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The Dial

No. 32. Michaelmas Term, 1918.

Editorial
THE “Curfew” bell rings out its nightly peal again— 

and thereby hangs a tale. It tolls the knell of 
many other things of the past besides the restriction 
which has checked its voice for four years. But the 
parable needs no interpretation. The fact is too stupen
dous. Never has The Dial appeared in such a momen
tous era.

In sooth we are seeing history in the making: and 
many have had their share in it. But the history of the 
war is not written yet, even on the stern face of time, 
and in the unlettered book of the ages. Nay, further we 
are more than ever now in the melting pot. There was 
but now one clear aim of all efforts—to crush the mon
strous Eagle; a veritable Hydra lurks beneath the oft- 
repeated word “reconstruction.”
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Yet without forgetting what lies before us, we can 
rejoice at what lies behind, to remain there for ever. And 
now our hopes are high as the gloomy days recede, and we 
look forward to the return of those pre-war conditions 
here which were wholesome. We are to set to work 
again, chastened, some more, some less. Already our 
numbers are augmenting and every new term will bring 
fresh increase. Our real college life will begin anew in 
its fullness and the broken strands of tradition will be 
gathered up and, interwoven with the fresh and better 
experience, will form the old fabric, yet new; a thing 
purged, but not to destruction.

And so once more we emerge, still a thin phantom of 
our former self, from the scant recesses of a depleted 
storehouse; but so, we hope, for the last time. Of our 
next issue there should be more substance, and it may 
not be out of season to request contributions. The Dial 
has not been killed by the war: let it remain worthy of 
its continued war-time existence. Lastly, there will be 
one more, and final, War List: a plain record of golden 
deeds unsung: let it be as complete and exact as 
possible: the key that unlocks the mystery that, whereas 
we were slaying and being slain, now, though through 
slaughter and sacrifice, Peace has been brought within 
sight.
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Dialiana

DURING the absence of Dr. Shipley on a mission to 
the United States, our President is Acting Vice- 

Chancellor.

We most heartily congratulate the Rev. J. H. Gray on 
his appointment to an Honorary Canonry of Peterborough.

We had hoped to publish a review of Professor 
Oman’s new book on “Grace and Personality,” but this 
must be deferred until our next issue. Meanwhile we 
take the opportunity to refer to it as a work of moment 
and full of deep thought.

The Rev. F. C. Clare has resigned the Vice-Principate 
of the Clergy School, and is in charge of the Cathedral 
Church at Wakefield.

Congratulations to B. S. Maine on his appointment 
as Assistant Organist of the Cathedral of Durham.

Also to C. T. Seltman on his two convincing and 
expert articles on the Temple coins of Olympia in 
Nomisma.

A number of officers in the Officers’ University 
Technical Classes have joined Queens,’ including the 
Adjutant and Deputy Adjutant.

During some digging for repairs in the Walnut Tree 
Court a Nuremberg Token, in a fine state of preservation, 
was unearthed.
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Roll of Honour

Killed in action.
Hamer, A. D., Northern Cyclists, Attd Manchester Rgt., 

Captain.
Arthur Derrick Hamer, killed in action on 6 November, 1918, 

was the son of the Rev. Canon Hainer, vicar of St. Paul’s, New
castle-on-Tyne. He was educated at Newcastle Grammar School, 
and came up to Queens’ in 1913, where he was reading for the 
Theological Tripos with a view to Ordination and ultimately 
service under C.M.S.,of which his father is an Hon. Life Governor. 
He offered for military service on the day war was declared, and 
received his commission shortly afterwards. “He was killed,” 
writes his C.O., “leading his company with unequalled bravery. He 
shewed an absolute disregard for his own safety, his one thought 
being to lead his men and to gain his objective, and as a soldier 
and a Christian he was an example to all of us.”

Kidson, C. W., Royal Dublin Fusiliers, 2 Lieut.
Charles Walford Kidson, son of the Rev. J. C. E. Kidson of 

Sittingbourne, Kent, officially reported, 6 November, 1918, killed 
in action, was educated at King’s School, Canterbury, and came 
up to Queens’ as a Minor Scholar in the Michaelmas Term, 1913. 
He enlisted in the Public Schools Battalion on the outbreak of war, 
and was gazetted to the Royal Dublin Fusiliers. He served both 
in Mesopotamia and in France. He was wounded in May, 1917.

His Colonel writes: “He was a splendid officer, absolutely 
fearless, and loved by his men.”

Died of Wounds.
Halse, L. W., Gloucester Regt., 2 Lieut.

Lionel William Halse, who died in Milbank Hospital, on 
17 October, 1918, of wounds received in action on 21 August, was 
the youngest son of the late Rev. W. G. Halse, Vicar of Holy 



Capt. A. D. Hamer, Northern Cyclists,  
Killed in action.

2 Lt. C. W. Kidson, R.D.F.,  
Killed in action.

2 Lt. L. W. Halse, Gloucesters,  
Died of wounds.

Capt. J. B. Hughes-Games, M.C., Durhams,  
Died of pneumonia.



