
THE DIAL
EASTER TERM 1934



CONTENTS

PAGE

Crocuses (photo) frontispiece
Editorial 1
Reginalia 2
The New Master of Selwyn 4
On Trinity Backs 5
Epigram 5
The May Ball 6
Meditation 7
(Photo)
Basil Bourchier 8
A French Phantasy 9
Three Translations from Heine 9
(Photo)
Goings In, Goings Out and Goings On at Queens’ 10
A Nazi-Moderate explains to an Open-minded 

Englishman 13
To a Rowing Photograph 18
Pilgrimage to Gallipoli 18
Christianity and Social Reform 23
To M. O. D. 26
(Photo)
Optimism 27
Rower’s Reverie 28
Queens’ House, Rotherhithe 28
Guild of St Bernard 29
Q. C. B. C. 30
Q. C. C. C. 32
Q. C. L. T. C. 34
Correspondence 35



Photo C. J. A. Dungate



THE DIAL

No. 77. Easter Term, 1934.

EDITORIAL.
“Gémir, pleurer, prier est également lâche, 

Fais énergiquement ta longue et lourde tâche 
Dans la voie où le sort a voulu t’appeler, 
Puis, après, comme moi, souffre et meurs sans parler.”

QUEENS’ for us has been the perfect mistress. 
Beautiful and proud, she has sheltered us from 

the jealousies and turmoils of a larger, more in
triguing, yet less pleasant world. The eviction of 
Jews from Germany has caused some of us to shake 
our heads sadly, and has raised a murmur of appro
bation in others of us. Bolivia’s announcement that 
she would defy the established rules of war has raised 
a feeling of disgust and weariness at the folly of 
nations. Fresh events have provided us with food 
for thought, with subjects for conversation, have even 
prompted some among us to the unconscious bravery 



2 The Dial

of wearing red ties and whispering anti-war propa
ganda in the ears of astounded army officers. Yet they 
have never been of pressing moment to us. At a 
second’s notice we have been able to shake off dismal 
thoughts of others’ follies and forget our enthusiasms, 
loyalities and hatreds in pleasant contemplation of our 
lovely home.

For many of us, however, things are now changed. 
We shall have to set about the task of conquering 
fresh worlds with only a memory to inspire us. No 
more will it be our good fortune to live in an at
mosphere sweet enough to calm even the most restless 
of our souls. Our satisfaction in life will have to 
proceed from within ourselves, from the striving after 
our ideals, in what will probably be less congenial 
surroundings. But we can be certain that none of 
us will forget.

REGINALIA

WE offer our congratulations to Professor Buxton 
on being awarded the Steel Memorial Medal 

of the Royal College of Veterinary Surgeons.

P. Allen has been elected to a Whewell Scholarship 
and N. E. Wallbank to a John Stuart of Rannoch 
Scholarship in sacred music.
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K. Privett and C. R. Stephan reached the last eight 
in the doubles of the ’Varsity lawn tennis tournament.

The following were placed in the first class in Tripos 
examinations:—
Mathematical Tripos, Part II: R. I. Porter.
Classical Tripos, Part I: N. Abramson.
Natural Sciences Tripos, Part I: W. N. Bronner, E. Cohen, 

A. C. Thackray.
Law Tripos, Part I: A. W. G. Kean (Division 1).
Modern Languages Tripos, Part II: G. W. Tory.

„ „ „ Part I, (French and German): 
G. M. Tingle.

„ „ „ Part I, (French): D. V. Skeet.
„ „ ,, Part I, (German): P. Allen, 

P. C. Sheppard.
Mechanical Science Tripos: J. O. Ackroyd, H. Leaderman.
English Tripos, Part II: A. H. Nutter.

In Preliminary Examinations, R. Latham, R. N. Haward 
(Natural Sciences), R. N. Hadwin (Mechanical Sciences) 
obtained first classes.

The Committee has decided to reduce the price of 
The Dial from 2/3 to 2/- starting next term. Our 
balance is increasing by about £10 per annum, while 
a reduction of the cost by threepence a copy will mean 
a decrease of about £9.
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THE NEW MASTER OF SELWYN

WE are glad to announce that the Rev. G. A. 
Chase (Queens’ College 1905–1910) has been 

elected Master of Selwyn College.
He came to us from Rugby School in 1905, when 

his father was still our President and shortly before 
he became Bishop of Ely. Mr Chase took a Second 
Class in the old Classical Tripos and a First in 
Theology; and then added to his laurels three Univer
sity honours—the Carus Prize, the Crosse Scholarship, 
and the Hulsean Prize. After serving in a curacy, he 
was made Dean and Fellow of Trinity Hall in 1913. 
A year later he went off to the War as Chaplain to the 
Forces, and was awarded the Military Cross. In 1919 
he returned to Cambridge, and took as Tutor a leading 
part in re-creating Trinity Hall, where he was joined 
by two other Queens’ men among the Fellows. Indeed 
he amassed so many College Offices that his friends 
called him Pooh-Bah, but he filled them all with notable 
success. He has shown marked administrative ability, 
both in his second College and in University business. 
Our pride in him as a Queens’ man is enhanced by our 
affectionate and grateful memory of his father, whom 
in many ways he recalls to us. We congratulate 
Selwyn on their new Master, and wish him long life 
and useful work.

C. T. W.
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ON TRINITY BACKS

The setting sun made buildings gold 
One afternoon, and shadows long, 
The rooks cawed in the trees, there tolled 
A distant bell for evensong.

Above a ditch an almond tree 
Its fair proportions spread abroad 
A starry effervescency 
Of blossoms round the branches poured.

Below the tree and in the ditch 
Two glossy ducks their course pursued 
Part slime and water rank as pitch 
In cheerful argosy for food.

The rooks, the bell, the almond tree, 
The questing ducks in green and brown 
Made all one perfect harmony 
That evening as the sun went down.

M. O. D.

EPIGRAM
Cambridge as ever, sets the pace; 

Oxford sticks in the mud— 
Because each Cambridge car’s an ACE, 

Each Oxford one’s a DUD.
A. B. C.
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THE MAY BALL
THE President and Fellows granted permission this 

year for the College to hold a May Ball. A com
mittee was chosen consisting of Messrs A. D. Browne, m.a., 
L. J. Potts, m.a., P. B. Monahan (Hon. Sec.), N. K. Harden
bergh (Hon. Treas.) and C. R. Stephan. Newman and 
his band were engaged, tasteful posters distributed 
and the date fixed for Monday, the 11th of June.

