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PREFACE.
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A very few of the following pieces appeared in "Punch," during the
Consulship of Plancus. The rest have been written by me during the
past twenty-five years, under the signature of "Arculus," for "The
Eagle," the Magazine of St. John's College, Cambridge. I hope their
reappearance will be welcome to a few of my old College friends.

The general reader will probably think that some apology is due to him
from me for publishing verses of so crude and trivial a character.

I can only say that the smallest of bows should sometimes be unstrung,
and that if my little arrows are flimsy and light they will, I trust,
wound no one.

E. W. BOWLING.
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A lay sung in the Temple of Minerva Girtanensis.

[NOTE.—On Thursday, February 24th, 1881, three Graces were submitted
to the Senate of the University of Cambridge, confirming the Report of
The Syndicate appointed June 3rd, 1880, to consider four memorials
relating to the Higher Education of Women. The first two Graces were
passed by majorities of 398 and 258 against 32 and 26 respectively; the
third was unopposed. The allusions in the following lay will probably
be understood only by those who reside in Cambridge; but it may be
stated that Professor Kennedy, Professor Fawcett, and Sir C. Dilke gave
their votes and influence in favour of The Graces, while Dr. Guillemard, Mr. Wace, Mr. Potts, Professor Lumby, Dr. Perowne, Mr. Horne and Mr. Hamblin Smith voted against The Graces.]

 I

 Aemilia Girtonensis,


 By the Nine Muses swore


 That the great house of Girton


 Should suffer wrong no more.


 By the Muses Nine she swore it,


 And named a voting day,


 And bade her learned ladies write,


 And summon to the impending fight


 Their masters grave and gay.



 II.

 East and West and South and North


 The learned ladies wrote,


 And town and gown and country


 Have read the martial note.


 Shame on the Cambridge Senator


 Who dares to lag behind,


 When light-blue ladies call him


 To join the march of mind.



 III.

 But by the yellow Camus


 Was tumult and affright:


 Straightway to Pater Varius


 The Trojans take their flight—


 'O Varius, Father Varius,


 'To whom the Trojans pray,


 'The ladies are upon us!


 'We look to thee this day!'



 IV.

 There be thirty chosen Fellows,


 The wisest of the land,


 Who hard by Pater Varius


 To bar all progress stand:


 Evening and morn the Thirty


 On the Three Graces sit,


 Traced from the left by fingers deft


 In the great Press of Pitt.



 V.

 And with one voice the Thirty


 Have uttered their decree—


 'Go forth, go forth, great Varius,


 'Oppose the Graces Three!


 'The enemy already


 'Are quartered in the town,


 'And if they once the Tripos gain,


 'What hope to save the gown?'



 VI.

 'To Hiz, [1] the town of Offa,


 'Their classes first they led,


 'Then onward to Girtonia


 'And Nunamantium sped:


 'And now a mighty army


 'Of young and beardless girls


 'Beneath our very citadel


 'A banner proud unfurls.'



 VII.

 Then out spake Father Varius,


 No craven heart was his:


 'To Pollmen and to Wranglers


 'Death comes but once, I wis.


 'And how can man live better,


 'Or die with more renown,


 'Than fighting against Progress


 'For the rights of cap and gown?'



 VIII.

 'I, with two more to help me,


 'Will face yon Graces Three;


 'Will guard the Holy Tripod,


 'And the M.A. Degree.


 'We know that by obstruction


 'Three may a thousand foil.


 'Now who will stand on either hand


 'To guard our Trojan soil?'



 IX.

 Then Parvue Mariensis,


 Of Bearded Jove the Priest,


 Spake out 'of Trojan warriors


 'I am, perhaps, the least,


 'Yet will I stand at thy right hand.'


 Cried Pottius—'I likewise


 'At thy left side will stem the tide


 'Of myriad flashing eyes.



 X.