The Dial 5

Trinity, Bridlington. He was educated at Dean Close School, 
Cheltenham, and at Queens’, where he was Stewart of Rannoch 
(Music) Scholar, and took his Mus. Bac. in 1915, afterwards pro
ceeding to Ridley Hall to prepare for ordination. He volunteered 
for military service on several occasions, but was rejected on 
account of eyesight. In June 1917, a few days before his proposed 
ordination, to the School Chapel, he became liable under the 
Military Service Acts. A fellow officer writes: “I thank God upon 
every remembrance of his high and noble Christian life.” The 
company O.C. of his Cadet Battalion says: “You know how I 
appreciated his qualities, and how he used them for the benefit of 
the Company .... War was quite foreign to his nature, but he did his 
duty manfully.”

Hughes-Games, J. B., Durham Regt., Capt., M.C.
Joshua Bower Hughes-Games, who died, 17 October, 1918, 

suddenly, from pneumonia, at a nursing-home at Shrewsbury, was 
the eldest son of the late Rev. J. W. Hughes-Games, and Mrs. 
Hughes-Games, 64 Pembroke Road, Bristol. He was born in 
1888, educated at Shrewsbury, entered Queens’ in 1907 as a 
scholar, proceeding to his degree in 1910 by the Classical Tripos, 
being placed in Class I., Division 2. As a Bachelor Scholar he 
took the 2nd Part of the History Tripos, and was a master at 
Forest School at the outbreak of war. He was discharged on 
5 July, 1918 after 20 months in hospital, having been wounded in 
France 1st October, 1916. He returned to Shrewsbury as a tem
porary master after being discharged.

SERBIAN ORDER OF THE EAGLE (4th Class).
September, 1918.

Laffan, Rev. R. G. D., Chaplain to the Forces.

TWO BARS TO MILITARY CROSS.
M.C. April, 1917, Two Bars, Sept., 1917, Sept. 1918.

Macdonald, R., King’s Liverpool Regt., Lieut.
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BAR TO MILITARY CROSS.
M.C. Sept. 1918, Bar, Nov. 1918.

Garrod, W. E. E., Yorkshire Regt., Capt.
MILITARY CROSS.

July, 1918.
Nicholl, Rev. E. McK., Chaplain to the Forces.

September, 1918.
Veitch, J. L., R.H.A., Major.
Turner, F. W. C., R.F.A., Capt.

AIR FORCE CROSS.
November, 1918.

Channing, C. E., A.S.C., Lieut.
Smith, Sidney, R.G.A. and R.F.C., Lt.-Col.

[Received in Sept. ’17 the D.S.O. not M.C.]
Mentioned in Despatches.

August, 1918.
Burton, G. D., R.E., Lieut. (2nd time.)
Crozier, Rev. P. H., Chaplain to Forces.
Field, H. T. C., Ox. and Bucks L.I., Capt.

September, 1918.
Cotton, H. W. S., Cheshire Rgt., Capt.

October, 1918,
Clayton, N. W., Inf. Brig., M.G.C., Capt. M.C.
Furguson, W. Haig, R.A.M.C., Major.
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Obituary

IT is with deep regret that we record the death by 
drowning of two of our number, Lo Po Ching and 

Wong Shin Fan, who were returning to China in the ill- 
fated Hirama Maru. They both began their residence in 
1915 and had taken their degree in Natural Science. The 
tragic nature of their death is enhanced by the fact that 
theirs was one of the last ships to be torpedoed before 
the signing of the Armistice. During their time at 
Queens’ they had won many friends, and with their appre
ciative and genial nature had entered into the life 
of the College to which they had cherished grateful 
feelings. They expressed a hope of returning to Cam
bridge before very long. They have become, instead, 
the victims of that Kultur to stamp out which many of 
their fellow Queens’ men have laid down their lives.

Old Queens’ Men.
The Rev. H. S. M. Roxby, formerly curate-in-charge of Stratton 

Strawless, has been appointed to the vicarage of St. John the 
Baptist, Timberhill, Norwich.

E. F. Williamson is general secretary to the Y.M.C.A. at 
Poona, India.

J. R. H. Cama has obtained a commission in the Indian Army.
Hugh Parnell is teaching at Stone House School, Broadstairs.
The Rev. H. Spenser is now curate of Clifton Parish Church, 

Bristol.
L. W. Wood is Acting District Commissioner, Western 

Province, Ashanti.
We regret to have to record the death, from influenza, of 

Luderic Robertson, I.C.S., who took his degree in 1912.
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A Former President
IN the course of the Commemoration Sermon on 

Sunday, November 10th, the Rev. R. G. D. Laffan 
gave an inspiring appreciation of “one who combined 
liberality to the college, pre-eminence in learning, a great 
position in the Church and in national affairs, undoubted 
holiness of character, and a loyalty to the dictates of 
conscience that brought him to a martyr’s death—John, 
Cardinal Fisher, Bishop of Rochester.

“We may well turn our thoughts especially to him, for 
he too, like us, in his latter years faced the collapse of a 
whole civilization and the first attempts at the building 
of another. He was confronted with the all-powerful 
tyranny of the State, eager to swallow up all institutions 
that had an independent life. Fisher was judicially 
murdered by Henry VIII. and his agent Thomas 
Cromwell, but very possibly Fisher’s bold stand against 
the king and the sympathies which it aroused served to 
make Henry refrain from laying violent hands on the 
colleges of Oxford and Cambridge, as it seemed at one 
time highly probable that he would do.