Dancing commenced at 9.30 in a marquee laid out 
in the Fellows’ Garden. Apart from a penchant to play 
German waltzes the band did excellent service. The 
Grove and gardens were illuminated with coloured 
lights and the President’s Lodge was flood-lit.

Three suppers were served, and much of the success 
of the evening was due to Mr Chamberlain and his staff. 
Not only were many dinner parties catered for, but the 
decoration, service and above all, food at supper were 
excellent. There was also a continuous buffet open in 
the marquee.

The only aspect in which the Ball was not a success 
was the financial one. This was due to five other 
College Balls on the same night, and it is proposed 
to choose the Tuesday of May Week next time.

Members and old members of Queens’ supported the 
Ball very well. Among the two hundred and fifty guests 
were The President and Mrs Venn, Mr C. T. Wood, Mr 
and Mrs Laffan, Mr A. D. Browne, Mr and Mrs Seltman, 
Mr G. C. Drinkwater and most undergraduate members.

The Committee wish to thank all those who helped 
to make the Ball a success, including the Stewards: 
Messrs M. O. D. Hawkin, B. W. R. Mooring, K. Privett, 
C. E. B. Pugh and J. E. Steel, and those who helped to 
hang lights and prepare furniture effects.

N. K. Hardenbergh.
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MEDITATION
The cushions in our mansion 

Embroidered all they were, 
We made a proper dwelling 

And lived sedately there.

An old cat from the neighbours 
Called on us frequently; 

We bowed to her and nodded 
In courteous flattery.

And anxiously we asked her, 
How was she? as we sat: 

Since then we’ve asked that question 
Of many an old cat.

And we would talk and argue 
In grown-ups’ knowing ways, 

And grumble how much better 
Things were in our young days.

How trust and love and honour 
Would shortly disappear, 

How coffee was so costly, 
How money was so rare . . .

Passed by are games of childhood 
As every measure must— 

Money, the world, the ages, 
And honour, faith and trust.

M. O. D.
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BASIL BOURCHIER
An Appreciation

BASIL GRAHAM BOURCHIER was born at 
Steeple Morden and was educated at Merchant 

Taylors’ School and Queens’ College, Cambridge, of 
which he was an Exhibitioner. In 1904 he was 
ordained to the curacy of Hebden Bridge, and four 
years later was offered the senior curacy of St Anne’s, 
Soho. He had only been there eight months when the 
present Bishop of London invited him to take over “A 
new Estate situated at Golders Green to be called 
the Hampstead Garden Suburb”, and where he built 
that magnificent Church which he filled to overflowing 
Sunday by Sunday, and which stands as an everlasting 
monument to his memory. The real magnet which 
attracted such crowds in the early part of his career 
was a great human personality which puts love before 
doctrine and character before creed. He was ab
solutely fearless and by departing from the track of 
conventionality incurred much censure, which troubled 
him not at all. One of his most trenchant endeavours 
was his championship of the cause of defenceless 
creatures, especially as regards slaughter houses and 
vivisection. In 1930 he became Rector of St Anne’s, 
Soho, but to the distress of his many followers his 
health began to fail until on the 16th March, 1934, he 
passed away at the comparatively early age of 53. 
May he rest in peace.

“One who knew him.”
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A FRENCH PHANTASY
Dans une ruine, grise et anéantie 
Une ombre m’est venue dire d’une voix très tendre 
Qu’elle m’aurait pu aimer, et j’ai senti 
Dans mon coeur l’hiver descendre.

M. O. D.

THREE TRANSLATIONS FROM HEINE
I.

“Swear nothing, only kiss me, love, 
A woman’s oath I’ll not believe. 
Your word is sweet, but far above 
This word are kisses that you give.”

II.
I dreamt a king’s child came to me: 
Her cheeks were pale and moist. 
We lay beneath a green lime-tree 
Alone, as we embraced.

“I do not want thy Father’s crown, 
I do not want his Throne, 
His sceptre or his golden gown, 
I want but thee, my own!”

“That can not be”, she said to me, 
“I’m dead and buried low, 

Only by night I come to thee, 
Because I love thee so”.
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III.

My child, we once were children, 
Two children small and gay; 
We crept into the hen hut 
And hid beneath the hay.

We cackled like the chicken 
And if some one passed by 
“Cock a doodle do!”—they thought 
It was a real cock-cry.

M. O. D.

GOINGS IN, GOINGS OUT AND 
GOINGS ON AT QUEENS’

The May Ball
(By our Society Correspondent)

I WENT to the most delightful College Ball the other 
night. It was at Queens’ College which, as you all 

know, is quite the most select in the University of Cam
bridge. So popular was this function that many Dons 
from other colleges tried to slip in under disguise.

The President and Fellows had been charming enough 
to put their lovely grounds at the disposal of a Ball 
Committee who made ample use of their opportunities. 
The Grove was illuminated and the sitting duck, who 
as you may remember, had such a charming wedding 
a few weeks ago, was kept awake all night by visitors.

There were many gay cocktail and dinner parties that 
evening, and I was fortunate in attending the vast 
assembly in the Old Chapel, where all the chivalry 



1 “Champagne flowed freely.”
2 “The river was thronged with punts.”
3 “ Mr Barr enjoyed himself.”
4 “ Queens’ bridge felt a bit funny after supper.”

5 “ Mr Warner’s partner was unable to come.”
6 “ Several Dons . . . tried to slip in under disguise.”
7 “I saw little of Mr Arthur Hooton . . .”
8 “Mr Browne headed a large party.”



The Dial 11
of the Alma Mater was entertaining its partners to 
dinner. Conspicuous at one end of the table was 
Monahan of Co. Monahan, surrounded by the gay 
laughter of his sister. At the other end sat Mr “Nap” 
Hardenbergh (one of the Hardenberghs, my dear) 
laughing and singing in his carefree South African 
way.

