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THE DIAL.

No. 64 Lent Term, 1930.

Editorial.
A COLLEGE magazine has a difficult task to 

perform in being the Cambridge Review and 
the Granta combined for its limited readers. These, 
whether they wish to judge it by such a standard or 
not, will no doubt do so, recognising in addition 
not only the time and trouble embodied in the con
tributions but the public spirit which prompted their 
writers. For this they are to be heartily thanked.

Perhaps a dedication would not be out of place 
by way of conclusion. And so, following Stephen 
Leacock’s model we hereby dedicate it to those 
smooth-tongued gentlemen, the secretaries of College 
Clubs, without whose leisurely co-operation we could 
have edited it in half the time—but probably with 
less pleasure.
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Dialiana.

WE would like to take this opportunity of thanking 
the Rev. T. G. Stuart-Smith for the able way in 

which he has occupied the Chaplaincy of the College 
during Mr Laffan’s absence. Mr Laffan will be returning 
next term and we shall be pleased to see him amongst 
us again.

We are sorry that Dr Kennett has been indisposed this 
term and we hope that his complete recovery will come 
with the better weather.

Dr Oman, we are glad to say, has recovered from his 
illness.

The Erasmus Room has been greatly improved by the 
addition of a handsome clock in a fine oak case, due to 
the thoughtful generosity of Mr Munro and Mr Sleeman. 
For this we heartily thank them.

Congratulations to:—
J. H. J. Crosse and A. J. Thomas on gaining their half- 

blues for Lacrosse, the former for the second time. Crosse 
was described in all accounts of the match with Oxford 
as the most outstanding player of the game and was 
the favourite of all the well-known picture-papers.

G. T. M. Mitchell on playing for Scotland at Hockey 
while still in his first year.

D. E. Lupton on being placed proxime accessit in the 
Cecil Peace Prize of £100. This prize, it may be added, 
is open to students in all British universities. We wish 
him all success next year.

The prize of £1 1s., offered last term for the best 
original design for the cover of The Dial, was awarded 
to M. S. Bartlett. The Committee, however, decided to 
make use of one prepared by F. Baker-Smith and this 
accordingly appears on the cover of this term’s Dial.
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Floreat Domus.
News of Old Queens’ Men.

ECCLESIASTICAL.
The Rev. E. W. Selwyn (B.A. 1911), Rector of Grimston, Norfolk. 

(College Living).
The Rev. Canon F. W. Dwelly (B.A. 1906), Vice-Dean of Liverpool 

Cathedral.
The Rev. E. C. Douglas (B.A. 1907), Chaplain to the Training-Ship 

at Greenhithe, has been moved to the Seamen’s Institute, Tilbury Docks.
The Rev. John Kingdon (B.A. 1910), now in South India, will be home 

on leave this summer.
The Rev. H. C. White (B.A. 1913), Vicar of All Saints’, W. Dulwich.
The Rev. T. K. Lowdell (B.A. 1921), vicar of Holy Trinity, Haver

stock Hill, N.W.3.
The Rev. V. H. Copestake (B.A. 1923), formerly College Missioner at 

Queens’ House, to be Curate of St Philip’s, Kennington.
The Rev. G. K. H. Pedley (B.A. 1923), Succentor at Coventry 

Cathedral.
The Rev. W. R. Griffiths (B.A. 1926), Vicar of Stokesay.

GENERAL.
Sir William Peel, K.B.E., C.M.G., (B.A. 1896), Chief Secretary to 

the Government of the Federated Malay States, has been appointed 
Governor and Commander-in-Chief of Hong-Kong.

R. J. Green (B.A. 1913), Headmaster of Coleshill Grammar School.
S. G. Jary (B.A. 1922), Asst Master at Bolton School, Manchester.
F. F. W. S. Williams (B.A. 1923), Inspector of Schools, Gold Coast.
A. L. C. Smith (B.A. 1924). Asst Master at the Crypt School, Glou

cester.
N. S. Aranachulam (1926–28), Asst. Collector, Chiltoor, S. India.
W. Sumner (B.A. 1927), Geologist to the Sarawak Oil Fields, Ltd., 

Mire.
J. B. Twemlow (B.A. 1928) is working in a coal-pit as a miner at 

Atherton, near Manchester.
D. H. Watts (B.A. 1928), Asst Master at Calday Grange Grammar 

School, West Kirby, Cheshire.
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BOOKS.
Basil Maine (College Organist, 1913–16), Author of Receive it So, has 

written a book entitled Reflected Music and other Essays (Methuen & Co., 
Ltd.). The publishers describe it thus:

“In this book of essays the author, who is the music critic of the 
Spectator and on the staff of the Morning Post, has written on a variety 
of subjects, from the new Beethoven criticism to the tendencies in con
temporary European music. In one chapter, he puts aside the critical 
attitude and, indulging in fantasy, describes a Hyde Park orator holding 
forth on the music of Brahms. But, as the title of the book implies, 
his chief concern is with the music of the future—music in connexion 
with broadcasting and the gramophone, a subject which he can discuss 
with experience, since he has broadcast about one hundred talks from 
2LO on composers and their works. His numerous listeners will be 
interested in the conclusion he reaches in his book.”

ENGAGEMENT.
The Rev. G. K. H. Pedley (B.A. 1923) to Miss Muriel Nixon.

MARRIAGES.
The Rev. T. K. Lowdell (B.A. 1921) to Miss Wiltshire, on Feb. 5, 1930.
T. G. Clarke (B.A. 1923) to Miss Monica Bantoft, on Dec. 28, 1929.
A. D. Hamilton (B.A. 1926), to Miss J. W. Mawdesley, on Mar. 14, 

1930.

BIRTHS.
To Winsome wife of H. D. Townend (B.A. 1913), a son, on Dec. 13, 

1929, at Calcutta.
To Beryl wife of G. C. Diamond (B.A. 1926), a son, on Dec 12, 1929.

DEATHS.
On Jan. 14, 1930, H. G. Yates (B.A. 1908) died as a result of an 

accident. He obtained his blue for Association Football in 1907 and 1908 
and, after being on the staff of both Highgate and the City of London 
Schools, had successfully conducted a private school for some years.

On Jan. 14, 1930, R. C. C. Gale, who was up in 1927–28, was killed 
in a motor accident at Stanton, Suffolk. He had not then recovered from 
injuries received in an aeroplane accident in the previous August.
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Man of Mark.

D. R. R. POCOCK.

THE early life of our hero—who rejoices in the 
names of Duncan Robert Riach Pocock—is 

shrouded in a mist; he was born on February 23rd, 
1909, and followed the usual courses of instruction at 
Norfolk House and Oundle. His careers at both were, 
we believe, respectable; at Oundle he was a house 
prefect, in the History VI and played Hockey and Fives 
for the school; but Duncan—as he is known to the elect 
few—or Pocky—as he is known to his many friends— 
had not yet found his real ‘milieu’.

Cambridge, and in Cambridge, Queens’, were to give 
Pocky the atmosphere he needed, and he was not long 
in coming into his own. He made his presence felt 
at once both athletically and socially. In turn he was 
elected to the Kangaroos, the Adonians, having occupied 
the post of His Satanic Majesty with some grace during 
the last year—and the Hawks. He has played Fives 
against Oxford three times and plays in the College 
Cricket XI. Among his other pursuits is swimming, in 
which sport he indulges for preference fully clothed in 
the ‘Backs’, or, if this is impossible, rather scantily 
garbed in the Upper River, harassing would-be punters; 
he is a sergeant in the ‘Gunners’, and was once secre
tary of the United Clubs. The Queens’ Ball last year 
was one of the most enjoyable of May Week, owing 
largely to his work, and we can only hope that he 
extracted as much pleasure from it as his efforts to 
make it a success deserved.
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But all these seemingly great achievements pall into 

insignificance before his real claim to fame : hockey. 
For it was hockey that first showed us the real Pocky. 
He had taken a Queens’ team to the Bournemouth Fes
tival, and of the scene which occurred one evening 
in the Bournemouth Pavilion, Pocky is best equipped 
to speak. “Yes, chaps, I beat it up allright, or rather 
I just walked in.” This might lead one to believe that 
Pocky is ‘tough’; he isn’t really, more especially when 
he hasn’t removed his glasses; some state too that the 
female sex possesses charms which render it immune 
from the effects of his ‘walking in’; it is hard to be 
dogmatic one way or another, as material is lacking. 
But to return to his glory; Pocky has been Captain 
this year of the Queens’ XI, and if we win the Second 
Division Knock-out it will be entirely due to the 
energy and trouble he has expended in getting the team 
together, and to his own personality which inspires all 
those under him.

So much for Pocky, now for Duncan. His ambition, 
he modestly states, is to be director of an incredible 
number of concerns at once, to which end he has read 
Economics and Law. He has some peculiar tastes; 
last year, for instance, his favourite wall paper was 
of an unique tomato-sandwich design ; another idiosyn
cracy is his ‘penchant’ for supervisions in the stalls 
of the New Theatre, while his devotion to ‘duty’ and 
its ‘calls’ make ordinary mortals realise of what 
inferior clay they are composed. Otherwise Pocky is 
almost normal; his favourite fairy story tells of 
misogamy, his favourite light literature is Dornford 
Yates. He has a mania for speed, even when smoking 
a cigarette, for dogs and for pipes. Upon various 
topics he never discourses especially Girton Fair, the 
buses of Cambridge and lumps of coal.
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For those who have not the privilege of knowing 

our hero, he may be recognised by his enormous height, 
his Grecian features, his curly black hair and his 
greetings of “olli olli”, “aye aye” or “Thanks, I’d 
like a pint,” and last but by no means least, by a 
coat which, though it cannot rival Benjamin’s, still 
has its own peculiar title to glory.

And now that we all know him, the toast is Mr. 
Duncan Robert Riach Pocock—the Man of Mark. To 
his future success!

Boarivaria.

WHY does the ‘Wearin’ o’ the Green’ affect a 
Kangaroo as a red rag does a bull ?

Why can’t we have low hurdles as well as high on our 
grass track?

Ecclesiastical item: The Chorleywood telephone 
system is to be entirely re-wired owing to over-work.

Who stroked the Lacrosse team and why doesn’t 
Surbiton like farmers?

All hail to the 3rd May Boat! So Satan finds some 
rowing still for idle hands to do!

Why has one member of the Boat Club been acclaimed 
Ghurka?

Who christened the outhouses across the river “Trans
pontine Dokett”?
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Did Mr Br--ne succeed in stilling the whispering of the 
croci on Bump Supper night?

An appreciative freshman: “Dons, like wine, im
prove with keeping.”

To fond mothers of prospective Queens’ men:—See 
that Tommy learns all that an adolescent should know 
in salutary circles by putting his name down for the 
“Snowdrop Society.” Write to the Secretary, Mr O. 
Barley Water.

We regard it as an act of Providence that the fossilised 
brontosaurus, recently discovered in Algeria, turned out 
to be a Californian mowing-machine buried in a land- 
slide, for we had almost become reconciled to expecting 
the absence of a reverend don during next term.

The literary world has witnessed this term the re
vealing of a lost genius in the poet Julian Humbert, 
whose centenary the Sunday Times at one time thought 
of celebrating. We would encourage our readers to try 
their hand. After all, are you not of much more value 
than many sparrows?