“Fisher’s life falls naturally into two parts that are 
divided by the year 1529. Up till that date he stands as 
the perfect type of that Mediaeval English Churchman
ship, which is represented by a long line of great men: 
Grosseteste, Wykeham, Chichele and others, who enthu
siastically encouraged learning, were natural leaders in 
politics and fought against the abuses of the age. 
During this period Fisher was in every respect suc
cessful, reverenced alike by king and people, by the 
world of learning and by the whole continent of Europe. 
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The last six years of his life was a continuous battle 
against the power of the king, ending in his imprison
ment and execution.

“That we may obtain a view of the purpose of Fisher’s 
life and the aim he set before him during the long years 
of his career at the University and as a Bishop, we 
cannot do better than consider some words which he 
preached at a date shortly before 1505. ‘The religion 
of the Christian Faith is greatly diminished; we be 
very few; and whereas sometime we were spread almost 
through the world, now we be thrust down into a very 
straight angle or corner. Our enemies hold away from 
us Asia and Africa, two of the greatest parts of the 
world. They also hold from us a great portion of this 
part, called Europe, which we now inhabit, so that 
about a sixth part of that we had in possession before is 
left unto us . . . . Therefore, good Lord, without Thou 
help, the name of Christian men shall be utterly des
stroyed.’ Is there not something in this sorrow over the 
narrowing of Christendom that appeals to us who have 
seen the horrors of barbarism let loose again in Europe? 
For to what is Fisher referring? It is, I suppose, 
primarily to the wave of Turkish invasion which had 
fifty years before passed over Constantinople, and during 
Fisher’s life was to overflow all the Balkans and 
Hungary, stamping out civilization to such a degree that 
in modern times the Balkans are considered to have been 
always barbarous, and then to flow to the very walls of 
Vienna in the heart of Europe. The unbeliever had 
come again and this time apparently to remain based on 
irresistible military force. Meanwhile effective unity in 
Christendom was disappearing. Let us remember that 
in our efforts after a League of Nations we are striving 
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to recover an idea that was very present to the mind 
of the Middle Ages, that over-rode difference of speech 
and climate and that upon occasion showed itself in 
united action, as when the nations flowed to the first 
three crusades, or when Spain and Portugal or Hungary 
and the Empire submitted their disputes to the arbitra
tion of the Papal Court. Fisher saw with grief that 
the unity of Christendom was being destroyed by the 
self-seeking of Kings and Princes, by the inability of 
the Popes to rise to the spiritual and moral level of their 
predecessors, by the growing economic competition of 
the young nations in which the beginnings of national 
capitalism were producing the seeds of our modern wars. 
There was no force at Rome to draw Christendom 
together. The nations were falling apart, and being 
exploited by kings and bankers. The enemy had spread 
Islam not only over W. Asia and N. Africa, but over a 
good third of Europe as well. Fisher’s personal 
response to this was to labour continuously for the 
training and equipment of fit ministers of God, apostolic 
men who should preach and teach the truth throughout 
the world. In the sermon I have quoted he recalls how 
the Apostles were but soft and yielding clay till baked 
hard by the fire of the Holy Ghost, and he proceeds ‘So 
now . . . Good Lord . . . change and make the soft and 
slippery earth into hard stones. Set in Thy Church 
strong and mighty pillars, that may suffer and endure 
great labours, which shall not fear the threatenings of 
princes, persecution, neither death, but always think 
with themselves to suffer, with a good will, slanders, 
shame and all kinds of torments for the glory of Thy 
Holy Name. Thus, Good Lord, the truth of Thy Gospel 
shall be preached throughout all the world.’
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“This eagerness to provide the men for the work of 
the kingdom of God was Fisher’s absorbing interest. 
Because of his learning and his character by about the age 
of thirty-five he had become Chancellor of this University, 
Bishop of Rochester, the personal friend of King Henry 
VII. and father confessor to the King’s mother, Lady 
Margaret Tudor. It was at that time, at the highest of 
his youthful success, that Fisher held also the Presidency 
of this College. But, though President here, he laboured 
unceasingly, with the financial support of the Queen- 
Mother, at the establishment of two further colleges, 
Christ’s and St. John’s, that should by teaching virtue 
and good letters produce men fitted for God’s employ
ment. And he was more than a pious soul merely 
anxious to increase the number of the good priests, 
without any attention to their mental training. For 
Fisher was among the leaders of the New Learning in 
England. His close friend Erasmus tells us that it was 
due to his influence that the study of Greek, with all the 
mental freedom that it brought, was quickly introduced 
at Cambridge, without the violent opposition that it 
encountered at Oxford. Altogether Fisher founded four 
Fellowships, two Lectureships and two Scholarships, 
besides the two colleges I have mentioned, a record that 
few patrons of learning even in modern America are 
likely to have surpassed.

