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THE DIAL.
No. 63. Michaelmas Term, 1929.

Editorial.
“THE Lorde was with Joseph, and he was a luckie 

fellowe.” So runs Tyndale’s Bible. Those 
whom the gods love die young, but even an Editor 
would sacrifice hoary old age, to be as Joseph, arrayed 
in many coloured raiment and smiled on by heaven. 
The Editor does emerge from the pit into which office 
has cast him. But what a pit, and what a sorely be
draggled creature it is that emerges! A luckie fellowe, 
i’sooth, for now his labours are ended, but can one ever 
forget that weary, interminable pursuit after hard boiled, 
but quite affable college secretaries, after shy retiring 
poets, after modest, elusive “literary gents,” who wilt in 
diffident protest at the suggestion of a contribution. 
But this is a word-ridden world, and why should one be 
disturbed by a miserable little Editor, for ever breaking 
in on the luxurious reaction of that end of term feeling? 
One sympathises, but let not him criticise who has not 
laid pen to paper to make this Dial better.
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The chef has the right to sample and pronounce on 
the virtues of his dish, and the Editor would say that 
this literary pudding lacks the spice and sauce of wit 
and humour. If it is a little stodgy, we hope that its 
digestion will not be too difficult.

But Christmas is upon us, and the Editor wishes you 
many friends, cards ad infinitum, a large capacity, and a 
Happy New Year!

If The Dial has arrived too late to form a somewhat 
long-winded and obtuse hors d’œuvre to your Christmas 
repast, let it be a milestone in your recovery from that 
over-indulged event and a bearer of good wishes for the 
New Year.

Dialiana.

WE are happy to announce that the President is 
fully restored to health and is taking his usual 

part in the life of the College.

The Jubilee of the Vice-President as a Fellow of the 
College was celebrated most fittingly at the annual 
meeting of the Queens’ College Club, when, in a large 
gathering of old Queens’ men, a presentation was made.

On November 15th, Mr. Venn was admitted to a 
Doctorate of Letters. We congratulate him on this 
recognition of his great work, Alumni Cantabrigienses, 
and of his distinction as an agricultural economist.
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In view of the very poor weather which greeted Poppy 
Day, the amount of £86 which was raised, or rather 
coaxed, from everyone, must be considered quite com
mendable. Our “stage” effects were quite good, especially 
the nautical endeavours of the Volga Boatmen.

We must congratulate J. O. Fielding on being equal 
first in the 120 Yards Hurdles and second in the High 
Jump in the Freshmen’s sports, and J. K. Maw on being 
third in Putting the Weight. The effort of the Clinker 
Four in reaching the final this term was particularly 
fine, as it is many years since that feat was accomplished 
by a Queens’ Boat.

Max Black is to be felicited on being chosen President 
of the ’Varsity Chess Club, and we wish him every 
success when he leads his henchmen in platonic assault 
on the ranks of Oxford.

J. E. L. Newbigin proposed the motion that “This 
House has little confidence in the ability of His Majesty’s 
Government to conquer unemployment and promote in
dustrial prosperity,” in the Union at the second meeting 
of the Union this term.

MAY BALL.
A brilliant and thoroughly enjoyable May Ball was 

held on June 11th, when a gay company of almost three 
hundred assembled, to dance to the strains of Newman 
and his band. No other college could have equalled the 
delight of the Queens’ Ball, with the Grove an en
trancing picture of fairy lights and flitting figures in the 
shadows and the solemn cloister a promenade for gay 
dancers.
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HUGHES ESSAY PRIZE.

The Latin Prize has been awarded to R. E. Wycherley 
for an essay on Mithras, the English Prize to H. Coombes 
for an essay on The English Essayists, and a Special Prize 
to W. S. Morgan for an Essay on the Puritan and the 
Ascetic.

DESIGN COVER COMPETITION.

The Committee of The Dial announce that it is offering 
a prize of £1 1s. 0d. for the best original design for the 
cover of The Dial, provided that it be accepted as the 
official design.

All efforts should be sent to the Editor by February 
1st, 1930.

Floreat Domus.

News of Old Queens’ Men.
[Dates of B.A. Degrees are given]

ECCLESIASTICAL APPOINTMENTS.
H. H. Ashley Nash (1883), elected Senior Proctor in Convocation 

for the Diocese of Norwich (July) and appointed Honorary Canon 
(July).

H. F. S. Adams (1885), Honorary Canon of Southwark.
H. Pettman (1896), Rector of Bradfield St George, Bury St Edmunds.
R. A. Bevis (1910), Honorary Canon of St John’s Pro-Cathedral, 

Buenos Ayres.

ORDINATIONS.
H. Collingham (1918), formerly Scholar of the College, Merchant 

Taylor’s School.
J. W. Hubbard (1921), Nigeria.
P. W. Morris (1925), Toxteth. Liverpool.
M. C. Garton (1927), Rotherhithe.
S. H. Hamilton (1927), Surbiton.
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BIRTH.
Bretherton—On Oct. 10, 1929, at Shrewsbury, to Molly, wife of 

E. H. S. Bretherton, (1925) Malayan Education Department—a son.

ENGAGEMENT.
A. F. Bendall (1925), to Miss K. M. Farrow of Peterborough.

MARRIAGE.
The Marriage took place at All Hallows, Whitchurch, on Dec. 3rd, 

1929, of the Rev. M. S. Douglas (1901), Vicar of Whitchurch, and Miss 
Constance Portal, only daughter of Sir Spencer and Lady Portal, 
of Bere Hill, Whitchurch, Hants.

OBITUARY.
N. H. Symonds (1879).
Rev. H. S. Alken (1887).
Rev. J. J. West (1897).
F. O. Hoare (1921), in Rhodesia, on March 3.

GENERAL.
C. T. Regan (Honorary Fellow), D.Sc. of Durham University.
T. E. Morris (1885), elected a Fellow of the Society of Antiquaries.
C. H. Stearn (1910), late Scholar of the College, Professor of 

Greek at Macmaster Baptist College, Toronto.
A. H. Cullen (1915), late Scholar of the College, Principal of 

St Paul’s College, Grahamstown, S. Africa.
E. F. Wilkinson (1915), Supervisor of Schools for the C M.S. in 

Nigeria.
F. L. Norden (1921), appointed Headmaster of Cockburn High 

School, Leeds.
R. Ede (1925), Secretary of Faculty of Agriculture and Forestry at 

Cambridge.
H. Constant (1927), late Scholar of the College, researching for the 

Air Ministry at Farnborough.
A. S. Gribble (1927), elected to the Barney Studentship.
P. N. Bartlett (1929), Asst. Master at Giggleswick.
J. L. Smeall (1929), Asst. Master at Merchiston.
A. T. A. Wallace (1929), late Scholar of the College, Asst. Master 

at Haileybury.
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APPOINTMENTS IN THE COLONIAL SERVICE.
E. W. Ellison (1927).
B. A. Roberts (1928).
R. H. Flemming (1929).
R. H. Garforth (1929).

SPORT.
H. D. Hake (1921). reached the final of the Amateur Racquets 

Championship.
R. W. V. Robins (1928), played for England and Middlesex, and 

took 162 wickets during the season for an average of 21.53 runs.
N. G. Wykes (1928), was a regular member of the Essex County 

Cricket Eleven.

