The devtuagint by Hittany Blodgett

Sing of scholars short and tall
In Alexandria's columned hall

Cﬁndlaliqht that makes vou sguint

Workinz on the Septuagint!

We don't know the names of any

Not the one,nor not the many
Septuaginti once meant seventy

Oh would it not be sort of heavenly

To have sesn them use their brains
Suff'ring artheritic pains

Serawling with a sgueaky pen

Plucked from£ some unlettersd hen

Sheet by shseet,little by 1little

Jot by jot,tittle by tittle

Rolling sheets up into rolls

CGramming them into pigeonholss

Stuffing bundles inte drums

Don't lmow their songs,dont know thelr hums
Scholars hald,and secholars merry
Schodars blithe,with mien airy

Scholars grim,with beard quite hoary
finowing more than Professor Irwin Corey

Diverse scrolls by little light

(ever)



(Hoove they mot the svelling right!)

3ing of #f tiny aches and pains
3inus troubla when}it rains

Bench that makes the arse grow cold
Fingers getting stiff and old
Crackling parchment, slopping ink

(Muff ter drive.a man ter drinkl)

On their benches,did they wonder

Who would see their slightest blunder?
Doing it all on shortened rations

Fopr the future generations

From the boftle cork let's jerk

To Alexandria's toiling clerk

Here,we toast thy boring workl

Candlelight -thdt makes you squint

Working on f£he Septuagint
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