The long promised return to Victorianism is spreading 
steadily down the cheek of a distinguished ex-Editor of 
The Dial. We have no confirmation of the rumour that 
aspidistras have been seen on ‘A’ staircase. Gifts of 
razor-blades may be sent to the Editorial Offices.
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Three Queens’ “Worthies” of 1814.
[The following anecdotes concerning three famous characters Isaac Milner, 

Mr Lea and Dr Farish may be of interest to present-day members of the 
College. They are recorded in some notes made by my great-uncle, the 
Rev. John Venn, Fellow 1829–34. His first visit to Cambridge took 
place in 1814, prior to his admission to Harrow School, when, as a boy, 
he stayed with his brother, the Rev. Henry Venn, Fellow and Tutor. 

J. A. V.]

ISAAC MILNER was a great talker, and even when 
at Mr Wilberforce’s—who everywhere else led the 

conversation—was the centre of attraction. I well re
member when a sister of mine was visiting the Farishes, 
and called on Dr Milner—whom she had met at Mr 
Wilberforce’s and become well acquainted with—the 
Doctor called out to her, just as she had got to the 
bottom of the stairs, to remind her of some engagement: 
and when my sister asked him if he was sure of being 
able to meet her on the appointed day, he thundered 
out to her, “Sure! there is nothing sure but death and 
taxes!”

On one occasion he was travelling with a friend 
(I think it was Mr Wilberforce) and they stopped at an 
inn for the night, and after supper Milner began to 
tell a ghost story. One of the waiters, who was just 
leaving the room, hastened into the kitchen and told the 
other servants that one of the gentlemen was telling a 
ghost story; and they all came to the door, which had 
been left ajar, and listened with intense interest to it. 
Milner perceived it, but took no notice, and went on 
with the story, when suddenly he shouted out “and there 
the ghost is at the door!”. Instantly the servants, men 
and women, were seized with a panic, and, rushing away, 
tumbled over one another to the great amusement of the 
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party. And yet this strong-minded man trembled when
ever there was a thunderstorm, and would rush down 
into the cellar, wherever he was when he heard it. The 
explanation of this is as follows: One day he was 
travelling in his carriage when a tremendous storm over
took him just as he was entering into a town. The 
lightning was terrific and he hastened to take refuge in 
an inn. There was a school of little children close by 
the inn, and the lightning struck three of them dead just 
as he entered the inn. He went into the schoolroom and 
saw the dead bodies of the little children, and found out 
that they had been sitting together with their backs 
against the wall, just under a toasting fork with its 
three prongs.

Dr Milner had one night a very remarkable dream 
that proved literally true. He dreamt that he was 
made Dean of Carlisle: that he went to Carlisle and 
entered into the court, and went up to the door of the 
house, and that the door was opened to him, that he was 
taken all over the house, and that as he was leaving it 
he saw a tablet in the hall, and on the tablet was written 
these words “Sacred to the Memory of Isaac Milner, Dean 
of Carlisle, who died on.........”. More was written, but 
his agitation was so great that he awoke! The first 
thing he did as soon as it was morning was to go to 
Mr Farish, and tell his dream to him, and ask him to go 
down to Carlisle to ascertain whether his dream was 
correct or not as regards the Deanery. Mr Farish went 
down with him to Carlisle and they went all over the 
Deanery. There was a wall enclosing the Deanery and 
the court: and before the door into the court was 
opened the Dean said to Mr Farish, “Now at about such 
a distance and in such a direction we shall see the house, 
and the situation of the door of the house is so and so”. 
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The door of the court was then opened, and all they saw 
corresponded with the dream. They then walked up to 
the door of the house and before it was opened Milner 
said, “In such a place in the hall is the staircase, and in 
such a place is the door of the dining room, etc., etc.”. 
They then opened the door and all was as he said, 
excepting there was no tablet. The Deanery was given 
to him a short time afterwards!

During this first visit to Cambridge I became ac
quainted with that wonderful man, Mr Lea. Mr Lea 
was a common carpenter ; and was on one occasion sent 
by his master to do some work in the house of a rich 
gentleman in the neighbourhood. This gentleman had 
a good library, and one day he went into his study at the 
workmen’s dinner hour, and to his surprise saw Lea 
reading one of his books. In those days it was a rare 
thing for a working-man to be able to read, and the 
gentleman began to ask him how he had learned? He 
then found that this carpenter was a man of rare talent 
and would read and master a book, and sell it to buy 
another. He was at once taken up by some friends, sent 
to Cambridge and entered at Queens’ College. The Bible 
Society heard of him and employed him in translating 
the Bible into various languages and in revising their 
translations. When they wanted to translate the Bible 
into Amharic they gave him one or two MSS. in Amharic, 
from which Lea was to learn the language and to make 
a translation of the New Testament into it. Lea was 
most kind to me and gave me my first lesson in Hindoo
stanee, or Persian, I forget which, for I did not begin the 
real study of these languages till I went to Haileybury 
some years afterwards.

During this visit to Cambridge I also saw a good deal 
of Professor Farish, my father’s friend and one of my 
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guardians, and when I went up to Cambridge after my 
return from India, I saw still more of him, and regularly 
attended his Church. Professor Farish came from the 
north of England and was a great mathematician and 
Senior Wrangler. As professor, his business was to give 
a description of all kinds of machinery. He was very 
absent. On one occasion a friend went into his parlour 
at breakfast time and saw him sitting over the fire with 
an egg in his hand and his watch in the pot of boiling 
water, lost in contemplation and looking at the egg 
which he had in his hand as if it had been his watch. 
On another occasion when his servant brought his horse 
to his door, he mounted it, and, to the surprise of his 
servant, dismounted it again on the other side and walked 
quietly away, till the shouts of his servant, “Sir! Sir! ! 
here’s the horse”, brought him back again. On one 
occasion Professor Farish went to Liverpool to pay a 
visit to his old friend, Dr Tattershall, and some mem
bers of the committee for making the railway between 
Liverpool and Manchester happened to hear of his visit, 
and expressed their wish to Dr Tattershall to have an 
opportunity of consulting Professor Farish about its 
construction. Dr Tattershall, whom I well knew as a 
Tutor of my College, was either Senior Wrangler or a 
very high Wrangler, accordingly asked the committee to 
meet the Professor at dinner. When the cloth was re
moved the Chairman of the Company began to question 
the Professor. “Shall we make the line level from end 
to end? Or have an arrangement for hoisting the 
carriages by machinery from one level to another?” 
The Professor answered that, at whatever expense, they 
must make the line as level as possible. Then they asked 
him about the means of locomotion, whether by steam or 
by horses? The reply was “by steam”. They then 
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asked him at what rate they might go, if they made a 
railway such as he suggested? The Professor paused 
for some little time and—as I often saw him do—rested 
his elbow upon the table and looked up at the ceiling and 
said, “Well, gentlemen, I can now answer your question. 
If you adopt my suggestions you will be able to go 30 
miles an hour with perfect safety, and, if you wished it, 
you could go 60 miles an hour. But I should advise you 
to be satisfied with 30”. The committee looked at each 
other and asked no more questions. The Professor on 
his return to Cambridge called upon a friend whom I 
knew intimately, and who told me the story, and said to 
him, “I have been thinking over the whole matter and 
feel perfectly satisfied that I am right in my calculations, 
and I am going up to London to see Mr Huskisson and 
to propose that the Government should make railways 
throughout the kingdom, and to assure him of my con
viction that the Government might make such a profit 
as might in time almost pay off the national debt”. 
Before the Professor could communicate with Huskisson 
the fearful news came of his accident and death at the 
opening of the railway. The intimate friend of his and 
mine, to whom I have referred, asked him why he did 
not go up to London and see some of the members of 
the Government and acquaint them with his views? 
His answer was “Huskisson was my pupil, and knew me 
well and would have listened to me. No other member 
of the Government would pay any regard to what I 
might say. They would think I was in my dotage or 
out of my mind”. Whether the Professor’s scheme would 
have been advisable or not, one thing is certain, that 
millions of pounds might have been saved by it, though 
the public might not have been so much benefited by it.
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This Film Question.

IT is the custom in these days for persons who write 
the inexhaustible stream of articles dealing with 

the Art of the Cinema to attribute seventy-five per cent 
of the difficulties standing in its way to the Censor. 
The Censor is given all the blame for the fact that an 
artistically meritorious film can rarely be seen at a 
public cinema; he is persistently and monotonously 
called all the most derogatory of printable names, 
accused of incurable puerility and abysmal ignorance 
and used as a peg whereon to hang all the failures of 
the Cinema as an art in this country. This is the 
popular attitude, and this is useless; nor are the accusa
tions at all relevant.

To accuse a Censor of being artistically ignorant is 
like accusing one’s banker of being theologically ig
norant or one’s grocer of being astronomically ignorant. 
The business of a Censor has nothing whatever to do 
with art; it has, however, a great deal to do with 
politics, a little to do with religion and a certain 
amount to do with popular morals and susceptibilities. 
And this is a fact that revolutionary and abandoned 
film-enthusiasts will never realise. It is obviously 
necessary to have a Censor in the first place, and that 
being so, one has to reconcile oneself to the fact that 
the individual who occupies that position will probably 
be a shrewd but rather stupid person, just as most 
Members of Parliament are shrewd but rather stupid 
people. He will be shrewd in matters which directly 
concern his office and stupid in most other ways. It is 
in the order of things that he should be so, for he is 
concerned with what is thought to be the welfare of 
the nation, and we are, generally speaking, a stupid 
nation.
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If, therefore, one wishes to import a film or make a 
film to be publicly exhibited in England, it is well to 
realise that a film is not banned for being beautiful nor 
for being well photographed nor for possessing con
tinuity and unity of idea, but for a number of other 
things which have nothing whatever to do with art in 
themselves. Similarly, it would be well to remember 
that an obscene film is not of necessity artistic, nor a 
bestial film beautiful, nor a degraded film delectable. 
And what I would really wish to point out is that there 
is a large number of artistically and technically merit
orious films on the market to-day which have been 
passed by the British Censor.

Why cannot these films be seen in trade cinemas? 
If the Censor has sanctioned their exhibition, why are 
the public not allowed to take advantage of the fact? 
For the simple reason that the real culprit in this 
matter, as in so many others, is not the Censor at all 
but the Great British Public, who refuses to learn but 
demands to be listened to, who refuses to be in any 
way associated with art but demands to be able to 
voice an opinion on what is beautiful and what is not. 
The films which are to be seen at any time in the Trade 
Cinemas are, we all admit, almost invariably in the 
worst of taste, and the blame for this vulgarity, when 
not laid on the Censor, is laid on the producers, and 
we complacently call out against the vulgarity of men 
who are essentially vulgar and could never be anything 
else. But if these films are in bad taste, it is the taste 
not of the producer that is to blame nor the taste of the 
Censor, but the innate low taste and vulgarity of the 
film-going public who, by their patronage of the worst 
films, ensure their financial success and extensive 
exhibition.