The Vice-President.
THE annual gathering of the Queens’ College Club 

on June 15 of this year was something exceptional 
both in numbers and enthusiasm. The news that it 
was to be the occasion of a presentation to the Vice- 
President, who has this year completed fifty years as a 
Fellow of the College, brought an unusual number of 
old Queens’ men to Cambridge, while many more wrote 
expressing deep regret at their enforced absence. For 
the first time over a hundred members of the Club 
collected.

At the business meeting in the Combination Room, 
with the Vice-President in the chair in the much 
regretted absence of the President, the usual agenda 
were dealt with; and then the Archdeacon of Sudbury 
made the presentation to Canon Gray. He read the 
following address, which formed part of the gift:
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“Dear Gray,

We, your fellow members of Queens’, congratulate you on 
the attainment of your jubilee as a Fellow of the College. 
You are entitled to look back with pride over the fifty years 
in the course of which you have been Fellow, Lecturer, 
Dean, Tutor and Vice-President of Queens’. In many 
ways, official and unofficial, you have given yourself to the 
service of the College and of all connected with it. In your 
young manhood you were the friend of undergraduates as 
teacher and on the playing fields. In your maturer years you 
are still their friend and kindly counsellor. Your colleagues 
and many generations of Queens’ men give you their sincere 
thanks for all that you have been to them.

We ask you to accept this our gift as a token of the very 
real affection and esteem in which we hold you.

Will you permit us to say that to all of us, except a few 
who are too young to have known her, our thoughts of you 
are inseparable from our memories of that gracious and 
beloved lady, your wife, our respect for whom we should 
also like to record ?

And as we rejoice with you on this happy occasion, so 
we offer you our hope that you will long continue to adorn 
our College, whose history you have written and in whose 
development you have played so valuable a part.”

This address was signed by 275 members of the 
College, and closed with the words Floreat Josephus: 
et haec nostra domus Reginalis esto perpetua.

The gift consisted of two large oak-framed clocks, 
one of which Canon Gray generously presented to the 
Combination Room, where it now stands, under the 
portrait of Erasmus. The Archdeacon also handed to 
Canon Gray a cheque for the balance of the sum sub
scribed.



8 The Dial

Canon Gray replied with a few words of modest 
acknowledgment, reserving the fuller expression of his 
thoughts until later in the evening, and proposed that 
the Club should send the President a message of 
affection and sympathy. This was at once agreed to, 
and the company adjourned to Hall.

The proceedings after dinner were less formal, but, if 
possible, more enthusiastic. Capt. F. G. Harvey, of the 
Army Education Department, proposed the health of the 
Club, and the Archdeacon of Sudbury replied, dwelling on 
the changes which had come over college life since his 
undergraduate days. General A. C. Temperley, pro
posing the health of the College coupled with the name 
of the Vice-President, first read a letter from the 
President acknowledging the debt that Queens’ owed 
to Canon Gray, and then gave us a character-sketch of 
the Vice-President, whose friend he had been since his 
own childhood, and whose pupil he had been at Queens’. 
He particularly pleased his hearers by describing how 
Canon Gray had once run along King’s Parade wearing 
a large pink sash (the property of the speaker) just as 
the more reverend members of the University were 
coming away from the University Sermon. The fes
tivities culminated in the Vice-President’s speech, 
which, with the true art of the orator, passed easily 
from grave to gay, from memories of the past to chaff 
of those present, from cheerful quips to the affections and 
loyalties of a lifetime. As Canon Gray sat down one 
of his audience was inspired to start “For he’s a jolly 
good fellow”; and the dinner ended amid vociferous 
enthusiasm.



Photo Straine, Southsea
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Man of Mark.

MAX BLACK.

EARLY endowed with a dislike of doing the obvious, 
Max Black, or, as he is more familiarly called by 

the present writer, MaxOmilian, came into this world at 
two a.m. of the morning of March 2nd, 1909, in the 
ancient town of Kiev in Russia. Sniffing from afar the 
forthcoming revolution of 1917 he wisely left so uncertain 
a place and came to England in 1912, where he settled 
upon Islington as the most suitable domicile. Whether 
its historic association with John Gilpin was an earnest of 
Max’s later developed incredible capacity for speed afoot, 
or not, is not known. There he went to school from the age 
of seven to ten at an institution of learning in the Black
stock Road. It was felt that nothing short of an epony
mous reminiscence in roads could stop our hero when 
once moving forward. There he was distinguished early 
by the presence of a black eye, acquired in the process 
of settling a mathematical argument. Having been 
wounded in battle for his ideal, he determined to devote 
his life to proclaiming her excellencies, and already 
Cambridge was in anticipation enriched by a scholar 
devotee of “the purest form of abstract reasoning”. 
Exhausted by the struggle he migrated to Owen’s 
School, where his attention was continually absorbed 
by studies in the locomotor speed of flies on the ceiling 
of the classroom. He also played Niblets, and frequently 
fell asleep to dream of vast uncharted expanses of 
logarithmic chess-boards while he composed poetry 
dedicated to the adjacent girls school. At this time 

B
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he also swam, played football, tennis, cricket, Up Jen
kins, ping-pong, and chess. He also displayed himself 
as Bottom in Midsummer Night’s Dream. He also 
travelled much in London, as usual, afoot. Chess tour
naments constituted his chief relaxation and delight. 
In accordance with his habitual principles of delicate 
chivalry he then chose a college with two Foundresses 
in which to devote himself to Mathematics and Chess, 
and won a scholarship at Queens’ College, Cambridge. 
The architectural beauty of the College did not escape 
his attention, and served to seal his bond of attachment 
to it. At this stage the more sinister aspects of our 
hero’s life are revealed. In his first term he rowed so 
wisely and well that he won a Crock Pot. He also 
assisted in the necessary rescue from drowning of the 
Coxswain and Stroke of his boat, upon the memorable 
occasion when a serious misunderstanding about right 
of way had arisen between the Cox of Max’s boat and 
the Cox of Christ’s. The effect upon Max of such an 
heroic feat was that to his shame he never rowed again, 
and thus foiled Fate of her intention to drown him. 
In the frivolity of the Chess Club of the University he 
soothed his exhausted frame, and there won a half-blue 
during his second term. In his third term he founded 
the Odd-Bodies, which is a collection of deep and 
earnest thinkers who would spend their lives examining 
the Fourth Dimension. But the crowning achievement 
of his career was his co-operation with The Bronowski 
to launch Experiment upon a staggered world. During 
his second year he ran foul of the Proctor and was co- 
opted by the present writer on to the first Committee 
of the newly-founded Mummers Dramatic Society. He 
then founded the Alephs, a Queens’ version of the 
Odd Bodies. Exhausted again with the cares of State 
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and Mathematics he became President of the Chess 
Club of the University, and has been dozing there 
in secluded splendour ever since. Occasionally he can 
still be seen abroad in Cambridge, either dizzily perched 
upon an ancient bicycle or else, since he learned to ride 
a bicycle too late in life for it to be of any practical 
service to him, he can be observed traversing the streets 
with the incredible rapidity which he acquired in Isling
ton. His secret vice is solitary singing, or, more 
properly, warbling; but in his quiet way he is a 
whimsical, metaphysical humorist of a shrewd kind, 
and we wish him a brilliant future apart from being 
a Man of Mark.

C. H. B. S. S.

Florentine Art in the Fitzwilliam.
IN view of the near approach of the Italian Exhibition 

at Burlington House it may not be out of place to 
discuss one or two of the pictures which the Fitzwilliam 
Museum is lending to it. These pictures (five in number) 
are all of the Florentine school, and between them 
they reveal some of the chief characteristics of 15th 
century Florentine art.

