Ode to Thanksgiving in Exeter (with apologies to Cle

The Tollowing poem was written by Terry Toyce, Kenyon "83, who is currently’ :

stydying (among oiheér things) 8 Exeter

(riote: Gierrit &nd Janel
Roelofs livear 13 C Howell)

Twas the day of Thanksgiving
throughout the U.S.

But inthe LLK.
these blokes couldn't cire 1ess.

Yerar 13 C Howell
there was no despair
For Mo and Dad Roclofs
koew we'd be there

The Brits were all home
knowing not ot delight

OF roastrurkey and stuffing
they ! taste not a bite

Janet int her dpron

ssured S Dhad ™ would be back
Bid us all to sit down,

hung our coats an the rack

All seemed quile contem
wilh the soctable chatrer
Butsecretly dreamed
ofia Turkey much fatter

A< our thoughts of {he States
Bave a tear to each lash
Weall were quite siartled
by a deafening crash!

Congern. fear, and worry
enveloped us all
We gave namare thoughts

to Middle Path and Peirce Hall.

When what to our saucer-like
eves shoold appear

Hura preny big tray.
holding firie English beer

Our kind host"s impish face
witha bright smile was lit,
We each knew in & mament
it must be Ger-rit!

Dur attention was captured

we all watched him with zea!

Distribuge the mostexsential
part of gur meal:

“Now Luger, now Bitter, how “bout

t.-ulnncn 5 stout?
There’s two kinds of cider,
so either drink or gevout!**

Avsuch pitiless orders
one hesitates ot

In fnct every one of us
drand Tike an old sot!

Fora time we discussed
favorite holidays past

Buf all whi were hiomesick
wot over it fust

We puessed, fora moment

how Gambier was faring—
Did they think of usmuch,

WAS anyonea cnrmg‘?

Our conjeciiires were halted,
the feast was brought on
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