F. B-S.
B
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Grob on Lectures.

MY intelligent friend, Theodore Grob, now on a 
visit to Cambridge, has been worrying me 

lately. He is in some ways a difficult person to handle, 
for he refuses to drink anything but water, will not 
occupy himself with rowing or some other useful pursuit 
and makes insulting remarks about his superiors. When 
I add that he is a Czech and, like many foreigners, 
addicted to the vice of strong thinking you will be 
sufficiently forewarned against his fulminations.

His sharp face, beaming with malicious good humour, 
burst in upon me the other morning when I was settling 
down to a sober hour consecrated to the study of The Times 
editorial. There is something delightfully taking about 
Theodore and the eagerness with which his sentences 
tumble out but his musical accent is quite impossible to 
reproduce. Please imagine a rich burr on every r and 
each th converted into a v.

“Ach! said Grob,” you English and in particular you 
Cambridge are a funny people. It is now ten days that 
I study your lecture system while I take many notes 
about the book I prepare to write about the Cambridge 
students, their habits. And what do I find? (“A state 
of disorganised chaos,” says The Times.) I find funniness! 
In a lecture room, before even I see any lecturer, I observe 
that the desks are scrawled over with the almost obscenity 
and I say to myself that Satan has been making employ
ment for the doleful—how do you say, making idle hands 
busy? So I prepare for the worst. (A little priggish 
sometimes is Theodore). And I find it. At the first lecture 
I attend, the lecturer has a constriction in the throat so 
that we hear nothing but a wheezy rattle. At the second 
lecture the lecturer he go so fast that nobody can take 
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any notes. At the third there is not any lecture at all. 
(Be thankful, Theodore). On the 25th February I am at 
a lecture when the students do nothing but watch the 
clock and each other. Some of them are more beautiful 
than the clock. I feel sentimental but think how nicer 
a theatre is for amorous looks. (Dear, dear, Theodore). 
At 9 o’clock upon another day the lecturer he cough 
very often and when he cough very loud the students 
cheer. I am asking why and they reply that there is a 
sweepstake whether he will cough 100 times in three 
lectures.

One day I go to a philosophy lecture and it is splendid. 
The great philosopher speak like a new book: he repeat 
himself three times, even his jokes, and I laugh like mad. 
But someone tell me every year he make the same lecture 
with the same jokes so I wonder to myself why he make 
not a book of his lectures so that he could spend his 
precious time to invent a new refutation of Kant. And 
so it go on. At most of the lectures, whether of science 
or art, I find the majority of them dull, uninteresting 
and difficult to follow. That the dons are great men I 
see, but a great man need not be a great speaker, I say, 
he may have to eat stones like Cicero. So I ask, at 
last, why this terrible waste of time, why? Why should 
the morals of the students be corrupted for it is 
corrupting them to make them think that they are 
working whenever they are forced and not free for that 
makes them uninclined to work at all. Also is it not 
bad for the great dons to waste their valuable time 
dribbling foolishness when they should be writing 
great works. (Here Theodore became hotly indignant). 
Let the great dons write books instead for the students 
to read and let them hold discussion classes to talk in 
a friendly way about them. Enough hypocricy I say. 
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Let them abolish all lectures. Or at least if the dons 
must lecture, let them pass an examination first. It must 
be compulsory in the Lecturing Tripos for all lecturers to 
pass a test in elocution, English composition and elemen
tary logic. There must also be a practical examination 
in which the candidate must lecture for an hour on end 
to the other dons of his faculty, or better to the students 
of his faculty who should award the marks. For the 
students, they must be protected from bad lecturers. 
Edifying literature should be provided for dull lectures, 
perhaps coffee and needlework for the women, while 
the men would work their energy off on little wheels 
which, when connected to shafts could work machinery 
to warm the room in winter or to churn milk in summer! 
This part of my ideas I do not insist, but lectures must be 
improved!”

Here Grob paused for breath and I blew a cloud of 
tobacco smoke into his face to arrest his eloquence. 
While he was choking I advised him to beware of 
sedition, to lead a quiet life, take regular exercise and 
not to worry about the irritabilities of human customs. 
After all, said I, is there not music and poetry, the sun 
dropping into the misty fens and the song of the birds in 
the early morning. Be patient, read Samuel Smiles 
and The Times and go to bed early. Theodore left 
a little hastily. I trust I did not offend him, but what 
is one to do with a man who takes life too seriously? 
That sort of thing ends in immorality.

M. Black.
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Philosophy of Art.
1. The Present Confusion.

THIS age is characterised by a faculty for unceasing 
practical activity with an almost complete in

ability to discover the purpose of that activity. The 
criterion of progress is distance covered rather than 
direction pursued ; while the most dominant and power
ful factor in modern thought is the idea of movement. 
The few who importunately murmur, “But in what 
direction? For what purpose?” are regarded as slightly 
deranged, definitely wicked or, if otherwise of blameless 
life, are sternly rebuked and requested to concentrate 
upon more profitable activities than abstruse philo
sophical speculation.

But such a happy state of being able to take funda
mentals for granted must be denied to an age which, 
having perpetrated the greatest blunder in history, still 
blunders on with a great display of energy and an equal 
absence of thought. Rapid motion without direction; 
sustained activity to no end; performance for no 
purpose; these have had their harvest of chaos, be
wilderment and despair. The most pressing need, then, 
is for the discussion of fundamental questions rather 
than for increased activity; to pause on the road and 
inquire whither it leads, rather than to run at break- 
neck speed in pursuit of the adventurers.

The present writer cannot share in the easy optimism 
of those who would attribute the present confusion 
solely to lack of technique or craftsmanship or ex
perience: he is convinced that the causes lie far deeper 
and must be searched for in the philosophy of depart
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mentalism which is the characteristic feature of modern 
life and thought. Detailed discussion of the origins 
of this philosophy is not possible here, but some 
reference must be made to its development.

The Mediaeval Period was one of integration; the 
whole area of life and thought was mapped out in 
provinces, each with its own frontier and its own 
clearly defined function. This system is criticised to
day (and rightly) as intractable and tyrannical, the 
product of minds more eager for uniformity than for 
development; but as a philosophy it asserted the 
principle that life is a unity in which every activity 
has its appropriate place and apart from which no 
activity can find its meaning or purpose. With the 
Renaissance this brilliantly-conceived scheme collapsed. 
The causes were many and varied : they ranged from 
the Intellectual Revolution to the development of over- 
seas markets, from Protestantism with its pre-occupa
tion with morality to Science with its method of 
specialised study. But it is mainly with the emergence 
of the philosophy of departmentalism that we are 
concerned here.

Life, which had been regarded as a unity, became a 
number of departments and activities which had found 
their meaning in their relation to the whole but now 
sought it in themselves. Religion in which men had 
once found the significance of their social order and 
which had, in turn, claimed the allegiance of every 
sphere of life and thought, ended with a limited 
sovereignty (and that none too secure) over morality. 
The industrialist, having denied the real purpose of 
industrial activity, propounded the doctrine that 
“Business is Business” and rapacity was clothed in the 
guise of an economic “law”. The artist, having 



The Dial 23

rejected that which had given meaning to his work1, 
was driven (for intellectual respectability demanded 
some explanation of restless activity) to enunciate the 
doctrine of “Art for Art’s sake”. Almost inevitably, 
art settled into a quagmire of trifling and futility. 
Architecture, sculpture, painting, poetry, seeking no 
longer to express spiritual values, reflected the osten
tation, vulgarity and superficiality of the age. The 
mediaeval artist had devotedly striven to portray “Our 
Lady”: the nineteenth century artist was content to 
produce a flattering portrait of “My Lord”. There 
were, as in other spheres, great and notable exceptions, 
but with no higher ideal than mere self-expression 
(which in practice meant the undisciplined expression 
of unharmonised impulses) artists “fell to be imitative 
and voluptuous”. “Art has never been great”—I 
again quote from Mr Bernard Shaw’s introduction to 
“Back to Methuselah”—“when it was not providing 
an iconography for a live religion.” Judged by this 
standard, modern art is abjectly futile and, not in
frequently, merely parasitic on the pleasures of the 
body.

The position to-day, then, is that departmentalism is 
discredited. It was ever inadequate as a philosophy: 
in practice, it has been disastrous. Religion is im
poverished and its sovereignty severely limited; art is 
trivial and unmeaning; science is devoid of real signifi
cance; industry is the scene of fierce antagonisms, and 
social life is a disordered mass of unco-ordinated, 
functionless activities.

And the way out? As always, the escape from 
confusion lies in the search for an adequate philosophy. 

1. cf. Religion and Art : A. Della Seta. English translation. Fisher 
Unwin.
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Immediately we are confronted by a warning that this 
is a field of professional aesthetics and that many perils 
await the trespasser. After the manner of Miguel de 
Unanumo, we take notice—and proceed.

2. The Function of Art.
The view that the world of things is impermanent and 

unreal is a conception gradually forcing itself into modern 
thought. Modern physics has discredited the doctrine of 
materialism which regarded matter as the most real of 
all realities. “Science”, according to Professor Edding
ton, “is no longer disposed to identify reality with 
concreteness.” The bricks and mortar of our civilisa
tion; the trees and fields and mountains of the land
scape; the concrete flesh and blood figures of humanity 
are no more regarded as partaking of the nature of the 
ultimate. The view, expressed by Mr I. A. Richards in 
his “Science and Poetry”, that science, by revealing a 
world quite indifferent to human aspirations, may 
destroy poetry, appears to be based on scientific con
clusions which have been out of date for at least a 
decade.

Further, scientists are seeking for the reality of 
scientific phenomena “in a region”, to quote Sir Oliver 
Lodge, “beyond the scope of science, where measure
ments fail, where explanations cease”. To the modern 
physicist the world of men and things are no longer 
“concrete models” but “unreal symbols”; they are 
the expression in time and space of that which is 
timeless and unbounded.

What is the nature of this “reality”? Though the 
world is rent and torn and tortured by reason of the 
pursuit of false values, the philosophy of values is a 
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matter about which there is almost universal agreement. 
That Beauty, Truth and Goodness are the three mani
festations of the ultimate reality; that they are eternal 
and imperative; absolute, being independent of finite 
happenings and shifting standards; these conclusions 
are among the most assured results of modern philo
sophic thought.

Fichte insists that “we go astray in this world 
because we are deluded by appearances”. Our judge
ments are mostly based on externals; in studying a 
man our eye rarely penetrates beneath his suit of 
clothes: a film of familiarity obscures the mystery and 
beauty of the world; the world, once full of romance 
and awe, is now almost dull and prosaic. We have 
closed our eyes to its grandeur and destroyed an innate 
capacity for wonder and lost, what Mr Ernest Raymond 
calls, “the unfastidious vision and eternal wisdom of 
the child”; having abolished the inexplicable, we 
claim to be very clear-sighted and practical......But

“Just when we are safest, there’s a sunset touch, 
A fancy from a flower bell, someone’s death, 
A chorus-ending from Euripides—”

and streaks of light pass through the curtain which 
hangs between the world of shadows and the world 
of reality. The world of finite things and temporal 
events are seen to have no more substance than the 
ghosts in Homer which “drank blood but scattered 
trembling at the voice of man’’. In that moment of 
‘poetic insight’, ‘mystical vision’, call it what you 
will, we have, as Benedetto Croce expresses it, “stripped 
the veils which hide reality and we see the truth which 
lurks behind the appearance.” We know then, that 
what we considered most stable is most evanescent, 
what appeared most real is most transient; that 



26 The Dial

behind the ebb and flow of things temporal there stands 
an eternal reality.

