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Editorial.
NCE more we are at the parting of the ways.

O Most of us have had to face examiners: most
have cursed the wretched system which makes so much
depend upon the result of a single examination. But
the ordeal has been faced: the verdict will soon be
declared: whatever it may be, we shall always look
back to the three years of our undergraduate life,
wherein the great change from boyhood to manhood
has taken place.
At such a time it is easy to be sentimental, but that
is far from our wish. Let us cry “Ave atque vale” to
those who are soon to leave Cambridge, and then let us
hasten to declare our purpose.
The “Old Queens’ Men” columns of this magazine
are still—as they always have been—deficient. The
Dial is meant to be a paper for past as well as pre
sent members of the college. That it has not succeeded
in this aim is hardly the fault of the authorities. It is
directly due to those who sever their connection with
the college as soon as ever they have taken their degrees.
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The Editor will always welcome any news about the
doings of former members, just as he will be very glad
to receive any contribution of interest from their pens.
But he is quite helpless, unless they co-operate with
him.
Surely our aim is not unreasonable. Men are far
too fond of ignoring the indissoluble bond which ever
holds all those who have inhabited the same spot and
done the same things. The Dial, as we have said, exists
in no small measure to help them to continue their
connection with Queens’. The other chief purpose of
its existence is to preserve a record of the doings in
work and games of the present members. Here again
a little co-operation on the part of various secretaries
would go far to make the record much more complete
than it often has been.
We therefore appeal to old Queens’ men in general
and in particular to those who are now going down to
help us to achieve our ambition and to make The Dial
the link which binds the past with the present, so
that it may become the magazine of all who had
and are having their education within these walls.
This they may do no less by informing us of their doings
than by becoming subscribers.
Finally more subscribers are urgently needed. Is not
the desire to keep in touch with the college itself and
what it is doing sufficient to lead men to support a
college magazine? Even if it is not, we at Queens’
do really like to hear of the fortunes of those who
have preceded us, and it is with a repeated assurance
of this that we bid good-bye and good luck to those
whose Cambridge days will soon be a thing of the past.
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HE President was taken seriously ill just before term
began, and the illness has continued most of the term,
but we are glad to say that he is now much better.

T

B. S. Farnfield returned to Queens’ at the beginning of
term, but was seized with heart trouble, and has been laid up
all the term. We must condole with him upon an illness
which will probably mean the end of his football career.

Mr. R. G. D. Laffan, scholar of Eton and Brackenbury
scholar of Balliol College, Oxford, has been elected to a fellow
ship at Queens’. He took a first in the Final School of
History. He was President of the Oxford Union and of
the O.U. Church Union. “Both at Eton and Oxford Mr.
Laffan was, as the Oxford Magazine says, a model to all
student-athletes of the future.” He has been at Ely Theological
College, and will for the next year take up a curacy at York.
He is to come into residence in October 1913.

The new buildings are to be known as the Doket
Buildings, and will be open in October.
Next year B.A.’s who are reading for another Tripos will
be allowed to stay in college.
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The May number of The Arena contained a pleasant
caricature of Mr. J. H. Gray at the ’Varsity sports—with the
famous umbrella.
Congratulations to F. A. Redwood on winning a Stuart
of Rannoch Scholarship.

The Editor wishes to thank contributors, but feels bound
to say that no anonymous contributions can be accepted.
The Editor at any rate must be informed of the author’s
identity.

A Cloud Fancy
IKE the blush on a maiden’s cheek
As she greets her lover forlorn,
The roseate clouds have I seen
As the sun on them smiled at morn!

L

Like a maiden’s face in dismay
When her lover is torn from her breast,
The bright clouds have I seen grow grey
As the sun disappeared in the West!
L. C. R.

Photo by J. Palmer Clarke
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XIII. W. H. FERGUSON.

GREAT lanky gawk of a Scot came up to

A Queens’ in October 1909, and his name was
William Haig Ferguson. Blest with a terrible Scotch
accent, which led to such atrocities as ‘mars’ for mass
and “fud” for food, and with a complete inability to see
the point of any joke, he soon became a well-known
character. For his existence previous to matriculation
we have only his own account, and a chronicler feels it
necessary to draw a discreet veil over most of his
experiences.
He made his first appearance on January 11th, 1891.
Whether it was late on a Saturday evening, or early on
a Sunday morning, his memory fails to recollect, but
either case explains his love of a week-end. Of the
early years of his life there is little to record, except a
weekly flogging for deviating from the exact truth and
an attempt to put a premature end to his existence by
falling over the banisters upon a stone floor. His
wretched parents decided that he would be safer at
school, and, in 1898, he was sent to Edinburgh Academy
where he remained for ten years. The only prize he ever
gained was one for being top of the first class of the pre
paratory, (the rest of the form being away through
chicken-pox and measles) though by some occult means
he rose as high as the sixth. Satisfied with such glory, he
went to Germany and spent a happy year in studying the
language and manners of the Fatherland. Swish.
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At Queens’ he centred all his powers upon the art of
rowing, finding therein an outlet for his sporting
ambition. At school he had played rugger, but a mal
formed left arm did not permit him to do much, and of
necessity he had to turn his attention elsewhither. In
his first year, he gained places in the First Lent boat
and in the Clinker Four, and after the May races was
made Secretary. On everything aquatic he is as keen as
the proverbial mustard, and his enthusiasm is mainly
responsible for the success of Queens’ rowing during the
last term, when he achieved one of his dearest objects,
namely, the winning of the Clinker Fours for the first
time in the history of Queens’ rowing. Last Michaelmas
term, he spent many days in Trials, but unfortunately
did not obtain the much-coveted Trial Cap. Early in his
first year a premonition that great glory was to be his, led
our two chief college clubs to attempt to secure him, but
he opposed them strenuously, and, it must be admitted,
he seems little the worse for such abstinence.
But he is not one-sided. At the end of his first
year, he went as an officer to Queens’ Mission Camp, and
astonished the whole village of Horndon-on-the-Hill by
wandering about sans shoes and socks, and by wearing
a purely nominal pair of rowing shorts. No doubt
many of our readers will have seen this pair for them
selves, and can imagine the effect upon the rustic mind.
His acquaintance with English Literature dates
from his first Long. After much introspection he came
to the right conclusion that his knowledge of English
Classics was lamentable. So he hied himself to Boots’—
not for the last time—and bought a large tome upon the
Andes and the Amazon by a hitherto unknown author.
From that hour he has been a connoisseur of style, and
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his knowledge of Peru is voluminous. But he is far
from being narrow, and would as soon read John Bull as
one of Sir Walter Scott’s novels.
His relaxations are numerous and varied. Of
politics he frankly admits he knows nothing, and,
though a well-known Don has told him that he is ‘one
of the worst sort,’ he has not yet seen fit to change his
ways. But billiards, picture-palaces, motors, punts, and
the fairer sex are subjects which call forth his con
versational abilities, and he has much to narrate of his
experiences. It is notorious how he borrowed a motorbicycle in order to go to Ely and watch the Trials. He
arrived there safely, but, alack and alas, about eight
miles out of Cambridge he broke down and was com
pelled to walk back. What he said is best known to
himself.
His eating capacities are enormous. Eight oranges
at a sitting are a mere bagatelle. Poached eggs make
but one mouthful, while chocolate eclairs follow one
another in such rapid succession that one can do nothing
but gasp and admire. In the vacations he dances, and, if
he is to be believed, he does it well. He has a fervent
admiration for the glance of a pair of sparkling eyes.
Some of his friends well remember an occasion when
this tendency almost caused a fatality. He was
manoeuvring a punt down the upper river. Observing
something pretty under a tree he guided his craft in that
direction, but such was his haste that he stepped off the
punt and soaked the intellectual man who was his
nearest companion.
And his ideals? Well, a dark-haired wife—‘the
girl he knows about’—a decent practice, and a thousand
a year sound fairly satisfactory; while the apparent
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materialness of such an ideal is only the cloak with
which, as his friends know, he hides far better and
higher ambitions.
He is to be up for a fourth year and will then be
take himself to Edinburgh University, where he hopes to
overcome the medical examinations within a very few
years and to follow in his father’s footsteps. We hope
he may; as we also hope that his enthusiasm will be
rewarded by the first boat rising to the first division of
the Mays. He is generous and large-hearted, a real
good sort, and a happy person withal and the college
has reason to be thankful that his keenness and cheerful
ness will still be seen at Queens’ for another year.
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T is twenty minutes past seven.
The waiter offers him a large plate bearing a
microscopic pat of butter, a piece of post-pliocene
cheese, and two biscuits. The repast is tempting, but
examinations are near, so he refuses and flies from
Hall.
There is a delightful silence in his rooms, so differ
ent from the masticatory champings he has just heard.
The array of books upon his table startles him. He
seizes the nearest and commences to devour it.
“After this Statute it became further requisite to a
feoffment, either that there should be a consideration for
the gift, or that it should be expressed to be made not
simply unto, but unto and to the use of the feoffee.”
Footsteps are heard upon the gravel beneath. The
other men, having finished their customary port, coffee
and liqueurs, are enjoying their cigars in the open air of
the Courts. Snatches of their conversation are wafted
to the worker. He catches the words “Scouts,” “Ser
vices,”—evidently they are Bug Shooters and tennis
players.
But work and duty call.
“Let me see,” he murmurs, with set brows. “re
quisite to a feoffment”—
A fresh sound breaks in through the open window.
The embryo Mus. Bac. in the adjoining rooms has also