 Meanwhile the Ladies' Army,


 Right glorious to behold,


 Came clad in silks and satins bright,


 With seal-skins and with furs bedight,


 And gems and rings of gold.


 Four hundred warriors shouted


 'Placet' with fiendish glee,


 As that fair host with fairy feet,


 And smiles unutterably sweet,


 Came tripping each towards her seat,


 Where stood the dauntless Three.



 XI.

 The Three stood calm and silent,


 And frowned upon their foes,


 As a great shout of laughter


 From the four hundred rose:


 And forth three chiefs came spurring


 Before their ladies gay,


 They faced the Three, they scowled and scoffed,


 Their gowns they donned, their caps they doffed,


 Then sped them to the fray.



 XII.

 Generalis Post-Magister,


 Lord of the Letter-bags;


 And Dilkius Radicalis,


 Who ne'er in combat lags;


 And Graecus Professorius,


 Beloved of fair Sabrine,


 From the grey Elms—beneath whose shade


 A hospitable banquet laid,


 Had heroes e'en of cowards made.—


 Brought 'placets' thirty-nine.



 XIII

 Stout Varius hurled 'non placet'


 At Post-Magister's head:


 At the mere glance of Pottius


 Fierce Radicalis fled:


 And Parvus Mariensis—


 So they who heard him tell—


 Uttered but one false quantity,


 And Professorius fell!



 * * * *

 XIV.

 But fiercer still and fiercer


 Fresh foemen sought the fray.


 And fainter still and fainter


 Stout Varius stood at bay.


 'O that this too, too solid


 Flesh would dissolve,' he sighed;


 Yet still he stood undaunted,


 And still the foe defied.



 XV.

 Then Pollia Nunamensis,


 A student sweetly fair,


 Famed for her smiles and dimples


 Blue eyes and golden hair,


 Of Cupid's arrows seized a pair,


 One in each eye she took:


 Cupid's best bow with all her might


 She pulled—each arrow winged its flight,


 And straightway reason, sense, and sight


 Stout Varius forsook.



 XVI.

 'He falls'—the Placets thundered,


 And filled the yawning gap;


 In vain his trusty comrades


 Avenge their chief's mishap—


 His last great fight is done.


 'They charge! Brave Pottius prostrate lies,


 No Rider helps him to arise:


 They charge! Fierce Mariensis dies.


 The Bridge, the Bridge is won!



 XVII.

 In vain did Bencornutus


 Flash lightnings from his beard;


 In vain Fabrorum Maximus


 His massive form upreared;


 And Lumbius Revisorius—


 Diviner potent he!—


 And Peronatus robed in state,


 And fine old Fossilis sedate,


 All vainly stemmed the tide of fate—


 Triumphed the Graces Three!



 XVIII.

 But when in future ages


 Women have won their rights,


 And sweet girl-undergraduates


 Read through the lamp-lit nights;


 When some, now unborn, Pollia


 Her head with science crams;


 When the girls make Greek Iambics,


 And the boys black-currant jams;



 XIX.

 When the goodman's shuttle merrily


 Goes flashing through the loom,


 And the good wife reads her Plato


 In her own sequestered room;


 With weeping and with laughter


 Still shall the tale be told,


 How pretty Pollia won the Bridge


 In the brave days of old.



 (1881).

[1] The ancient name of Hitchin.

 JULIA.
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 An Ode.

[NOTE.—The following imitation of Cowper's Boadicea was written in
1858; most of its predictions have since been fulfilled.]

 When the Cambridge flower-show ended,


 And the flowers and guests were gone,


 And the evening shades descended,


 Roamed a man forlorn alone.



 Sage beside the River slow


 Sat the Don renowned for lore


 And in accents soft and low


 To the elms his love did pour.



 "Julia, if my learned eyes


 Gaze upon thy matchless face:


 'Tis because I feel there lies


 Magic in thy lovely grace.