His partner was none less than the charming Miss 
Daphne Crompton-Wood, whose uncle, the Dean, 
dropped in during the meal in quite an informal way.

Mr Norman Bibra, the Selwyn boxing blue, sat op
posite Mr M. O. D. Hawkin, who was smoking a cigar 
in his usual off-hand way.

But let us leave the Old Chapel to wander through 
the enchanted garden, where the evening perfume and 
the coloured lights led youth on to love and laughter.

Mr Arthur Hooton, that genial giant, was there, 
arming his partner through the maze of dancers. But 
I saw little of him after this.

Mr Archie Browne, of accelerometer fame, headed 
a large and gay party of seniors, in which Mr G. C. 
Drinkwater looked more distingué than ever.

Mr Tom Browne, not to be outdone, was looking like 
a young Adonis, which indeed he is. Conspicuous in his 
party was Miss Peg Browne in a charming creation of 
pink chiffon.

Even Mr Archie Burr was enjoying himself in his quiet 
Scots way.

Three suppers were served, and if food can make gods 
of men we were that night divine. Champagne flowed, 
and Mr Chamberlain, who is the most famous gastro
nomical artist in Cambridge, had exerted himself to 
delicious effect. Indeed, many dancers never got over 
the feast for the rest of the evening, and Mr Tory, Mr 



12 The Dial
Allen and their partners spent hours wilting on chairs 
in the marquee and regarding their menus with regret. 
Mr Geoffrey Tory told me in confidence that Queens’ 
Bridge had looked a bit funny after supper.

Several members of our gallant Boat Club held a small 
informal party around the College, as Mr Warner’s part
ner was unfortunately not able to come. Their guest 
was a famous South African beauty, Miss Virginia 
Slapskoe.

So the night passed; as we drifted back from First 
and Third on a river thronged with passionate punt- 
loads, the east began to lighten until unwelcome dawn 
was full upon us.

At six a photograph was taken, and the happy shouts 
of Mr Hardenbergh receded breakfastwards. So did 
everyone else, the College became quiet, the bedders 
arrived. Was the Ball really over? We could not 
believe it, but Newman and his energetic Band could; 
from the marquee came the strains of

“After the Ball is ov-er, 
After the break of day . . .”

There, on the flags of First Court in the cold morning 
light, lay a faded red carnation. A glorious evening, 
I said to myself, a heavenly night, and now for those 
post-dated cheques to take effect. . . . A faint whoopee 
came across the courts. Thank the Lord, I said, un
strapping my dress tie and shirt front, thank the Lord 
I’m an English gentleman. . . .

M. O. D.
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A NAZI-MODERATE EXPLAINS TO AN 
OPEN-MINDED ENGLISHMAN

Englishman. What is really meant by Aryanism? 
How hard it is to understand, for it seems neither racial 
nor linguistic. Its indefiniteness leads an Englishman 
to think it to be just an intellectual imposition on a 
people who, strange to say, profess to be scientifically 
minded.

Nazi. Aryanism is an aim and an ideal. By its 
means the lamentable lapses of the past are to be 
retrieved. An ideal of course can correspond to no 
present realities and can even be evolved from some 
past hypothetical condition. The naivity of our state 
philosophy is not due to the incompetency of our 
leaders, but can be explained by the newness of the 
idea of a state philosophy to reach everyone. If it is 
to be the property of every individual the theory must 
often be simple, often emotional and frequently ob
vious. It lays emphasis on racial and physical purity, 
a concept easily understood, because it is thought that 
a pure race has fine qualities, though I hear that the 
English sociologists disagree.

Englishman. Why do you not educate the Jews to 
an Aryan outlook?

Nazi. It is completely beyond their purview to be 
subordinate. By nature they will not be ruled, and 
so by their forcible character they gain official posts 
chiefly in their own interest. Since the War they have 
virtually dictated German law, and they have always 
been a revolutionary element. Perhaps of course the 
nation’s guilt is too much transferred to them. Ex
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ternally, however, I agree that this must be the most 
obnoxious element in our policy. The bloodshed, 
which was really very small, is nothing compared 
with that in other revolutions. Until 1914 we all 
thought ourselves enlightened. But we were as bloody 
as ever, and England alone, I suppose could deem 
ruffianism unknown.

Englishman. Very true. We cannot judge you, as 
our standards are different. Our social and economic 
system is exceptional. Perhaps France is an average 
nation—though averages in nations have no meaning— 
but she refuses to understand and only judges. But if 
there is talk of war, people seem more ready to fight 
for the Jews than for the Peace Treaties. The common 
man does not understand the Treaties. It is easier to 
quarrel over a personal question than over re
armament.

Nazi. Don’t fear re-armament. Ultimately the voice 
of militarists focuses no general trend of thought. 
Hitler is the only leader, and he speaks peace, though 
it was not the undertone of his early speeches. We 
re-arm because you have disarmed us. We primarily 
intend defence, but the best weapon of defence is the 
ability to advance towards an approaching enemy 
because it energises the attacked nation, and makes 
a potential attacker cautious. What defence we have 
is mobile, and thus, to a suspicious enemy, may look 
aggressive. We claim only the Saar from France, and 
everyone expected it to vote German.

Englishman. You must, however, remember your 
civilian bands with their high physical efficiency.

Nazi. Yes.! ‘Physical efficiency’ in an hygienic 
uniform! But of what use is a well drilled man in a 
mechanical war when athleticism counts for nothing. 
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They are trained in physical strength efficiency and 
discipline, not in military abilities.

Englishman. Yes, I believe that is true but sometimes 
it is hard to believe. Your police are as statuesque 
as generals and your railway staff must be the best 
infantrymen in Europe.

Nazi. True, but we do not want war. Our peace 
time work is great enough for our energies. We must 
eliminate the industrial magnate and not sacrifice his 
capacities. Industry must increase to replace the 
excluded exports. We will help the small shopkeeper 
and the peasant. The hampering trade unions will be 
less vocable. Hitler obtained confidence because he 
united a divided people in support of his policy to cure 
unemployment.

Englishman. I have seen the phenomenal alleviation 
but I am not gullible enough to accept statistics at 
their face value. I have never yet seen a German 
definition of ‘unemployment’. Even our own de
finition is rarely quoted.