“If Fisher laboured at this constructive work of 
training clergy, he was by no means withdrawn from the 
life of church and nation beyond Cambridge. Like 
other early reformers he procured the suppression of 
several small nunneries that served no useful purpose. 
He induced the Lady Margaret to found preacherships 
for preaching the Gospel in the vernacular tongue in 
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different parts of England. He exposed abuses in the 
Church, and at a general synod of the English Clergy in 
1517 he complained that the bishops were kept from 
their duties as Fathers-in-God by constant summonses to 
court. Thus far and in his vigorous refutations of the 
new doctrines of Luther and Zwingli in Germany, 
Fisher is the model of the reforming Bishop, reverenced 
by the Court, the Universities, the Clergy and the People 
of England.

“It was in his old age when he had reached sixty years, 
a time of life when most men are unwilling to chance 
great sufferings for the sake of principle, that Fisher’s 
period of adversity began. The question of the King’s 
divorce from Katharine of Aragon began to agitate the 
country and Fisher the prelate, whose career had hitherto 
been one of continuous success and royal favour, im
pressed the court appointed to examine the matter by 
declaring his perfect willingness to go to his death for 
the indissolubility of Christian marriage. The King 
wrote a furious reply, a copy of which is still extant, 
with Fisher’s, calm marginal notes in his own hand- 
writing. The case then passed to Rome and Fisher was 
not called upon to give any further opinion.

“In 1529 the Long Parliament of Henry VIII. met, 
and Fisher began his continuous protest against the deter
mination of the King to control the Church. When 
Henry demanded of the clergy a statement that he was 
Head of the Church of England, Fisher secured the 
addition of the words “as far as the Law of God allows.” 
During the pronouncement of the King’s Divorce in 1533 
and the Coronation of Anne Boleyn, Fisher was kept in 
prison for three months, without any charge against him, 
being only released when these proceedings were com
pleted. In March of the next year the Act of Succession 
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was passed, transferring the succession to Anne Boleyn’s 
child, Elizabeth. Fisher had no objection to accepting 
this, since the succession was plainly a secular affair, 
within the competence of King and Parliament. But 
the oath he was required to take also pronounced 
Katharine of Aragon’s daughter illegitimate, and that 
Fisher refused to accept since it implied the setting aside 
of the Church’s law of marriage. He was accordingly 
committed to the Tower in April, where he remained for 
over a year and whence he only emerged to go to his 
death. His imprisonment was no light affair. His 
books were seized and the conditions of life were so 
vigorous that one who saw him described him as so sick 
that he was hardly able to bear the clothes on his back. 
In November, he was asked to take the Oath of Supre
macy, declaring the King to be Head of the Church with 
no saving clause or exception. On his refusal he was 
accused of Treason and kept for his final trial on that 
charge.

“Thinking to make Henry pause in his persecution of 
the sainted old man, the Pope in May 1535 created Fisher 
a Cardinal. The effect of this was the opposite of what 
had been intended. The King declared that the Car
dinal’s hat should not be received in England, but that 
he would send Fisher’s head to Rome for it. In June he 
was condemned and his head struck off.

“We may perhaps think that had Fisher’s resistance 
to the encroachments of the State in Church matters been 
successful, spiritual liberty could have been even more 
hampered than it has been by state interference. Had 
the Anglican settlement not prevailed, we as a nation 
might have come under the extreme Papalism of modern 
Rome, though that is doubtful since such extremes were 
then still a thing of the future and Fisher lived in the 
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age of Catholic liberty when widely divergent views 
were tolerated.

“But, be that as it may, Fisher died for a truth that 
we in our day are coming to perceive, that the guidance 
and control of the Church’s affairs must not be surren
dered to those who have no spiritual claim to them, or 
even, as in our own day, have no interest in or know
ledge of the Christian faith and order. The relation of 
Church to State is a question of infinite complexity, but 
this one proposition holds good—that the Church cannot 
be so placed as to be unable to reform herself or to adjust 
herself to changing circumstances, without grievous loss 
of spiritual power. That has been our position in 
modern England. The Church is out of date in many 
points of her organization. She has not a sufficient 
number of bishops, nor any adequate courts of spiritual 
jurisdiction, nor the means to improve her service-book. 
At every turn she is confined by her dependence on the 
intrusive power of the State.

“We may then feel a special pride in our distinguished 
benefactor and President who went to his death rather 
than approve the beginnings of State supremacy. His 
was the spirit of the brave man, who will not tolerate 
the abuse of power by a bully. And that this spirit is 
not lost among us has been shown by all those our 
fellow-members of the college, who leapt to arms to 
resist another bully and have now helped to bring justice 
on earth though at so terrible a cost. It was Fisher’s part 
to protest and die, it has been their’s to fight and face 
the martyrdom of war. But both he and they were 
animated by that spirit of justice and of loyalty to 
conviction, which revolts at lawless and tyrannous 
power, and which, please God, this college will always 
produce.”
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A Classical Romance

PERHAPS one of the most trite antitheses in the 
history of literature is that of Romanticism and 