I
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started work. He has examinations too. The works of
numerous foreigners with a dislike for hair cutting are
discussed with abusive chords and runs.
The law specialist makes an effort.
“After this Statute”— Heavens! A duet!
The thinly thatched graduate in the next staircase joins
in with a pathetic rendering of various love melodies.
Why can we not love—and work—in silence?
—“it became further necessary to a feoff
ment —”
The choir start. The chapel doors, windows and
ventilators are all open, and the organ is being worked
with all the water power obtainable from the Cam, the
Thames and the Atlantic.
The choir sing a sweet five note melody in ascending
and descending keys. The Law Specialist seems to
hear the words,
“fee- fee- fee- fee- feeoffments,
fee- fee- fee- fee- feeoffments, &c.
This reminds him of his work.
He rises impatiently and shuts the window with
superfluous energy.
But the choir are not to be defeated so easily.
They bring in their adult reserves, and as if by some
arrangement are assisted by the dulcet strains of
“Mazur” from a violin below.
The Law Specialist closes his book with a sigh, and
pens a letter to the Dial, which no respectable com
positor would compel his type to reproduce.
He looks at his watch at intervals. He knows the
five note melody fairly well by 8.15, and is becoming
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familiar with the repertoire of some of the other artists
by 8.25.
At 8.30 the choir are left in full possession of the
musical field. To them alone belongs the privilege
now.
Suddenly they stop, and the L. S. hears them rush
away into the silence which only associates with them in
the distance.
With a frenzied shriek of joy he rushes across the
room. The clock strikes nine. He opens the piano and
with one finger taps out the strains of the National
Anthem triumphantly.
As he closes the piano and turns to his book, foot
steps are heard pattering up the stairs, and the door
opens just wide enough to admit a voice.
“I do feel. Horrible noise. After time. Wretched
fellow. Hardly fair to men who want to work. Next
time. Confiscate.”
The steps retreat but the Law Specialist does not
hear them. He has fainted.
A. C. P. M.
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Virgil.
CORYDON.

buc.

THYRSIS.

VII. 45.
MELIBOEUS.

Ye mossy rills, ward off the solstice heat
From my poor flock; and thou more softly sweet
Than sleep itself, O grass! and O scarce shade!
By deep-green bushes cast, lend thou thy aid,
For now doth come the scorching summer fell
And on tough boughs the rip’ning budlets swell.
T. For me the hearth and richly smoking brand;
For me the fire heap’d up with gen’rous hand,
And door-posts black with ever-rising grime.
Thus no more shall we fear the freezing time
Of Boreas dire, than cares the wolf, how large
The flock may be, or torrents, where their marge.
C. Iacchus vines, the poplar Hercules,
And Venus fair the myrtle’s grace doth please;
For Phoebus, too, sweet charms his laurels bear;
But to my Phyllis is the hazel dear,
And while they still such power o’er her wield
Myrtles and laurels must to hazels yield.
T. In forests ashes are the finest trees;
But pines in parks, poplars by rivers please;
The fir is finest on some mountain high:
But, Lycidas, if thou thy lovely eye
More oft on me should’st turn, the ashes, fame
And eke the pines must yield unto thy name.
M. This I remember. Thyrsis lost his pains;
Thence Corydon our Corydon remains.
C.

H. A. C. B.
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THE future historian of English literature will have
to reserve a special chapter for recent Academic
Verse. Poetry of one sort or another has of course
been produced by all universities ever since the hero
Akademos gave his name to the first Academy. But
within living memory this inevitable output has taken
on a fresh and distinctive colouring, which it will be
our business to investigate. The new type of com
position lies midway between Satire on the one hand
and Epigram on the other. Like Satire it deals with the
everyday occurrences of life. Like Epigram it relies for
its effect upon wit. And yet it is not either epigram
matic Satire or satirical Epigram. For it is pervaded
by a certain kindliness of tone, which enables it to rally
us gently on our foibles without treading too hard upon
our toes. As a reformer of small social abuses it has a
future before it.
The academic versifier is early apprenticed to his
trade. The chances are that he learns the rudiments of
it at school. A few years ago an Eton boy, who signs
himself R. A. K.., brought out a brilliant little volume
Signa Severa, from which I cull the following:
Whenever they speak of abolishing Greek,
its defenders employ the apology,
That a chemistry “pro.” is expected to know
the details of Greek terminology;
But why should we use the absurd P’s and Q’s
the pedant invented of yore?
How sweet to the ears are the praises of Ceres,
and to speak of her daughter as Core !
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No longer we smile at the mention of Phyle;
no longer the pedagogue writhes,
When we tell him of Chloe, and the volatile Zoe,
and the weird appellation of Scythes;
But the nymph Galatea is a rhyme for the sea,
and a fleet is commanded by Chares;
And the double address of Ἆρες Ἄρες
is lost in the compromise Ares.

Why shouldn’t Lalage (as a rhyme to le Sage)
be a prominent star of the ballet,
Or (if Helena marries a person called Paris)
the brother of Zetes be Calais?
Or a process converse will perhaps intersperse
(it is purely a matter of choice)
Tollemache sage, and Descartes the mage,
and Telephone’s silvery voice.

Oh, pine for the day when professors will say
that they are not admirers of Goethe,
When Aeneas parades the meadows of Hades,
and walks by the waters of Lethe,
When our tutor dilates on fidus Achates
(for the tree is discerned by its fruits),
And the brave Menelaus, and the beauty of Glauce,
and the waxing and waning of Bootes.

Our poet’s choice of themes is naturally limited by
his environment: his muse is strictly academic. This—
it must be admitted—is a serious limitation, and prevents
him from becoming, even at his best, more than a minor
poet. But, after all, the University as its name suggests
is a miniature world. And a minor poet in a miniature
world may be well employed. For instance, we most of
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us nowadays keep our memories on India paper—price
one shilling. Could anything be happier than the stanza
by J. K. S., with which the little volume commences?
No wonder we wear it next our hearts.
By the first of October the New Year’s born:
It’s a sturdy infant in mid December,
And reaches its prime some April morn:
Hot and weary in June, it must perish soon,
It is working too hard: it will break: but here
Is the Dawn of the Year.