I would suggest that the artist is one in whom the 
power of seeing and feeling the spiritual meaning of 
things exists in a pre-eminent degree, and I would plead 
that his supreme function is to interpret his vision so 
as to quicken our imaginations and sympathies and to 
make us see and feel with him. Carlyle wrote of 
poets—and his words can be applied to artists in 
general—as “gifted to discern the god-like mysteries 
of God’s universe”: and the Poet Laureate in “The 
Testament of Beauty” proclaims:—

“Art is the true and happy science of the soul, 
Exploring nature for spiritual influences, 
As doth physical science for comforting powers, 
Advancing so to a sure knowledge with like progress.”

Thus it will be found (so I am convinced) that the 
ultimate greatness of any work of art lies in the fact 
that it is the work of one who, by the clarity of his 
vision and the power of his interpretation of it, has 
revealed what ordinary eyes could not perceive, the 
deeper spiritual reality which lurks behind the world 
of appearances.

Only one or two examples can be given here. 
Theodore Dreiser, in that terrible book, “An American 
Tragedy”, gives us the story of a boy who had little to 
recommend him. From our first meeting him to the 
time he commits a murder and goes to the electric 
chair, we hate almost every one of his characteristics. 
And yet, have we not an uncomfortable feeling that he 
is being punished for faults common to us all? I know 
of no other book which proclaims with such conviction 
the truth that society’s criminals are for the most part 
society’s scape-goats.
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And Hugh Walpole’s “Harmer John”. Here is an 
enthusiastic reformer, at first misunderstood, then lion
ised, afterwards suspected and finally beaten to death 
by those whom he would rescue from degradation— 
quite an ordinary story. But the last chapter raises 
it to the rank of really great novels: for here is revealed 
the tremendous spiritual truth that suffering, unjustly 
inflicted but willingly borne, is a powerfully creative 
force.

Again, those men returning from the trenches, bespat
tered with mud and blood, their speech charged with 
blasphemy and sedition, what are they? Herbert Read, 
remembering that they too are suffering for the sins of 
politicians and the frenzy of the mob and are facing 
death gladly and gloriously that others might live, 
hails them as “My Modern Christs”. And who will 
say that this is a less accurate description than that 
of the author of “All Quiet on the Western Front”?

Professor Burkitt recently remarked that “He who 
would know the faith of the Christian Church should 
seek it, not in the bitter controversies which have 
ranged round the Creed, but in Bach’s ‘Mass in B. 
Minor’ ”.

The primary object of art, then, is not to amuse, nor 
even to offer an escape from a brutal world, and 
assuredly not to add “a sort of luxurious fringe to life”, 
as the Encyclopaedia Britannica would have us believe. 
Art is the expression of the highest spiritual realities in 
terms of Beauty.

(To be continued.)
William Willson.
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Le Tourisme.
IT was but a chance suggestion which led me to seek 

work as a tourist guide during the Long Vacation. 
A self-penned and highly complimentary reference and 
an interview with the fierce looking Brahms-bearded 
manager of ————’s sufficed, and within a week I 
was speeding, in the company of another undergrad
uate to Montreux, in Switzerland, to take up my duties 
as a tourist guide. A few hours wait in Paris, and we 
were away through the night, awaking in a beautiful 
June morning to behold the first mountains, the Savoy 
Alps, enveloped in a slight blue haze, and rising, gaunt 
and grey, from the still blue waters of the Lac Léman. 
The air was fresh and clear, as though made for a fairy 
throat. And so through vineyards, we passed along the 
shore’s edge to Montreux, a town of hotels, nestling at 
the foot of the hills at the far end of the Lake.

We had conducted a party of tourists out so far, and 
two or three impressions of that journey are still vivid 
to me. Great had been our excitement on perusal of 
the tourist list to find that the greater part of our flock 
were entitled “Miss”; greater still our disappointment to 
find that the average age of the “lambs” was at least 45. 
It was the first and last time that the word “Miss” in a 
tourist list fluttered our youthful hearts, for such spinster 
ladies form a large proportion of the tourist traffic. 
Again, how quickly did my vain fabric of literary French 
collapse on encountering the reality! It needed a 
month’s vociferous and intensive conversation with 
innkeepers and chauffeurs before the breach in the armour 
was repaired. It was most necessary, for no other way 
was so efficient in preserving our dignity and authority 
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before the tourists, as to pour out a flow of corrupt 
French at the chauffeur or a local native.

During that journey I was extremely self-conscious 
of a little badge I wore, an “honour” denoting my 
dignity as a guide or courier. That badge had its virtues 
and vices. It was especially valuable with the “pro
fessionals”, porters, hotel managers—a queer breed of 
men—, fellow couriers and train guards. It gave one 
a status, a worldly well-travelled aspect; one was not 
a gullible, fleeceable, tourist. It could always obtain 
for one a first-class compartment, a free lunch and a 
bottle of wine on a tour. But its holder was expected 
to be a mine of encyclopaedic, travelling, domestic 
and geographical knowledge, and one was marked out 
as a Mecca for all touring pilgrims, a piece of fly-paper 
to which stuck all travellers in distress, clients of the 
firm or not. One lady, travelling from Italy, asked me, 
in the Simplon Tunnel, what was a suitable hotel 
near King’s Cross, what the price of its rooms, and 
what time would she arrive in Dundee! All asked 
where were the Swiss cows, and all believed our tale 
that the cowherds had taken them to the mountain 
tops to milk them. One dear old female wondered 
why the grass was so short, and almost succumbed 
to a yarn about seasonable swarms of locusts. It was 
for us to ladle out oil on troubled waters, when travellers 
were in trouble with the customs or the train guard and 
all tempers were getting frayed. Yes, it was a full and 
varied life, never lacking incident and excitement, 
le piment de la vie.

We were soon broken to our work, but it was no 
easy task escorting as many as 60 or 70 on a tour; and 
in the evening came routine work in the office, seeing 
to the whole host of things that fall within the gamut 
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of a tourist office. We were more fortunate in our 
tours than our brothers at Ostend and other Belgian 
resorts, who were condemned to the incessant boredom 
and sentiment of renovated battlefields. Our tours 
embraced the walled town of Gruyère, a castle- 
dominated eminence, gaily coloured and preserving a 
unique mediaeval character; Chamonix, at the foot 
of Mont Blanc, a country of exhilarating peaks and 
glaciers; the Hospice of St. Bernard, where the wind, 
ever bitter, blew over an awe-inspiring desolation of 
grey barren rock and snow; and round the Lake to 
Geneva, through a world of old-time culture and 
religious strife, recalling the names of Calvin and 
Frances de Sales, Voltaire, Rousseau, Mme. de Stael, 
Byron, Shelley, Hugo and a host of others. One can 
never forget the view from the cliff above the junction 
of the grey, muddy Avoc and the deep blue Rhone, 
across the city of Geneva to the mighty eminence of 
the snow-covered Mont-Blanc, a Leviathan of the 
Alps, forty miles away.

At first we were greenhorns. We openly acknow
ledged our deficiences of geographical knowledge. But 
this George Washington attitude of truth was soon 
abandoned and we became brasen-faced “authorities” 
on everything and sundry. Our imagination knew no 
bounds. Everybody wanted to see Mont Blanc, and 
given any decent view with some snow-covered moun
tains in the distance and within 40° of the right direc
tion, there we found “him”. We developed a keen 
sense of the dramatic, often at the expense of truth. 
I confused the two groups of Protestant Vaudois, the 
Swiss and the Italian, and on the bridge over the 
Rhone connecting Protestant Vaud and Catholic 
Valard, I would spout forth Milton’s sonnet demanding 
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vengeance for the massacre of the Vaudois and would 
describe the march of the blood-thirsty Valardans 
across this bridge on their dire errand of slaughter. 
So well did we describe Napoleon’s crossing of the 
St. Bernard Pass, that he must have turned in his 
eternal sleep and given himself another pat on the back.

Our clients were often amusing. I remember plainly 
a certain Mrs Pink, widow, with face, figure and colouring 
suited to her name, a beaming lady, who wrote gardening 
notes and maintained the correspondence column for 
jilted lovers in Clara’s Weekly, and tried to convert 
me to spiritualism; and her inveterate companion, 
Miss Bacon, “on the lean side, please”, tall and 
angular, who travelled 2nd class, boarded 3rd, and 
expected 1st class attention. She was constantly im
pressing on me what a wonderful thing mountain air 
was for “sedentary temperaments”! There was a 
squib of a man, with a bass Yorkshire accent, who 
asked me in Geneva if he could catch a tram to the 
French frontier (10 miles away and in open country) 
as he wanted to buy some French cigarettes of cheapness 
renowned; and the plump, dyspeptic American and his 
wife, toast-and-hot-milk dieted, whom even the mag
nificent, rainbow-wreathed Cascades du Pisse-Wache, 
260 feet high, could not lure out of the car. “Say 
boy, but I’ve seen too many of these falls to be kidded 
into seeing this one”. But all Americans were not like 
this one, and one much preferred escorting them to the 
English. They were always interested, had opinions of 
their own, could talk, which few English can do intelli
gently, and were often charming. At Domo d’Ossola, 
over the Italian frontier, we met an Italian tourist 
agent who spoke English with a broad Scotch accent 
and had a melancholy passion for Aberdeen jokes.
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It was pleasant work. One was but an amateur, and 
after the evening’s work was done, there remained the 
romance of the lakeside, the moonlight, and fair clients 
still to be amused before the day was over. But tourist 
work is a sorrowful career to be undertaken for life. 
In the most beautiful scenery in the world, the canker 
of boredom creeps in, for it is a life of routine and 
red tape, coupons, reserved seats, tickets and yet more 
coupons. A blight envelopes the mind, and not even 
the view from the Col du Forclaz of the Rhone Valley 
stretching away below and, in the distance, of the snow 
peaks of the Bernese Oberland, seemingly afloat in the 
air; not even the thought of the historical background 
of the Bernard Pass, with its Emperors, Roman and 
mediaeval, its pilgrims and its Napoleon, can awake 
enthusiasm, brighten the eyes and quicken the tongue. 
Travelling has no meaning to the professional guide; 
it has lost its lure.

It is sad, for travel is one of the joys of existence, 
freeing us from the narrow grooves of our daily round. 
It will never disappoint anyone who seeks to find fresh 
experience in human personality and picturesque inci
dent. Once the Swiss train from Italy was crowded 
with Swiss peasants who had been engaged in the 
shooting competition at Bellinzona. Everyone was 
hushed in that long, dark journey through the Simplon 
Tunnel. Then suddenly the train burst upon the 
sunlight and fresh greenery of Switzerland, and there 
still lingers in my mind the spontaneous cry which 
sprang to the lips of these peasants, as they passed 
back to the welcome light of their own land—“Vive 
la Suisse!”

W. S. M.
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Bile and Battersea.
A study in realism that has not been 

published in 
E XP E R IMEN T.

HELL! there’s that old woman again. 
UGH UGH UGH UGH UGH! 

