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SONGS OF EDINBORO

1
Tune—** Weinen Trafen T Becher, !
(Girks " Berenwte ' Song )

Stars ushine in the silent sk,

Whisp "ting gophyrs that sefilv. sigh,
Ladl al! eare for the morrow,

Out on the night let the cehoes Ting,

Clepr winl bright of the songs we sing—
Hongs of Old Edinboro,
Songs of 01 Edinlwro,

Bare he flung to the winds awar,
Thaness swe mieprrily while we nny,
Henen with tronble aml sorrow!
Crut one the night let the eelioes ring,
Monr aml braght of the songz we sgine—
Hongs of Ol Fidinhborn,
morggge of Old Edinbore.

2
Tune—Hawaiing aiv, * Aloha,**
New af £ Starks oy 14

Huil to thee, our Alinn Moter glirions,
Frosh wreathes we bring to bind thy brow;
Trinls pust thou hust withatoml visterions,
Wover fairer, never statelicr than now,
0 Fdinbors, Edinhboro,
We' rovere thes, love thoe, serve thee pver!
While eluss speids elnss
Ag swift yeurs piiss,
Too thoe our hoarts are froe.

3

Tone—"* Moryinnd, My Marviand. ®!
Hew af €8 Shieeld an (8
Loke of gruv! At dewn of doay
In soft shodow lying.
Woters kist by morning mist,
Farly breczes- stzhing,
1




Tenwiteriy all the dear old wags
shine in thy swiles; be love thy proise!
Thine wrms 4 PVET WHTHL

a

oo of U Sart2 on s
Hasre ot the quiet evening hour,
When toil and tasks are o'or,
W pnther on the enmpus groen
T'n sercnade onee more,
The twining braoeles of the trecs,
Their whisporing hush to henr,
And eehoing walls of dorlened hieils
Tling back our voiees elear.

O Wormal songs, ring loud and eleur,

For swiit in memnry,

Whet coming days o halo Bends

To there, yo o'vr chall hed

The denr old songs, the dear old Triends,

The denr old Normal days,

Shall be thromgh 1ife, through storm and strife,
shreined in oot henrta :l].‘.'l.'l.!l‘u'-.'i.

10

Tune—Frmn **Hongs of Dhartoenth’
Clomeee, Tollows, et ns raize 1w somg,
A sing it Jond and elear,
(e flma muter is the theme,
(el Bdinbivro fear!
Pdinbora! ehallemee thus wo g
Edinbors! hear the echnes ring!
Her hownor shall be over denr,
Her Toed and White without o peer,
A= lomgr ag owe ean give o cheer
For Edinbo-rnh-roil

11
Wew i ) Stervts o {3
My father paeked pe off o Bidinborn,
And expested there in time o oon [Tk Ty
So L oewme pnd settled down
In thig quict Tt fown .
O the banks of the Conneautiee,
Cherus—~0n the boaks of the Cenneaoatres, my
Ty,
&

Where wld Edinbore cvermore shall b,
For hoz-ahe not heen

Sines they ean 't remember when

Ok the banks of the Conneauttee?

Whes o Freghmun I soon found out to oy soerew
Wht the Sophe and Seniors did fo such a5 me!
b, thew shook me 2o swhbout,

Thut they turned me inside oot

Un 2he bigules of the Conneauttos.  (Oho

Hut o thoe T eame to e an wpper elossman
Amd T hore wovself with fitting dignitec.
Fell in love by turns with all

The fair guestns of Haven Hall,

Clopahe Bnles of the Conneanttiie (Cho)

Tl Toudly eing the praise of Ediohoro,

Haize hor Ted and White for all fhe world o =ee
Al the glories of her past

Shin )l remdin doswn to the Jaet

O the benks of the Conneanttee,  (Oha,)

12
Tone—* 3y Herp, "
Feep of € Stacts an 1V
St anee et dn your places,
Bovnl vomendes e,
Sound gur Fair Mother's prodses,
fund hep's Be the honor due:
linise hor banner vietorions.
Hhaal her Med and White glorious
Strewming prowldly s
Hovns foooue Edinborn,
Clgr Mother Fuir!
13
Toene—** Bl Bell, ™
.ﬁ-q'll.' |!.l' F s T T
Flail, Edinbora?
Hall, Noemad dear!
We pmrd thy nliars
Through eneh prssing voar,
Wi prisie gllr voices
Frauigrwe thy might,
W pronedlyo wene Py eolors,
Bed ol White,

#




14

Tune—=*Ber Pupst Lebt Herrlich o der Welt, "'

Ky uf € Starta on 7
The =enines el o Jolly life,
Thay fro feee Trom every eare ad strifo,
Their tasks sice done, their ieiaks Teft hohingd,
' glod the Senior’s e ja mime!