The dons and their doings come in for a fair share of
chaff. Sometimes they chaff themselves. Mr. A. D.
Godley, one of the ablest exponents of the art at Oxford,
writes as follows in his Second Strings:
Within those halls where student zeal
Hangs every morn on learning’s lips,
Intent to make its daily meal
Of Tips,

While drones the conscientious Don
Of Latin Prose, of Human Will,
Of Aristotle and of John
Stuart Mill,—
We mouth with stern didactic air:
We prate of this, we rant of that:
While slumbers on his favourite chair
The Cat!

For what is Mill, and what is Prose,
Compared with warmth, and sleep, and food,
—All which collectively compose
The Good?
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Although thy unreceptive pose
In presence of eternal Truth
No virtuous example shows
To youth,
Sleep on, O Cat! serenely through
My hurricanes of hoarded lore,
Nor seek with agitated mew
The door:
Thy calm repose I would not mar,
Nor chase thee forth in angry flight
Protesting loud (though some there are
Who might),

Because to my reflective mind
Thou dost from generations gone
Recall a wholly different kind
Of Don,
Who took his glass, his social cup,
And having quaffed it, mostly sat
Curled (metaphorically) up
Like that!

Far from those scenes of daily strife
And seldom necessary fuss
Wherein consists the most of life
For us,
When Movements moved, they let them move:
When Problems raged, they let them rage :
And quite ignored the Spirit of
The Age.
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Of such thou wert the proper mate,
O peaceful-minded quadruped!
But liv’st with fellows up-to-date
Instead,—
With men who spend their vital span
In petty stress and futile storm,
And for a recreation plan
Reform:
Whom pupils ne’er in quiet leave,
But throng their rooms in countless hordes:
Who sit from morn to dewy eve
On Boards:

Who skim but erudition’s cream,
And con by night and cram by day
Such subjects as the likeliest seem
To pay!

But thou, from cares like these exempt,
Our follies dost serenely scan,
Professing thus thy just contempt
For Man:
For well thou knowest, that wished-for goal
Which still to win we vainly pine,
That calm tranquillity of soul
Is thine!

Mr. E. E. Kellett in his Carmina Ephemera finds
legitimate sport in the methods of our higher critics.
After perusing a certain well-known “Polychrome” pro
duction, he imagines posterity dealing in like manner
with his own modest book of verses:
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With notes epexegetical, and glosses parenthetical,
These critics will encumber the margin of my page;
With metrical conspectuses, grammatical delectuses,
And dry-as-dust discussions upon my school and age.
Emendatorial scabies, and obelising rabies,
Will mark these learned persons in editing my verse;
And poor as my best diction is, my very firm conviction is
These editors will make it considerably worse.

Their lengthy prolegomena upon the strange phenomena
My verses may exhibit in Thirty ninety-eight,
Will certainly be curious—I shall in part be spurious,
And show in every stanza the signs of later date.
And it will be most humorous to see me shared by numerous
And inconsistent authors of varying styles and matters;
Enduring those ill-offices, which mangle half the Prophecies,
And turn the Book of Judges to parti-coloured tatters,

Or, like this new Leviticus, with apparatus criticus,
Mapped out to First Redactors, or twenty Priestly Codes;
Or, by the frantic mania of some perverted Cheyne, a
Mere cento of disjointed epistles, lays and odes.

Thus, like those works of Moses’s, which no one now supposes
I grow a vast mosaic of every hue and tint;
[his,
Displaying strange fertility in colour-mutability,
I tire my stoutest readers with my chameleon print.

Mr. Godley describes in a style, which is at once
imitative and inimitable, the entertainment of a party
from Bethnal Green:

Academic Verse.

77

You will traverse all the tangles of your cloisters and quad
rangles with a bored and blasé band,
You will indicate the Garden and the Chapel and the Warden
with a vague discursive hand,
And your antiquarian knowledge while in every Hall and
College you display with decent pride,
They will check your observations with an ill-concealed im
patience and an Alden’s Oxford Guide.

When aweary of discourses you have marshalled out your forces,
and conduct your errant charge
To the most convenient places for spectators of the races, on a
raft, or bank, or barge,
Your remarks upon the crews—meant for instruction and
amusement—with indifference blank they’ll view,
Or will stigmatize as drivel (which is possibly uncivil, but is—
broadly speaking—true).

You will ask them (from an inner sense of rectitude) to dinner,
where your anxious soul you’ll try
By attempting as you revel to assume a lower level and abstain
from subjects high:
Condescension philanthropic will suggest the proper topic, and
you’ll think (delusion blind!)
That the questions you have mooted are particularly suited to
the average Cockney mind.
So everyone will say, when at last they go away,
“That this young man is a hignorant chap it is perfectly plain
to see,
For the ’Igher Heducation is the only thing as reely interests
me!”
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The undergraduate, again, good, bad and indifferent,
provides an almost inexhaustible topic ; and the bulk of
Academic Verse has more or less direct reference to him.
Examples galore might be quoted from the poems of
Calverley, J. K. S., and half a dozen later writers. I
must content myself with but two—one playful and one
pathetic. A witty Oxonian, who subscribes himself K.,
pens an admirable take-off of a Newdigate prize-poem
on Belisarius. The thing is too long to cite in extenso,
but I give samples from the beginning, middle, and end
of it:
Great Belisarius, thy glorious name
Is half a synonym itself for Fame.
In the dark clouds she rears her lofty crest,
Eftsoons in solemn splendour sinks to rest:
So sinks the day-star in the Ocean bed
And yet anon repairs his drooping head
With the best colours that the sea affords,
And shines in splendour awful, O ye Gods!

Then Belisarius left his Thracian home
To seek his fortune ’neath the star of Rome,
In the imperial guards he found a place,
Then Sought and won, sweet boon, the imperial grace.
(This Emperor was Justinian of the Institutes,
Which part of our Oxford Law School up here constitutes.)

Like Paris handsome and like Hector brave,
His person stalwart and his manner naive,
He was all round admittedly a hero
Whose rivals in comparison were zero.

Academic Verse.

79

Where Afric’s sunny fountains roll their sand,
He came to war with his heroic band.
Skilled in the field his enemies to handle,
He made short work of the proverbial Vandal;
Cook’d for that horde their savage goose, and free
Sail’d homewards o’er the waters of the sea.

Man is the sport of a superior Fate,
And princes, favour ends or soon or late.
He to whom no one else could hold a candle,
Conqueror of the Visigoth and Vandal,
In his old age, cast off, neglected, scorned,
By those whom his achievements had adorned,
Slunk through the streets, condemned, so it is said,
To look for eleemosynary aid,
Through rain or sunshine, hail or London fog
Attended only by his faithful dog.
Upon his breast he moves the thankless town
By “Blind but honest” on a placard shown.
Thus borne along through circumstances various
We end the history of Belisarius;
He left a name at which the world grew pale
To point a moral or adorn a tale.

So much for merriment. Pathos may be exempli
fied from Mr. R. C. Lehmann’s Anni Fugaces. But here,
where all is good, one hardly knows what to select as
best—“Three Christmas Greetings” or “Advancing
Years” or “Cambridge Revisited.” On the whole I
choose “Middle Age”:
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When that my years were fewer,
Some twenty years ago,
And all that is was newer,
And time itself seemed slow,
With ardour all impassioned,
I let my hopes fly free
And deemed the world was fashioned
My playing-field to be.

The cup of joy was filled then
With Fancy’s sparkling wine;
And all the things I willed then
Seemed destined to be mine.
Friends had I then in plenty,
And every friend was true;
Friends always are at twenty,
And on to twenty-two.
The men whose hair was sprinkled
With little flecks of gray,
Whose faded brows were wrinkled—Sure they had had their day.
And though we bore no malice,
We knew their hearts were cold,
For they had drained their chalice,
And now were spent and old.
At thirty, we admitted,
A man may be alive,
But slower, feebler witted;
And done at thirty-five.
If Fate prolongs his earth-days,
His joys grow fewer still,
And after five more birthdays
He totters down the hill.