You dear sewer-haunting old hag
you charmi

n
g lep

rosY.
I love the way you 

sitagainstpeople in buses, 
and devour f-r-a-g-m-e-n-t-s of 
CraB CRAB (ugh) crab!
What a pleas 

ant sound when you 
SUCK THEIR CLAWS. 

S Q U O O S H ! ! ! ! ! ! 
she EXHALES a crabby atmosphere ALWAYS.

she wears a greasy black coat adorned with 
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d 
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t
a
i
n
s

howdaintily she dis sec ts thecrab with her long 
f  i  n  g  e  r nails.

NO NO NO she is not eating crab 
she is champing 

MONKEYNUTS.
she 

slavers 
down 

her 
chin.

Little drops run down 
her 
chin

HICCUP!
Geo. E. Kirk.

C
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REVIEW.

“A Greene Forest.”
By John Maplet, M.A. (1566).

HERE is a book which is wholly delightful and 
most refreshing to any palate jaded by the in

tellectual gymnastics of our century. Its author, John 
Maplet (d. 1592), came up to Queens’ as a sizar in 1560 
and departed after four years a B.A. and a clergyman. 
He then held fellowships for short periods at St Cathar
ine’s and Caius before entering parochial life proper. 
First at Ely, then at Great Leigh and Northolt, he led 
the uneventful life of a parish priest leaving behind 
him no great reputation as scholar or philosopher, but 
merely some few writings for which he merits our 
affection as much as our respect. His only other work 
known to us is the “Diall of Destiny” published in 
1581.

In “A Greene Forest” John Maplet has not yet escaped 
from that medievalism where history is mere chronology 
and science is mere classification. Here we find evidence 
of vast industry, of close searching for details minute and 
obscure, of a loving care which enshrines the lowliest of 
Nature’s works in the fairy light of imagination. The 
book, we are told in the Preface, “is a pleasant discourse 
with the chiefe kindes particularlye of precious stones, 
plants, beastes and foules, after the order of the alphabet, 
never heretofore in print.” The work is divided into 
three parts, the first treating of stones and metals, the 
second of plants, herbs and trees, and the third of the 
fowls of the air and the fishes of the deep.
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The first book is not very lively and were it not for 
the quaint phraseology would be dull. Of each stone and 
metal in turn is told the properties, and particularly the 
medicinal qualities; indeed throughout the whole work 
there is constant reference to aches and pains and the 
manner of their healing. We learn of the Amatist 
(Amethyst) that “his force or vertue availeth against 
drunkennesse”; that the Corrall . . . . is of power 
to rid us from all devilishe dreams and peevish fan
tasies”; and perhaps as the complement to this last, of 
the Quirren stone, “a betrayer of dreams,” which, “being 
put under his head that sleepeth, causeth him to speake 
out all that he hath in his minde, in secret wise.” As 
an imaginative conception this is delightful, though 
in practice such properties as those of the Quirren stone 
might prove embarrassing.

The second book is more enjoyable, for we know 
many of the plants of which the author treats, although 
we must confess to a previous ignorance of Britannick, 
of Cannock, of Liricumfancie and of wild Buglosse. 
Here are told forth the “sovereigne vertues of many 
obscure growths, whether harmful or healing. “Poli
podeke . . . . being roste in the Carcasse of an Hen, saith 
Avicen, remedieth the griefe in the guttes”. We are 
warned against the Lettice “which is a cause or provoke
ment to Venerie,” and we are recommended to Wood
herbe, of which, apart from its healing efficacy, it is 
said that, if “it be brought home whilest it is fresh, and 
bestrewed about the house”, it “will prohibit and let the 
Fleas of their Engendering.”

Finally the author turns to living things, imaginary 
as well as real. Many of these facts we know already 
but they are put forward in so delightful a form that to 
be wearied is impossible. Here is the portrait of the 
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Cameleon, “a small kinde of beaste, whose bodie is 
such that with easie conversion it changeth into all 
colours, a few only excepted.” What could be better? 
Certainly not a contribution from science. The Elephant 
“is of exceeding great body, his tuskes are of Iverie, his 
beake is holpen with that snoute that helpeth him even 
as our hand doth”. “The Falcon is a bird of haughtie 
stomache matching with birds a great deal bigger and 
mightier than himselfe.”

Why John Maplet wrote this book we cannot say. 
But he achieved, unconsciously we feel, a work of art. 
But it is of a class apart, to be judged by no known 
standards save by its appeal to the heart no less than to 
the mind of the reader. Its antiquity makes it quaint 
and naive to us and herein lies its greatest charm. In 
parts it is most amusing, though one doubts whether 
John Maplet so intended. Altogether it is a book for 
those who prefer the quiet backwaters of literature to 
the bustle of mid-stream traffic. In conclusion the 
Hesperides Press is to be congratulated upon the reprint 
of this work, which may in future be seen, by those 
who wish, in the library of this college.

J. W.

Lumbering in the Adirondack Mountains
(continued).

A WORD to describe the population of these 
mountains might not be out of place here. 

They are mostly the descendants of the original Scotch 
and Puritan and Non-Conformist immigrants, who had 
landed in Massachussetts, and gradually wandered west- 
wards through the forests and mountains of that State, 
and that which afterwards became Vermont, fighting 
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their way against the Indians and the French, and 
always bitterly and grimly struggling to maintain 
themselves alive against an environment which includes 
an approximate nine months of cold winter every year. 
It was their forefathers also who turned from fighting 
the three abovementioned enemies to make an enemy of 
the descendants of the Anglican British from whom they 
had separated first in religion and then in territory and 
finally in politics and allegiance.

In appearance they are for the most part tall, blue eyed 
and fair haired. In speech they are characteristically 
Yankee, using English archaisms with an almost collo
quial freedom that reminds one of the comic and bawdy 
prose passages of the Elizabethans. In habits of life 
they are hard working, sober and Mosaically narrow (in 
opinion, if not in practice), but energetic and ambitious 
to attain to the standards of what they conceive to be 
culture, and profoundly contemptuous of all foreigners 
including urban Americans, whom they call “city- 
folk”. The standard of culture to which they usually 
attain by the age of forty-five includes a bathroom, 
with hot and cold water; a “parlour” inhabited by a 
harmonium and a gigantic Bible; a comfortable two- 
horse trap for Church and festival occasions; silk 
Sunday dresses for the wife ; the Encyclopedia Britannica 
and Eliot’s Harvard Classics, purchased like most of the 
rest on the instalment system from a Mail-Order house. 
From the moral point of view there are two outstanding 
features which I found noteworthy. They are a con
dition of premarital licence accompanied by an austerely 
virtuous monogamy indulged in by the men; and the 
influence of the mother and wife of the household so 
complete and universal as almost to amount to a Matri
archy. She is absolute mistress of the interior of her 



38 The Dial

house, which usually actually is held in her name even 
when bought by her husband’s money; and outdoors, 
her husband seldom, and her son never, will engage 
upon an enterprise of importance without discussing it 
with her with a view to obtaining her advice. It is no 
doubt true that these Scotch women have a shrewdness 
and a capacity for civilization, which is extraordinary 
and greater than that of their menfolk to an extent that 
I have not seen among the peasants of Continental 
Europe. They are also capable administrators of large 
households in which they and their daughters and hired 
maidservants all work and eat together with the men.

It can readily be seen that an environment in which 
for nearly three hundred years man has had to maintain 
himself at a certain standard of living against great 
severities of weather would tend to lay stress upon the 
possession of those qualities of independence and in
genuity and perseverance which I found these people to 
possess in such high degree.

Our food consisted chiefly of home-grown potatoes, 
home-made pies—in America “pie” is the name given 
to a species of covered, flat tart, in which the fruit 
content is baked to a much drier consistency than in the 
tart found in England,—and Buckwheat cakes. This 
latter requires a little description, because it is not only 
unusual but also the main breakfast staple during the 
nine months of cold weather. Buckwheat flour is mixed 
with water and yeast and left to stand overnight, so 
that next morning it is found to be of nearly five times the 
original quantity. Then a large flat frying pan is placed 
on the fire and greased with vegetable fat. Into this 
pan is poured the half-liquid Buckwheat dough, enough 
at a time about to cover the bottom of the frying pan. 
The entire mass then swells slightly and browns, when 
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it is turned in the manner of the familiar griddle-cake 
(in America called pan-cake). It is then removed and 
served with either Maple syrup or with butter and sugar. 
A hearty lumber-jack will eat anywhere from ten to 
fifteen at a sitting. My own average breakfast con
sumption was a dozen. Finally I should mention meat. 
This is always home-grown beef or pork but seldom 
chicken. Butchered when need arises, the meat is stored 
during the brief summer in the ice-house of which every 
rural American homestead, however humble, of necessity 
possesses one, and during the long winter it is simply 
placed in a sheltered open shed in which it almost at 
once freezes solid and remains frozen until consumed. 
The lumps of the size required are hacked off with the 
single-bladed chopping axe, taken into the kitchen, 
thawed out in order to be able to be cut up smaller, and 
then fried. Boiling and roasting are methods seldom 
employed.

A lumber-jack working at a full time job is allowed 
his lump of fried meat as well for breakfast as for 
dinner and supper. When I have again laid stress upon 
the fact that every particle of wood and every drop of 
water used in our domestic economy had, respectively, 
to be cut and drawn by ourselves, and that for the 
staples like flour, sugar, tea, coffee, salt, etc., a journey 
on horseback had to be made down the mountain side 
five miles away to the nearest village and back, once a 
week until the snow became too deep, and then on 
bobsleds once a month, when the snow was impassable 
for a horseman, I can proceed in the description to the 
account of the daily life towards which I have been 
heading.

(To be concluded).
Charles Shope.
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Rio Bo.

(from an Italian poem of the same name.)

THREE little houses 
with three little gables, 

a meadow, miniature and green, 
a Nook, the neatest ever seen: 

Rio Bo.
—A cypress ever watchful. 

The tiniest village, 
I know, 
—a mere nothing at all— 
although 
Above it floats always a star, 
a huge, magnificent star; 
And you can almost see 
It make eyes at the top of the tree 
In Rio Bo.
a star fallen in love! 
Had ever great city 
a lover so pretty? 
I wonder!

D. G.



The Dial 41

Nothing.
YOU ask me, Mr Editor, you ask me for a rhyme. 