Nazi. I know that those engaged on public works 
which have no ultimate remunerative value create 
only a passing demand for raw stuffs. The students’ 
work is also interesting. Foreigners however, seem 
to object much to our marriage policy.

Englishman. Yes, we cannot understand how any
one will let the State urge him to marry, yet even in 
England some talk of ‘measures to check a declining 
population’. One feels that German women are more 
docile than ours when relieved of their jobs, but perhaps 
they naturally prefer a home to a profession.

Nazi. There must be many who silently object to 
this policy. There is a great danger that a marriage 
might become only an economic transaction. But are 
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not homes more interesting than offices and cannot 
men create a stabler demand in a married than in a 
bachelor state?

Englishman. I have begun to fear that homes will 
be increasingly more arduous places to work in for all 
alleviation of drudgery is the product of big industry. 
But now that big industry is less encouraged, and may 
even decline, many of the amenities of German life 
may slowly be removed.

Nazi. Who knows? We have large resources of 
men and materials and may exist with little external 
trade. Nazi economic policy was an airy thing, but 
now it is changing rapidly.

Englishman. So rapidly that it will revert to the 
old type!

Nazi. No! Big business will find it harder, because 
of state prevention, to amass huge fortunes. The small 
firm will rise. Wages and prices will be subtly con
trolled. Trade unions will exist only to aid progress 
and the state will dictate their policies. The small 
firm will become a stable element in society. The 
typical farmer will be the peasant not the Junker, for 
he is notably torpid in politics, though he was reached 
at the last election.

Englishman. Yes, your propaganda is marvellous. 
Cannot the emotional side of it cease now? As Hitler 
has nearly the whole nation in his support cannot he 
publish accurate accounts of his prospects and doubts. 
Might he not trust other parties to resume activity on 
equal terms?

Nazi. Newspapers will never obey commands. The 
Revolution as yet is too young for all to know its 
spirit. For many years we must educate with falsified 
history books. Later there will be the freedom of 
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successful enthusiasts. Our moral standards have im
proved greatly, though foreign newspapers attribute 
it to compulsory puritanism.

Englishman. The moral revolution is most im
pressive for such self-sacrifice would be impossible in 
England. Will it be rewarded? Will there emerge 
a stable state, and later a higher average standard of 
living, and ultimately the enlightenment of recent 
obscurantism? Perhaps then Germany may regen
erate a League of Nations that would give her justice.

Nazi. We asked for so little, and you would not 
give it us. How can we convince you that we want 
peace?

Englishman. If German leaders shouted their peace
able intentions through 50 million loudspeakers, and 
if there were no armaments in the country yet the world 
would persist in its old wicked anger at the Germany 
of 1914. Most English people, especially the young 
ones, have hardly been affected by the Peace Treaties. 
We have had no troubles that the government has not 
appeased, and there has been no internal strife. Hardly 
one in a million knows any of the terms of the Peace 
Treaties. Nevertheless, alone, we will understand 
Germany better than by Germany’s pseudo-scientific 
dogmatism which never convinces an Englishman. 
Until the present, Hitler has kept a huge majority 
happy and quiet even though he has not brought about 
the expected phenomenally rapid improvement. He is 
to be congratulated that his budget deficit is not too 
ludicrous.

D. J. D.
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TO A ROWING PHOTOGRAPH
You eight with faces strained, 
Poised on the front stop, set 
To spring back, muscles trained, 
Where will you get?

The frozen puddle fades 
Past cox, but does not move; 
When will you drop your blades 
Pent strength to prove?

What determination 
Throbs in that photo boat— 
Yet procrastination 
Perpetuate!

M. O. D.

PILGRIMAGE TO GALLIPOLI
20th April to 12th May, 1934

THIS cruise was organised by the Royal Naval 
Division in co-operation with Thomas Cook & 

Sons who chartered the Canadian Pacific Steamship 
Duchess of Richmond. Her gross tonnage was 20,000 
tons, oil fuel. A modern ship fitted with the latest 
ball louve ventilation system throughout, spacious 
decks, fine public rooms, two open air swimming pools, 
a laundry and talkie cinema.

The cruise passengers, numbering 700, were drawn 
from all ranks, 11 Generals, ex-officers, N.C.O’s and 
men, widows and relatives of all those who had made 
the supreme sacrifice during the Dardanelles campaign. 
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Many wreaths were kept in safe custody by the ship’s 
authorities so that on arrival of the Duchess of Richmond 
at Khelia Bay these could be placed at the various 
cemeteries dotting the Peninsular.

Monday, 30th April. Cape Helles passed 5 a.m. Ship 
anchors off Khelia Bay. Here under the auspices of 
Thomas Cook we were divided into two sections.

Section 1. Left ship in Khelia Bay and were taken 
in cars over very bumpy and precipitous roads to 
Green Hill. Here we were free to wander over Suvla 
as we wished, visiting cemeteries where any friends 
or relatives were buried and depositing wreaths. Major 
Butcher, his wife and myself walked across the Salt 
Lake (now full of water) to Lala Bala cemetery when 
we together placed a wreath, brought out from Eng
land, as a token of respect to the fallen of the Here
fordshire Regiment from the Old Comrades Association 
of that unit. It was at this spot that the Herefordshire 
Regiment landed and came under their baptismal shrap
nel fire. Had lunch on Lala Baba Hill. Many of the 
old trenches and dug-outs were visible although the 
Turks had filled in a great many and were cultivating 
the land. Rock roses, jessamine and other flowers grew 
in profusion and wild thyme gave forth a pleasant per
fume. Cattle and sheep were grazing and oxen could 
be seen in the Salt Lake. We returned to our respective 
cars and reached the Duchess of Richmond about 5 p.m. 
Meanwhile Section 2 had gone by special steamer to 
Cape Helles.

Tuesday, 1st May. Section 1 goes to Cape Helles and 
Section 2 to Suvla.

