
 

 

(Reprinted from Sinfonia Year Book; Vol. XII; March, 1913.) 
 
I look back with pleasure and sometimes longing at the few years of my life as an active 
Sinfonian, that now seem as a few days. Shall I ever forget those few hours when eighteen friends 
of mine were suddenly made eighteen brothers, and how as time went on, we added to this large 
family circle, ever happy, ever interested in each other? I know now that every brother Sinfonian 
in every part of the world is thrilled with unselfish, happy pride in any honor gained; any good 
deed done by any brother, young or old. This spirit quietly creeps into the active’s mind and 
grows stronger year by year in the hearts of the alumni. What would I voice then? It is this: —To 
weave a closer fellowship between the actives and the alumni. 
 The time will come when the active of today will be looking back as I am now to the 
happy years of college life, then we may feel that we are living in closer “harmony.” But is there 
not something we may do or something we may create that will make warm the interest between 
the active and the alumni members alike? I believe it will be the getting together; the returning of 
the alumni to the old home, yes, all that, yet more, it will be the actives coming into the alumni 
clubs that are now being started, and finding a home there. 
 Here is the secret, I believe, which will cement and keep forever fresh the spirit of 
Sinfonia among is all—it is the getting together and singing the songs. Some of the happiest 
moments of all my life have been those spent with the boys grouped around a fireplace on a cold 
winters night, each one singing as though for years the songs had been in his make-up and now 
were issuing forth, silver in their quality, golden in their warmth. And now, an alumni, I am 
writing: 
 Ah! We can’t forget those songs of ours 
  No, we never could do that, 
 For sometimes, when life seems most sad 
  Those melodies come floating back. 
 
 And we hear the boys a singing, 
  And we see them, everyone, 
 While our hands give mental handshakes 
  To every mother’s son. 
 
 And we forget our little troubles 
  As the pictures of those days 
 Pass before our mental vision 
  In a soft ethereal haze. 
 
 Ah! To gather all our brothers,  
  ‘Round the table seated there, 
 Give a toast to dear Sinfonia 
  While in every face so fair. 
  
 We read fraternal ardor 
  Born of years that winged their flight, 
 Drawing hearts in closer union, 
  Vows whose strength we feel tonight. 
   
     FREDERICK F. SNOW 
 


