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FOREWORD

To promote fraternal spirit through singing, the
Twenty-Fourth Biennial Convention of Theta Tau
directed that a songbook be published.  This
collection of Theta Tau and engineering songs was
compiled by William E. Franklin, Zeta 57, then
Editor of The Gear of Theta Tau, and first published
in this form in 1966.

No attempt was made to include every appropriate
song, and it is expected that chapters will
supplement this book with other songs of their
choosing.

In the Foreword to the First Edition, Brother
Franklin expressed his gratitude to Stuart D. Culp,
Zeta 56, who arranged the Theta Tau Sweetheart
Song, and set to music some of the other songs
contained herein; to Robert J. Rehagen, Zeta 61,
for the artwork; and to Zeta, Sigma, Phi, and Delta
Beta Chapters whose individual chapter songbooks
were made available to him.

It is hoped that this Edition will provide the stimulus
needed for new generations of student members to
experience the joy offraternal singing.

THETATAU
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THETA TAU SWEETHEART SONG
Ammanged by Zera Chapter
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SWEETHEART OF THETA TAU

Quartet Arrangement

Words and Music by Ruth Laxnbertus “To Sigima Chapter
Moderoto

‘of mem-o-ries.In those care-free col-lege days, A

thou-sond faces gleamand smile B/tttiere®onethat remains always Oh

Sweet-heart of Theta Tau I love you, In all my dreams your deorfaceshines thru,

You arethe oneTtiatl adore My The-ta "lau girl for-cv-er more.



THETA TAU FOREVER
(Tune: "There's a Long, Long Trail")
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WE ARE THE THETA TAUS

(Tune: 'Turkey in the Straw")
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TO THETA TAU
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GLOKf, GLORY, DEAR OLD THERVD
(Tunel Battle Hym of the Republic)

Free energy and entropy
were swirling round his brain
With partial differentials
and Greek letters in their train,
For deltas, sigmas, gammas, thetas,
epsilons, and pis
Were driving him distracted
as they danced before his eyes.

Glory, glory dear old Thermo
Glory, glory dear old Thermo
Glory, glory dear old Thermo
I'11 get you by and by.

Heat content and fugacity
revolved within his mind,
Like molecules and atoms
that you never have to wind,
With logarithmic functions
doing cake walks in his dreams,
And partial molar quantities
devouring chocolate creams.
(chorus)

They asked him on the final
if a mole of any gas,
In a vessel with a membrane
through which hydrogen could pass,
Were compressed to half its volume
what the entropy would be
If 2/3 of Theta Tau equals the square of xyz.
(chorus)



He said he guessed the entropy
would have to equal four
Unless the second law
would bring it up a couple more.
But then it might be seven
if the thermostat was good
Or it might be 'most cleven
if once rightly understood,
(chorus)

The professor read his paper
with a corrugated brow,
For he knew he'd have to grade it
but he didn't quite know how.
Till a sudden inspiration
on his cerebrum was smote,
And he scized his trusty fountain pen
and this is what he wrote,
(chorus)

Just as you guessed the entropy,

11 have to guess your grade,
But the second law won't raise it

to the marie you might have made,
For it might have been 100

if your guesses had been good
But I think it might be zero

till they're rightly understood,

(chorus)



THE ENGINEER
(Tune: Son of a Gambolier or Ramblin' Wreck)

Who is the man designs our pumps

With judgment, skill and care?

Who is the man that builds them

And who keeps them in repair?

Who has to shut them down because

The valve-seats disappear?

It's the bearing-wearing, gearing-tearing
Mechanical Engineer.

Who buys his juice for half a cent
And wants to charge a dime,

And who when we've signed the contract
Can't deliver half the time?

Who thinks a loss of twenty-six
Percent is nothing queer?

The volt-inducing, load-reducing
Elcctrical Engincer.

Who thinks without his products

We'd all be in the lurch?

Who has a heathen idol

Which he designates Research?

Who tints the crecks, perfumes the air
And makes the land scapes drear?

It's the stink-evolving, grass-dissolving
Chemical Engincer.

Who is it takes a transit out

To find a sewer tap?

Who then with care extreme locates

The junction on a map?

Who is it goes to dig it up

And finds it nowhere near?

It's the mud-bespattered. tom and tattered
Civil Engineer.



Who is the man who'll draw a plan

For anything you desire

From a transatlantic liner

To a haii*>in made of wirc?

With "ifs" and "ands," "howe'ers” and "buts,1
Who makes his meaning clear?

The work-disdaining, fee-retaining
Consulting Engineer.

Who takes the pleasure out of life
And makes existence hell,

Who'll fire a real good looking girl
Because she cannot spell?

Who substitutes a dictaphone

For a coral-tinted ear?