We took a steamer to Sedd-el-Bahr V. Beach, passing 
Chanak on the Asiatic side and Kalid Bahr on the 
European side. An impressive service took place at 
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the Cape Helles Memorial to the fallen of the Royal 
Naval Division. This Cenotaph is a memorial to the 
entire Mediterranean Expeditionary Force who were 
missing at Gallipoli and the four sides of this monu
ment are dotted with the various regiments of those 
who took part and the names of the officers, N.C.O’s 
and men who were missing. Of the Herefordshire 
Regiment 42 names were inscribed including Major 
Carless and Capt. Sir Archer Croft, Bart. After the 
service Major Butcher and myself wandered through 
the dirty cobbled streets of the village of Sedd-el- 
Bahr and had lunch in an almond grove. Afterwards 
we scoured the vicinity and found two derelict French 
guns. We got on the steamer and reached the 
Duchess of Richmond about 8 p.m.

During these two days a Turkish deputation came 
on board including the O.C. Asiatic Annie, the Mayor 
of Chanak and representatives of the Turkish Admiralty. 
The following abstract from the Daily Telegraph of 
Saturday, 12th May, by W. E. Stanton-Hope, cruise 
passenger, and an ex-lieutenant of the Royal Naval 
Division, is of interest:—

“Through an interpreter, I had a long chat with this officer 
Mehmet Bey, a likeable kind of man with bald brown head and 
many rippling crow’s feet at the corners of his eyes. He tells 
me that Annie was roughly of 11in. calibre, and the gun moved 
frequently its position in the In Tepe area of Asia, although she 
never ‘ran on rails’ as many of our troops surmised.

He says also that, late in the campaign a British monitor firing 
over Rabbit Island, in the Ægean Sea, scored a direct hit, killing 
five men and putting the gun out of action for six days. In 
return I tell him how, on the last night of the evacuation we had 
a bugler posted on Sedd-el-Bahr fort to sound the long G for 
warning each time he saw Annie’s yellow flash. Mehmet Bey 
states that the warning bugle note reached him faintly across the 
Straits.”
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Many cruise passengers were busy taking photographs 

of this Turkish ex-officer.
Wednesday, 2nd May. A pretty trip (best of all, so 

many cruise passengers said) to Achi Baba, the domina
ting key to the whole peninsular, was made. On this 
height one clearly saw how impossible it was for 
us to seize the Dardanelles. The Turks were in an 
impregnable position.

Thursday, 3rd May. Arrived at Istanbul. Here 
Cook’s again hired a fleet of cars and took us round 
all the most interesting places, including the Mosque 
of St Sophis, Blue Mosque, etc. Lunch at Turkish 
hotel.

Friday, 4th May. At 7 a.m. the ship steamed up the 
beautiful Bosphorus so as to give the passengers a glimpse 
of the Black Sea and turned for her last port of call 
Athens.

A memorial service was held at 10 a.m. to the memory 
of the crews of His Majesty’s Submarines lost in these 
waters, and a wreath cast overboard. Once more we 
made our way down the Dardanelles. As Cape Helles 
was seen in the distance an order rang for all ex-service 
men to fall in in two ranks on the starboard side of the 
promenade deck ready to bid farewell to those dear ones 
who had laid down their lives for their country. As the 
Duchess of Richmond passed this towering monument she 
gave three shrill whistles and we remained still for two 
minutes with bowed heads.

Mr Nevinson, War Correspondent to the Manchester 
Guardian, gave a lantern lecture on Athens.

Saturday, 5th May. Arrived at Athens at 8 a.m.
Again a fleet of motor cars took us to the interesting 

places. A tropical thunderstorm took place in Athens 
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between 6 and 7 p.m. The ship left for Liverpool about 
7 p.m.

Sunday, 6th May. Divine Service at 10.45 a.m. 
Malta was passed about midnight. The following cable 
from Admiral Fisher was sent from the Mediterranean 
Fleet. “Very sorry not to have seen party at Malta to 
hear account of your memorable cruise. Quite under
stand impossible to alter itinerary. Bon voyage to all.” 
Admiral Fisher.

Saturday, 12th May. Ship passes up the Mersey in 
beautiful sunshine, dressed in bunting and greeted by all 
shipping in the river. We were unable to berth as the 
sister ship the Duchess of Athol had not completed her 
cargo. At 11 a.m., after all luggage had been taken off, 
we disembarked and after passing the Customs Offices 
scattered to our various destinations.

It was a glorious revelation to see the trees again 
in their summer attire and the beautiful blossoms on 
the apple and pear trees. The Wrekin Hills bathed 
in sunshine left no doubt on our minds that England 
was still England.

If England was what England seems. 
And not the England of our dreams, 
But only putty, brass an’ paint, 
’Ow quick we’d chuck ’er! 

But she aint.
Kipling.

Major J. Butcher, T.D.
(Herefordshire Regiment)

B. S. Collins
(Ex-Lieut. Herefordshire Regiment)
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CHRISTIANITY AND SOCIAL REFORM.

THE last issue of The Dial contained a report of 
Mr Leslie Newbigin’s address to the Ryle Society 

on “The Christian Attitude to Social Abuses”. I do 
not know how fairly he was summarised, but certainly 
many Christians and others will find his views very 
extraordinary: “Social Abuses arose through auton
omous worlds of economics and politics where the Will 
of God had no sway; all that the Christian could do 
was to enter these worlds though hating them and 
serving God in them”.

Setting aside the convenient (and highly unorthodox) 
method of severely curtailing the powers of the Om
nipotent, this view implies nothing less than the com
plete futility of Christianity before the problems of the 
world to-day. These autonomous worlds apart, what 
is there left of human life ? The most academic culture, 
the art furthest from reality, in the last resort are 
dependent on a complex series of economic relations, 
on the labour of those who make their material and 
on the capital of those who command their product. 
Is even the religious sphere autonomous vis-à-vis the 
economic world? Those who believe in the priority 
of the spiritual yet live a very material existence, 
sleeping on mass-produced beds and perhaps lunching 
at Lyons; they are dependent even for water on a 
network of economic relations whence there is no escape. 
We might go further and say that inadequacy before 
social problems implies a similar inadequacy before 
personal problems ; for each individual life is so in
extricably bound up with society that its problems can 



24 The Dial
only reach an ultimate solution in a healthy order of 
society. On Mr Newbigin’s view the Christian must 
go through this life hating it, which does not seem a 
very satisfactory solution however it may have com
mended itself to St Simeon Stylites. Further he seems 
to postulate a Will of God with no validity whatever. 
Such a view was criticised long ago by Friedrich 
Engels as “a gratuitous insult to the feelings of religious 
people”.

