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EDITORIAL
TWO articles of a political nature, which appeared
in last term’s issue, have evoked heartfelt replies
Some people may decry the tendency of The Dial to
become a platform for political opinions, and so some
justification of the inclusion of these replies is neces
sary.
The contents of previous issues of The Dial have been
mainly literary and topical; and it is obviously desir
able that the College should provide its members with
some means of finding their feet in print and of airing
their views on subjects of topical interest. I see no reason
why a representative collection of the political views of
the College should not be just as valuable as one of its
literary talent.
The usual objection to this argument is that discus
sions of such subjects as unemployment and the conflict
between Jews and Arabs in Palestine would be more
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effective if they were printed in journals devoted ex
clusively to politics. But political journals are notori
ously one-sided. Their circulation often depends on the

satisfaction which their readers derive from seeing views
which they already hold, reproduced in print. They
echo more often than they instruct. The truth of
a political article will be more fairly tested if it is
submitted to readers whose views are so varied that
any opinion which is not a platitude is bound to arouse
hostile criticism from some of them. It would be diffi
cult to find greater variety of opinion, among a small
number of people, than that which exists among the
readers of a college magazine. They also provide the

political writer with more potential converts than
journals whose readers are all of one political colour,
even though the circulation of the latter may be far
more extensive.
Finally the popular press gives one plenty of oppor
tunities for comparing one’s own views with those of
a professional editor who is known only by his party
label, but very few for comparing them with those
of one’s immediate contemporaries. University and
college publications should compensate for this de
ficiency.
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REGINALIA
WE congratulate:—
A. W. G. Kean on winning a Commonwealth
scholarship, which entitles him to study in the United
States for two years.
M. A. J. Farey on having two of his pictures accepted
and one hung in this year’s Academy. A reproduction of
another of Mr Farey’s paintings appears elsewhere in this
issue.
D.G. Hackforth on winning his University colours for
Gym.
P. R. Noakes on being elected to the committee of the
Union.

A new banner, bearing the College Arms, has been
presented to the College by the wives of the Fellows.
The banner will be flown from the Fisher building on
the day of its opening, and, on subsequent state occasions,
it will be used instead of the Union Jack over the main
gate of the College.

The Queen Anne lecture room block, having been
shorn of its satellite bicycle sheds, is to be reconstructed
by Mr G. C. Drinkwater. It will include a reading room
and a writing room.
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THE NEW QUEENS’
IT is fairly widely known throughout the College
that a block of new buildings has recently been
erected on the other side of the river. Even the least
observant of us have noticed it. Next year almost a
third of the college will take up residence there and the
Senior Tutor reports a brisk trade in the new rooms.
So many prospective residents made tours of inspection
of the buildings while work was still in progress that
the builder appealed to the Authorities to prohibit such
visits, because, though he liked undergraduates in the
abstract, he didn’t like them in the concrete. After this
the rats in the boiler-house were the only living things
to be seen about the buildings when once the workmen
had gone, and since we were thus forbidden to form
our own opinions of the new Queens’, we have been
forced to seek the verdict of others.
There is a man in the Porter’s Lodge who must for
the purposes of this article remain nameless but who
told us in answer to our leading question that he
thought the new buildings were “verra nice”. The
exterior was impressive, the interior very comfortable.
What is more, he thought that the rooms were cheap
at the price, considering that baths and all modern
comforts were at one’s doorstep instead of on the other
side of a court. As a porter of some experience he
foresaw little difficulty in the maintenance of college
discipline on the other side of the river, provided that
undergraduates agreed to play the game by the author
ities. The new porter’s lodge would be a sort of train
ing-ground for young porters, where a man could work
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up from mere lock and key stuff to the intricacies of
correspondence and telephone conversations with the
Dean.
From the porter’s lodge we passed down to the river
side and leaning over the weir-bridge parapet, we found
ourselves in proximity to the proprietor of one of the
best-known boat-houses in that part of Cambridge.
A large man, held together by a massive leather belt,
he had the steady gaze of one used to the great open
spaces and it seemed as if he regarded the new buildings
merely as something which came between him and
infinity. He did not like the new creation which
loomed so large opposite us; it was too modern, and
the unrelieved expanse of brickwork seemed vaguely
to irritate him. Why no stone, he asked? The roof,
being old, was pleasant to the eye and no doubt the
view up the river would be entertaining. We pointed
out the rooms we intend to occupy next year and he
agreed that one could almost see up to Grantchester
(had not the river wound about so much on the way).
These external criticisms inspired us to come (as
ever) to the source of all knowledge on college matters—
our bedmaker. She thoroughly approved of both the
site and the appearance of the buildings but in spite of
the pleasant view of Coe Fen on one side and King’s
Chapel on the other, she had not applied for a transfer.
While the ratio of men to bedmakers in Friar’s is four
to one, in the new block there will only be three bed
makers to a staircase of 16 sets and the ratio is thus
five and one-third men to one bedmaker. Hot water
would make the washing up easier, but there would be
more washing up. If all the inmates of a staircase had
parties on the same day, she felt that no amount of hot
water would compensate for having to clear up for
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sixteen instead of eight. Secondly, of bedmakers as of
others it was still true that two are company and three
none. Thirdly, in stocking the new block with bed
makers, the jobs should go to the young and nippy ones
as those who had, so to speak, grown up in one of the
inhospitable stone staircases of the old courts, had now
come to regard them almost as a second home, where
they, who changed not, could provide some element of
stability in a perpetually changing community.
From bedmakers, who know everything about college
life, we turned to the dons, who know something of it.
But here we encountered an academic reserve, a sort of
sporting of the mental oak. One don replied to our
now familiar question, “Preposterous” and we with
drew in doubt. Who was preposterous—the question,
the buildings or ourselves? Another received us more
kindly but said that owing to force of circumstances,
his lips were sealed. Our supervisor we meant to ask
but just as the question was framed on our lips, the
telephone summoned him to a mysterious altercation
with an unknown voice. We refrain from inventing
his remarks. And so we had to come back to the
ordinary, common or garden undergraduate who lives
and has his being in the college. The one we asked
expressed himself vividly in undergraduate “argot”.
The baths afforded the greatest attraction for him and
as he was fond of animals, he hoped the rats would not
be rusticated before he came up next October. He
suggested, as an afterthought, that the porters in the
new lodge should always wear bowlers, to distinguish
them from the first-year.
After all that, we decided to form our own opinion.
We tried to visit the new buildings (only to look at
them). It was too late ; after ten, and they wouldn’t
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let us out of college. The river-gate was shut and at
the moment of writing our latest view of the buildings
is through its key-hole, an original if restricted aspect.
We can however state with all the authority and
emphasis in our power that as far as we know the new
buildings are still there.
P. R. N.