 "I will marry! write that threat


 In the ink I daily waste:


 Marry—pay each College debt—


 College Ale no more will taste.



 "Granta, far and wide renowned,


 Frowns upon the married state;


 Soon her pride shall kiss the ground


 Hark! Reform is at the gate.



 "Other Fellows shall arise,


 Proud to own a husband's name:


 Proud to own their infants' cries—


 Harmony the path to fame.



 "Then the progeny that springs


 From our ancient College walls,


 Armed with trumpets, noisy things,


 Shall astound us by their squalls.



 "Sounds no wrangler yet has heard,


 Our posterity shall fright:


 E'en 'the Eagle,' [1] valiant bird,


 Shall betake itself to flight."



 Such the thoughts that through him whirl'd


 Pensively reclining there:


 Smiling, as his fingers curled


 His divinely-glowing hair.



 He, with all a lover's pride,


 Felt his manly bosom glow,


 Sought the Bull, besought the Bride,


 All she said was "No, Sir, No!"



 Julia, pitiless as cold,


 Lo the vengeance due from Heaven!


 College Living he doth hold;


 Single bliss to thee is given.



[1] "The Eagle" is the well-known Magazine of St. John's College,
Cambridge.

CLIO FATIDICA.
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[NOTE.—The following lines were written to celebrate the 'bump' by
which the Lady Margaret 1st Boat became "Head of the River" in 1871.
On the next evening Professor Selwyn delighted the eyes and the hearts
of all Johnians by sculling down the river to salute the Head of the
River. The title of psychroloutes [*] needs no explanation to those
who know the Selwyns, who are no less renowned as swimmers than as
oarsmen.]

 "Tell me, Muse, what colour floateth round


 the River's ancient head:


 Is it white and black, or white and blue, is it


 scarlet, blue, or red?"


 Thus I prayed, and Clio answered, "Why, I thought


 the whole world knew


 That the red of Margareta had deposed the flag


 of blue!


 Babes unborn shall sing in rapture how, desiring


 Close [1] affinity,


 Goldie, rowing nearly fifty, overlapped, and bumped


 First Trinity.


 I myself was at the Willows, and beheld the victory won;


 Saw the victor's final effort, and the deed of daring done.


 I myself took off my bonnet, and forgetful of my years,


 Patting Goldie on the shoulder, gave him three


 times thrice three cheers.


 Ne'er, oh! ne'er, shall be forgotten the excitement


 of that night;


 Aged Dons, deem'd stony-hearted, wept with


 rapture at the sight:


 E'en the Master of a College, as he saw them overlap,


 Shouted 'Well rowed, Lady Margaret,' and took


 off his College cap;


 And a Doctor of Divinity, in his Academic garb,


 Sang a solemn song of triumph, as he lashed his


 gallant barb;


 Strong men swooned, and small boys whistled,


 sympathetic hounds did yell


 Lovely maidens smiled their sweetest on the men


 who'd rowed so well:


 Goldie, Hibbert, Lang, and Bonsey, Sawyer,


 Burnside, Harris, Brooke;


 And the pride of knighthood, Bayard, who the


 right course ne'er forsook,


 But the sight which most rejoiced me was the


 well-known form aquatic


 Of a scholar famed for boating and for witticisms Attic.


 Proud, I ween, was Lady Margaret her Professor


 there to view,


 As with words of wit and wisdom he regaled the


 conquering crew.


 Proud, I ween, were Cam and Granta, as they


 saw once more afloat


 Their Etonian psychroloutes [*], in his "Funny"


 little boat.


 Much, I ween, their watery spirits did within


 their heart's rejoice,


 As they listened to the music of that deep and


 mellow voice.


 Ah! 'tis well, to sing of boating, when before


 my swimming eyes


 Baleful visions of the future, woes unutterable rise.


 All our palmy days are over; for the fairer, feebler sex


 Has determined every College in succession to annex;


 And before another decade has elapsed, our eyes shall see


 College Tutors wearing thimbles o'er convivial cups of tea.