The opposite and perhaps more popular view arrives 
a`t results quite as negative and depressing. We are 
told that Christianity has ever been in the van of 
movements for social reform. We do not think this 
historically tenable. There is no need to bring up 
the old horrors of persecution; the record of the modern 
churches is sufficient. The abolition of slavery is one 
of the most hackneyed claims of Christianity; slave
holders in the American Civil War quoted Scripture 
and prayed to God with as much sincerity, and as much 
justification, as did the exploiters of child labour in 
the North. In England, Wilberforce was several cen
turies behind the radicals he so uncharitably reviled; 
he opposed chattel slavery but introduced the Com
bination Laws which sought to strangle any attempt 
of the workers to better their wretchedness. The record 
of the Churches in education is a record of sectarian 
interests crippling national advance. Against the 
outrageous injustice of the Meerut case, the tyranny 
of the Means Test, some religious leaders have indeed 
protested—some little time after the Communists and 
the Hunger Marchers brought these things to public 
notice. As for slums remember the Church of England’s 
estates in Paddington.

The record is not only negative. Christianity has 
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militated positively against social progress; it still 
does so. Its dubious palliatives, settlements and mis
sions (the latter often demoralising and degrading 
native peoples) are more than balanced by the obstacles 
it offers to real social action. For at a time when the 
cause of freedom and the oppressed throughout the 
world requires the active support of every decent man 
and woman the insistance of the Church on subjective 
spirituality keeps such support passive, at best, and so 
retards the realisation of the material standards which 
are an essential pre-requisite for the growth of any true 
mental and moral culture for the masses perforce 
obsessed with the elementary problems of the next 
meal. Thus in Germany its fight for its own narrow 
sectional interests keeps thousands from the revolution
ary struggle, the only force which can overcome the 
barbarism of Hitler and save civilisation from the 
irreparable ruin and retrogression of war.

A little social work carried on by the Church of 
which they are members enables thousands to go 
through life quite sincerely feeding the hungry and 
clothing the naked—in a subjective phantasy-world. 
The material basis of human existence is transcended 
by the insistence of a future life; and this egocentric 
illusion keeps legions of active and eager hearts en
tangled in an endless anxiety over their personal 
relations with some God, in an endless quest for their 
individual salvation, when the salvation of the world 
needs every ounce of effort and service which can be 
given to it. The narrowness and selfishness of mystic
ism, its helplessness before the problems of our life 
to-day, will be its own destruction. Already we can 
see which cause commands its martyrs, religion or 
materialism; Christians die in bed, expecting a future 
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life; Communists die on the scaffold. That way of 
life not only faces the problems which Christianity 
abandons with a phrase; it provides a solution for 
those problems of personality for which religious 
mysticism is but a drug.

Fiat Lux.

TO M. O. D.
In controversial matters, Sir, 
Regarding hats and hatters, Sir, 
I’d never thought to sink to low debate. 
But an all-absorbing passion 
For a hat of film star fashion 
Is a thing that I must strongly deprecate.

B. W. R. M.



Photo P. E. Hadow
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OPTIMISM.
ALL morning we had been sweating like monkeys. 

My job was to pitch the hay from the loaded 
wagon into the elevator—the most haggling and maul
ing job of all. (They saw to it that I got that. The 
average farm-hand is not so simple as one is prone to 
imagine!). After an hour of it, I felt certain I had 
sustained a twisted gut. (Note to undergraduate poli
ticians who set up a caterwauling about Labour Camps 
for the Unemployed: Try your hand at farm-labouring 
during the Long Vac. You’ll understand the impor
tance of keeping the manual worker fit. It was forcibly 
brought home to me!).

Four hours dragged by, and at dinner time I flopped 
down at the shady side of the rick and mopped pints 
of sweat from my forehead. The labourers amused 
themselves, and me, by grousing. They sampled my 
tobacco—“Bloody stuff, ben’t no stronger’n chopped 
’ay.” Their wages—“Twenny-eight bob a wik an’ 
no chaance o’ drawin’ tha dole.” Their grub. One 
man held up for inspection a yellow-looking piece of 
a hock of bacon. “Look at this! Come out of an 
ole sow oaver at ’Ayford. Reezy as ’ell. Still, I got 
to e’t it.”

Thus continued the conversations for half-an-hour, 
each man pooling his grouse, until one old fellow 
peering into the sweaty lining of his hat, dryly re
marked: “Never mind, chaps. We be better off than 
ole Fred ’Apland, ’cos ’e’s dead!”

A. J. T.
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ROWER’S REVERIE
I wonder if, when I am dead 
And people walk above my head 
Young men will cross the courts of Queens’ 
And wandering over to the Screens 
Scan the notice boards and say 
“That ——— list’s not up. Oh may 
The secretary of the boats 
Be choked and with Fairbairn’s rowing notes!”

T. G. B.

QUEENS’ HOUSE, ROTHERHITHE
AT this time of the year, the main interest centres 

round various camps. A successful camp was 
held at Easter. There were ten Rovers present who 
ran it entirely themselves, without any assistance from 
Mr Bache. At Whitsun Mr Bache brought thirty-nine 
boys to camp in the Grove. The sincere thanks of the 
Committee are extended to all those who provided 
hospitality. Mr Bache, on behalf of the boys, has 
written to thank the members of the College who did 
so much to make the camp an unqualified success.

The summer camp is to be held at Brook in the Isle 
of Wight from July 28th to August 11th. About forty 
boys will be present. So far three undergraduates have 
volunteered their services, but more officers are urgently 
needed. Anyone who can attend, even for part of the 
time, is asked to write direct to Mr Bache as soon as 
possible.

Men going down are reminded that Mr Bache will 
always welcome them at Queens’ House. Regular help 
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from anyone resident in the neighbourhood will be 
greatly appreciated. Annual subscriptions, however 
small, are of great value and should be sent to the 
Treasurer, Mr E. A. Maxwell.

