
Symposium 

I sing a song of joyous life, 
Tra-lee, tra-la, tra-lee; 
I dance about my dainty wife 
and tip a glassful of glee. 

 
 
I tell a tale of mine olden age, 
and there, and so, and thus; 
life's wisdom is my single wage, 
and I can't see who's driving the bus.
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