Academic Verse.
We were the true immortals
Who held the earth in fee;
For us were flung the portals
Of fame and victory.
The days were bright and breezy,
And gay our banners flew,
And every peak was easy
To scale at twenty-two.
And thus we spent our gay time
As having much to spend;
Swift, swift, that pretty playtime
Flew by and had its end.
And lo! without a warning
I woke, as others do,
One fine, mid-winter morning,
A man of forty-two.

And now I see how vainly
Is youth with ardour fired;
How fondly, how insanely
I formerly aspired.
A boy may still detest age,
But as for me, I know,
A man hast reached his best age
At forty-two or so.

For youth it is the season
Of restlessness and strife;
Of passion and unreason,
And ignorance of life.
Since, though his cheeks have roses,
No boy can understand
That everything he knows is
A graft at second hand.
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But we have toiled and wandered
With weary feet and numb;
Have doubted, sifted, pondered,—
How else should knowledge come?
Have seen, too late for heeding,
Our hopes go out in tears,
Lost in the dim, receding,
Irrevocable years.

Yet, though with busy fingers
No more we wreathe the flowers,
An airy perfume lingers,
A brightness still is ours.
And though no rose our cheeks have,
The sky still shines as blue;
And still the distant peaks have
The glow of twenty-two.

But, when the academic versifier reaches this level,
he is in danger of becoming more than a minor poet.
As such we must relegate him to a chapter of his own.
A. B. C.
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1912 has been a tragic year for Queens’ tennis, and
one to be for ever scored with black in our annals. The
season was remarkable in two ways, for our amazing
rottenness as a VI. and for the energy with which E. H.
King discharged his own secretarial duties and most of
the Captain’s as well. J. Batstone of course was the
cause of our misfortunes, by absenting himself at
the time when his college wanted him most. Sloman
was consequently left like a relic of a former age
to form a VI. out of nothing with which to face
the 1st. League. Fortunately the Freshmen came up
to the scratch. Dalley has proved a most useful
player. He is very powerful, and holds the record
for the number of balls smashed over the 18 foot
back netting on our ground. We expected better things
from Hallet after his victory in the Freshers’ Tourna
ment. But we will get them doubtless next year.
Ewbank suffers from the inability to play with anyone
except his brother, and this term he had for the most
part to put up with Sloman. He often improves, per
ceptibly after tea. The third pair is yet hardly crystal
lized, but Tindall and Barker seem likely candidates.
We have had a dreadful time in the 1st. League. The
best we have done was against Clare, when we won
three matches, and the worst—? Tell it not in Gath.
May I conclude with a few words of practical
advice to those who, I hope, will next year retrieve
Queens’ tennis from the depths to which we have sunk
this year ? Read, mark, learn and inwardly digest the
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remarks of Doherty and Myers in their books on Lawn
Tennis; especially their instructions where to stand, and
their reasons why the parallel formation is essential.
Then go to Fenners’ and watch the good matches there,
to see a practical demonstration of the theories. Play
during the winter, whenever you can, on the hard
courts in the grove, applying the principles you have
now absorbed, and then, when next summer comes, cast
your four anchors out of the stern and wish for luck.
CHARACTERS 1st. VI.
A. E. P. Sloman.
A fine player.
Has a sound knowledge of the
game, and makes good use of it. He is fairly safe in all positions on the
court, and has a goodish first serve, but as to his second—well don’t let’s
talk about it! His departure will be a great loss to the VI. in more ways
than one.

E. H. King has a hard, if a somewhat inaccurate, drive and a
goodishservice. He is very unsafe at the net, and consequently is not “up”
as often as he should be. He has learnt to stand up at last. Always
arrives on the ground with the balls last. Makes a good clown.

J. P. Dalley. Has the making of a fine player. His overhead work
is beautiful, and he has a hard service, but occasionally descends to such
depths as to use his left hand. He volleys clearly and places well.
A. L. J. Ewbank. Knows the game well. He is, however,
very slow at getting back for a lob. His volley is poor: he has an ab
surdly abortive drive and the emasculation of his overhead work is pheno
menal : but he does know the game.
H A. K. Barker. A very useful and hard working Freshman.
He is usually very steady and always intensely earnest. He must learn to
follow up his service quicker and not to get caught on the service line.
He should grow.

O. Tindall. Trusts too much to his two and a half yards of length,
and is inclined to stand still and reach (i. e. stretch). He is a very stylish
player with a monumental first service, that tends to the extreme eviscera
tion of his second.
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2nd. VI.
F. E. M. Cortazzi. Not a great player, though his drop shots at the
net are fairly safe. He suffers from the common weakness of 2nd. VI.’s
in not coming up on his service.
W. R. C. Snape.

An inaccurate but cheery member.

E. P. Jennings. Will improve next year, but must not be afraid of
dinting the ball when he serves.
B. Hoole.
hard.

Has an imposing presence and can sit on short lobs very

H. J. Hallet. Better in a single than a double, but shows promise.
He should try the Clease extensor system.
C. E. C. Stileman. Hits the ball hard, but finds the net a great trial,
and the court a good deal too short.
A. Evans.

An unobtrusive but pretty accurate player.

P. A. T. Simey.

Lacks guts.

H. J. Thompson, H. D. Hooper, H. J. L. Leigh-Clare, E. A. Royds,
and S. R. Humby have helped on different occasions.

Cricket Notes.
HE season has been fairly successful on the whole.

T The 1st. XI. batting has been quite good but the
bowling has, as usual, fallen rather below the batting
standard. The excellent wickets prepared by Gordon
have not given the bowlers much chance. The fielding,
at first very bad, improved somewhat but never reached
a high standard. Many catches were dropped. The
2nd. XI. have done fairly well; but here again the
bowling was somewhat weak. Some difficulty has
been experienced in raising a team at times. We hear
however that Club cricket is flourishing.
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1ST. XI. CHARACTERS.

W. Thursby. Our Captain, whose enforced absence owing to “labs”
has been much felt. When he has been able to turn out has shown his
old skill with bat and ball. Manages the bowling well. A cute cover.

C. H. Skey. Has filled the post of Secretary and vice-Captain with
much credit. He has captured many wickets and his bowling has been a
mainstay to the team. Shows to advantage during the tea interval.
C. E. Durrant. An excellent bat, who can generally be relied upon
to make runs. A good change bowler. Has had some years experience
of college cricket. Has an incorrigible habit of going to sleep in the field.
B. Dreyfus. A sound wicket-keeper.
his second digit.

Has had much trouble with

E. F. Duggan. An effective bat, with a style of his own. His returns
from cover have been the feature of many games. Has bowled.

H. Leigh Clare. A much improved bowler. Displays great cunning
in his slow ball, which has not met with the success it deserves. His
approach shot is worthy of Braid.
H C. Grace. A keen player. He usually adopts somewhat forcing
tactics when at the wickets. Rather slow in the field.

A. F. Hopewell. A very useful addition to the side. Has shown
very good form with both bat and ball. Can also keep wicket.

C. H Treglown. A stylish bat, who has many good strokes.
made runs consistently.

Has

L. Langley Smith. A useful change bowler. His smile is believed to
have some mysterious effect on opposing batsmen.

C. O. Skey. A useful bat of the stonewall type. Can hit the ball hard
when roused. A safe catch.
P. Ingleson.
hard wickets.

A useful change bowler.

Has not been favoured by the

Joe. The team mascot. Named after a well-known don.
not take much interest in the game.

Does
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Q. C. B. C.
FTER abortive attempts in 1910 and 1911, we
managed last term to win the “Clinker Fours.”
On the first night we beat L. M. B. C. by 50 yards
in the best time for the day. Next night owing to over
confidence we only won by half-a-yard from Sidney.
On the last night we beat Pembroke by 1¼ lengths
in 8 mins. 8 secs. This victory was largely due to the
fine judgment of stroke.
Our heartiest thanks are due to Mr. Thoresby Jones
of Third T. B. C., for his excellent coaching throughout
the term.
Emboldened by this success we are entering a
“four” for the Wyfold’s at Henley this year.
Our high hopes for the “Getting On” Boat were
dashed to the ground on Wednesday 29th, when Sidney
II. beat them by about 2 lengths.
We condole with E. A. Barltrop on his continued
run of ill luck with the May “Getting On” Boat. The
blame does not rest with him.
We entertain high hopes for the 1st Boat, which,
under the able coaching of Mr. Drewe of Third T. B. C.,
has, especially in the last few days, made better progress
than was at first expected.