Finally, our thanks are due to all those who have 
supported the Mission during the past year, to all those 
members of the Committee who have devoted so much 
of their time to the collection of subscriptions and es
pecially to P. E. Hadow who as Junior Treasurer has 
worked so hard on behalf of the Mission.

J. S. Long, Hon. Sec.

THE GUILD OF ST BERNARD
THE speaker at the Easter term meeting of the 

Guild was the Rev. J. T. Plowden-Wardlaw. 
He spoke on Mental Prayer.

There have been the usual four Masses in Little St 
Mary’s, and collections have been given to: The Cam
bridge Fruiting Campaign (£1), U.M.C.A. (11/-), Little 
St Mary’s Church (9/-).

The annual dinner was eaten in K6 on Saturday, 
2nd June. There were seventeen at table, and after 
dinner the Guild (led by Mr Laffan, who was one of 
the guests) had its traditional post-prandial walk in 
the Fellows’ Garden.

After the last Mass of the term the President announ
ced the appointment of B. J. Kett to the Presidency 
and of J. S. Long to the Secretaryship for next year.

O. A. Hughes and W. R. A. Taylor were admitted to 
membership this term.

Bernard Kett, Hon. Sec.
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Q. C. B. C.

IN the May Races the 1st Boat did not fulfil the 
promise it had shown during training; the week 

previous to the races record times were made for all 
parts of the course.

On the first night Caius bumped Pembroke II on First 
Post Corner when Queens’ were within a length, so they 
rowed over keeping well away from Emmanuel the 
whole way. The second night proved an unlucky one; 
a good start was made and by the Ditch the boat was 
within striking distance of Pembroke II, when a crab 
was caught causing the boat to lose about a length. 
The crew quickly recovered and raced hard over the 
remainder of the course but failed to make their bump 
by a few feet. 1st Trinity II on the third night made 
an extraordinarily good start and caught Queens’ before 
the Ditch. In the final race Queens’ revenged them
selves on 1st Trinity II and after an exceedingly hard 
race managed to catch them just past the Railway 
Bridge.

The crew was as follows:—
st. lbs.

bow J. R. Bigsby 10 4
2 N. K. Hardenbergh 10 6
3 R. S. Bickerton 12 0
4 R. R. Lack 12 7
5 P. V. Ormiston 12 8
6 B. W. R. Mooring 11 8
7 B. C. Warner 11 3

stroke J. C. P. Sloan 10 6
cox D. K. Prior 8 3

The crew has been entered for the Ladies’ Plate at 
Henley and it is hoped it will recover its previous 
form and do well.
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The 2nd crew was in the unfortunate position of 

Sandwich Boat. They rowed over twice on the first 
night and kept well away from Christ’s IL But the 
Second night Christ’s II gradually rowed Queens’ down 
and bumped them against the Railings. They improved 
their position on the third night by bumping Trinity 
Hall II and so returned to their original position where 
by rowing over twice on the last night they remained.

The crew was as follows:—
bow E. N. Bays

2 M. O. D. Hawkin
3 P. E. Hadow
4 N. J. Blow
5 H. J. Downton
6 J. W. Hole
7 B. Jackson

stroke W. A. S. Blackden
cox P. A. Missen

The 3rd crew is to be congratulated on winning its 
oars. The first night they had their longest row and 
had to go past the Railings before bumping Downing II. 
They were more fortunate the second night and bumped 
St Catharine’s III on First Post Corner. Corpus Christi 
II fell to them on the third night just after Grassy Cor
ner. On the last night they had to go farther and 
bumped Lady Margaret IV after Ditton.

The crew was as follows:—
bow R. L. Peel

2 J. A. Russ
3 D. V. Skeet
4 R. N. Evans
5 J. Collings
6 J. Browne
7 S. Langston

stroke J. Sprowle
cox P. A. Lilley

Richard R. Lack, Hon. Sec.
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Q. C. C. C.

WINNING two matches, losing three, tying one, 
and drawing ten, Queens’ do not appear to 

have had a remarkably successful season. In six matches, 
however, another five minutes’ play would almost cer
tainly have resulted in a win for Queens’ on each oc
casion. As it was, the bowling was considerably 
weakened by the absence of one or two leading players 
from every match. The gravest defect of the team was 
a complete inability to hold catches, while the fielding 
as a whole was often slovenly. The batting, though 
strong, was unreliable, and the three lost matches were 
entirely due to batting failures.

V. B. Jones, who opened the season with a century 
against Downing College, and J. A. Hulme, whose fault
less hundred against the Bury and West Suffolk team 
put the College in a winning position, both had averages 
exceeding fifty. The highest individual score was ob
tained by D. C. Horton, who sprang into form towards 
the close of the term. J. Vredenburg showed a consider
able improvement on last year’s form, and his 72 not out 
against Christ’s was a masterly display. W. M. Wood, 
who fell away badly with the bat, and who gave the 
impression of being out of practice, showed flashes of 
brilliance with the ball on the few occasions he played. 
R. H. Shingles, apart from an amazing spell at Sidney 
Sussex, where, in the course of twelve overs he sent back 
six batsmen at a cost of two runs each, was quite unable 
to maintain a length, and never showed his form of the 
previous year. In any case he departed half-way through 
the term, and, with Wood only able to make rare ap
pearances, M. Ingram was given a trial as a medium- 
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pace bowler, and he bowled remarkably well in his first 
match. J. B. Williams, the most successful of the 
regular bowlers, opened the season by taking five 
wickets for ten runs in the course of four overs, and 
although never again returning such startling figures, 
he always showed exceptional accuracy, and had most 
opponents in trouble. In addition, he always showed, 
as captain, much skill in making the best use of the 
very limited bowling talent at his disposal.