You say “Pray write me something in the shortest space of time 
And something really witty—not the usual stuff you do— 
And something with a kick in it, and p’raps a laugh or two.”
I’ve sat up half the night, dear sir, and scratched my head in vain; 
I’ve wasted heaps of paper and an awful lot of brain; 
And now the dawn is breaking, and I hear the bedder’s cry 
—And still I’ve thought of nothing yet, no matter how I try.
I wonder if a rhyme about the bedder’s haunting hoot, 
That thrilling, throaty chuckle that emerges from her boot 
(Yes, one boot, Mr Editor—the other simply creaks 
And marks its owner’s progress by a series of sharp squeaks.)
—Would suit your questing purpose? (What this means I do not 

know. 
These long words always baffle me and bowl me over so; 
But I do so like their euphony, and here it’s rather grand 
To write a clever poem that one cannot understand.)
Those crocuses beneath the tree—or should I say croci? 
These plurals are a mystery—strike on the inner eye 
Which is the bliss—but this has been remarked upon before, 
Though where my inner eye is I am really not quite sure.
The man upstairs the habit has of singing in his sleep 
(At least, I think it’s singing, though it nearly makes me weep,) 
Perhaps he thinks he’s Orpheus in the Underworld: but, mon, 
He must be suffering torments from the way he’s going on!
My supervisor, now.—Shall I compose a rhyme on him 
And tell you every trick of his, and every little whim? 
But no. Perhaps you would not like this sort of stuff from me, 
And,—now I come to think of it,—-and nor perhaps would he.
Once more I hear the bedder’s throaty chuckle at her play, 
She really seems quite glad to see the dawning of the day. 
Her chuckle and her creaking and the clatter of her wares 
Serve as an obligato to the minstrel boy upstairs.
But still I’ve written nothing, and the minutes creep along. 
Orpheus has ceased his mutterings, the birds have started song. 
Someone is off to lectures as the old Queens’ clock strikes nine, 
And most have finished breakfast—but I haven’t started mine.
You asked me, Mr Editor, you asked me for a rhyme, 
You said “Pray write me something in the shortest space of time;” 
And I have written nothing—been an age about it too. 
I wonder, Mr Editor, I wonder if ’twill do ?

R. D. S.
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Fragmental Idylls, 
or Poetae Cantabrigensis Ridivivae.

A KNOCK resounds, my drowsy slumbers fade, 
My sense is racked by a raucous cry of morn, 

As “Eight, sir” rings a voice of local shade, 
One minute past—I earthéwards am drawn.

’Tis not through pleasure in thy noisy lot, 
But being so punctual in thy noisiness, 
That thou, light-stepping Dryad of the stairs, 

In bedmaking polyglot 
Of squeezéd vowels, dropped aspirates numberless, 

Singest of morning with full-throated ease.

[The above is the first publication of a recently recovered MSS. written 
by a Cambridge undergraduate about 1818. Arbuthnot Onion, the 
noted critic, has remarked, with considerable acumen, that Keats very 
probably saw the MSS. and drew from it his inspiration to write the 
Nightingale Ode, though, of course, one must not allow that fact 
to detract from Keats’ worth as a poet or the Ode as a poem. Still, 
as it has been profoundly said, a Guiness isn’t a Worthington, and, 
in the cause of literary truth, we must note affinities of mind between 
poets. For comparison, we append some verses which may well 
have been written by a noble lord of Trinity, Alf. Tennyson, the 
bearded bard.—Ed.].

Knock, knock, knock, 
Breaking my reverie, 
O ’Elp, you’d blush did I utter, 
The thoughts that arise in me.
O well for the evangelical, 
Spontaneously rising at seven. 
For him the knell of the chapel bell, 
Is fermenting yeast in bread unleaven.

O well for those happy mortals, 
Who rise of their own free will, 
While I am summoned by a toughened hand, 
And the sound of a voice that is shrill.
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Knock, ’Elp, knock, 
And I think that you’ll agree, 
That the tender grace of a night that is dead 
Can never come back to me.

W. S. M.

Queens’ House.
A VISIT of two members of the College to Rother

hithe, and the short stay of Mr Vanston in 
Queens’ during the term, have served to keep us in 
touch with the work at Queens’ House. The story is 
a cheerful one. Already Mr Vanston has had to refuse 
any more boys, as the House is working up to its full 
capacity, and the old members of the House have formed 
a club which is giving splendid support—both finan
cially and otherwise. These two facts tell their own 
tale. Two points may perhaps be added: firstly to re- 
emphasise the immense importance to the work of the 
House of visits from members of the College. It is to 
be hoped that a large number, especially of those who 
live in the neighbourhood of London, will find time to 
spend an evening at Queens’ House. They will find 
there a very warm welcome from the boys, and their 
visit will be an immense encouragement to the whole 
work there. Secondly— a smaller point—there is great 
need of books, especially good boys’ annuals, at the 
House. In the next few days we shall all be going 
home to book shelves stacked to overflowing with many 
thrilling works presented to us by benevolent aunts and 
uncles in years gone by. These books have probably 
ceased by now to grip us. There is a real need for them 
at Queens’ House, and with a little brown paper and 
string, most of us are in a position to fill that need.

J. E. L. Newbigin.
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St Bernard Society.
THE Society has held two debates and three concerts 

this term. At the first debate Mr Julian H. Bell 
of King’s College lent his weighty support to the pro
position that the sensible man has no need of philosophy, 
while at the second debate, the experiment of an im
promptu debate proved fairly successful. The standard 
of speaking has been fairly high, though attendances 
have been poor. If the concerts leave a pleasant 
memory, they leave but little food for comment or 
criticism, and one can only record the usual mixture 
of satisfaction with much excellent work from members 
of the College, and gratitude for much valuable outside 
help; and if the proportion of performers to attenders 
was sometimes of the order of three to one, one can 
at least hope that the performers enjoyed their own 
efforts as much as the committee did.

The officers for the Michaelmas Term are: President, 
J. E. L. Newbigin; Vice-President, I. C. Fletcher; 
Secretary, A. O. Barkway; Asst. Secretary, J. O. Fielding; 
Treasurer, J. E. Pater.

J. E. L. N.

St Margaret Musical Society.

DURING the past term there were given an Organ 
Recital and a Lent Concert. Unfortunately the 

latter was fixed for the last Saturday of the term and 
this proved to be an evening on which many other 
attractions were also taking place, so only a small 
audience was present. The programme was most en
joyable and well up to the standard of previous years’ 
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concerts. The programmes of the Organ Recital and 
Concert are appended.

ORGAN RECITAL 
March 2, 1930

Prelude and Fugue in B minor ............. . ... J. S. Bach
Prelude, Fugue and Variation ... ... Cesar Franck
Two Chorale Preludes

on (1) “Wer nur den lieben Gott lasst walten” J. S. Bach
(2) Martyrdom ... ... .. C. H. H. Parry

“ As pants the hart for cooling streams.”
Sonata No. 3 ... ... ... ... ... Mendelssohn
Two Trumpet Tunes and Air ... ... Henry Purcell

LENT CONCERT 
March 8, 1930

Violin Solo Allegro from Violin Sonata in F ... Beethoven 
G. E. H. Foxon, J. S. Dawes

Songs
Where e’er you walk ... ... Handel 
The Rosebud ... ... Schubert 
Who is Sylvia? ... ... ... Schubert 
J. E. L. Newbigin

Flute Solo Sonata in B flat ... ... Loeillet 
J. F. D. Trimingham, J. S. Dawes

Chorus
O, who will o’er the Downs so free ? .. de Pearsall
Thro’ Bushes and thro’ Briars 
The Turtle Dove 

Folk Songs arr. 
Vaughan Williams 

College Chorus

Piano Solo Arabesque .............. Arensky 
Idylle........................ ........... ... Metner 
J. S. Dawes

Songs
King David ... Herbert Howells 
Melmillo   Clive Carey 
Silver  C. Armstrong Gibbs 

J. R. Stevens
Flute Solo Berceuse ...... Gabriel Fauré 

Allegro from Sonata in G ... G. F. Handel 
J. F. D. Trimingham, J. S. Dawes

Songs Sea Fever ... ... ... John Ireland 
Ein Schwan ... ... ... Grieg 

J. E. L. Newbigin
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IMPORTANT.
The May Concert will be held in the College Hall 

(by kind permission of the President and Fellows) on 
Saturday, June 14th, 1930.

Further details will be given at the beginning of the 
May Term.

It is also hoped that an Organ Recital will be given on 
May 4th, 1930, at 8.30 p.m., at which, among other works, 
there will be played:

Toccata and Fugue in D minor ... .. ... Bach
Fantasie in E flat...................................... C. Saint Saëns
Prelude, Fugue and variation ... ... Cesar Franck

J. S. Dawes, 
Hon. Sec.

Erasmus Society.
THE Society seems a little discouraged. Its meagre 

attendance at the three meetings held this term 
was a poor tribute to the high qualities of the excep
tionally interesting papers read by our visitors.

At the first meeting, Mr J. Bronowski of Jesus College, 
who has been affectionately described as the most pre
cocious of Cambridge’s enfants terribles, read a very able 
paper entitled “My dear Watson, or the Function of 
Literary Criticism.” Mr Bronowski’s position was in 
the main that of I. A. Richards, but the paper we 
were privileged to hear was enlivened by a humorous 
outlook all too rare in the work of the inventor of 
Basic. Our lecturer put the critic in his proper place 
but did so with so much of erudition, so little of 
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malice that had even the proudest of commentators 
been present, he might have been charmed into ac
cepting the humble attitude towards the creator that 
Mr Bronowski advised him to accept. The discussion 
that followed was eager and enlightening.

The paper on “Vital Lies” by Miss M. E. Thomas 
of Girton College was, I believe, the first ever read 
to the Society by a woman. Vital lies are constructions 
of the imaginations, “not quite the truth nor yet a 
bouncing lie.” When a man, an organisation, or a 
nation acts as though their beliefs were true they are 
being vital lies. Miss Thomas with much skill ex
plored the species and subspecies of vital lies, and 
persuaded the Society of the importance of this type 
of illusion. The discussion was unusually witty and 
it is to be hoped that the precedent set by inviting 
a lady to read a paper will be followed by the Society 
in future.

In reading a paper on “Matthew Arnold’s prose” 
Mr J. Irving of Princetown and Trinity College man
aged to be academic and yet remain interesting. He 
compared Arnold to Shaw and shewed him as a gadfly, 
albeit a polite and restrained gadfly, pricking the com
placency of Victorian Society. Nevertheless Arnold 
no longer appealed to the more pagan generation which 
had inherited the world of his bêtes noires and which 
found it hard to sympathise with his iconoclastic zeal 
against abuses which now seem so obsolete and distant. 
After the paper selections from Arnold’s “Culture and 
Anarchy” were read, to the great delectation and 
amusement of the Society.

M. BlAck.
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Historical Society.
WE are pleased once more to be able to record a 

thoroughly satisfactory term. In the absence 
of Mr Laffan our vice-president Mr Northam has been 
indefatigable in the cause of the Society, and we take 
the opportunity of thanking him most heartily for his 
efforts on our behalf. The first meeting, held in Mr 
Brown’s rooms on February 5, was devoted to a debate 
on the motion “That the great man is a product of 
circumstance.” Owing to the smallness of the meeting, 
the debate, after the able speeches of Mr W. H. Macart
ney and of Mr M. H. Smith, soon lapsed into a general 
conversation, which, however, was none the less enjoy
able. The second meeting was held on February 12 
in Dr Venn’s rooms in Old Court. Dr Venn read us a 
most entertaining and informative letter, written by a 
Mrs Welland to friends in India, describing the con
dition of Napoleon at St Helena soon after his arrival 
there. From his own knowledge of the island, Dr Venn 
was able to expand this letter into a most enlightening 
address. He then read extracts from the journals of 
Mr and Mrs Welland, showing in how deplorable a 
manner the British naval authorities neglected the 
safety of merchantmen in the Indian Ocean. The third 
and last meeting of the term was held in Mr Santer’s 
rooms on February 26. Mr Reddaway of King’s read 
us a paper on “Lenin”, showing very clearly the 
immense vitality and the entire lack of self-interest of 
the Bolshevist leader. The paper was followed by a 
very animated discussion, during which many problems 
were attacked, and some few solved. We wish to 
extend to Mr Lupton our sincere congratulations upon 
his recent success in gaining a high place in the Cecil 
Peace Prize Essay. We are gratified to recollect that 
part of Mr Lupton’s essay was read to the Society 
during the Michaelmas Term.