Classicism. And indeed these notions are by nature 
antagonistic, so that any sign of the former in Classical 
Literature is of fascinating interest. Few stories are 
more well known than that of Cupid and Psyche; but 
it is not always realised that it is part of a Latin 
Romance. Just as our so-called “Augustan Period” 
was followed by a swing of the pendulum back to 
romantic past, so the Lyrical Ballads can be paralleled in 
Latin Literature by the Romantic novel of Apuleius. 
This was not the first gleam of fantasy and love-story 
in Classical Literature. There were Alexandrine writers 
who told of marvellous adventures through the world and 
beyond, love romances such as that of Habrocomes and 
Althæa, but these extravagances are little known now. 
More well known are the fables of that consummate 
story teller, Ovid: but perhaps the nearest approach to 
the mediæval Romaunts is this story of Apuleius, called 
by the same name as Ovid’s great poem. It is not too 
daring to compare the Metamorphoses or the Golden Ass 
as it is more commonly known, to “Gil Blas,” or to the 
“Arabian Nights.”

By the time of Apuleius the elocutio novella had been 
firmly established, and so his language is a remarkable 
blend of Latin and other tongues, making his style 
as quaint as his story. It endeavours to be classic but 
at the same time in a way reflects the common parlance 
of his age though it is far-fetched and fantastic. Apuleius 
was an African and is not to be credited with originality 
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in his story. The lively imagination of the Greek lies 
behind the Golden Ass, yet over this groundwork Apuleius 
has overlaid his own fantastic embroidery. Lucian also 
copied the Greek original but whereas he gives a fairy 
tale, to be treated merely as such, Apuleius sheds a 
brooding sense of magic and mysticism over his whole 
narrative.

The story opens in Thessaly, the home of sorcery and 
magic. Aristomenes, a commercial traveller of Aegina, 
tells a thrilling tale strongly reminiscent of Edgar Allen 
Poe. While he is sleeping in an inn in a truckle bed 
beneath that of his friend Socrates, two old women come, 
and having pierced the latter’s neck with a sword thrust in 
a sponge with the mystical utterance “Heus tu, Spongia, 
cave in mari nata per fluvium transeas.” After their 
departure, Aristomenes, hoping to escape an accusation of 
murder, endeavours to make off, but the ostler will have 
none of it, and poor Aristomenes attempts to hang 
himself. The halter fails him and the noise awakens 
the dead Socrates. They both set off at daybreak and 
after breakfasting desire to slake their thirst from a 
stream. But immediately Socrates touches the water 
with his lips the wound in his neck opens and the sponge 
falls out, whereupon he dies! So the first book ends 
with an apparently meaningless tale of mystery and 
imagination.

The story-teller now makes his way to Hypata and 
finds lodgement with his very miserly friend Milo, whose 
wife, Pamphile the sorceress, is the initial cause of all 
his subsequent adventures. Finding sustenance at the 
hands of an aunt Byrrhaena, he tarries at Hypata in the 
house of Milo, enthralled by the charms of the maid Fotis. 
At a supper given by Byrrhaena a guest tells the story of 
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his experience as a corpse-watcher. While engaged in 
this uninviting office he has his nose and ears lopped off 
by witches, wax ones being substituted. This was told 
him in the street by the corpse itself, the artificial organs 
immediately falling off to the amusement of the crowd. 
On his return from the supper Lucius finds three burglars 
attacking Milo’s house. He promptly runs them through 
with his sword and is brought up to trial for his crime. 
Here the author gives free play to his rhetorical abilities. 
Things are looking very gloomy when the mother of the 
slaughtered men uncovers the pall and reveals to the 
astonished court three bladders pierced just where Lucius 
had stabbed the burglars. This mystery Fotis endea
vours to explain afterwards—it is a practical joke of 
her engineering on the occasion of the local Feast of 
Laughter!

Pamphile was a sorceress, and her arts greatly at
tracted Lucius, whose curiosity is not allayed until by 
Fotis’ aid he himself is smeared with ointment which 
turns him, not as he wanted into a bird, but into an ass 
indeed. He is taken to the stable and repulsed by his 
own trusty steed, and the advent of genuine robbers 
settles his fate. He is carried off and suffers much ill 
treatment at their hands in their den. A captive maiden 
who is brought thither is the raison d’être of the immortal 
story of Cupid and Psyche which is here embedded in 
the narrative. It is told her to comfort her by an old 
woman of the thieves’ company, who calls it an old 
wives’ tale.

Psyche was the youngest daughter of a king, who by 
her beauty attracted worshippers from all parts. The 
jealousy and indignation of Venus was kindled, and she 
bid her son Cupid inspire the beautiful maiden with a 
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desperate love for the most miserable, most vile, of all 
men. Psyche meanwhile had found many to praise her, 
but none to woo her, while her two less fair sisters had 
been married to kings. Her father consulted Apollo’s 
oracle and the god, (“for the sake of the builder of the 
Milesian tale responding in Latin”!) declared that she 
was to be left on a high rock in funereal garb to mate 
with a dire serpent. Amid universal lamentation, the 
behest was carried out. “Thus poor Psyche being left 
alone weeping and trembling on the highest top of the 
rock, there came a gentle air of softly breathing Zephyrus 
and carried her from the hill in a meek wind which 
little by little brought her down into a deep valley 
where she was laid in a soft grassy bed of most sweet 
and fragrant flowers.”