The officers for 1935 are:
Captain ... J. M. Jennings
Hon. Secretary ... D. C. Horton
Committee ... J. Vredenburg

BATTING AVERAGES 1934

Inns. Runs
Highest 

Score
Times 
not out Average

V. B. Jones 13 534 117* 3 53.40
J. A. Hulme 11 425 106 3 53.13
D. C. Horton 9 293 136* 2 41.86
J. M. Jennings 9 212 50 2 30.28
J. Vredenburg 13 287 72* 3 28.70
R. Fletcher 6 101 63 2 25.25
R. I. Porter 5 50 21* 3 25.00
R. H. Shingles 2 21 15 1 21.00
W. M. Wood 5 69 23 0 13.80
E. J. Pitt 11 150 38 0 13.64
A. J. Taylor 4 43 21 0 10.75
J. B. Williams 5 38 12* 1 9.50
H. B. Parry 6 31 16 2 7.75
M. Ingram 4 12 II* 1 4.00
S. W. Doggett 4 15 11 0 3.75

The following also batted:— E. Rushworth 7*, 0 and 0; V. H. Hollo
way 4 and 0; G. W. Tory 0, 1 and 8*; and W. G. Shaw 0*.

* denotes not out.
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BOWLING AVERAGES
Overs Maidens Runs Wickets Average

R. I. Porter 18 4 66 6 11.00
R. H. Shingles 69 17 209 14 14.93
W. M. Wood 95 22 263 15 17.53
J. B. Williams 104 7 443 25 17.72
J. M. Jennings 168 28 532 25 21.28
M. Ingram 44 10 134 6 22.33
N. K. Hardenbergh 10 1 34 1 34.00
J. A. Hulme 59 8 242 6 40.33
W. G. Shaw 29 4 119 2 59.50

The following also bowled:— S. W. Doggett 8—1—50—1; A. J. Taylor 
8—1—43—0; H. B. Parry 5—0—19—2; and D. C. Horton 4—0—39—0.

Q. C. L. T. C.

THIS season has only been moderately successful 
having won 6 and lost 6 matches. There were 

three old colours in residence and it was chiefly due 
to two of these, K. Privett and C. R. Stephan playing 
as first pair, that we were able to win two league 
matches and so retain our place in the Third Division.

In the Knock-out Competition we were unfortunate 
to draw Peterhouse in the singles and St John’s in 
the doubles and we were beaten in the first round of 
each.

The weather has been exceptionally good this year 
apart from the ever present wind, and only about 
three matches were scratched through rain.

Full colours were awarded to:—
J. A. Esam
P. B. Monahan
A. Z. Nuseibeh
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Half-colours were awarded to:—

E. W. Tan
S. Andrew
J. S. Lewis
W. T. Calvert
D. M. Harper
E. T. C. Tewson

Officers for next year:—
Captain ... J. A. Esam
Hon. Secretary ... E. W. Tan

J. A. Esam.

CORRESPONDENCE
To the Editor of “The Dial.”

Dear Sir,
May I crave a little more of your space to reply to 

“The Mighty Atom’s” letter on the cover design. As 
I do not wish to be the cause of prolonging this discuss
ion into another academic year, I will try not to be 
provocative.

I should first like to thank your correspondent for so 
convincingly substantiating my case, by performing the 
detailed calculations I was too lazy to do, and I also 
acknowledge that the sun is probably shining from a 
low angle. But the drawing remains inconsistent, and 
saying that part of it is consistent with a map of the 
college is irrelevant. I did not claim that the direction 
of viewing was inferred from the inclination of the 
style, which is certainly misleading, but from its pos
ition, or rather, the position of the knob on the style. 
Unfortunately this is missing in the drawing, but since 
in a horizontal plane through the horizontal line shown, 
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its position is fixed very closely, and the direction is 
fixed from this by reference to the vertical lines on the 
dial. These are not drawn on the cover for clearness, 
but their position must be the same as on the actual 
dial, reference to which gives a direction of viewing 
of 14° West of North. Thus the illumination is from 
31° West of North, and the map of the College 13° out, 
or alternatively the drawing on the dial is incorrect by 
this amount. The former would necessitate moving 
the College many degrees North, and the latter is self- 
condemnatory.

This only serves to strengthen my original contention 
that the sooner the College replaces the ball on the 
style of the Dial, the better.

To the Editor of “The Dial.”
Queens’ College, 

May 26th.
Sir,
As one going down from Queens’ this term I would 

like to lodge one small complaint on behalf of those 
who will be living within these walls long after I 
shall have donned “the spats and bowler hat of a 
pillar of state.”

It has frequently irritated and at the same time 
intrigued me, to find, on coming down King’s Lane 
just after 7 p.m., on the way to my rooms in Friars, 
to find that the gate by Dokett has just been shut and 
that I must perforce go down to the main gate and 
come back through the courts.

Several theories have been advanced to me, on 
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enquiry, as to the reason for this rather curious pro
cedure, but none seem to provide a really satisfactory 
solution.

The Authorities apparently think that this gate may 
be used after dark, by various kinds of undesirables 
wishing to enter the College, or by undergraduates 
wishing to entertain young ladies in their rooms, after 
the hour which authority considers seemly for such 
revelry.

But does not that Bridge gate present equally good 
facilities for the entrance and exit of such doubtful 
parties? I can assure you, sir, that it does.

And the Bridge gate is never shut, till the far more 
convenient hour of 8 p.m.. or much later still, when 
daylight presumably makes these shady visitations less 
likely.

But summer and winter the Dokett gate is closed at 
7 p.m. even in the May term when many hours still 
remain ’ere Night thickens . . . .

So, on the face of it, what one may describe as the 
official theory is scarcely consistent, to say the least.

Another and more interesting theory is that the 
aforesaid rite dates far back into the history of Queens’, 
and that it has been performed to the inconvenience of 
a hundred generations of undergraduates. They say 
that some Tudor member of the College was caught 
red-handed regularly introducing his lady love through 
this gate in the evening. Or else that it originated, 
because seventeenth century Queens’ men were wont to 
bring their horses in this way and stable them along 
the wall of King’s for the night, to the annoyance of 
the junior tutor of that period who was a keen gar
dener.

I am a conservative, sir, and one to whom the 
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abolishing of any ancient custom, however useless and 
unnecessary, is extremely painful. But as you are 
longing to point out, Friars’ was perpetrated in Queen 
Victoria’s reign, while Dokett is of an even later date.

Antiquity perforce discarded, there must be some 
reason for the curious habit. Or is there just none at 
all?

A trivial matter, you will say, with which to cover 
your valuable space. Perhaps—but men have written 
to the Morning Post and other distinguished contem
poraries for less.

With due apologies, however, 
I am, yours truly, 

T. G. B.
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