The Sophs® and Juniors’ pleases e,

"Tig filed with study, song wnd gloe

Thiw amoe wal sonae at will, thoir swayd nee free,
Hooone of them T fain woolid Tl

Thir Frashiman s pleases not at ol

They have ne righls 6 sehool op holl,
Thow dure not soy or do whate for they will
The Frosliman s shoes L' fain oot 11

16
Tune—TFton Toating Song,
Koy gy B Flat Slerts ooy 4

Jobly Boating wenther,
And a lay-harvest Broese:
e om OF Che Fopther,?
Shade ol tha treos—
Swing, swing together
With vour bodics betwoen yomr inees,
Jume shies e oor us bewding,
Winds with the wavelets play;
Voreos fnosomg are blending,
Ag e boats olide on their way
No thought o ewre we're lending
Alons on the luke toduy,

16
SANTA LUCIA
Neapolitan Folk-Songe
Flew of Tr fWar Starte on A rlod

=ol mere luciea

Iitastrn d ‘wrgento,

Plaeidn o 1ondn

Prospern il vonto

Venite al bgibe

Barehette min,

Santy Laein; Sunty Luein;
O helle Xapali,

01 mnnl bowta,

Clve sarrideri

Voll! ereato,

T sei impero

Dl ? srmsomin,

Santu Lopeimn, Santa Luein.

17
Tnne—From * Bomges ol Yale "'
Koy af It Fiot St on F
Tho sturs brightly gloneing,
Behaold s advaneing,
And kindly smile upon us from on high,
With hearts loudly Denting.,
Thas sntimiens wwaiting,
The Freshmen trembling on their sonches L
Wik, wake, Preshmen, wake!
Wale while onr song smites e sk,
Fuor g, ore we lewve you,
W cordially zive vou
A weleome into Bin Bita Pil
18

Koy of F Slavta on O
0, the King will take tho quecn,
And the gqueen will toke the jaelk,
And poaw we ke i your eomprny
Wl sing to all the pael.
Hero's to rou, my jovial soul,
Hern'a to yon with all my heart,
And now we're In voor comprny
W'l sing hefore we part,
Wore's to vou (Edinboro).*

0, the ten will take the wine,
And the mine will take o oisht,
And mew we're in yonT eomnany
W waon 't go home £H lute,
Here ' w0 wou my Jovinl soul,
Here s to vou with all my hoart,
A bow wetreoin your company,
Woolll sing before we part,
Here 's to you [ Edinhor)*®
*Mame of prrson to whom toast is offernd.
i




148
Tune—** Fighting for Eii,"’
Key of 0 Stiets on
Mareh, mireh oo down the feld,
Marel on to viet ey,
Broak throngh the Franklin Tine,
Make first down apain,
We'll give o eheer for the Red and White,
Od Edinhoro s all vight!
Franllin's tewm muyv fight to the end,
Hit WE WILL WINI

20

Tune—Neapolitan Pall-snug.

Foey of B Fld Sarts an TE Fal
Somi =uy the world is made for fun and Trolie,
And en do I,
Spmoe think it well o e all welaneholie—
T ping and sigh.
But I, T love to spond my time in singine
Bome Joyons song,
To st the mir wiilh musie hravelr ringing
I far Trom wrongs,
Liston, Heton, cehoes sowmd afar,
Tisten, liston, eehoes sound afnr,
Funienli, funicwln, fonienli, funienln.
Ecluwes =ovmil pfar, fusienli, funfeal

21 -
Tune—**A Hot Time in the (0d Town, *?
Kool €7 Stavte on £t
Yoll, woelly well. "tie Edinbore T2 day!
Velle well, w1l we'll show them how 1o play,
And when the gome ig done, believes ws when
wir Sy,
There 11 be, “ote;

Yell, woll, goll, make Edinboro rine!

Yell, »ell, voll, give overy voire £l awing,

And as we marelt down town Tot every fellow
sing

There "1 T, ete.

=]

o
KNey of € Staetaan
Hore's to Edinbero and the team!
Rui=e vour voiees froo,
Hero's to vietory!
Edinhoro cannot fuil to win,
Here's to Eadinhoro i the tom!

23
Tone—* O Dicoetor.
Kegpof 17 Narkean F
Hail, Edinbioro, and the duayvs we've spont with
Vi

Toewnr work and our play together!
Hore's o Beolth fo eomrades true
Whio have Inughed the glad vears through
In fuir pod in eloudy wenther!