But first, let us try to understand what it is that we 
ought to look for in a picture. It is often regarded 
as an illustration of a story, or as an imitation of natural 
phenomena. In fact, it is rare to find a picture appre
ciated as a picture, but rather as a good or bad resem
blance, or a parable in colour and form. But an artistic 
product must be valued for its inherent merit and not 
only for what it suggests.
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The art of painting pictures is inextricably entangled 

with the art of designing; and a good design is not 
always found in so-called “realistic” pictures. It would 
be rash to deny that realism is found in some good 
pictures (such as those of Vermeer), but it would be as 
untrue to say that the realism of a Dutch interior con
stitutes its artistic value. A picture which lacks design 
and logical construction of masses and lines is like a 
building without foundations. Such a picture has no 
message to convey to sincere admirers of art, though it 
may satisfy the romanticist, the sentimentalist and the 
realist.

The advantage of early Florentine art is that it 
exercises our powers of appreciation to the uttermost. 
An example of this is the “Madonna adoring the Child,” 
by the Master of the Castello Nativity. Of the three 
types mentioned above, perhaps only the first will be 
attracted by this work. To him it will stand for the 
dawning Renaissance chasing away the shades of the 
Middle Ages and a good deal more. Actually the 
picture can be submitted to the most searching tests. 
As a design it is coherent and dignified. The eye 
delights in following the austere curves of the Virgin’s 
dress and in noting the simplification of natural forms 
which has been effected. There are no dull passages. 
The colours are remarkable for translucency.

Anything I have said about this picture can be applied 
to the others which the Fitzwilliam is lending to the 
Italian Exhibition. In the painting by Domenico Vene
ziano representing “the Miracle of St. Zenobius,” there 
is more of the illustrative or story-telling element; but 
the picture is not lacking in artistic content. Look for 
instance at the design formed by the interplay of roofs 
and walls of houses also at the profile treatment of the 
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principal characters. In spite of the abundance of 
detail, our attention is naturally focussed on the main 
action. Regarded as a pattern or as an illustration, the 
picture is a success. We must not, however, allow 
our admiration for the latter quality to blind us to the 
more essential architectonic merits of the picture.

The only way to appreciate pictures is not to talk 
about them or to read about them, but to look at them. 
There are few intelligent people who are not susceptible 
to rhythmic arrangement of form in some medium or 
other; and it is that which artists give us. Let us look 
forward to the Italian Exhibition, in which we shall see 
the artist in man in one of its most brilliant moods.

Philip Pouncey.

L’Après-midi d’une Termite.

AN afternoon in August.
The sky is a dome of lead. Beneath its pressure 

the air becomes heavy, and sweeps in sluggish waves 
across people’s faces, scorching the skin and leaving a 
fine dust of straw, dung and cement-scrapings.

The fervent heat strains the buildings. Girders 
stretch, walls curve and beat the heat back to the 
pavements. A few men dawdle in the shadows, and 
sometimes one will emerge, walk quickly through a 
slab of sunshine, and disappear again.

It grows hotter.
Policemen fixed to the middle of the road wilt where 

they stand, as the scent of tar and petrol rises from 
ankles to nostrils. People, unpleasantly conscious of 
sweat sticky at the armpits, stop working and sit still, 
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fanning themselves with scraps of old newspapers. 
Slatey clouds collect at the edge of the sky, climb upon 
each other and rise in a slow inevitable motion.

It becomes a little cooler.
‘We shall have a storm soon,’ they say, coming out 

from the tea-shops, where they have been in hiding, to 
pick their way gingerly across the melting tar. They 
move more quickly, with fearful looks upward at the 
changing light.

The sky is a dome of copper, straining against unseen 
ribs. Surely it must crack now and fall to squash the 
town into one more stratum of bricks and crunching 
bones.

People grow frightened, conscious of their smallness 
and absurdity, anticipating the shock of the first thunder 
clap. A frown like the shadow of the storm-clouds 
spreads on a sea of irritable and suspicious faces.

The movements of nine million animals accelerate. 
And Jemmet’s too. Not that he noticed the sky. He 
was too busy forgetting the throbbing behind his left 
temple. As if someone inside his head were tapping 
on a nerve every time he made a step.

He thought that if he walked faster and concentrated 
on overtaking people in front of him he might forget 
it, but, instead, a new pain encircled his temples. He 
halted, startled and alarmed at the suddenness of the 
attack. The man behind stumbled, nearly fell over 
Jemmet’s umbrella and went on. Jemmet suddenly 
felt an irrational hatred for him. He would like to 
have kicked him for the imbecile way he had staggered 
to one side. And then his fears of the future began to 
threaten him again. As usual his images followed the 
same sequence. Monday. The Boss. Calling for the 
books. Waiting. Hello! What’s this? Waiting. 
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Incredulous. “What’s the meaning of this, Jemmet?.” 
“Oh! Halliday, fetch a police constable.” And then 
and then and then......he knew the scene by heart. It 
was like a scene in a play he had watched acted scores 
of times, always with the same words and gestures. 
Worse than an obsession it was with him, paralysing 
and preventing any attempts at escape. By now he had 
accepted his exposure as a fact, inevitable, and scarcely 
felt any emotion except an exasperated desire to have 
the whole beastly business finished. He had welcomed 
the headache as a counter-irritant. Sometimes he 
almost looked forward to Monday; at least by twelve 
o’clock it would be all over. But then again he felt the 
disgrace, even in anticipation, as acutely as a violent 
toothache, and was consumed with self-pity. He 
wanted to burst into crying, to have somebody comfort 
him, wiping away the tears with smooth white hands, 
telling him it was only a dream. He hated those 
sweating, indifferent figures, passing by, so insolently 
intent upon their miserable affairs while he had Monday, 
the black Monday like a pit in his life’s path.

The thunder is still poised in the skies. It grows 
dark. An old beggar, who stands with his back to the 
church railings, thinks of the Day of Judgement, and 
moves closer to the gate of the church. He stops 
offering matches and thrusts away the coins which an 
equally frightened old lady gives him.

Jemmet began to walk very quickly, almost running 
past the beggar’s mask and the public house where 
drinkers are pallid ghosts behind the windows. Next 
door there was a large notice:—PASSPORT PHOTOS 
3 for 6d.

This brought Jemmet to a sharp halt. For the first 
time in a fortnight he thought clearly and saw himself, 
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in one smooth movement folding a completed passport 
and leaping on the train, the customs, and the boat 
steaming with frenzied haste from ledgers that lay 
in wait. And with that he was inside the shop, 
leaning breathless over the counter and saying ‘Can 
I have three passport photos for sixpence?’

The shop was kept by a massive Italian woman. She 
was slow in her movements, pausing before her sentences 
as if she meant to expel some weighty aphorism and 
when the words came from those thick lips they were 
like heavy weights dropping. As she said ‘Yess. Ssir. 
But you know that you will have to wait.’ Jemmet felt 
iron bands had been clamped on him. The fight went 
out of him at once. Of course it was futile to escape, 
there was no chance and he might as well give up 
struggling. But he sat down to wait on the hard 
wooden chair. The woman left the room and he re
mained to watch the drab curtains and the bluebottle 
buzzing at the windowpane. Again the hammering 
behind his forehead. He heard the Signora wrangling 
with solemn emphasis about supper. She seemed to 
have forgotten him, must have forgotten him, forgotten 
him.

