hambletonion, he has all of the High School goits.
And tehen we pass the Queen’s carriage, expecting him
to step stotely ond look like o million dallars, the old
Plug stumbles and limps, and 45 classed by all as @ cas-
sal. So please, please blame the horse—and not the
rider.




Dedication

To the boys who hove found the old War Horse
a dangerous amimal, hove come to cropper in the Big
Muss, and are now assigned to bunk foligus, we offer
these rhymes. Though, they are crippled; and limp,
and halt, ond stwmble al Bmes—yet we trust they may,
for oll that, break through when General Monotony is
entertaining a compony of Blue Dewmls, and for a few
moments, af least, put to rout serious and somber
thoughis.

To the cosucls now enjoying hospital hospitakity
af Kenilworth (Biltmore)} and Oteen (Azalea), this
jumble of rhymes 15 dedicaied. '

Pick it up, Buddy, it's o dud.
—F.R H,
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A New Year Greeting in which the Tumbler hopes to meei
Vou soomn.
My wish most dear for your New Year
I"m quite sincere in giving ;
When next we meet, on Easy Street
1 hope that you'll be living.

P. S—dnd I hope I meet you soon.

[9]
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Introspection

The old neg, PEcASUS, snviltes the Jumbler lo an introspechive
mood as he lopes along. It is Thanksgiving, 1917,

Am I thankful ?
Let-me-see—
World, Flesh, Devil
Good to me:
Friends still loyal,
Coin in banks—
Stop this minute |
Fll give thanks.

‘What of troubles
Lately past ?

Well, at least they
Didn't last.

Not a single

Scar remains,
Nor remembrance
Of the pains,

So, I'm thinking
That from me
There is due great
Gobs of glee.
Though a slacker,
From this day

I'll be grateful—
Let us Pray!

[1o]



