
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Muscular Christians. Hurrah! Hurrah! 

Bet your last cent on the Blue and Grey— 

On that band of heroes, so young and strong, 

Whose fame has reached even to far Geelong; 

For I pin my faith on the men in Blue, 

And am proud in my heart that I’m Carlton, too! 

I have watched the Club since it first arose 

In the Royal Park against myriad foes— 

When Donovan stout, with a mighty rush, 

Through the serried ranks of the foe would crush; 

Leaving behind in a shapeless mess, 

A dozen of chaps on the slippery grass; 

When the fleet-footed Guy, along each wing, 

Like a streak of lightning the ball would bring, 

And the last kick get, though half a score, 

Vainly attempted to pitch him o’er. 

I’ve watched young Lacey follow the ball 

With teeth firm clenched, yet a smile withal, 

Out of a scrimmage, without a cap— 

A most reliable, sturdy chap— 

And wherever he went there were cries of pain— 

Shall we ever look on his like again? 

Sam Wallace, too, I've watched with awe, 

A foeman scruffed in each iron paw— 

Two heads on the ground, four heels in the air. 

And Sam, with a grin, triumphant there. 

 

*    *    * 

These doughty warriors have passed away, 

But men, quite as good, crop up alway 

To strengthen the glory of Carlton’s name, 

And blazen her deeds on the scroll of fame! 
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