A

CHARACTERS OF “CLINKER FOUR.”
Bow

P. H. Turnbull. Worked hard in the races, but must pay greater
attention to the time.
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E. J. B. M. Kennett. Slow with his hands, and is rather stiff
in his swing forward. Must watch his finish carefully.

3

W. H. Ferguson. Very fast forward and apt to jerk his beginn
ing. Must not wash out.

Stroke

Cox

H. W. Arden.
his finish.

Stroked very well in the races.

Must watch

W. N Craigs. Apt to apply his rudder jerkily.
good use of his voice.

Made

“GETTING ON” BOAT CHARACTERS.
Bow

W. D. Geare.
his blade.

Neat, but weak at the finish, is inclined to sky

2

E. S. Orme.
beginning.

3

H. D. Townend. Worked hard and was remarkably keen, but
must try to steady his swing forward.

4

C. L. Nightingale. Inclined to exaggerate his recovery, must
learn to get his blade through in one piece.

5

H. W. Lee. Must learn to get a harder beginning.
well in the race.

Must learn to combine his legs and shoulders at the

Rowed

6

A. D. Browne. Always looked sulky; should leave some space
between his chin and knees for his hands to finish into. Has
no back-bone.

7

F. A. Page. Has no idea of recovering his body with his knees
down. Has learned to work somewhat harder.

Stroke

Cox

E. A. Barltrop. Lets his back go at the finish, and has a rather
exaggerated recovery. Stroked very pluckily.

P. H Parker.

Neat with his hands.

Must use his voice more.

W. H. F.
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St. Bernard Society.
HIS year we have had a most successful series of
concerts and debates in the Bernard Room. Much
of the hitherto latent talent of the seniors has been
brought out, and the freshmen have contributed to
the programme more than usual. There has been
a greater readiness to perform, and people have not
had to be begged to sing again and again, week after
week, to the great inconvenience of themselves and
annoyance of the audience. This ardent spirit has been
further shown in a manifest desire to have the rules
of the Society obeyed.
We are always glad to see an item by the VicePresident on the programme, and the ‘Queens’ Orchestra’
has now been further augmented by his brother, Mr.
C. O. Skey, who plays the ’cello very nicely.
Mr. Clare still sometimes favours us with his
Pianoforte Solos, and always brings the House down.
Among the first year Mr. Cohen’s performances
have been most popular, and Messrs. Davidson, Ward,
and Arden have frequently favoured us.
Messrs. Blackden and Green have taken a large
part in the concerts, and we are always glad to hear
good music, well-performed, “even in the Bernard
Room”
Much credit is due to the Secretary who has shown
great keenness both this year and last in getting up
‘harmonious melodies.’
As regards debates, we regret to say that they have
been ill-attended and the standard has been low; but
much ice has been broken, and we hope that this means
a flood of rhetoric next year,

T
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Mr. Turnbull has provided the House once or twice
with amusement of an interesting kind, and Messrs.
Tharp and Hickie have made good speeches.
Among the first year, Mr. Jennings showed great
ability at the Freshmen’s Debate.
Though we were much disappointed when we heard
that Prof. Kennett was not going to speak at the Dons’
Debate this year, yet we were fortunate in having not
only the Dean and Mr. Mozley again, but also Mr.
Somerset, ex-President of the Society. We had a most
amusing evening, but few of the speeches got much
farther than defining the word ‘Liberty,’ and making
some general remarks about it.
We have to thank the President of the College
for his great kindness in presenting the Bernard Room
with a framed set of the new series of etchings of
the College. We feel much indebted to the President
for his generosity, and for this token of the interest
that he is taking in the Society.
Mr. A. D. Browne is presenting a photograph of
the Clinker Four, of which we are all proud, and we
should like to take this opportunity of thanking him.
Our thanks are due to all those who have arranged
the performances this year, and may we suggest, in
conclusion, that the precedent of unprecedented silence
during all the various items of the programme should
be kept up, and made an established custom of the
Society?
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(continued).
O the man in the street, and to the untrained classic,
the conception of a universe in which other things
are much as we know them but the Sun has no motion
among the stars, probably offers no difficulties. The
scientist, however, knows that in a universe where
the Sun would be at rest among the stars, the laws
of motion and the law of gravitation would all be
different from the laws we have, so that the problem
of the high-jumper might be not how to clear any
height he wished, but how to be sure of returning
to earth after the performance, while the delights
of a water-chute and of the Cresta run must be
alike unknown.
On the other hand a universe in
which the Sun’s path is disposed symmetrically with
regard to the Pole star—so that an observer at the
North Pole, having the Pole star always overhead,
would have the Sun always just half above and half
below the horizon—is as easily imagined by the Astro
nomer Royal as by the Master of Trinity, only the
former, knowing the infinite improbability of so particular
an arrangement, is the less surprised of the two that it
has not happened to us.
Now in either of the suggested circumstances the
path of the Sun through the sky during the day, the
hours of sunrise and sunset, and the position of the
Sun at noon, would be the same on all the days of the
year. But in fact these things depend only on the
distance of the Sun from the Pole star, sunrise being
earlier, sunset later, and the noonday Sun more nearly
overhead, the nearer together the two are, And the

T
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form of the Ecliptic is such that from the day in
December when the Sun escapes the Archer to the
June day when he is caught by the Crab his distance
from the Pole star is steadily diminishing, while from
June 21st. to December 22nd. the distance grows again.
Accordingly any particular distance and its conse
quences will be found on two days in the year, one
between June and December, the other between
December and June, while in the first case the day
will be followed by a day when the distance is greater
in the second case by a day when the distance is less
than the given distance.
Two more remarks, and we shall be in a position to
understand almost all that our dial has yet to tell us.
The path of the Sun in the sky determines and can be
read by the path of the shadow on the wall of any
object fixed at a convenient position in front of the wall;
and so on the style and on the level with the line marked
Horizon on the wall, we have a little ball, the path of
whose shadow tells us the path of the Sun. Moreover
the daily paths of Sun and shadow are such that if we
know one point on a path we know the whole path for
the day.
Thus the whole reading is something as follows.
The position of the shadow when we look tells us the
path on which it lies. This path tells us the path
of the Sun. The Sun’s path tells us his distance
from the Pole star and also the times of sunrise and
sunset. Lastly the distance tells us that the Sun must
occupy one of two ascertainable positions in the Ecliptic,
and therefore that the date must be one of two dates
which can be calculated with no great difficulty. But
unless we happen to know in which half of the year we are,
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we must wait a day or two and see if the Polar distance
of the Sun is becoming greater or less. When we
know that the date is known without ambiguity.
But of course we are not left to make all these
calculations for ourselves. The whole shadow-path for
a day is painted on the dial, and the corresponding
hour of sunrise is actually told us at the left hand
end of the track—where the line crosses the vertical
band marked Ortus Solis—while on the right we have
a column marked Longitudo telling in technical
language of the Sun’s position in the Ecliptic. But
partly for the amateur’s sake and partly for love of
the picturesque, whoever planned the dial did not stop
here. By a happy chance a shadow-path has two ends
—we commend this evidence of design in the universe
to the Paleys of to-day—and so on the right the path
ends in a picture of the Sign, and is marked also with
the date which in the first half of the year corresponds
to the path, while on the left are Sign and date for
the second half.
Naturally the shadow-paths cannot be given for
every day of the year. What are given are the paths
for the days, one in each month, when the Sun moves
from one Sign to the next. These are the green curves
of the painting, and we have only to glance at the
Dial to see how with them to guide us any other actual
path can be quite accurately imagined. And so we can
on any sunny day find the shadow of the ball, make
a mental picture of the path on which it must lie, and
from the places where this path ends the various scales
determine the time of sunrise and the two dates which,
as far as a single observation can indicate, are equally
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possible. It may be added that in the column Longi
tudo the figure 10.0 is completely out of place, as it
should be against the shadow-path on which the Waterbearer appears to be treading. To many of us the time
of sunrise is of little interest, but we may often wish to
know that of sunset. All that is necessary is to
remember that 12 o’clock is mid-day, and although the
Sun is not a perfect time-keeper, if we assume that sun
set is as long after noon as sunrise is before noon, we
shall have information sufficiently near the truth to
enable us to keep out of the clutches of both policeman
and proctor.
(To be continued.)
E. H. N.
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Memories.
HREE crowded years, of those that lie between
Boyhood and manhood, steal on to a close;
And I have seen in that brief span of time
Such mighty happenings as I never thought
To see within a lengthy stretch of years.
First I beheld the great Peacemaker-King
Drawn to his rest by reverent, valiant hands
’Mid stately pomp, what time a mourning nine
Of kings, not muses, followed in his train.
Next the boy ruler of an ancient realm,
Too young to shew or good or ill intent,
Was banished from his throne and from his land
By men who, in God’s mercy, shed no blood.
Soon tidings came from far-off lands of Ind
How in a fashion ‘worthy of a king’
(For so his hearers said) the noble son
Of him whom kings had mourned a year before
Made with a word a half-forgotten town
An Eastern Empire’s lordly capital.
And soon in one short night, ’ere aid appeared,
The monster work of puny human hands,
The floating Tower of Babel, by God’s act
Sank, tho’ men said the thing could never be.
And I have seen, not once but many times,
Huge heedless throngs of selfish-minded men
Let babes and women starve to gain their ends.
And now, ’mid strangers, in a foreign land
Dies like an unknown beggar Denmark’s lord,
To half the kings in Europe near in blood.
What all this means, I know not; but I know
The memory of this time will last till death.

