VICTORIA TERMINUS

Did you ever, on your way

To the station, of a day

Stop to look at all the carvings on the walls?

We did just that the-other day

When an hour-long delay

In trains left us with nought to do at all.

We started at the portal, 

Admiring the immortal

Marks of tender loving hands upon the stone.

Every figure showed a sense

Of humour and intense

Fascination with strange animals long gone:

Owls and eagles, griffins too, 

Scaly creatures peeping through

Tangled creepers bearing fruit and flowers rare;

Pigeons, parrots, lyre-birds, 

Large and poisonous lizards, 

Bush-tailed mongoose eating cobras everywhere;

Glorious peacocks that, fan-tailed,

Lacy-plumed and thickly scaled, 

Formed the grille above the windows, arching wide;

Squirrels playing among the leaves

Richly carved below the caves

And on pillar capitals on every side, 

Some, with large and lively eyes

Nibbling nuts or, wordly-wise, 

Clutching acorns to their breasts in greedy glee;

Several pairs of turtle-doves

Shyly whispering their loves

Or preening their slim wings for all to see.

Every archway held surprise

As, with wide and wondering eyes,

We sought in vain identical designs.

Over several of the doors

In their powerful muscled paws 

Sat shield-bearing rich-maned lions that almost spoke.

We saw many a lavish shield

With, in every square and field, 

Unmistakable imperialistic signs:

Rampant lions reared with ease

Galleons billowed in the breeze

While howdah-laden elephants stood tame;

Harps with female forms that flew, 

Crowns and cross of Saint Andrew, 

“Honi soit qui mal y pense” and more of same.

But the one thing the impressed

Us in the G.I.P.R. crest 

Was its proud defiant engine, belching smoke!

From numerous medallions

Started out, like regal stallions, 

Dalhousie, Dufferin, all the elect. 

One face alone was absent

Yet everywhere was present:

That of Stevens, its inspired architect.

All kinds of fruit and flowers

From foreign lands and ours 

He had carefully recorded, even trees:

Heavy-laden cashew plants, 

Kashmir maple, at a glance, 

And rigid daffodils along a frieze.

There even was a band

Showing the headgear of our land:

Fifteen proudly turbaned heads surveyed the court.

Ornamental weather-vanes

Rows of brilliant stained-glass panes

Every detail testified to careful thought. 

But in vain did beauty cry 

To the million passers-by

Hurrying past without a glance or smile or frown, 

While all over poor Victoria ----

All hail!  Regina gloria ! -----

Our crows and pigeons showered their blessings down. 
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