When she awoke from her slumber she espied in the 
midst of a pleasant wood a princely palace. Here she 
found tables laden with divers meats, and every other 
luxury, which a voice told her were all for her. When 
she had taken her pleasure of these delights she went to 
bed and during the night was visited by her unknown 
husband. Nightly he came and ere dawn was gone. 
Meantime her sisters were greatly grieved on her behalf 
and she at last gained permission to see and comfort 
them provided she let them not beguile her into desiring 
to see his person. But the sisters, when they came, like- 
wise borne thither on the soft wings of Zephyrus, became 
envious, and persuaded Psyche that in the darkness she 
was embracing some hideous monster. Accordingly 
one night while Cupid—for he it was—lay sleeping, she 
drew near to him with a lamp and to her amazement 
beheld the most lovely of the gods. In her excitement 
she let fall from her lamp a drop of oil on his shoulder 
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whereat the god fled and with him went all Psyche’s 
happiness. Disconsolate she wandered in search of her 
lost one and in fear of the wrath of Venus. At last she 
was captured and brought to the palace of Venus where 
beneath the same roof as her beloved she must perforce 
sustain menial and humiliating labours. In these 
impossible tasks she was aided by the ants, the reeds, 
the eagle of Jove. But at the last she would indeed 
have perished had not Cupid, who loved her yet, visited 
her, flying gently through her lattice and releasing her 
from the bane of a dread slumber. With his aid she 
finally overcame the hatred of Venus, and becoming 
immortal at the hands of great Jove, was wedded for 
ever to Cupid.

This story told here in barest outline is packed with 
pretty images and charming pictures and carries one off 
into a fairy land of romance. But no doubt it is also 
an allegory—a parable of the human soul which is 
purified by passions and misfortunes and so made ready 
for the enjoyment of pure and true happiness.

The rest of the tale is occupied with the varied adven
tures of the ass who escapes from the robbers’ den with 
the captive maiden, both thus avoiding a most terrible 
doom. But they are caught and all seems lost, when a 
robber from Thrace comes pleading for the maid’s life. 
As Lucius foresaw, this robber is none other than the 
maid’s lover who succeeds in overcoming the robbers 
with drink and reclaiming his beloved Charite.

Many and grievous are the toils yet reserved for the 
ass to endure, and sorely is he belaboured. At last he is 
found to like human food and is sold to a rich Corin
thian. There seems to be no prospect of relief when he 
is doomed to be shewn in the circus in most discreditable 
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circumstances. He escapes, however, and is promised 
restoration to human form in a vision by the goddess Isis, 
who in answer to his urgent prayer appears to him from 
the sea little by little revealing her dazzling form. “Her 
hair in abundance flowed and curled, dispersed and 
scattered about her divine neck; on the crown of her 
head she bore many garlands interlaced with flowers, 
and in the middle of her forehead was a plain circlet in 
the fashion of a mirror or rather resembling the moon 
by the light that it gave forth, and this was borne up on 
either side by serpents that seemed to rise from the 
furrows of the earth and above it were blades of corn set 
out. Her vestment was of finest linen yielding divers 
colours, somewhere white and shining, somewhere rosy 
red, somewhere flaming and (what troubled my sight and 
spirit sore) her cloak was utterly dark. Here and there 
upon the edge and throughout the surface the stars 
glimpsed and in the middle of them was placed the 
moon in mid-month, and round about the whole length 
of the border of that goodly robe was a garland wreath
ing unbroken, made with all flowers and all fruits. In 
her right hand she had a timbrel of brass, in her left a 
cup of gold like unto a boat, upon the handle whereof 
in the upper part an asp lifted up his head with a wide 
swelling throat. Her odoriferous feet were covered with 
shoes interlaced and wrought with victorious palm. 
Thus breathing forth the fragrant spice of fertile Araby 
she disdained not to utter words to me.” So he succeeds 
in accomplishing his desire by eating of the roses 
carried in a religious procession.

The story now hurries to its conclusion. Lucius 
regains his servants and horses, is initiated into the 
rites of Isis and then of Osiris. Thus as a votary of 
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these Egyptian deities he spends his days in Rome and 
pleads causes.

What are we to make of this fascinating and some- 
times weird farrago? Some have seen in it a satire 
upon the hypocrisy and debauchery of certain orders of 
priests, the frauds of juggling pretenders to supernatural 
powers and the general profligacy of public morals. But, 
whatever its purpose or intention, it remains to us an 
exuberant display of fancy and liveliness, humour and 
learning, acuteness and, sometimes, real eloquence. There 
is something very unclassical about it; a mirage of 
fantasy and mystery and a charm and imaginative 
beauty which, especially in the very gem, the story of 
Cupid and Psyche, make it live to all time in itself and 
in its many imitations, as a romance of adventure and 
life. H. C.

Some Notes on Chinese Psychology

BEING attached for a short period last year to a 
Prisoner of War Company in France the incident 

here described came to my notice, and may be of interest 
as recording the beliefs concerning the Spirits of the 
Departed held by certain sections of the Chinese. Since, 
however, I have no personal knowledge of China and its 
people, I can only set down what was told to me by 
those who knew the people, their beliefs and their 
customs intimately.

