
ON A HILL STANDS 
O L D  T R E V E C C A , 
LINED AGAINST THE 
S K Y .  H A L L O W E D 
HALLS OF FAITH AND 
LEARNING,  AS THE 
YE A R S  G O  B Y.  W E 
WI L L  H O N O R  A N D 
W E ’ L L  L O V E  H E R ; 
W E  W I L L  S T A N D 
FOR RIGHT.  ALWAYS 
C A R R Y  H I G H  H E R 
B A N N E R ,  H A I L  T O 
T H E  P U R P L E  A N D 
THE WHITE. FELLOW 
STUDENTS MAY WE 
H O N O R  H E R ;  A N D 
BE EVER TRUE. SONS 
A N D  D A U G H T E R S 
S H E ’ L L  B E  PR O U D 
OF DEAR OLD T.N.U.