It was very still.
But the heat has left the world outside and flown in 

a dark tide into the room. You feel the walls sweeping 
the heat in great sluggish waves through the sides of 
the house and round about your body, which sweat covers 
like an undergarment. And the girders stretch and strain 
to beat the sun back upon you. It is intolerable to feel 
the people moving indifferently in the streets with faces 
drawn by waiting for the thunder. Inside the room you 
are safe from them but your name is Jemmet and you have 
Black Monday waiting for you. The hammering behind 
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your head begins to change its rhythm and the curtains 
stiffen as you look at them. Around the doors they 
come, the beggars and the pallid ghosts, and the Boss 
calling for the accounts. Up you get, unable to keep 
still, walking slowly across to the counter and then 
back to the chair. Back again to the counter and then 
back to the chair, repeating your movements in mono
tonous reiteration, (oh what are you doing), and run 
round the room in the reverse order, from counter to 
chair, chair to window, window to counter. (Oh what 
are you doing, now you have done it, now you are 
caught for ever). Jemmet stops out of breath, his head 
swimming, foam at the lips. And now the mists clear 
from his mind. It is only necessary to smash the world 
into splinters. He picks up the chair and hurls it with 
all his strength at the wall where it crashes into a large 
framed picture. Yes that is the solution. To smash the 
whole world. He falls upon a heap of proofs and tears 
them into shreds, and, screaming with joy and excitement, 
throws a vase of flowers into the fireplace and tears at 
the curtains. The Signora appears at the door, aghast 
at this madman destroying her thirty shillings a week. 
She screams for help. A little group of people, grateful 
for diversion, collect outside the shop. Two constables 
appear and Jemmet is taken away.

Now the thunder is coming. The grey ghosts hold 
their breath, lights are switched on and people run for 
shelter. And now the clouds burst, and the merciful 
rain cools the hot brow of Jemmet, smiling vacuously 
at his escort.

Max Black.

C
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Political News.
(From our Special Correspondent).

MR BARKANEIGH, the spirit riding the whirl
wind of the storm of the resurgent young 

Liberals of Queens’, kindly granted me an interview 
and expatiated on the present political situation of the 
Liberals.

“I am afraid that the present state of affairs is not 
too happy, although our actual numbers are about the 
same as last year. You see, I took command of the 
situation too late in the term to achieve that revival in 
my party, which so exhausted the energies of Mr Lloyd 
George in the last election. Poor man! The trouble, 
of course, are those Freshmen. They bury themselves 
in their burrows and I can’t understand why they do 
not respond to the magnet of my appeal. Yes, yes, the 
situation is very bad and I do not seem to have enough 
oil in my voice to soothe the troubled waters. The 
Liberal Ball? oh certainly, we provide very liberal 
partners. But nevertheless we are the patriotic party, 
comes from the latin word ‘patria,’ which means father- 
land . . . . But excuse my debating style. It is getting 
quite a habit, you know.”

But in the meantime, I was away in an unsuccessful 
attempt to find the leader of the local Soviet, who I learnt 
was contemplating offers from Broadway to star in revue 
productions, as a result of his efforts in the Labour Club 
Revue. It is rumoured that the nocturnal sartorial 
idiosyncrasies of J. H. Thomas are finding favour in the 
lower orders of the party, and that the aforesaid Soviet 
leader was seen masquerading in heretical fancy evening 
dress at Flirton Ball, and that he was not unduly alarmed 
at being mistaken for the Wandering Jew.
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Mr. J. Prouvitt received my pertinent questions with 
urbane silence. Then having carefully wiped his third 
reserve pair of tortoiseshells with his silk bandana and 
having gazed binocuously at me for a time, replied 
in modulated tones:

“There is a strong bond of union amongst Cambridge 
Conservatives—a tie, sir, which, in its colourful pattern, 
has the magical property of removing all political 
scruples. The landslide is stayed. Mr. Baldwin is still 
vociferously cheered at every party meeting, so the party 
is all right.

Knowing my views and proclivities as regards this 
delicate subject, you will be glad to know that we are 
making great progress among the flappers. The vote 
was worth it, old man. Ah! ah! But don’t put that 
in, will you? Actual numbers very satisfactory! Since 
last year we have increased our numbers in Queens’ by 
one, nine of which are Freshers!”

At this bombastic effort, I fled, encircled by visions of 
a three-fold trinity . . . . . three in one, and one in 
three . . . . . and that cubed!

Politic Peter.
[The Editor disclaims any responsibility for the above remarks. 

Politic Peter’s journalism will grace no more these pages].

The Boar wants to know
Whether the Dutch Government have suspended dip

lomatic relations with this country.
Whether Cupid was fined for practising archery in 

Friars?
Whether in future Hall is to be announced by a jazz 

band, led by its constitutional leader, the local Teddy 
Brown?

Whether King’s are fitting Triplex in future?
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The German Jugendherberges.
NOBODY can return from a visit to Germany 

without being tremendously impressed by the 
Reichsverband für Deutsche Jugendherbegen. This is an 
organisation, owned by the state since last year, 
although it was originally founded by private enterprise. 
It provides Jugendherbeges, literally “youth hostels” 
where walkers and cyclists can sleep. There are over 
22,000 of these hostels and they make possible those 
innumerable parties of young people one meets on every 
high road in Germany, sensibly and picturesquely 
dressed, who live for weeks at a time in the country.

The Jugendherbeges vary considerably in comfort. 
Old war barracks furnished the homes of the early ones, 
but most large towns now provide very fine modern 
buildings. In Aix-la-Chapelle, for example, the hostel 
is to be found in an old mediaeval tower, while at 
Cologne it is comparable in comfort and cleanliness to 
a good English hotel. Most of the others fall consider
ably below this standard, but I never found one in which 
it was impossible to sleep. The hostels include dormi
tories for sleeping, a dayroom for eating and reading, 
and sometimes a kitchen in which members can cook 
their own meals. Often cooked food can be obtained 
at cheap prices, and nearly always coffee and mineral 
waters, from the Herberge Mütter. One sleeps on camp- 
beds often arranged in double layers, like bunks in a 
ship, to save space. In charge is the Herberge Vater, 
usually a young man who lives with his family in the 
hostel.

There is practically no restrictive regulation and there 
is a happy lack of formality, although smoking and drink
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ing are not allowed. The Herberge goes to bed at 9.30, 
lights out and doors closed at 10.0 o’clock, and all rise 
at 6.30 in the morning, eager to make the most of the 
day’s sunshine.

The use of the shelters is not restricted to young 
people under 20, although these have first claim if there 
is insufficient accommodation. Any person, whether 
German or foreign can join the association (whose 
address is the Reichsverband für Deutsche Jugendher
bergen, Hilchenbad im Westphalen, Germany) by paying 
a yearly membership fee, five shillings for adults and less 
for young people who join in a group. In return, one 
receives a copy of their magazine, once a month, and 
one is entitled to sleep at one of the Jugendherbergen for 
sixpence a night. This movement is spreading over all 
Europe, and a member of the D. J. H. can now stay in 
the Herberges in Holland, Austria, Switzerland and 
Sweden.

It is difficult to speak too highly of the spirit which 
pervades this flourishing organisation. The atmosphere 
of friendship, tolerance and good humour of the Jugend
bergen is best experienced by actually sleeping in one 
and trying to talk broken German to half a dozen people 
at once. A holiday at once delightful and inexpensive, 
it is a most stimulating and broadening experience, for 
one meets such diverse types of wanderer from the jolly 
school-children travelling en masse with their teachers, 
to the unemployed wandervögel, young men who are sent 
wandering about Germany looking for work and are 
given free meals and shelter.