T
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Silence.
(A Ramble.)

ILENCE is a virtue that may easily become a com

S mercial asset; perhaps that is why most people praise
the possession of such a commodity. The “phlegmatic”

Englishman has a certain, admiration for a man who can
be silent, strangely enough, and thereby belies his own
epithet. We all admire the silent man because our own
tongues are such terrific nuisances. They will talk,
of course, that is what they were made for, but we must
not take that into account, “man spends his time sub
jugating himself” and so his tongue has to suffer.
Again, silence adds dignity to the proud possessor, and
most men would certainly agree that “they would rather
have their tongue cut out” than lose their dignified
aspect.
So when we look into the matter, we find that
silence is after all rather over-estimated; even Meredith
was ensnared for he said “Beware the silent one of the
assembly”; and as we follow the train of his thought
we find that the silent man can listen and think at the
same time whereas the chatterer has only time to
exercise his voice. This is certainly bad manners on
the part of the silent man. There is no altruism in
such an action, unless we regard the neglect of the
chatterer’s word as an act of kindness. The silent one
must inevitably wander off on a train of thought started
by the first words of the conversation—this is bad
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manners, you must agree. It is as if you and I were
going out into the country together and you said to me
“Let us walk!”; I answer “Very well!” and imme
diately begin to run. I might reach my destination
first but it would be the essence of bad form. In con
versation two or more contracting parties agree to a
mutual action; Meredith finds a defence for the breaker
of the contract and overlooks the moral guilt.
Bismarck once said that “language was given man
to conceal thought”—or, if it was not Bismarck, as some
historical tripos student may object, it was one of his
political forefathers—this is the remark of a politician
not of a gentleman. Conversation is thinking aloud, so
what right has any man to be silent ? The only reason
I can find is that most paradoxical situation in the
mind of man that he conceals the very thing that he
most wishes to talk about. But this is not adequate.
The ordinary man, if he is conversing and not merely
talking, is usually expressing thought and not concealing
it. For after all, a thought is nothing till it is spoken;
and we credit the silent man with goods he may not
really possess. I once knew a silent man who used to
go into society (you have met him yourself) he would
sit for the hour while others chattered and say not a
word; at the end of the evening many of the company
would throw up their hands in admiration and say,
“Look how he has been drinking it all in, not saying a
word. Wily fellow! I bet he knows more about what
we have been talking about than we do ourselves”—
perhaps so, even though he know nothing. The silent
man is very often so because he possesses a cerebral
vacuum.
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Men must talk to understand their own thoughts,
It is given to very few men solidly to sit down and
think by the hour. The majority must talk with one
another, and discover the basis of their own beliefs.
Men sometimes say when a question is asked them “I
know the solution quite well, but I cannot express it;”
the only answer can be that they flatter themselves. If
they knew the answer quite well, they would be able to
express it; it is because they know the answer almost
well that they are silent. The average silent man lives
in a mist, he sees things dimly and arrogates to himself
perfect clarity of vision. Conversation breaks the shell
of the egg—it is easy to discover whether it is welldone or no. The man who does not talk usually
displays thereby a lack of creative energy.
So, my good friends, by my babblings, I have
occupied two minutes of the valuable time you imagine
you should have spent in dignified thinking; pray let
me disturb you no longer.
C. R.
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The Mission.
T was with much regret that we received the Missioner’s
resignation for September, which he has been obliged
to send in owing to his plans for entering the foreign Mission
Field. It is of great importance that we have an immediate
successor, and we believe we have got the right man, though
negotiations are not yet settled.
About sixteen boys came up with Grace on Whit-Monday
for the day. It was their first experience of Cambridge, and
they thoroughly enjoyed it. It also gave some of us a good
opportunity for getting to know them before camp.
Camp is to be held on the shore between Clacton and
Frinton for a week, commencing on June 22nd. The
Secretary would be much pleased to receive the names of any
men wishing to go as officers.
We are very grateful to Miss Maunders and Miss Morris
for getting up a concert in the Mission Room, St. Andrews,
Wimbledon, on May 29th, in aid of the Rotherhithe mission.
It was very successful, and over £4 was raised.
Again we must make an appeal for the subscriptions to
come in more rapidly, as £120 has to be paid out before
October.
It is said that not a few subscriptions are withheld,
owing to an impression that the Mission exists for the sole
purpose of supplying sociable little boys to play draughts
with any Queens’ men who happen to be in Rotherhithe.
If the fatuous minds which are under this impression would
just for once take the trouble to visit their College Mission,
they would be lost in amazement at the influence which can
make the dull game of draughts preferable to the many counter
attractions of street life.

