Class Poem

Leroes tho sea, & shisz epno seiling,
A= 1t had sailed in vecers before;

To anchor the Cottoooville Seniors
Upon the pradustion shore,

Twolve years our ship had sailed
Proudly over watcrs blue;

Twelve years 1t had not failed

To prove loyal, fazithful, and true.

There were times our ship was hard to steor
Secause of weves that dashed so high:

But our cantain bade us not to lesr,

For scon the sheore would be nigh,

Az vwe sailed over waters deep,

Over smeoth a&nd rugsed ways,

Time silently upon us did creep

Toc end the voyare of our school days,

As our ship drow nesr the desired shors,
here was a8 sadness within our heart:
For with ocur classmotoes weld be no more,
And from our school we must depart.

A= our ship drew near the harbor of our roal,
Thich in rcaching we've lmown both joy and strife,
lie know not what Tor us the future will hold,
But with hesds held high, we faco & now life,
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