The schools in particular have taken with great en
thusiasm to wandering and walking. At the Travel 
Exhibition at Dresden, I saw maps revealing incredible 
distances walked by secondary school-children. It is 
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comparatively nothing for them to spend a holiday in 
walking a distance equal to that between Sussex and 
Wales. The educative influence of the system is excel
lent, for the benefit is derived from the Herbeges is not 
only that on arriving at a strange place one is reasonably 
sure to find cheap shelter ; but also one is certain to 
find pleasant company, and the continual contact with 
new people and new ideas, is bound to break down 
one’s prejudices and to widen one’s sympathies.

Such a movement may have a great significance at the 
present time when responsible men are looking for the 
prevention of war in the spread of internationalism. The 
power of “jingoism” in the past has been its control 
of the effective symbols, the rattle of the drums and the 
rhythm of the soldier’s march. Pacificism has lacked 
effective colourful symbols. To stir the “peaceful 
emotions,” it has been necessary to emphasise the horrors 
of war, and there has been too little positive suggestion 
(in the psychological sense) in favour of peace. The 
Herberge may be a very influential weapon of peace, for 
the J. D. H. with its increased opportunities for cheap 
travel, has very much increased the possibility of that 
friendly intercourse between peoples which is most 
fertile in inducing a pacific attitude among men and is 
one of the best safeguards against war.

There seems to me every reason for starting a similar 
institution in England. Consider the gain which would 
immediately result to the national health, if our 
slum children, who at present are condemned to spend 
the summer months in the poisonous atmosphere of the 
city slums, could pass that time in the fresh air, on the 
downs or by the sea. The practical difficulties are 
negligible. If Germany could do it, in the ruin and dis
organisation of the post-war period, it is certainly with
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in the scope of England. It would need little to open a 
chain of a dozen “youth-hostels” in Sussex, say, or in 
the Lake District, at intervals of fifteen miles. The 
initial outlay would be small, and if the interest of 
schoolmasters and public workers were aroused, its suc
cess would be spontaneous.

M. Black.

W. S. Gilbert and Aristophanes.

PERHAPS there is no parallel more striking in 
literature than that between Aristophanes and 

W. S. Gilbert. An Athenian of the age of Pericles 
and a Victorian ...... vivid contrasts must surely arise, 
but they are mere high lights which throw into clearer 
relief the essential affinity of these two men.

Gilbert must have had a fund of classical learning 
and was no doubt familiar with the plays of Aris
tophanes. The fairy queen in Iolanthe sings “O amor
ous dove! type of Ovidious Naso,” and the rapturous 
maidens in Patience bid each other

“With a Daphnephoric bound 
Tread a gay but classic measure.”

The Major-General knows “the croaking chorus from 
the Frogs.” while the comedian, newly become Grand 
Duke, proposes “to revive the memories of Athens 
at her best.” He indulges in graphic translation:

“As they gradually got on, they’d ‘trepesthai pros ton potomon.’ 
[Which is Attic for a steady and a conscientious drink].”

Both men held up the mirror to contemporary 
society by means of the comic drama. In both their 
dialogue is woven with lyrical song, and many of the 
Aristophanic characters found their modern counter
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part in the Operas—the general, the ultra-modern poet, 
and the juryman. But let us pass beyond what may 
be the superficialities of technical resemblance and 
contrast, to, what is more fundamental, a consideration 
of the reaction of contemporary society on these two 
poetic dramatists, of the moulding influence of their 
various civilisations.

Aristophanes wrote in the intense, brilliant, electric 
atmosphere of the Athens of Pericles, when every man 
was an active politician, when Athens, imperialist and 
democratic, was engaged in a death struggle with dour 
Sparta, when there numbered amongst her citizens, 
Euripides, Socrates, Plato, Pheidias and Alkibiades. 
Gilbert lived in the placid self-content of the pros
perous, optimistic Victorian era. Hence we find that 
the feeling of the Greek poet is more passionate, his 
humour more extravagant, his language coarse, and 
his aims more serious. The comedian set himself up, 
paradoxically enough, as the friendly counsellor of the 
Athenian. Wisdom lay in his banter. The Athenians 
would no doubt laugh uproariously when they saw 
Trygaeus ascending to heaven on his beetle in Peace, 
or Philocleon emerging from the chimney pot, disguised 
as smoke in the Wasps, but behind this foolery lay 
Aristophanes’ intention, that the Athenian citizen 
wending his way home should feel convinced of 
the futility of the war, or of their excessive love of 
litigation. W. S. Gilbert, on the other hand, might 
only claim to be a benefactor to society, in providing 
it with a wholesome tonic of beautiful laughter. In no 
opera has he a more serious purpose, except in Patience, 
which is throughout a satire on the “ultra-poetical, 
super-aesthetical set.” He had no wish to claim the 
halo of a political Nestor, as did Aristophanes.
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“Let honour and praise be the guerdon, of the Poet whose 
satire has stayed you 

From believing the orators’ conceits, wherein they have 
cajoled and betrayed you”

Gilbert is but poking mild and genial fun at British 
institutions and characters, when he caricatures, say, 
the House of Lords, or our legal system. His humour 
always leaves a pleasant memory behind. But Aris
tophanes was inspired by a fervent love for the old 
customs and life of Athens, and in the demagogues, 
militarists and sophists, he saw degeneration at work. 
His tone became aggressive and outspoken, and the 
remarkable license of the Athenian comic drama allowed 
him to indulge in personalities. “The task of filling 
up the blanks I’d rather leave to you.” says Gilbert. 
Aristophanes’ hatred of the demagogue was famous and 
‘the gog-toothed monster’, Cleon, was satirised as a 
sausage-seller.

“Aye and I know what I myself endured 
At Cleon’s hands for last year’s Comedy. 
How to the Council-house, he haled me off; 
And slanged, and lied, and slandered, and be-tongued me, 
Roaring Cycloborus-wise; till I well nigh 
Was done to death, bemiryslushified.”

Euripides and Socrates, as exponents of the new thought 
and destroyers of the old order of things, felt the keen 
edge of his satire and were represented in person in fine 
and extravagant caricature on the stage The Athenians 
loved such personalities.

His humour, in consequence is much more extravagant 
and farcical, and his effects in diction, in action and 
situation, are got by sheer and startling comicality, 
as when the Megarian in the Acharnians disguises his 
daughters as pigs, and Socrates swinging aloft in his 
basket exclaims

“I walk on air and contemplate the sun.”
D
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Gilbert, on the other hand, weaves his humour in a 
subtle manipulation of words, in an amazing command 
of metres, and most characteristic, in his comic use 
of rhyme, as, for instance,

“Then if you plan it, he 
Changes organity 
With an urbanity 
Full of Satanity 
Vexes humanity 
With an inanity 
Fatal to vanity— 

Driving your foes to the verge of insanity!”
The Athenian, full-blooded, intellectual and Pagan, 
tolerated all coarseness, and knew not the modern censor 
or Mrs Grundy. Gilbert, however, wrote for a refined 
Victorian audience, always ready with a “We are not 
amused,” and his tone was milder. His work lacked, 
therefore, the Aristophanic vigour. Speaking of Athens 
he himself wrote—

“Yes, in reconsideration there are customs of that nation, 
Which are not in strict accordance with the habits of our day, 
And when I come to codify, their rules I mean to modify, 
Or Mrs Grundy, p’r’aps may have a word or two to say.”