J. Whitwell, Hon. Sec.
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Classical Society.
THERE have been three meetings of the Society this 

term, and it is interesting to record that at each 
meeting every member of the Society has been present. 
At the first Mr R. E. Wycherley gave his Vice-presi
dential paper on “Greek Pedimental Sculpture,” in 
which he traced the gradual development in technique 
and composition from the earliest, somewhat crude, 
efforts to the end of the classical period. He illustrated 
his remarks with photographs and drawings, and dealt 
with some interesting points, particularly that of the 
use of colour on the sculptures.

At the second meeting we were honoured by a visit 
from the Master of Emmanuel, Dr P. Giles. Mr Munro 
was a welcome guest and the Historical Society was 
also represented. Dr Giles had entitled his paper 
“Lucullus, an Unappreciated Roman,” and after giving 
a very minute account of his life and campaigns under 
Sulla, and in sole command against Mithradates, he 
proceeded to show how Lucullus had suffered in com
parison with Pompey, who gained credit for settling 
a war that Lucullus had already won. Perhaps the 
most enjoyable points of the paper were the delightful 
anecdotes and curious facts of history and custom which 
Dr Giles introduced.

Mr G. E. Kirk, at the third and last meeting, read a 
paper on “Werewolves,” in which he examined those 
passages in classical literature which bore upon his 
subject, and then considered werewolf-stories in non- 
classical lore.

We should like to thank Dr Cook for his kind hos
pitality on the occasion of the Master of Emmanuel’s 
visit, and also to mark our appreciation of the way in 
which the Vice-president has carried out his year of 
office.

W. L. Clough, Hon. Sec.

D



50 The Dial

Q. C. M. S.

THIS year we have ten medical freshmen, and the 
total strength of the Society is twenty-four. 

During the past two terms five meetings have been held, 
three in the Michaelmas term which were rather poorly 
attended, and two this term which showed a very much 
better attendance, while still leaving room for im
provement.

The first lecture was given by Mr E. G. Holmes, M.B., 
on “Radium”; it was held in the rooms of the 
President, Mr Mumford, as were most of the others. 
Dr H. W. Florey, Ph.D., gave the second on “Tears,” 
by this he meant “Secretions,” and the third was by 
Dr H. R. Roderick, M.D., M.Ch., who gave it in the 
Physiology Laboratory, so that he could show an 
exceedingly good film on bone grafting.

The first lecture of the Lent term was by Dr F. B. 
Parsons, M.D., on “Anaesthetics”, held in Mr Gautby’s 
rooms: and the second by Mr A. Walford, F.R.C.S. on 
“Ear, Nose and Throat Surgery.” These were two 
very good lectures and gave an excellent synopsis of 
the subjects. They were most instructive.

K. M. A. Perry, Hon. Sec.

Science Society.

THE past year has been very successful, a number 
of interesting papers covering a wide range of 

subjects having been read to the Society. Attendances 
have on the whole been rather small at ordinary meetings 
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despite the fact that the number of members is well up 
to average.

The visitor in the Michaelmas Term was Mr L. H. 
Gray, of Trinity, and the Society was very generously 
entertained by Mr Sleeman, in whose rooms the meeting 
was held. Mr Gray gave a talk on “The Wilson Cloud 
Chamber as an instrument of research”, which was 
illustrated by lantern slides and greatly appreciated by 
a large gathering. Other papers were given during the 
term by E. W. Chanter on “Alkaline Accumulators”, 
V. Packer on “Commercial Nitrogen”, and F. W. Sibcy 
on “The Sugar Beet Industry”.

The chief meeting of the Lent Term was that at 
which Dr Kipping gave a talk on “Chemical Warfare”, 
at which there was a good attendance and considerable 
discussion following on the subject.

The other three papers of the term were given by the 
Secretary, C. C. Evans on “The Thermionic valve”, 
G. E. H. Foxon on “The Biology of Inheritance”, and 
G. R. Brand on “Photographic Exposure”. At a 
business meeting at the end of the Lent Term the 
following officers were elected for the coming year: 
President, C. C. Evans; Vice-President, G. E. H. Foxon; 
Secretary, S. W. H. W. Falloon.

L. W. R. Cox, President.

The Ryle Society.

THE subject of the Lent term was: “The need for 
a creed and its constant re-interpretation”. In 

connection with it, we were fortunate to have papers 
read by Prof. F. C. Burkitt and Mr Telfer.
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The Society wishes to tender thanks to the Dean 
for his kindness again this term in lending his rooms 
for its meetings, and in providing coffee.

In view of the subject under discussion this term 
it is to be regretted that attendance was poor. Perhaps 
members of the College are under the impression that 
these meetings are too theological; but this is in no 
sense the case, and all members of the College, regard
less of their religious views and denominations, are 
welcome. If a religion is to be thoroughly satisfying 
it must appeal in some sense to the intellect, and sound 
learning is essential to a true development and classifica
tion of belief.

The Need of Creeds and Their Constant 
Re-interpretation.

The Society confined its discussions to the Apostles’ 
and Nicene Creeds. Its opinions concerning these were 
as follows:

1. Creeds originated as definite acts of faith on the part 
of a man coming to Baptism : their expansion was due to the 
demand for giving safeguards against doctrinal teaching 
which did not satisfy Christian experience.

2. To-day some religious people are kept away from 
Church by the conviction that they cannot honestly say 
parts of the Creeds; and many others find some clauses 
difficult to accept. This is largely but not altogether due to 
misunderstanding. The clauses especially in question are 
those which express a belief in (a) The Virgin Birth; (b) the 
“descent into hell”; (c) the physical Resurrection of our 
Lord; (d) the future “resurrection of the body”.

3. We regard these Creeds as of permanent value chiefly 
because they include four cardinal points of Christian belief: 
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(a) belief in God the Father; (b) in God the Son; (c) in the 
Spirit of God in man and in the world; (d) in the Son as 
made Very Man, who died and rose again for our sakes.

4. We think that if a new and simplified Creed could be 
found acceptable to the Christian Church (e.g. such as the 
summary of Trinitarian belief in the catechism), it should 
supplement rather than totally supercede the existing Creeds.

5. Three courses therefore seem possible with regard to 
these two Creeds: (a) to retain them as they are, in form and 
use, in the Church of England; (b) to prefix an explanatory 
rubric as to the degree of assent involved, or/and to emend 
certain clauses; (c) to remove them from public worship, but 
retain them somewhere in the Prayer Book.

With regard to these various courses:
Some members of the Society would welcome an 

explanatory rubric; and some would like to see these 
Creeds expunged from Morning and Evening Prayer, 
but retained in the Communion Service where worship
pers are those who have been more fully instructed.

Members were united in desiring an emendation of the 
words “Resurrection of the body”; and some voted for 
the omission of “descended into hell”.

The Guild of St Bernard.

DURING the past two terms there have been six 
meetings of the Guild at which varied papers 

have been read. The attendances have been good and 
we have been pleased to see visitors among our number 
on several occasions. Good discussions have followed 
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most papers. Celebrations of the Holy Eucharist have 
been held regularly in the Church of St Mary the Less.

Our thanks are due to Fr Cyril Tomkinson who has 
been our Chaplain during Fr Laffan’s absence abroad.

Thanks are also due to the Vicar of Little St Mary’s 
for allowing us to use the Church and our own servers 
for the Guild Eucharists.

E. H. Burbidge, Chairman.

Chess Club.
President ... L. F. W. Knight 
Hon. Sec. ... C. P. Holder 
Committee ... M. Black, G. H. Bonser

CHESS, this term, has been monopolised by the Inter- 
Collegiate Knock-Out competition. In the first 

round we met Pembroke, whom we beat by three games 
to two. In the second round we lost to Clare by a 
similar margin. This was a very disappointing result 
and shewed up one or two surprising weaknesses in 
our team. Unfortunately, most of our Shield team are 
going down this year, and so our hopes for next 
year must rest to a large extent on next year’s freshers. 
This year’s Shield team consisted of M. Black, G. H. 
Bonser, L. F. W. Knight, C. P. Holder and C. E. H. 
Sparrow. Towards the end of the term, matches with 
Newnham and St Catharine’s had to be scratched.

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

THE greater part of this term has been spent in 
preparation for the Knock-Out Competition. We 

started with two successful practice games, in which 
Waller and Wigfield showed greatly improved form and 
the backs better combination. Our first match was 
against Selwyn, with whom we drew 3-3 after a very 
even though scrappy game. We then played King’s and 
beat them by four tries to nothing, thus reversing the 
somewhat unexpected result of last term. A very hard 
game with Pembroke resulted in our defeat by 32-0, 
although the score was only 6-0 at half-time. Sibcy 
was in great form, hooking the ball almost every time 
in the tight scrums. It is to be hoped that this fixture 
will be repeated next year.

The Knock-Out Competitions are dealt with else
where.

Watkins has proved himself a keen Captain on and 
off the field, and has played some very good games. He 
backs up well, and dribbles to great advantage.

Fletcher has led the pack skilfully and they under
stand him. He does not waste a lot of breath, but 
what he says is usually carried out promptly. He has 
been an efficient Secretary. As a player he is par
ticularly good in the loose.

Bailey has played some good games. His dribbling 
and backing up are good, and he goes down well, but 
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is apt to concede too many penalties for not getting up 
quickly enough.

Sibcy has hooked admirably all through the season, 
and has seldom met his equal. He is a hard, fearless 
forward, and backs up and tackles well.

Diamond is especially good in the line-out, works 
hard and backs up well.

Waller and Wigfield are the two most improved 
players in the pack, and are always on the ball. Wig
field tackles well and breaks up quickly while Waller 
takes a great deal of stopping when in possession.

Matthews is a hard worker, and is never far from 
the ball.

McLellan has played consistently well at scrum-half. 
He goes down well, and though his passes are at times 
a little erratic, he loses little time in getting the ball 
away. His kicking is good.

Mellows at stand-off half has proved of great assist
ance, and when in possession takes a lot of stopping, 
as he swerves and side-steps most elusively. He kicks 
well and has a good pair of hands, though he ought 
to pass earlier.

The three quarters have played some good games. 
Though sound in defence, they seldom combined 
sufficiently well to effect an attacking movement 
against good defenders, and they lacked speed.

Newsome has scored some good tries, but goes into 
touch too easily and does not pass early enough. Cottle 
tackles well and kicks into touch with great effect. 
Flemming and Price both tackle well and hard; the 
latter, really a forward, has ably filled a vacancy in the 
three-quarter line.

Seddon soon settled down to his new position at full- 
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back and has played soundly and consistently through
out the season.

Hopes for next season are higher, as seven forwards 
will be in residence, and we hear rumours of one or 
two good outsides coming up.

