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Explanatory notes.

In this piece the author describes the scene during the “May Concert” in a Cambridge College Hall. It takes place in the middle of June, during a very warm evening, with the venue packed to capacity.

The event celebrates the end of the academic year and the seating arrangement for the invited guests reflects the teaching seniority, whilst the previous Masters pictures decorate the walls as a reminder of the past. The performing orchestra and choir are composed only of college music students.

In this tightly packed atmosphere, loose flowing hair locks out of control in a confined space, seemed to molest a guest reminding him of Alexander Pope’s work, where a Baron with a pair of scissors cuts a lock of a Lady’s hair. Such action set up an enmity between two families that was only pacified by the mentioned work.

The guest then wanders what would happen if he also had a “forfex” (Latin for scissors as used by Pope) in his hand like the Baron. Fortunately as the evening progressed and the temperature dropped, the food and drink at the interval acted as a distraction calming the uncontrollable hair and the guest’s ordeal.

Later the declining diurnal light of the eve,


Aids a gentle breeze in the descent of the grades.


The chanting continues: To drink of the sherry,


That makes us so merry and plump as the lusty grape;


Again, fresh new aroma leaves the fast moving hair.








See those ancient timbers and stones,


Conferring the Hall tradition and glory,


Prepare this May to host yet again,


Acoustic manoeuvres in soaking or bouncing,


Vibrating soft chords with heavenly vocals





Behold the present and past


Orderly positioned along the ground and walls,


Ogling each other for code in the dress.


Observing pseudo intellectual rank in that space,


Awaiting performance on the platform above








The pause and the stroll for a little ingestion,


Calmed the senses and toned the muscles.


Now the chords to the fore with chanting a memory,


The hitting of palms convey satisfaction


and the flick of the lock endured is no more.





A guest leaning into the aisle


To view other than flowing locks hanging ahead,


Recalls the social outcome, in the Rape of the Lock,


As constantly the mane, gets flicked backwards at him


By a restless young lengthy coquette





The choir delivering lines in past century style:


Do not fear to put thy feet, naked in the river sweet;


The locks still flicking, the guest still thinking,


Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunning sit;


If that famous forfex present would here be!
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The flick of the lock