It's the penny-chasing, dollar-wasting
Industrial Engineer.

Who builds a road for fifty years
That disappears in two

And changes his identity

So there's no one to 3ue?

Who covers all the traveled roads
With filthy oily smear?

The bump-providing, rough-on-riding
Highway Engincer.

Who drills a well half way to hell
In search of gas or oil?

With gadgets multifarious

To take away his toil?

But when the hole is empty

Then his alibis appear,

The optimistic, cabalistic
Petroleum Engincer.



Who is that wild hewhiskered coot

In boots and flannel shirt?

Who honeycombs the hills and dales
A-searching for pay dirt?

The only lode he ever reveals

Is a load of lager beer.

The boring, shoring, dynamite roaring
Mining Engincer.

Who is that pale myopic guy

In the Mother Hubbard gown?
With inky hands and smudgy face
Who tries to gain renown?

Who draws fantastic pictures
At a hundred bucks a smear

The lackadasical, ne'er-do-well
Architectural Engineer.

ENGINEER'S RAMBLE SONG
(Tune: Ramblin' Wreck)

There was a bold young engineer

Who just got out of school.

He had a lot of great big books

And knew he was no fool.

They set him marking station pins

But he didn't know the code,

So they ditched him two miles out of camp
And let him hunt the road.

(Chorus) Oh, didn't he ramble,

He rambled, he rambled all around

In and out of town, oh, didn't he ramble,
He rambled, he rambled

"Til the butcher cut him down.



He got a job as an clectric man,

And thought he'd make some tin.

They sent him up a big tall pole

To put a feeder in.

He lost his grip and tumbled back

But grabbed the wires bright,

Then hung there for a moment

“Til the juice put out his light,
(chorus)

He then went down in the depths
Where Satan runs the plant.
He wanted to see the chief engineer
But Satan said you can't,
There are no engineers down here
For that could never be.
Then he said "I guess ['l1 ramble on,
This is no place for me."

(chorus)

He rambled up to heaven
To see who all was there,
And there were a bunch of fellows
A -sittin' onthe stair.
Some were smoking cigarettes,
And all were drinking beer,
So he knew at once, the whole dam bunch
Were (school) engineers.
(chorus)

He rambled down to Washington
To see who all was there.

And there was Mr...
In the Presidential chair.
In walked Bean
And said "You great big clown,
Why the heck don't you get up
And let an engineer sit down.

(chorus)




HYPERBOLIC TANGEHT
(Tune:  Battle Hym of the Republic)

An engineer once loved a maid
With pure dynamic passion.
His "Modus Operandi" was
Of scientific fashion.

(Chorus) A hyperbolic tangent
to a cyclic polar plane
He was an cngineer.

Oh, maiden fair of golden hair,
Come give me just one kiss
React forever thus with me
in osculating bliss.
(chorus)

With you my lass, the days will pass
in sweet synthetic thrills,

In kilowatts and BTUls
we'll pay our grocery bills,
(chorus)

We'll dine upon the best of food,
the kind that's strictly stable,

And soft-boiled eggs we'll daily ecat
from a logarithmic table,
(chorus)

We'll build a modernistic ohm
beside the sounding sea,

And raise a tribe of engincers
with vim and entropy.
(chorus)



Owatt, Omaid, come be my bride,
illiuninate my days,

Let's synchronize our voltages
and fluctuate in phase.
(chorus)

Our modest maid remained unswayed
by all this talk fantastic,

In fact, her quips from luscious lips
were cold and autocratic,
(chorus)

ST. PATRICK WAS AN HIGINEER
(Tunes  When Johnny Comes Marching Home)

St. Patrick was an engincer, he was, he was.
St. Patrick was an engincer, he was, he was.
For he surveyed the Hnerald Isle

And made a map of its profile.

Erin go brau, rah for the engincers.

For he invented the calculus,
And handed it down for us to cuss.

For he invented the sliding rule
To measure the size of the molecule.

For he invented clectric lights
So engineers could study nights.

For he was the guy with the monkey wrench
That screwed the lawyers to the bench.

He ran his slipstick up in high
And guessed at the answer as you and .

For he invented the logarithm
To count the whiskers of bolshevism.

Itor he invented the stresses and shears
To make us giddy before our years.



For he invented machine design
And elbow grease to make ‘em shine.

For he invented the steam and gas
That make us sweat, so let that pass.

‘Twas he invented the faculty
That chews the fat with you and me.

For he invented the city park
So all couples could sit and spark.

For he invented the davenport
That engineers might have their sport.

A runaway engine down the tracks, she flew, she flew,
A runaway engine down the tracks, she flew, she flew,
A lawyerjumped out to throw the switch,

The train ran over the son ofa gun.

Erin go brau, rah for the engineers.