Winds that sweep the campus,
Wimds that stir the trees,
Hu.'r-i-ir peml ey towers,
Standing ewim and still,
Thrmagh the winter's darcknezs,
Throwgh the snmmer’s shine,
Beur her omr Bilessinge,

Al mlad poed will!

24
Tane— " Tap=, "7
Koew af 17 Stuetaan 1)
Fudese the licht,
And afar
tieth dny, eometh night,
And o =tar
Faendeth nbl, specideth all,
Tn theiv rest
Larsviie, ol b bt
Alpa sweet drenms
Ladl thiy rost till thoe hright
Muorning beams
Fring the day. Now away,
Loove, To test!



25
FOOT BALL SONG
Tune—"* Murching Through Georgid.*?

Our boys are on the foot-ball feld.
Woe're sntheeed for the Tfrev—
This Normal vell is in the sir
We e sure to win the doy,
We'll teseh the gnme of foot-hall
To nur friends aerods the way
While we are shouting for Normnl,

OHORTS:
Then rush, then vush, then resh the Ball along—
A kick, aoshove, wo'll send it then their throng,
Mo line enn stop our fellows o their roshes
fioven wnd strong,
While wa are shouting for Normal,

Cur players every one nro miade

OF sioed podl sousele toagh,

That combination alwava wins,
And they are up to fouoff.

Wo'll toael the (Hrie) fellows
They are dinmonds in the rough
While we are #houting for Normad,

26

Tune—~1 Doan't Want to Play in Yoor Yard "'

Wew of I Stk on
I don™t want to go to Mansield,
I ean't think of Slipperr Rock,
Millersville pad Todinnn
Merely wentiondd eawae o shoel!
Only Plentsehe zeib 'n naeh Butstown,
Californin’s too fue,
I won't g to any Normal
If it isn't Tilinbor '

Clarcion, of doarse, is elever,
sShippenshurg, 1'm fold, iz ool
fnite all right hot net for me are
Both the ¥ burgs't of Bloom aond Steond.
AL ey ricnds have 1efe Lock Huvien,
I don’t like West Clhestor, nor
Will I o to any Normal,
I ir dsn e Edinboe’,
10

27
ALMA MATEE S50NGS OF THE

UNIVERSITIES,
.".'l'y ol B it
Puir Tlaevurd, thy sons o thy jubilee throog
Aund with hlessings enrronder thee oler
By these Pestival rited feom the age that is pasi
To the wge that is waiting hefore,
O polic and type of our wncestors® worth,
Phnt hos long kept their memory wirm,
Tirst tow’r of their wililerness, star of their
night,
Calme rising thro ehange awl thre storm,

28
Bright enllege venrs, with plonsuee rife,
Thi ahartost, sladdest senrs of life,
Hiw .-:wii'ﬂl\.' nre e g“lﬁl‘lg’ b,
L why does time o quickly Q!
The sessong comiey the somsalis oo,
The cacth i5 groon or white with anow,
Hut time and ehonge enn naught pvad]
Tao hreal the friendships formoed ot Yale,

In after vewrs, shonld troubles ciae,

Tar elod $lie lge of sunny skivs,

How bright will seem thre mon'ce s hage
The Tappy, polden, by pone dnval

Then lot ns strive that ever we

Max let these words onr wotelword b,
Where 'er upon Tife's sese we sail

SFure Gl for Country nmd for Yole'?

26

Ko ol 1 Fiut
Tane cvory heart and every voiooe,
Let overy eorg withdronw,
Tt all with one sweord sojoice
[ penise of Old Nassan,
In pruise of old Nasgaou, my boys,
Mutrah! Hurrih! Huresh!
Her soms will give while they #hall live
Throe edeweras Tor ON1 X assh.

11




Lot mugie rale the dloeting hour,

Her mantle round ns deaw,

Awd theill eaeh henrt with all her paw’r
In proise of Old Nassa,

B

KJ.':'I n’.:,l" H l"l]lll-t
Fur above Unvugn s wolers,
With ita waves of blue,
Htands onwe woble almn mater,
CHorions 1o view,
i1 the ehorng, spoed it omward,
Lomid har praises Lell,
Hiitl, all hail, our almp motor,
Hanil, all hoail, Cornell!
Far above the husy humming
0 the bustling tows,
Rear ' ngnanst the aveh of hepyves
Liodiks she prowdiv down.

a1
Hail Tonnsylvania! Noble and sbrong.
i . . .
frf- Thl-*n with grateful hearis wo taise our song,
Hwelling to heoven loud, thy prajses ring.
Hnil, Pennsrlvanin! To thee we sing,

Majestv e n erown tests on thy liraw,
Pride, honir, glorr, love before thee how,
XNeter enn £y Twene deport, thy walls deenr.
Hanil, Tenusylvimial For thee we pray.

ag
Tune—**Warking on the Railwur '’

Tn eighteen homdred and fftv-thron,
"Pwdid thin owe fisst began 1o Lo,
(g the shories of Conmeanttoe)

LA mehoal in Ponnsylvomin,
b edghtecn huodred nod sizty-one,—
The war for frocdom jost hogun—
A S Normal *t wetd he—"twns said, twas dene—

The seeond dn Ponnsylvanmia!