In conclusion, Aristophanes must be granted the 
superior of the Victorian. He is a true poet, while 
Gilbert is not. Many of the songs of the opera have 
great lyrical beauty—the madrigal, for instance, but 
Gilbert never approaches the poetical heights of the 
choruses of the Clouds, of the Mystae in the Frogs, or 
of the closing scene of the Birds; he is seldom really 
inspired. In love and hatred, the feelings of Aris
tophanes are deeper, more intense, more passionate, 
and that was because his comic and poetic genius 
was impelled by a certain highmindedness, by a love 
of a noble cause, the glory of his city.

R. E. W.
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St Bernard Society.
THIS term’s programme consisted of alternate debates 

and concerts. The experiment of holding the 
Freshmen’s Debate in the first term of the year, with a 
view to stimulating an early interest amongst those who 
will constitute future committees, did not draw such an 
attendance as one would have liked to see. The speaking 
as a whole was not of a high order. A very poor house 
assembled for the Visitors’ Debate. But the Dons’ 
Debate proved the usual attraction, and a good house 
listened with amused appreciation to the wit that 
came forth. The motion was “That the spread of tech
nical education is a menace to this University ”, and was 
debated by Dr A. B. Cook, Dr A. J. Venn, Rev. C. T. 
Wood, and Mr A. D. Browne.

The concerts culminated in the third of the now 
established annual Bedders’ Concerts. Out of a long 
list of entertainers, there must be singled out the 
marionette artistes, and the songsters in “The Police- 
man’s Serenade”.

The officers elected for the Lent Term are as follows:
President: W. B. Wigram. Vice-President: R. de B. Welchman. 
Secretary: J. E. L. Newbigin. Assistant Secretary: L. W. R. Cox. 
Treasurer: J. S. Dawes.

R. de B. Welchman, 
Secretary.

Erasmus Society.

THE Erasmus Society has been fortunate in hearing 
four papers full of interest and of high merit.

Mr. S. P. B. Mais, himself an author and novelist of 
high reputation, discussed “The Modern Novel” in a 
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highly amusing and severely critical vein. He succeeded 
in discovering certain general tendencies amidst the 
welter of present-day publications and supported his 
criticism by quotations drawn from a wide field of novel 
writing.

Mr. C. H. B. S. Shope, whose “Tragedy of Galileo” 
was heard some months ago, read his latest drama 
“Sophia.” Mr. Shope has written a play in the Greek style, 
the thesis being that, throughout all ages, Youth and 
Beauty have been sacrificed to Love.

“The Dramatic Illusion” was discussed by Mr. Edward 
Bullough, of Caius College, in a highly original manner. 
Mr. Bullough’s views aroused considerable controversy 
but his treatment of the subject displayed a great 
knowledge of the theatre and high ambitions for its 
future development.

C. D. A. Goring read a paper on “Tendencies in con
temporary German Literature. The horrors of war, 
culminating in the defeat of Germany have had a 
profound influence on the national outlook and that 
changed attitude is clearly reflected in the present-day 
literature of Germany. Mr. Goring, who has a most 
intimate acquaintance with German authors and their 
books, illustrated these tendencies by quotations drawn 
mainly from the works of Emil Ludwig and Bruno 
Franck.

By the kind invitation of the Shirley Society, the 
Erasmus Society heard Mr. R. C. Sherriff, author of 
“Journey’s End,” read a paper on “War-Plays.”

W. F. WILLSON, 
President.
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St Margaret Musical Society.
IN the course of the term there were two organ recitals 

and a concert. The latter was held by kind per
mission in Mr Potts’s rooms and was of a pleasant in
formal nature. The programme contained some little 
known works including a song composed by a member 
of the College. The attendances at the organ recitals 
were poor.

The Programme of the Concert was as follows:
1. Sonata for Violin and Piano. No. 3. ... Handel 

P. H. Gent and G. Knight (of Peterhouse)
2. Songs 

See, see the heavens smile 
I attempt from love’s sickness Purcell

P. M. R. Pouncey
3. Piano Solos 

Prelude and Fugue in C maj. ... ... ... Bach 
La Soiree dans Grenade ... ... ... Debussy 

C. E. H. Boys

4. Piano Duet ... Waltzes .............................Brahms 
H. H. Wintersgill and J. S. Dawes

5. Song 
A Child’s Prayer ... ... ... C. B. Rootham 
Far over seas ... ... ... D. D. R. Pouncey 

P. M. R. Pouncey
6. Piano Solos 

Prelude and Fugue in C mi. 
Dance for Harpsichord ... .. ... Delius 
Dance (from the Sonatina) . ... Ravel 

C. E. H. Boys

Organ Recital Programmes.
November 3rd.

Choral Preludes 
Croft’s 136th 
Martyrdom C. H. H. Parry

Andante ........................... A. P. F. Boely
Prelude and Fugue in C .......................... J. S. Bach
Sonata No. 5 .................................... Josef Rheinberger
Fantaisie .   C. Saint-Saens
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November 24th
Prelude and Fugue in C mi .......................... J. S. Bach
Allegretto ................................................. N. W. Gade
Sonata No. 1 ...................................... Josef Rheinberger

Prelude—Andante— Fuga
Choral Prelude on Franconia ... D. D. R. Pouncey
Fantasy-Prelude......................... ... C. Macpherson
Chorale—Improvisation on Nun Danket alle Gott ... 

S. Karg-Elert
— Marche Triomphale —

J. S. Dawes, 
Secretary.

The Classical Society.

THE membership of the Society has been more than 
doubled this term, and the meetings have been 

considerably more lively in consequence. At the first, 
Thesmophoriazusae of Aristophanes was read and its 
humour was much appreciated. W. L. Clough next read 
a paper on “Greek Religion: Judaism versus Hellenism.” 
The speaker strove to maintain that the ethical ideals 
inculcated by Greek Pantheism were at least as high as 
the narrow principles of morality embodied in Jewish 
monotheism. This provoked a long and vigorous 
discussion which lasted into the early hours of the 
morning.

A large, heterogeneous gathering assembled on Nov
ember 19th to hear Miss Bacon, of Girton College, read 
a paper on Aristophanes and W. S. Gilbert. Dr. Cook 
kindly acted as host, and Mr. Potts was a welcome 
visitor. The originality and humour of the paper 
appealed to all, as a similarity of method, aim, technique, 
and, at times, of phrase was traced between the two.
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Dr. Giles, the Master of Emmanuel, was to have read 
a paper on “Lucullus—an unappreciated Roman,” but 
through an unfortunate misunderstanding the meeting 
has had to be postponed. The Public Orator and Mr. 
Hallward of Peterhouse, have both promised to speak 
next term.

W. L. Clough.

The History Society.
THREE meetings of the Society have been held 

during the past term. At two of these we heard 
papers given by visitors of great distinction, whilst D. E. 
Lupton showed us sound scholarship achieved by an 
undergraduate.

In the absence of Mr. Laffan, Mr. Northam has presided 
over our meetings, and we thank him most heartily for 
the lively interest displayed by him towards this society. 
From the funds of the society a copy of Armstrong’s 
“Life of Charles V.” has been purchased and placed in 
the College Library.

On October 23rd D. E. Lupton read us a paper on “The 
Pact of Paris and its relation to the Covenant of the 
League of Nations.” Although there were no fervent 
partisans or opponents of the League of Nations, the 
discussion which followed lacked nothing in vigour.