The compound wherein the German prisoners had 
their camp adjoined a compound of Chinese Coolies who 
worked on the Army “Dumps” in the Base Area. 
Whenever weather conditions permitted enemy aircraft 
saw to it that “Base” life did not become too uneventful, 
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and that no one should suffer from a surfeit of sleep. 
One night a large bomb was dropped in the outer com
pound of the Prisoner of War camp and close to the 
tents of the Chinese on the other side of the barbed 
wire; but by some perversity of Fate it only wounded a 
few of the airman’s compatriots while it killed several 
of the unfortunate Coolies. The Chinese, however, 
showed but little sign of panic as compared to the 
Germans, and next day went to their work as if nothing 
had happened. In the evening they returned to their 
compound as usual; but with the gathering dusk they 
left it by twos and threes, and neither persuasion nor 
threats of punishment would induce one of them to 
return till morning. Scattering over the countryside 
they slept in fields and ditches, and continued this 
practice nightly until the authorities, made aware of 
this state of things, gave permission for the camp to be 
struck and moved to a fresh site. Though only a mile 
away, in this new camp the Coolies slept peaceably and 
without fear.

The officers in command of these Chinese Labourers 
had lived long in China and knew both the language 
and the customs of the men under them; and it was 
from them that I learnt the reason of this strange 
aversion that the Coolies had to spending the night in 
their original camp.

In that camp four or five Chinamen had been killed, 
and, since their bodies had not been taken to the 
family burial ground in China, their Spirits must roam 
unhappily near the site of their death, hovering around 
the spot where the body had been so mangled 
and shattered, seeking a corporeal form to inhabit and 
finding none. So Wong and Li and Chang and their 
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brothers dared not sleep in that camp at night; for 
when you sleep your Spirit often wanders from your 
body, or at the best has but a very slight hold upon it; 
and what a calamity if in the night the dead man’s 
Spirit should grapple with your Spirit and cast it out, 
and you should wake up in the morning to find yourself 
some other person altogether!

From the same source I also heard of the ceremonial 
difficulties which must be encountered in conveying the 
body across the water to the Ancestral burying-place— 
even supposing the Adjutant General could find it 
practicable to establish a “Department for Embalming 
on Active Service”—difficulties occasioned by the fact 
that the Spirit is believed to have a strong dislike of 
water. This may be observed in China, where the 
deceased man is his own chief mourner, following as a 
Spirit the bier whereon his body is carried to its resting- 
place; nor till the body is buried can that Spirit know 
peace. If the funeral procession has to pass over a river 
or tiny stream on its way to the burial-ground the Spirit 
must be called across the water that it fears. A live 
cock is imprisoned in a bamboo cage which is placed on 
the bier beside the corpse, and, when the latter is carried 
over a bridge or on to a barge, the cage is beaten with 
sticks until the cock in a paroxysm of panic begins to 
crow or cackle, and the Spirit answering to the bird’s 
call—perhaps even entering into the bird for the time 
being—overcomes its fears of the water. Thus river or 
stream is traversed; but what poor Chinese Spirit would 
have ventured over all the water between France and 
China, even if lured on by the finest and most vociferous 
of cocks ?

Beliefs of the kind described concerning the Spirit in 
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sleep and the Spirit after death are widely distributed 
throughout the East, while in a passage of the Odyssey 
a rite comparable to the Chinese “calling of the Spirit” 
manifests itself as an accepted custom of the Homeric 
Age. I am indebted to Mr. A. B. Cook for drawing 
my attention to the following parallels to the belief 
recounted above, the most prevalent of which would 
seem to be one concerning the absence of the Spirit in 
sleep. Sir J. G. Frazer* refering to this writes:—“still 
more dangerous is it in the opinion of primitive man to 
move a sleeper or alter his appearance, for if this were 
done the soul on its return might not be able to find or 
recognize its body, and so the person would die. The 
Minangkabauers of Sumatra deem it highly improper to 
blacken or dirty the face of a sleeper, lest the absent 
soul should shrink from re-entering a body thus dis
figured. Patani Malays fancy that if a person’s face be 
painted while he sleeps, the soul which has gone out of 
him will not recognize him, and he will sleep on till his 
face is washed. In Bombay it is thought equivalent to 
murder to change the aspect of a sleeper, as by painting 
his face in fantastic colours or giving moustaches to a 
woman. For when the soul returns it will not know its 
own body and the person will die. The Coreans are of 
opinion that in sleep ‘the soul goes out of the body, and 
that if a piece of paper is put over the face of the sleeper 
he will surely die, for his soul cannot find its way back 
into him again.’ ”

In an article in “The Times” of January 2nd, 1919, 
by D. and P. Amaury Talbot on “Superstitions of the 
Niger Delta” I have come across a similar belief 
appearing on the West Coast of Africa. The writers 
state that, “throughout the whole region it is as a 

* “The Golden Bough,” Ed. 3 vol. iii. p. 41.
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matter of common belief that the soul leaves the body 
...... at times in dreams.”