In eiglteri hundred and sizsty-thres
Come Copper, from Yale Universites,
Andl Edinbore soon miade 1o -Te,

The firsl in Tennsrlvanint

12

Then Benediet, Flickinger, Bigler ¢ame,
Ta fozter Edinboro’a fume,
By ailding honer to her nmee

As tho First in Pennsylvanin!

In nimcteen and eloven A, Ik
Cir honored Prineipal Frank E,
Took us in charge wnd him lail swo

The Best in Pennsylvianin!

33
Tune—*FH Yale, '
h'r'li,r af B et Beeats on M

When Frestunnn flvst we hither oume,
Fel-de-rol, de-rol-rol-rol?

We only kuew the 2elioo] by none,
Fisl-tle-risl, de-rol-rol-rol!

Edisbrn, Tdinkor?,
Ful-(he-rol, de-rol-rol-rol,

Eidinbora, Edinbor
Ful-tlierol, de-rol-rul-rul,

An Boplioomdres Wi wiser @rew,
Fuol-du-rol, ote,

Mude friends, plaved moeh, vet studiol, ton,
Ful-de-rol, ote,

And gz owe nenred owr Jurjor vear
Fal-de-ral, rte.

Old Edinbore grew more dear,
Fiib-ili-ril, o,

One esnddest tole we now must 1ell
Fol-deral, vte.

Ag 1o the schonl we bid farewell,
Fol-de-rol, ot

13




KES
Tune—'* [ Dooht Te*
Theee are Normals, they tell ud, the pecr of gur
oW,
Onr preide patriotie, they flout it
But  we're  from Migseuri—we Tloave to ba
“ehown!
For, maxhe there pro—lut we doubt it

A diplomm, they sav, 18 o wowlerful (ing,

e ean 't get along well withoot it.

Just Frerind *° four long sears and the sonpg von
will sing

Ts, mnybe it je,—hut T dowht it

Whon o foir moid proposes o stroll by the Lade,
With no ane te gossip nbout it,

Do wou vushe to **The Offiec ™’ o permit to seek?
Well, moybo you do=—lmt wie doabt it

When the stabely “Btate Board "™ in noastore
state appears,

Assuming fo “know all about it *?

Toes it plance of the papers wo've toiled ofor
in teurs?

Will, muvbe 1t docs—but we donht it

{Other verzes ad iR

14

a6
DISMISSAT, DAY SO0NG.
Keyof I Flal Sarteon G
Where, oh, whers, are the prave oll Senjors?
(hiet, nows, dn thie wide, wiille world,

Thiry fve pone ot from theiv almo motoer,
Lty now, e,

Whiere, oh, whore are the jolly Funoirs?

Hafe, now, in the Senior class,

They ve gone out from their Psyel aud Beienee,
Zafe, now, ete.

Where, oly, whoere are the guy voung Soph 'mores?
Hafe, now in the Junior class; .
Thov v pone out from their Lito and Ladin,
Sufe, now, et

Where, oh; whery wre the venlont Freshmend
Bifo, now, in the Soph ‘more elass;

They "vo gone ont from their Moath, and Methods,
Safo, now; ate.




36
EECERSIONAL
Tine—"" Coronae. ™"
New nf i

Lord, dismiss ug with thy blessing,
Thanks for mercios pnst roeeive.
May woe all, pur sing ednfesring,
Shinre thy gracions ropriove

May thy childron

Nevermore thiy apiric griove.

by thy Kindlv influesso clierish
Al the good we hers hove goined.
h all toint of evil perish,

By the mightier power restrained.
Soak ww over

Knowledge pure nnil love unfeigied.

Let thy futher-hand be shizhling

All who lore shinll meet o more,

Alay their secd-thme past be vielding

Your By venr oo rvicher store,
Those returning
Make more fuithiful than Hefore,

romine, salvam fue
ol eloenm nosteonm

Eidinhurgonsom!

Et exnudi nos i die gua

Tnveenverimus Tel

-
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