At the second meeting of November 5th, Professor 
Ernest Barker gave a paper on “East and West during 
the Crusades.” The paper amongst other things showed 
up our own ignorance of the Crusades, and so the dis
cussion after the paper was very general and became 
soon diverted to Professor Barker’s recent experiences 
in the United States.
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At the third meeting, held on November 27th, Professor 
J. Holland Rose read a paper on “The Ship and the 
Progress of Civilisation.” He revealed to us the supreme 
importance of maritime discovery, and exploded the 
fallacy of the greatness of the “Age of steam,” showing 
how the transition from oars to sails was of far greater 
import than that from sails to steam. We take this 
opportunity of thanking both of our visitors for the 
very excellent papers that they read to the society.

J. Whitwell.

The Ryle Society.

MEETINGS of the Society were held in the Dean’s 
Rooms during the Michaelmas Term, when Dr. 

A. B. Cook, and Dr. S. A. Cook were the speakers. The 
Society would like to express its thanks to the Dean for 
his kindness in loaning his room and providing coffee.

The findings of the Society in regard to the subject 
discussed are here appended.

A. G. Chappell.

Mystery Religions in Relation to Christianity,

We wish to express our conviction of the importance of 
studying this subject, because arguments based upon it have 
undermined the Christian faith of many men and are threat
ening to do so in increasing degree.
The following are our conclusions :

1. The Mystery Religions unquestionably bear witness to 
the longing of mankind for a Redemption wrought 
by God and not to be effected solely by human 
agency. In so doing they were prophetic of Christ
ianity.
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2. Christianity found ready to its hand a religious termin
ology (such as salvation; reborn into eternal life, 
etc.). To these terms it gave a higher spiritual 
meaning.

3. Many heathen gods have been adopted as Christian 
Saints, and heathen holy days and symbols given a 
Christian meaning. The real issue is whether this 
heathen influence has affected any vital beliefs of the 
Christian Church.

4. Mystery Religions offered participation in the life of a 
Divine Being, to give the initiate salvation in this life 
and the next. In this again they were prophetic of 
Christianity. But the conception of this divine life 
was on the whole more physical and its communica
tion more mechanical than in Christianity.

5. There is no clear evidence in the Mystery Religions of 
any belief in a Divine Being becoming really incar
nate to save mankind.

6. We know that some of these Religions had rites 
analogous to Baptism and Holy Communion. 
Enough evidence has not been produced to show 
the exact meaning attached to these sacramental rites 
in the Christian era. Some of the Gentiles thought 
that the God was in the food and so passed into the 
human person (cf. 1 Corinthians); but it is not 
known how widely this conception was still held.

7. It is clear that the New Testament does not borrow 
any distinctive Christian beliefs from heathen 
sources. If there be any such borrowing in later 
Christian belief, it must be due to converts from 
the Mystery Religions.

E
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Queens’ House.

SOMEWHERE down in East London, where the 
backwash of the industrial revolution has heaped 

itself up against the banks of the Thames in a froth 
of mean streets and ugly houses, there stands what 
might, to use geological terms, be called an outlier of 
Queens’; a piece of our heritage of fellowship and 
service planted down in dark and unwholesome sur
roundings. What responsibility have we towards it? 
If we leave it to itself, to fight its own battle with 
misery and darkness, it will be swallowed up. It is 
only by maintaining living ties of interest and friendship 
between Queens’ College in Rotherhithe and in Cam
bridge that the fight can be maintained. Herein lies 
the responsibility of every member of the College, and 
the necessity that The Dial should express the welcome 
of the College to the Rev. E. M. Vauston who has taken 
up the position of head of Queens’ House this term. 
Mr. Vauston is not a Queens’ man, but during his brief 
stay in the College this term many of us have been 
privileged to meet him, and it is to be hoped that by 
visits to Queens’ House, a greater number will enjoy this 
privilege and make more real the ties which bind him to 
the College as its missioner in Rotherhithe.

The summer camp, usually the best opportunity for 
contact with Queens’ House, was not held this year 
owing to the unfortunate illness of Mr. Copestake, but 
the Dean was kind enough to take a number of Queens’ 
House boys to his annual scout camp instead. A short 
account of this camp appears below.

A final duty is to express the sincere thanks of the 
College to Mr. Copestake for his work as missioner 
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during the last year. During his term of office he has 
done great things for the House and we wish him success 
in whatever work he may take up in the future.

J. E. L. N.

The Annual Camp was held this year at West Runton, 
on the Norfolk Coast, in conjunction with Mr. Wood 
and the 9th Cambridge Scouts. Situated within a 
hundred yards of the edge of the cliff the camp site 
afforded easy access to the beach and we managed to get 
at least one bathe every day. The weather was fairly 
kind, very little rain being experienced, although we did 
not see very much of the sun.

After tent inspection in the morning, there usually 
came a period of scout-work, followed by a bathe which 
gave one an excellent appetite for lunch. After lunch 
expeditions were arranged or treasure hunts and games 
organised, the expedition to Cromer Lighthouse being 
much appreciated.

A whole day excursion to Blakeney Point was also 
enjoyed, the idea of walking across miles of mud 
appealing to many members of the camp. A night 
attack on one occasion proved very exciting although 
somewhat painful to those who did not know the lie of 
the land. It is to be hoped that many more boys from 
Queens’ House will be able to attend the camp next 
year. They can be certain of having a wonderful time 
and the more it is backed up by Queens’ men the greater 
will be its success.

L. W. R. C.
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Q. C. R. U. F. C.
Captain: A. H. Watkins. 
Hon. Sec.: I. C. Fletcher. 
Committee: D. P. Bailey.

Summary of Results : Played 11. Won 5. Drawn 2. Lost 4.

WITH eight old colours in residence, prospects 
of a successful season were indeed bright at 

the beginning of term. The trial games were devoid 
of important disclosures except for the fact that most of 
the freshmen were forwards, of whom Matthews received 
a Freshers’ Trial and Waller and Price were reserves. 
Our problem, as usual, was to build up a well-balanced 
back division, and was rendered more difficult owing to 
an injury sustained by Jenkins in the second match of 
the term, which kept him off the field for the rest of the 
term, thus repeating his unfortunate history of last 
year.

The first match was disappointing, when Downing 
beat us by two goals to three tries, bad place kicking 
proving a severe handicap. Selwyn we beat easily 
(26-9), and followed this up by drawing with Corpus 
(3-3), and beating Emmanuel (6-0), for the first time 
in three years. We then lost somewhat unexpectedly 
to King’s (0-5), due perhaps to over-confidence. An 
evenly contested game with Christ’s resulted in a 
narrow win for the latter by 11 points to 8, and we 
were unlucky to lose Mellows at half-time with a badly 
sprained ankle.

The match against King’s, London, was played with 
a greasy ball on heavy ground in a drizzling rain when 
a draw (6-6) well represented the fortunes of the game.

The general improvement in every department of 
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the team was distinctly noticeable, and was amply 
evidenced by three consecutive victories over Ipswich, 
Peterhouse and Cambridge Town. In the last-men
tioned match, the whole side was at the top of its 
form.

A return match with Corpus was played on a heavy 
ground and resulted in a narrow win for them by 15 
points to 11. The last three matches were unfortunately 
scratched by our opponents.

During the term the following colours were awarded: 
full-colours to W. H. Diamond, who played consistently 
well, and was particularly useful in the loose; half- 
colours to J. L. Cottle, H. S. Mellows and P. L. C. Price.