Even more remarkable is the other parallel which we 
find in the Odyssey, where the Spirits of the dead men, 
fearful of crossing the water, are called on board by 
their comrades that they may sail homeward with them. 
This passage — a portion of Odysseus’ account of his 
leaving the city of Ismarus after he and his companions 
had sacked it and had been driven off by the Ciconians— 
runs as follows:
Onward thence did we sail, our hearts sore laden with sorrow, 
Gladly escaping from death, yet mourning for much loved comrades; 
Neither in sooth did I lead the twy-beaked ships to the open 
Ere three times we had called on the souls of the pitiful comrades 
Fallen in flight in the field, by Ciconian foes overmastered.*

C. T. Seltman.
* Odyssey IX. 62-66, H. B. Cotterill’s translation (Harrap, 1911).

Review.
“Public School Christianity,” by E. F. Duggan 

(S.P.C.K. 1/-).
WE welcome this little book by our old friend Mr. 

Duggan: the subject is vital and has been much 
under discussion of late. The author, after leaving 
Queens’ in 1913, was a schoolmaster till he joined the 
Army: so he has had ample chances of testing the value 
of the Public Schoolboy’s religion as shown at School, at 
the University, and in the Army: and he has used his 
recent period of convalescence to give us his impressions.

He writes with strong conviction and high ideals: 
and though he hits hard, he is not pessimistic. Let a 
boy have Christianity fairly presented to him in word 
and example, and you need not fear for the result.

With his criticisms I find myself on the whole 
agreeing. “What are we aiming at?”, he asks: nomi- 
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nally, at producing Christians; actually, at turning out 
gentlemen. Religion is made dull, not joyous: a boy’s 
ardour is all deflected to athletics, which fail to give him 
self-control. His idea of God is that He is a “distant 
and angry” old man. Scripture lessons consist mainly 
in learning petty details of Bible history for examination 
purposes. Chapel services are deadened by repetition 
and routine, and made unreal by senseless hymns. Our 
author thinks that the Chaplain, being a Master, cannot 
get into close touch with the boys; though here I must 
part company with him: it is a Chaplain’s own fault if 
his dominic dignity spoils his work ; and the suggestion 
that he ought not to be a Master raises a host of 
difficulties.

Such are the main items of the indictment: they are 
forcibly put. If only he would leave that unwholesome 
morbid parody, “The Loom of Youth,” in a decent 
obscurity!

He next gives us a constructive policy. Some of it is 
sufficiently indicated by the nature of his indictment; 
and there is no room to give the rest in detail here. It 
must suffice to say that he writes as a strong Anglo- 
Catholic, and produces the ordinary nostrums of his 
school of thought (early Confirmation, Confession, 
Choral Eucharists, definite dogmatic instruction, etc.). 
Personally I never cease to be thankful that I was not 
brought up on these lines; and I cannot conceive the 
result of teaching boys about “the seven deadly sins” 
(are there seven?). But the Church is “Catholic,” i.e. 
large enough to include people of every temperament; 
and Mr. Duggan’s scheme would no doubt help many 
boys. One welcomes his book as a sincere and hopeful 
attempt to treat a pressing subject.

C. T. Wood.
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The Mission

A GENERAL meeting was held in the Combination 
Room on Thursday, November, 27, the Missioner, the 

Rev. E. G. Selwyn, being present. After the election of 
the Committee and other business had been settled, the 
Missioner gave a lucid and vigorous account of his doings 
in Rotherhithe. His success among the Scouts who now 
number about sixty has been remarkable. Now that 
more normal times are in prospect we may fairly hope 
for great things at Queens’ House under the strong and 
sympathetic guidance of Mr. Selwyn, who, needless to 
say, will welcome at 49 Rotherhithe Street, any past or 
present members of the College, who wish so to shew 
their interest in, and appreciation of, his work.

St. Bernard Society

A GENERAL Meeting was held in the Erasmus Room 
on Saturday, Nov. 2nd, when a motion was moved 

“That in the opinion of this house the nationalisation 
of industries is detrimental to the community.” Owing 
to the epidemic the numbers were below expectation, 
but the debate, the first for eighteen months, was quite a 
success. This was partly owing to the co-operation of 
the cadets, two of whom were among the four speakers. 
Mr. I. Illingworth-Law opened the debate and was 
opposed by Mr. C. H. Whittle. Several visitors joined 
in the discussion and the presence of Mr. Mace and Mr. 
Dutt gave a colour of old times to this, the beginning, 
we hope, of a general resumption of our old activities. 
The motion was carried by a majority of two votes.
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The subscription to The Dial is 3/3 per annum, including 
postage. All subscriptions should be sent to the Treasurer. We 
should be very grateful if Old Queens’ Men who have not paid up 
to date would do so at once.

All contributions must be accompanied by the writer’s name, 
not necessarily for publication, but as the usual guarantee of good 
faith. Contributions will be welcomed at any time throughout 
the year.

The Committee of The Dial have in their possession back 
numbers covering all the issues since its first publication excepting 
Michaelmas 1914, Lent 1915, and Michaelmas 1915, and will be 
pleased to sell such at usual price.

News of Old Queens’ Men, extracts from letters of those on 
military service, and corrections of the War List will be par
ticularly welcomed.
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