 For 'golden-haired girl-graduates,' with 'Dowagers


 for Dons,'


 Shall tyrannize in Trinity, and domineer in 'John's.'


 Then, instead of May Term races in the science grand


 of rowing,


 There'll be constant competition in the subtle art


 of sewing.


 Soon the modern undergraduate, with a feather in her hat,


 Shall parade the streets of Cambridge, followed


 by her faithful cat.


 From Parker's Piece and Former's shall be banished


 bat and wicket,


 For crotchet work and knitting shall supplant the


 game of cricket,


 Save whene'er a match at croquet once a Term is


 played at Girton


 By the Members of "the College" and the Moralists


 of Merton.


 Then no tandems shall be driven, and no more


 athletic sports,


 Save fancy balls and dances, shall appear in


 "Field" reports:


 And instead of 'pots' and 'pewters' to promote


 the art of walking,


 We shall have a silver medal for proficiency in talking.


 Wranglers fair shall daily wrangle, who no


 Mathematics ken;


 Lady preachers fill the pulpit, lady critics


 wield the pen.


 O ye gallant, gallant heroes who the River's


 head have won,


 Little know ye what an era of confusion hath begun.


 I myself shall flee from Cambridge, sick at heart


 and sorely vexed,


 Ere I see my University disestablished and unsexed.'"


 Thus she spake, and I endeavoured to console the


 weeping Muse:


 "Dry your tears, beloved Clio, drive away this


 fit of blues.


 Cease your soul with gloomy fancies and forebodings


 to perplex;


 You are doing gross injustice to the merits of your sex.


 Know you not that things are changing, that the


 Earth regains her youth,


 Since Philosophers have brought to light the one


 primeval truth?


 Long have all things been misgoverned by the


 foolish race of men,


 Who've monopolized sword, sceptre, mitre, ermine,


 spade, and pen,


 All the failures, all the follies, that the weary


 world bewails,


 Have arisen, trust me, simply from the government of males.


 But a brighter age is dawning; in the circling of the years


 Lordly woman sees before her new 'ambitions,' new careers;


 For the world's regeneration instantaneously began,


 When Philosophers discovered the inferior claims of man.


 With new honours Alma Mater shall eternally be crowned,


 When the Ladies march in triumph, and her learned


 seat surround;


 Then a nobler race of students, and of athletes


 shall arise,


 Students fair who thirst for knowledge, athletes


 true who 'pots' despise.


 It is well for thee, sweet Clio, at their harmless


 tastes to sneer,


 At their love of cats and croquet, their antipathy


 to beer;


 But as soon as every College has surrendered to the fair,


 Life up here will be perfection, we shall breathe


 ambrosial air;


 For the problem of past ages will be solved, and


 we shall find


 The superior powers of woman, both in body and in mind.


 She shall teach us how to study, how to ride,


 and run, and row;


 How to box and play at cricket; how the heavy


 weight to throw;


 How to shoot the trembling pigeon; how the wily rat


 to slay;


 How at football and at racquets; how at whist and


 chess to play;


 How to drive the rapid tandem; how to jump, and how


 to walk;


 (For young women, trust me, Clio, can do something


 more than talk)


 How to climb the Alps in summer; how in winter time


 to skate;


 How to hold the deadly rifle; how a yacht to navigate;


 How to make the winning hazard with an effort sure


 and strong;


 How to play the maddening comet, how to sing a comic song;


 How to 'utilize' Professors; how to purify the Cam;


 How to brew a sherry cobbler, and to make red-currant jam.


 All the arts which now we practise in a desultory way


 Shall be taught us to perfection, when we own the


 Ladies' sway."


 Thus I spake, and strove by speaking to assuage


 sweet Clio's fears;


 But she shook her head in sorrow, and departed drowned


 in tears.
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