I
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Records of the Q. C. B. C.
(continued from the Michaelmas Number).
HE Boat Club had now been reconstructed and seems
to have worked on more peaceful lines. In 1846,
we read of a motion ‘that the Committee be empowered
to determine whether it would be advisable to have a separate
boathouse for the second crew, and to hire one if they think
fit.’ Later in the same year it was proposed and carried that
‘the Committee be directed to receive the names of such
members of the Club as may be desirous of contesting in
a sweepstake sculling match.’
Again and again through this period crops up the question
of finances. In 1848 it was proposed that ‘in consequence of
the state of the finances of the Club, a donation list be opened
and that the Treasurer and Committee be authorised to solicit
donations from the Fellows and undergraduates of the College.’
At this time the second boat was taken off and it was
resolved that the first boat should be pulled down to the
starting place on the river, but that it should not enter the
races, as a crew could not be got together. In October the
Secretary and Second Captain were requested to call upon
all the members of the College to solicit subscriptions and
to obtain new members. Many new members were obtained,
but still not sufficient to put the Club on a sound financial
basis, as we gather from a proposal that ‘a special subscription
of 10/- be paid before the 28th day of April by each member
of the Q. C. B. C. for the purpose of liquidating the debt (viz.:
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£20 for the hire of a boat for the Races of the Lent and
Easter terms of 1848 but which was only used twice) due
to Messrs. Searle and Son of Lambeth, they having agreed
to deduct £8, provided the remaining £12 be paid down
immediately’ This motion was carried by a majority, but
was rescinded a few days later because it was not in strict
conformity with the laws of the Club, and a voluntary sub
scription was substituted. It is related in the minutes that
a certain member having conducted himself in a manner
unbecoming a gentleman was expelled from the Club.
In February 1850, a change in uniform was made, and
we read that in future it was to include ‘plain dark green nets
for the head.’ At the same meeting it was proposed to call
the new boat the Margaret-Elizabeth, that being the name
of the Queens’ boat when she had pulled at the head of the
river. But this motion was lost.
On Thursday, February 28th, 1850, a special meeting was
called in consequence of Queens’ II. having bumped Mag
dalene II., and a demur being made and the bump disallowed
by the latter in consequence of there being in the Queens’
boat gentlemen who had not been elected members of the
Club. The said gentlemen were at once elected.
Mr. Dawson, late Captain, must have felt highly pleased
at the appreciation with which his efforts met. The Division
Meeting passed a letter to him in thanks of his services. We
quote the letter, chiefly as an instance of a rarely-paid
gratitude:

DEAR Sir,
I am requested by the members of the Q. C. B. C. to
express to you the high feeling of approbation which they
entertain for the many and valuable services you have rendered
to the Club, of which they trust to be ever mindful. They
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could not allow such an occasion as a “Division Meeting” to
pass over without thus testifying their thanks. You will believe
me that it is with much pleasure I inform you this was the
unanimous feeling of the Meeting.
I beg to remain, Dear Sir,

Yours very sincerely,
W. J. G. LUCKMAN,
Hon. Sec.
At a General Meeting held in November of the same
year (1852) it was proposed that the Committee be invested
with power to enter into arrangements with Searle for removing
to his Boat-house for accommodation, etc., in consequence of
the excessive charges of Cross.
Later we read that a pair of silver sculls were presented
to Mr. Dowson—by his friends—on the occasion of his being
about to leave Cambridge—as a token of their admiration of
his services during the time he had belonged to the Club.
There is an interesting proposal under the year 1852 to
the effect that “all gentlemen who have pulled in any Uni
versity race, except the ‘sloggers’ and ‘scratch fours’ be
entitled to some mark of distinction on their uniform for
each race.” The distinction took the form of a piece of gold
braid (1 by ¼ inches) placed on the front of the outer jersey
for each race, and at the same time it was decided that at the
end of each term a list of those who have pulled in any
University races should be written out and placed in a frame
to be hung in the Boat House.
In 1853 two cups of the value of £5 each were presented
by Mr. Williams to be pulled for annually by gentlemen of the
club in a pair-oared match. At a General Meeting held in
December 1854, it was proposed (1) that after this date no
business of the Boat Club at General Meetings be transacted
without the aid of Pipes and Beer.
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(2) That after this date more attention be paid to the
etiquette of such meetings and that the. members of the Boat
Club do appear at them in their caps and gowns.
In 1856 we read that “Mr. Knapton then explained to
the meeting that as he only joined the club ‘for the credit of
the college’ he bad not expected to be troubled about sub
scriptions, and that as the committee had thought proper
to remind him that he had considerable arrears he should
resign at the next division meeting.”
At another meeting we read “the chairman then pro
ceeded to read a dunning letter from Searle and Sons” and the
writer of the minutes unsatisfactorily tells us that it met with
the attention it deserved. The meeting then separated, but
“owing to the haste of the Chairman in dissolving the meeting,
the thanks of the club were rather understood than expressed
towards the retiring officers.

N.B.—Nevertheless the ex-secretary elicited considerable
subscriptions.”
In 1857, after much discussion, the Boat was, owing to
financial reasons, taken off the river.

104

Ambition: a Letter.

Ambition: a Letter.
To the Editor of the “Dial.”

SIR,—A friend of mine has in his possession a
letter which would appear to have been written to an
undergraduate in this University. It contains matter
which might conceivably be of some interest beyond the
personal and I am allowed to send you an extract from
it. You will print it or not as you think fit.
I am, etc.,
F. C. C.
DeAr—, Your long letter of a week ago reached
me.......... It has always been a pleasure to me to have
your confidence, and I am more than glad that the
old friendliness survives your first term with its fresh
acquaintances and points of views.
You ask me a question: Is ambition justifiable,
and if so, how?
It is well to know that there is the question. We
are sufficiently familiar with competition in its various
forms to know that the importance of the problem is
hardly in danger of exaggeration. You tell me that
you regard the unselfish ideal as an axiom, that “to be
of use in the world rather than to get on in the world
should be the object of a man’s life.” I am not sure
that I admit your antithesis, but I gladly subscribe to
the ideal of service as axiomatic. We will try it as our
master-key.
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The problem is an old one. The sons of Zion and
the sons of Greece have been contrasted before now,
and you illustrate the contrast once again when you
say that “it is character that matters, not culture.”
Character does matter, of course. A sound character
is the first essential for effective service: it is what men
are that corrupts the world or sweetens it. Reading
between your lines I gather that you have got hold
of this idea so tightly that you are inclined to consider
character the one essential thing.
If you say this I disagree with you. Leaving on
one side the question as to whether character can be
developed duly without the discipline of some pursuit
external to itself, I would ask, can you mention a single
calling in which the sort of man you describe as
“sound” or “keen” would not find his usefulness
increased by learning and by skill? We certainly
demand something beyond good-nature from our
doctors. And then you say, “Service implies sacrifice,”
and you instance men of rare gifts and brilliant
prospects who have forsaken all for some obscure post
where the need is greater than it seems to be at home.
Service does involve sacrifice, but you must be
careful how you employ your illustration. Renunciation
must have an adequate object, for sacrifice is not waste.
True, a man should be prepared at the call of duty
to give up all that he counts dear, but if he anticipate
that time and forego opportunities for the discipline
and the enrichment of life which are properly within
his grasp he abandons that which is not his to give—
he prejudices the very oblation he desires to make. After
all, for many people sacrifice lies in the motives rather
than in the “overt acts” of life, and there may easily be
more self-denial in a palace than in a cottage.
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On these lines I think you will find the answer
to your doubts as to the course at Cambridge. You
seem to have joined a very happy community and I can
sympathize with your impatience at restrictions, albeit
easily over-emphasized, which the Tripos is likely to
place upon your association with other men. That the
Poll man has a real vocation at the ’Varsity as well
as afterwards, I should be the last to deny—I have
known it nobly followed—but I urge you not lightly to
abandon your work for Honours. Your record at school
warrants hopes of your taking a good degree, and your
very work will probably direct you to your goal.
How serious we are!
Your news of friends and Dons is interesting to
me although Dr.——is my only link with your present
Society. You younger men can scarcely know how
much your College owes him.
The boating news is excellent.
Ever your..........
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OBITUARY.
(From the Nottingham Guardian of March 9th.)

As curate-in-charge of St. Michael’s, Underwood, the Rev.
Louis Ives had earned the love and esteem not only of the people
in his own district, but of many in the surrounding villages, and at
the funeral on Wednesday there was a remarkable demonstration
of sorrow. It was among the miners chiefly that the work of
Mr. Ives lay, and a large number of them were present at the
interment. Hushed for the moment was the controversy of
industrial strife, while people of all classes, including Noncon
formists, gathered in the church or at the graveside to pay their
last tribute to the departed. From the late curate’s house a
numerous procession of mourners followed the hearse, past groups
of reverent sympathisers, to the Church of St. Michael’s and
All Angels at the top of the hill, where another vast crowd
had congregated.
The late Mr. Ives, who was 35 years of age, was educated at
Queens’ College, Cambridge, and Ridley Hall, being ordained
in 1902. His first curacy was that of Holy Trinity, Norwich,
and he subsequently became chaplain to the Seamen’s Mission
at the Victoria Docks, Poplar, London. Later, he ministered to
the herring fishermen at Lowestoft, after which he worked in
Newcastle, New South Wales, for over two years. During
the two and a half years of Mr. Ives’ curacy at Underwood, he
had greatly endeared himself to the mining community.