The 2nd XV. have had a fairly successful season, 
winning most of their matches. D. C. C. Roberts has 
proved a good Captain and Secretary, and as a player 
he has much improved. Williams, Chanter, Oswald, 
Brand, Newbigin and Warner have all played con
sistently well.

Lester and Perry have been prevented by afternoon 
“labs” from playing regularly.

It is hoped that next year there will be regular 
matches for the 3rd XV.

We must congratulate Watkins and Fletcher on their 
election to the “LX. Club.”

Unlike last season the weather has been propitious to 
the carrying out of our programme and our thanks, 
once again, are due to Gordon for the efficient manner 
in which he has cared for the pitch and helped us in 
every way.

At a meeting of the Club held on Wednesday, March 
5th, the following officers were elected for the season 
1930-31. Captain: I. C. Fletcher. Hon. Sec.: D. N. 
Matthews. Committee: W. H. Diamond.
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THE KNOCK-OUT COMPETITIONS.

Queens’ v. Peterhouse, February 11th, 1930.

Result 3—0 win for Queens’.

The game was played on the Peterhouse ground 
under such conditions as to make accurate handling 
of the ball impossible.

This was very much in our favour since our team 
still follows on the time honoured lines peculiar to this 
college—good, hard working forwards; backs, poor 
in attack, but rising to defensive heights on special 
occasions.

Sibcy proved himself a fine hooker and he enabled 
the scrum-half, McLellan, to give well-timed passes to 
Mellows, who played a nicely judged game. Owing 
to poor handling in the centre, the wings had little 
opportunity of showing us their speed, Flemming being 
particularly unlucky in this respect.

However, the forwards, besides scrummaging well, 
showed us some nice bouts of short passing in which 
Bailey and Waller were prominent, the former being 
unlucky not to score.

Our 3 points came from a very finely kicked penalty 
goal by Price in the first half. From this point onwards 
the game was evenly contested throughout. When no- 
side was blown we were left the winners.
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Queens’ v Pembroke.

This game was played on February 18th on the 
Queens’ ground and was lost by 21 points.

This score does not give a very accurate indication 
of the run of the game as regards the forwards. 
They played magnificently against a considerably 
larger and heavier pack, and continually gained pos
session of the ball in the tight scrums. This is well 
shown by the fact that Pembroke only scored one of 
their tries from a real three-quarter movement, the rest 
being scored by sheer weight in loose mauls on the 
line.

The three-quarters, though they saw plenty of the 
ball, could not make much headway. However on one 
occasion they were very unlucky not to score after a 
classic cut-through by Mellows at fly-half, when the 
ball travelled perfectly out to the wing, where it met 
an unfortunate end when a try seemed certain.

But though the attacking power of our backs was 
somewhat overshadowed by the experience of their 
opponents, their defence was excellent and they showed 
great skill in getting up quickly to smother impending 
attacks. In this they were well supported by Seddon 
who played a cool game at full-back.

Congratulations are due to Pembroke on their 
ultimate success in the final and to their captain, 
C. C. Tanner, on his English Cap.

B. A. R.
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Q. C. B. C.
THE performance of the Club in the Lents was 

disappointing, although the circumstances were 
to a great measure extenuating. Unfortunately the 
First Boat lost their stroke a week before the Races, 
and had consequently to be rearranged, Hart being 
brought in at Four. They never really settled down 
to the new order, which was as follows:—

First Boat. st. lbs.
Bow J. J. Williams 11 5

2 E. E. Cattell 10 10
3 D. Bailey 10 1
4 A. W. Hart 12 4
5 H. S. Thackray 12 2
6 G. U. Hayns 11 5
7 J. E. Blanchett 12 3

Stroke A. F. Martindale 13 1
Cox E. H. Sibson 9 4

Coaches—A. G. R. Mooring, C. M. Kidd.

The first night resulted in a row over. On the second 
and third nights they were bumped by First Trinity II. 
and St. Catharine’s I., both these boats being really fast, 
and only just failing to obtain their oars. On the last 
night, although hard pressed by Trinity Hall II., they 
rowed with great determination and were drawing away 
when the latter were bumped by Peterhouse I. at the 
Glasshouses.

The Second and Third Boats were as follows :—
Second Boat. st. lbs.

Bow D. O. Wharton 10 11
2 D. H. Sconce 10 12
3 H. Turner ... 11 0
4 R. E. Wycherley 12 4½
5 M. T. Terry 11 2
6 H. R. Sproule 10 9
7 E. F. Moultrie 10 7

Stroke R. G. Jackson 9 11
Cox A. O. Barkway 8 12

Coaches— C. M. Kidd, E. H. Burbidge.
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Coaches—C. M. Kidd, E. H. Burbidge and A. G. R. Mooring.

Third Boat. st. lbs.
Bow G. E. Kirk 8 7

2 D. H. Bruton 10 4
3 C. H. B. S. Shope 10 9
4 B. Brandreth 12 1
5 E. F. Sawyer 10 3
6 H. B. V. Pryce 11 7
7 J. F. Cooke 9 7

Stroke F. G. Howson 9 12
Cox D. J. Gamble 5 12

Both boats suffered from lack of experience, the third 
boat especially, having seven freshmen in it. This boat 
was particularly disappointing. On the first night they 
overlapped Emmanuel IV. at Ditton Corner, but could 
not muster the final effort necessary to make a bump. 
The same thing occurred on the second night when they 
overlapped at the Railway Bridge, again failing to 
register a bump. Consequently they were bumped the 
following night by St. Catharine’s III., a very fast boat 
which distinguished itself by going up five. On the 
last night they rowed over, being in no danger from 
Pembroke V.

A Rugger Boat coached by G. Gray was put on the 
river early in the term, and entered for the “Getting- 
on Races.” Unfortunately it became impossible to row 
in the same order two days running and this greatly 
handicapped their chances. They were beaten by 
Christ’s IV.

On the whole some of the material shows signs of 
promise and should improve on long slides. Compe
tition for places in the First May Boat is keen.

C. A. J. Barrington, Hon. Sec.
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Q. C. A. F. C.
THE Club this term experienced a fairly successful 

season, the weather being very favourable. We 
were unfortunate to lose two men in the beginning 
of the season, and on several occasions were not able 
to field the regular team.

The team, however, is to be congratulated on its 
performance against Christ’s in the first round of the 
“Cuppers”.

On the whole the defence has played well, especially 
A. H. Head and J. D. Foster, the full backs, who have 
often saved the team from defeat.

The forwards still lack dash, and are inclined to hold 
on to the ball too long, with the result that it is taken 
away and cleared by the opposing defence. The passing 
is inclined to be erratic and the shooting weak, the 
tendency being to get too close up to the goal.

The Captain, A. H. Head, is to be congratulated on 
being called upon to represent the ’Varsity on several 
occasions.

At a meeting of the club to elect officers for the 
coming season, J. D. Foster and D. A. Gray were elected 
Captain and Hon. Secretary respectively. Colours were 
awarded to J. C. Aspden and G. H. Bonser and half- 
colours to J. Privett and W. T. Holloway.

Under the able captaincy of L. W. R. Cox, the 2nd XI. 
has had a moderately successful season although they 
were seldom able to field their regular team. In spite 
of their keenness, however, they unfortunately lost after 
a hard game to Jesus 2nd XI. in the Getting-on com
petition.

D. A. Gray, Hon. Sec.
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Q. C. H. C.

THE First XI. concluded a fairly successful season 
by reaching the final of the 2nd Division ‘Knock- 

Out’ Competition. In the first round Trinity was met 
and defeated by 6 goals to 1, and Downing in the second 
round by 4 goals to 2. This last game was closely con
tested, though Queens’ were playing only ten men for a 
large part of the game. In the final we met Peterhouse, 
and were unfortunate to be beaten by an only goal scored 
in the last minute. Queens’ had most of the game and 
with a little luck might have scored on two or three 
occasions in the second half.

At the beginning of the term the forwards lacked 
combination and several changes were made to remedy 
this. D. R. R. Pocock went to centre-forward, E. J. 
Hutchings to inside-left and T. H. Popley to inside- 
right. D. N. Matthews played at left-back and J. B. 
Trimmer shewed himself to be a good goal-keeper. 
This was a better combination and was unlucky not 
to head the 2nd Division.

T. L. Rowan must be heartily congratulated on 
playing for Cambridge against Oxford for the fourth 
time and for being ’Varsity captain for the second time. 
He also played for the Rest against England in the 
final Hockey Trial. E. J. Hutchings and G. T. M. 
Mitchell have been awarded their Wanderers’ Colours. 
The latter in particular is to be commended for gaining 
a cap for Scotland against Ireland.
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Q. C. A. C.
THIS Club has experienced an improvement this 

season. Starting with only two old colours in 
residence, we received a useful supply of freshmen 
and there was a consequent increase of keenness all 
round. The Freshers’ Sports showed us that we had 
a good athlete in J. O. Fielding, who dead-heated for 
first place in the High Hurdles and was second in the 
High Jump; whilst J. K. Maw was third in the Shot 
event. Later on in the Michaelmas term we fielded 
an improved side in the relays and managed to gain 
fourth place in the second division. It was unfortunate, 
however, that we had no good hurdlers to support 
Fielding.

This term improvement has continued. We beat 
Jesus in the first round of the Knock-outs and were 
unfortunate in meeting Emmanuel, a very strong side, 
and the ultimate winners, in the second round. How
ever, we acquitted ourselves well and, with Emmanuel 
out of the way, things look promising for next season.

Later on in the term the team went to Cranwell 
R.A.F.C., where we had a very enjoyable time. We 
were not quite up to full strength and after a very 
even match Cranwell finally won by one point.

C. Bicknell and J. O. Fielding are to be congratulated 
on reaching the finals of the University Sports and 
on their election to the Alverstone Club. F. G. Moult 
also ran strongly in a fast heat. A. G. Chappell 
(3 miles) and J. D. Best (half-mile) received full colours 
during the course of the season, whilst half colours 
were awarded to A. M. Lester (mile) and J. K. Maw 
(weight).

J. D. Best.
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Correspondence.
To the Editor of “The Dial.”

SIR, that it is possible for a man to pass three years 
of his life in Queens’ in complete ignorance of the 

many objects of historical interest and value among 
which he lives, is, I think, a fact to which considerable 
attention should be drawn. Comparatively few mem
bers of the College are, I believe, in possession of a 
copy of the Vice-President’s History of Queens’, and 
even those that are find that opportunities to inspect the 
various treasures described therein are very rare; I am 
informed that a considerable number of these are in the 
Museum; would it not be possible for the Museum to 
be open to members of the College at certain definite 
times?

With regard to the College History, I understand that 
at least one other College each member is supplied with 
a copy of the History upon coming into residence; 
surely this could be done and the cost included in the 
College admission fee.

Personally I think that “Historical Association” and 
“Tradition” play a very important part in College 
life, and I feel that if it is possible to spend three years 
here and then know nothing of the History of the 
College it should be entirely the fault of the individual 
concerned; at present I do not think that this can be the 
case.

If every one had a copy of the College History and if 
the Museum was more accessible than at present, I think 
that the present unfortunate state of affairs might be 
altered materially.

Yours, etc., 
G. E. H. Foxon.
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