
 

 
 

Old Rock! Dear Rock!  We yield thee grace 

And honor in this treasured place; 

For thou hast stood the storms of time 

And see old Tark triumphant shine. 

 

Could’st thou thy myst’ries all make clear 

What wondrous stories we might hear- 

The birches glimmer, silvery white- 

Sweet voices whisper through the night- 

 

Or hark! What din as hounds at bay? 

The Freshmen, Sophs, a moonlight fray--                 

Or look! Tis She with eye of hawk 

For strollers on the College walk. 

 

Thou pride and boast of College Hill 

In days gone by, art treasured still. 

The memories of thy secrets dear 

Will cling the closer ev’ry year. 

 

                                              1909 Tarkiana
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