MARRIAGES.
(Extract from the Hong Kong Papers of 8th February, 1912.)
Eardley-Wilmot—Brownrigg. On the 7th inst., at St.
John’s Cathedral, by the Bishop of Victoria assisted by the
Rev. F. T. Johnson, Hilda Violet Eardley-Wilmot, daughter of
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the Rev. Preb. E. A. Eardley-Wilmot, vicar of St. Jude’s, South
Kensington, London, to Frederick Kingsmill Brownrigg, of
Taipeh, Formosa, son of the late John Annesley Brownrigg, M.D.,
and Mrs. Brownrigg of Haslemere, Surrey.
Carey—Jeayes.
Wilfred A. Jeayes.

On the 23rd April, Violet E. Carey to

BIRTHS.
The wife of the Rev. H. V. Farnfield, of a daughter.

ORDINATIONS.
TRINITY SUNDAY.

R. G. D. Laffan, Junior Fellow, to a curacy in York.

H. Varley, St. Dunstan’s, Liverpool.
A. W. J. Souper was prevented by ill-health.
SEPTEMBER

(the list is not yet complete.)

S. B. Baron, Holy Trinity, Scarborough.
H. Seymour, Torrington, Devon.
A. C. Champion, St. James’, Moss Side, Manchester.

D. Hoole, Christ Church, Harrogate.
J. K. Best, St. Cuthbert’s, Lytham.

GENERAL.
The Rev. C. H. Jones has gone to Australia.

Rev. N. H. H. Jolley, Curate of St. Martin’s, Birmingham has
been appointed Clerical Superintendent of the Liverpool Scripture
Reader’s Society.
Rev. G. B. F. Morris and J. Batstone are leaving England
shortly for the African Inland Mission.

Mellis Douglas has become Principal of the College at
Cawnpore.
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The King of the Hellenes has conferred the Gold Cross
of a Knight of the Holy Redeemer on the Rev. David Ross
Fotheringham, in recognition of his services to Greece during the
campaign of 1897, and of his contributions to the study of
Hellenic Minstrelsy.
We regret that Rev. J. W. Maunders, late Queens’ Missioner,
had a serious illness in last January: he went on a voyage to
Australia, and we are glad to be able to say that he is well again.
He expects to be back in June.
F. M. Edwards won the mile and five miles races at the
Pan-Hellenic and Pan-Egyptian Games, which have just been
held at Alexandria.

Swanwick Student Conference.
Gentlemen are reminded that the Annual Con
ferences of the Student Christian Movement are to be
held at Swanwick from July 9—16 and 23—29. Full
particulars may be obtained from E. H. King or
P. H. Turnbull.
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Correspondence.
To the Editor of “The Dial.”
Dear SIR,
I have been making a tour in Canada and the United
States and have seen many things which might interest your
readers. I came over by the “ Empress of Ireland,” leaving
Liverpool on October 6th, and carrying the Duke of Connaught
to Canada to assume the office of Governor-General. I saw
him installed at Ottawa, on October 14th, and witnessed the
procession including members of the Government, ex-Premier
Sir W. Laurier, and many other local celebrities.
A few days later I visited Niagara, and the rapids and
whirlpool, doing the usual things such as going behind the
fall from beneath, and up to the fall from the banks below in
the little steamer called the “Maid of the Mist.” It looks
terribly dangerous to go right into the spray of the falls over
the white eddying torrent below, but really it is safe enough.
The fall is very impressing, but I was even more impressed by
the rushing water in the rapids below, where Captain Webb
was killed in 1883. In the whirlpool below the rapids I
watched an upturned boat circling round and round, and
being thrown up on end when it got caught in the rush of
water at the entrance from the rapids. I hope no one had
been in the boat.
I visited Chicago, St. Louis and many other places in the
central part of the Continent, and returned Eastwards through
Pittsburg which is sometimes likened to “Hell with the lid
off,” because of the glare of the furnaces as seen at night from
the hills surrounding the city.
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In Washington I saw the Capitol, the White House
where the President resides, the Treasury, the Printing House
for dollar bills, stamps and so forth, and went up the Washington Monument—a plain “needle” 550 feet high; I also
visited the great falls of the Potomac River a few miles inland,
and went down the river by boat to Mount Vernon, General
Washington’s old residence. The latter was very interesting, the
house being kept exactly as it used to be, with furniture, books
and relics of the great man.
Since leaving Washington, I have visited many other
places including Philadelphia, New York, New Haven and
Yale University, Boston and Harvard University. I had the
good luck to know an old Harvard man here who got me a
ticket for to-day’s great football battle between Harvard
and Yale. I watched the game with great interest, and saw
very little rough play though one man retired hurt. The
American Football and English Rugby Football have a
common origin, but they differ in many ways. There are
eleven men a side. A man holding the hall may be grassed
over here in almost any way short of tripping, and apparently
it is quite usual to catch a man by the legs. There is no
scrum, but the men line out in an order given to them by
numbers shouted by the captain and each meaning a parti
cular pre-arranged order of play. One man on the side
having the ball either passes it to another to attempt a forward
rush, or throws it between his legs to a back standing behind,
who in turn either kicks forward, or throws, or attempts a
run on his own account. The side having the play has to try
to make ten yards headway up the field (marked out by cross
lines every five yards,) in the course of three successive rushes
between picking up and touching down, and if the side
succeeds in making good the distance they begin another set of
three attempts. Of course they are sometimes driven back
instead of gaining ground, and then usually they pass back for
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a kick rather than risk another forward rush. Fouls, hitting a
man, or obstructing, are punished by putting the play back
5, 10, 15, or even more yards toward the goal of the defaulting
side, but the team having secured the last touch down always
keeps the ball for the next line out.
The play to-day was very even and neither side scored
a point, though both came near to scoring by dropped goals.
On the whole Harvard seemed to make a little better progress
than their opponents, but neither side got very near to scoring
a try.
There were forty-two thousand people watching the game
in a big stadium, and twice that number would have been
inside if they could have got tickets. All the hotels here are
full and visitors are sleeping on tables and chairs, or spending
the nights in neighbouring towns. This match is the event
of the year here.
My tour over here has been for the purpose of visiting the
lawyers on this side engaged in my own profession (Patent
Soliciting, or “Patent Agency” as we call it), and the sight
seeing has been merely incidental.
With kind regards to any Queens’ men who may still
remember me. I am, Yours truly,
HUBERT A. GILL.
Boston, Mass., U.S.A.
November 5th. 1911.
[We must apologise for having had to hold over this letter from
last term’s number.—Ed.]
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The Latest Books.
The Art of Gassing, by R. J. Gr--n ; including chapters on
“Conversation in Hall,” “Loudness of voice,” and
“Controlling a Conversation.”
The Eight Hours Work-day, by W. S. Th-mps-n and A. D.
Br-wn-. Both are experienced, and Mr. Br-wncontributes a lively chapter on “How to avoid it.”

How to Keep Awake, by M. H. B. Sc-tt. The author’s
experiences are valuable, because it is only after
much trouble that he has himself acquired the power.
Sliding, by L. H-w-tt, author of the famous pamphlet entitled
“Do I learn before I slide, or do I slide before I
learn?”

The Perils of a Petty Pilferer, by H. B. Th-mps-n. A brilliant
book, with sidelights upon the dangers of the Oriental
Tripos.
“Noise,” by M. L. C--chm-n and P. H. T-rnb-ll.
objectionable book, like the habit itself.

An

“Gurgling,” by B. P. Th-m-s, who has made a special study of
its effect during the terrible moments of silence in
Hall.
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