We were lucky in having B. A. Roberts, who was 
Captain of the Club in 1927-28, again in residence, and 
he has turned out as regularly as his hunting engage
ments have permitted.

Watkins has proved a keen and hard-working Captain, 
and Fletcher has led the pack in capable fashion.

The pack on the whole is the best we have had in 
recent years, and in fact the same may be said of the 
whole side.

The 2nd XV. has not been so successful as last year, 
partly owing to the fact that half of the matches were 
scratched by their opponents, and partly owing to after
noon labs, claiming the attention of several players.

The 3rd XV. has had a most depressing term, the lack 
of material in the back division proving an insurmount
able barrier to success.

Our thanks are due to those members of the College, 
particularly G. R. Brand, who have very kindly under
taken the arduous and thankless task of refereeing.

D. P. Bailey, 
Committee.
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Q. C. A. F. C.

THE Club this term has not experienced a very 
successful time, since it has been an effort to 

keep the First XI in the Second Division. It was 
handicapped enormously from the beginning by the 
fact that only three freshmen play soccer—a blow 
from which it has not recovered and cannot this season 
because always the success of the club depends upon 
the quantity and quality of soccer freshmen. The old 
colours have played well, especially the captain A. H. 
Head and J. D. Foster, who as full-backs made possible 
the few wins which prevented the First XI from being 
relegated. The defence in general has done its work 
well in every game, but the forwards lack dash, show 
no signs of an effective combination and are very timid. 
When they learn to work together more and to forego 
the doubtful glory of individual spurts up field which 
invariably avail nothing, then something approaching 
a useful attack will have been formed. A good attack 
will not only produce goals and more chances of winning 
matches, but it will have the effect of making the de
fence do better what it is now doing well.

The Second XI has been admirably captained by 
L. W. R. Cox, who, despite the unfortunate lack of 
players, has fielded a team for every game. Like the 
First XI, it has not been very successful but it has 
acquitted itself well. Full colours have been awarded 
to D. A. Gray, half-colours to J. C. Aspden, W. T. 
Holloway and H. J. W. Stone, and at a meeting held 
at the end of the term D. A. Gray was elected Secretary 
for the coming Lent Term.

H. J. W. Stone is to be congratulated on being given 
a trial in the Freshers’ Match.

C. E. Allen, 
Hon. Sec.
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Q. C. H. C.
WE were lucky at the beginning of the season in 

having the ground in perfect condition, owing 
to good work being put in by Gordon during the vaca
tion. With seven old colours still up, it seemed quite 
possible that we might have a really good team, and 
the first few matches tended to justify this opinion. 
Unfortunately however, the forward line lost all dash 
and combination and half-way through the term drastic 
alterations took place. Such bad weather then ensued 
that it was only possible to play three matches in the 
last month, but from the results of these it seems that 
the weakness of the forward line has been eliminated 
and the outlook for next term seems quite promising.

The Second XI are rather stronger than of late years 
and so far have had a fairly successful season. It should 
retain its place in the Third Division of the Knock-out 
Competition without much difficulty.

The matches arranged for the Third XI have been 
rather interfered with by the bad weather, but they 
are to be congratulated on their performance in the 
“Getting-on” Competition when they beat Downing 
Second XI in the first round by 3—1, but they lost to 
Pembroke Second XI in the semifinal by 2—8.

T. L. Rowan is to be congratulated on captaining 
the hitherto unbeaten Cambridge team, and E. J. 
Hutchings on getting a Seniors’ trial and playing for 
the Wanderers on several occasions, also G. T. N. Mit
chell, the most promising freshman in the side who 
played in the Freshmen’s trial and for the Wanderers.

D. R. R. Pocock.
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Q. C. B. C.
OWING to the number of old May colours up this 

year we were able to enter for both the Light 
Fours and the Clinker Fours. A boat for the Light 
Fours was obtained from Clare, and although the 
period of training was short, steady improvement was 
made under the coaching of G. G. W. Farquharson of 
Trinity Hall, whom we should like to thank for the 
time that he gave up to us.

In the first round on October 30th, we defeated Pem
broke II. by 10 secs, but lost against Pembroke I. on 
the following day in spite of the fact that we took 
30 secs off our time of the previous day.

The crew was :—
st. lbs.

Bow C. M. Kidd 10 3
2 G. Gray 12 13
3 C. A. J. Barrington 13 1

Stroke A. G. R. Mooring 12 11

The Clinker Four is to be congratulated on its 
magnificent performance. Stroked by E. H. Burbidge 
it won its way to the finals, losing by 3 secs to St 
Catharine’s, who were one of the best boats entered for 
this event during the past few years. The crew were on 
the top of their form during the races and found little 
difficulty in beating Clare, Caius and Emmanuel on the 
first three days.

The crew was:—
st. lbs.

Bow J. J. Williams 11 4
2 G. U. Hayns 11 6
3 E. W. R. Guymer 11 5

Stroke E. H. Burbidge 10 8
Cox E. H. Sibson 9 4
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Three Trial Eights were put on the river this year 
and a three station race was rowed on Thursday 
morning, November 7th over the Colquhoun course. 
The result was rather disappointing, as B crew which 
had the rear station failed to take Grassy Corner 
successfully and fouled the bank. At this point they 
were up about a third of a length on C crew and were 
going well. The remaining two crews rowed a good 
race to the Glass Houses, C crew, stroked by R. E. 
Wycherley eventually winning by 3 secs. Times:—

mins. secs,
C crew middle station 8 31
A crew front station 8 34
B crew rear station 8 44

Next term we hope to enter a boat composed of 
members of the Field Clubs in the “Getting-on” races 
for the Lents and some tubbing has already been done 
this term.

C. A. J. Barrington, 
Hon. Sec.

HENLEY.
The First May Boat went to Henley this year and 

entered for the Thames Cup. The eight went into resi
dence at Lamorna, Greys Road, on Wednesday, June 
19th, which allowed twelve days rowing before the 
races. The crew made rapid improvement under the 
coaching of Mr G. C. Drinkwater, O.U.B.C., and reached 
the top of their form some days before racing. We drew a 
bye into the second round and although we were beaten 
by First Trinity II, the first class coaching which the 
crew received, and the experience of watching first class 
crews have been of great value.

F
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The College gained about a canvas on the start and 
were level at the first signal. From then First went 
away slowly and were about a length up at the mile 
post, winning by one and a quarter lengths. They were 
just beaten in the final by Browne and Nichols by less 
than a quarter of a length.

We are greatly indebted to Mr Drinkwater for the 
trouble he took with us and should also like to take 
this opportunity of thanking the College for their 
generosity in raising a Henley Fund. We are also in
debted to Mr Browne for the use of his car which made 
the journeys to and from the river very much easier 
as our digs were rather a long way out of the town.

A. G. R. M.

Chess Club.
President: L. F. W. Knight. 

Hon. Sec.: C. P. Holder. 
Committee: M. Black, G. H. Bonser.

THE Chess Club has had quite a successful season 
from the point of view of match results. Of the 

four matches played we have won three, beating St Cath
arine’s (6-2), Newnham (5-1) and Selwyn (5-3), and lost 
one—to Downing. The standard of play has been well 
up to that of intercollegiate games. We have to con
gratulate our Ex-President on his election to the Presi
dency of the University Club. In numbers we are quite 
strong—but the lack of interest shewn by freshers is 
amazing—does only one fresher in Queens’ play chess? 
May I appeal to freshers interested in chess, whether they 
have ever played, or not, to come along next term?

L. F. W. K.
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