
How Cambridge waters hurry by . . .

And in that garden, black and white,
Cr^p whispers through the grass all night;
And spectral dance, before the dawn,
A hundred Vicars down the lawn;
Curates, long dust, will come and go
On lissom, clerical, printless toe;
And oft between the boughs is seen
The sly shade of a Rural Dean . .

Till, at a shiver in the skies,
Vanishing with Satanic cries,
The prim ecclesiastic rout
Leaves but a startled sleeper-out.
Grey heavens, the first bird's drowsy calls.
Ihe falhng house that never falls.

God! I will pack, and take a train.
And get me to England once again

!

For England's the one land, I know.
Where m»n with Splendid Hearts may go;
And Cambridgeshire, of all England,
The shire for Men who Understand;
And of that district I prefer
The lovely hamlet Grantchester.
For Cambridge people rarely smile.
Being urban, squat, and packed with guile;
And Royston men in the far South
Are black and fierce and strange of mouth-
At Over they fling oaths at one.
And worse than oaths at Trumpington,
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