CAMEO
THE gravel path thrust westwards—narrowing to
where the silver birch, aslant, hung her unfluttered
veil. Big-boled elms grew tall and close on either side.
The weak sun peered through the new leaves and threw
great patches of speckled light on the path below. Here
and there pale green was turned to translucent yellow.
High in one tree a thrush sang of the day, bravely done.
Down the path went a fat man, breaking wind.
Peter Arbee.

SOLUTION TO LAST TERM’S
CROSSWORD PUZZLE
Across.—1 Walnut Tree Court, 9 Infidel, 10 Imagine,
12 Ted, 13 Sea Crossings, 14 Ve, 15 Tea, 16 Nn, 17
Crumbling, 19 Rn, 21 Ere, 23 Panada, 24 Absurd, 26 Arc,
28 Richard, 29 Halibut, 30 Naivete, 32 Last Inn, 34
Order, 35 President’s Lodge.
Down.—1 Whitsun, 2 Laffan, 3 Undergraduate, 4 Tele
seme, 5 Eligible, 6 Clanging Bells, 7 Unit, 8 The Dean,
11 Never, 18 Brer, 20 Inactive, 22 Sunblind, 23 Parsnip,
25 Detinue, 26 Adhere, 27 Chalet, 31 Tod, 33 Ars.
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“THE SCHOOLMASTER’S IF”
(With apologies to the late Mr Rudyard Kipling)

If you can master all the tongues of Europe,
Speak German, Spanish, French and Portuguese,
Recite from memory in Dutch or Swedish
And air your views in any one of these—
If you can grasp the principles of physics
Change “Fahrenheit” degrees to “Centigrade”—
If you can quote the formulae of Statics,
And by Dynamics never be dismayed—
If in the Lab. you’re not a public menace,
And handle acids with immunity
Mixing together Nitric and Sulphuric
Without disturbing the community—
If you say “H2O ” instead of “Water”,
And know what’s meant by “H2SO4”—
If you say “soluble” when “melts” is shorter,
And don’t leave chemicals about the floor—
If given A and B to mix together
You do so without smothering the bench—
If you can keep the mixture “gently boiling”.
Instead of making an outrageous stench—

If you can recognise and spell correctly,
“Orthodimethylphenylhydrazine,”
Describe its properties and its reactions,
Say what it was, not what it “might have been”—
If you remember all the dates in history—
If you know all the battles Caesar won,
You’ll be the kind of boy schoolmasters dream of,
In fact you’ll be a miracle, my son!
D. G. H.

FROM A WATER COLOUR OF CHARTRES CATHEDRAL BY M. A. J. FAREY
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UNEMPLOYMENT
IN the last number of The Dial there was an article,
Unemployment and Us”, by E. G. M., which gave
in brief a picture of the effects, and a diagnosis of the
cause of unemployment, together with an appeal to
students to support various schemes for its alleviation.
These included “Schemes for working on the land . . . .
schemes for unemployed camps .... schemes for allot
ments and smallholdings.”
Undoubtedly these schemes are of value and should be
supported, but they do not solve the problem any more
than Mr Hore-Belisha has solved the road problem. The
reasons for these two failures are the same. Both attack
the symptom rather than the cause of the disease. Yet
E. G. M. shows a certain indifference to schemes for
getting at the root of the matter. “Some advocate
Socialism,” he writes “others Nationalism ; but, apart
from political theories, there are plenty of practical
things which we can do.” i.e. these various schemes.
Nor is this attitude surprising when we consider his
diagnosis of the case.
“When an industry is re-organised to hold its place
in the world market, the place of many men is taken
by machinery. The men are thrown out of work, and
their wages are no longer available to buy the goods
which are turned out so much more numerously. A
vicious circle is set up, and many years are required
for adjustment to the position.

“In the meantime what is to be done about it?” The
implication is that this adjustment to the position will
eventually come gradually and of its own accord. In
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the meantime let us be patient, and do what we can
to alleviate the purely temporary distress.
Other gradualists are not always so optimistic. Mr
Ramsay Macdonald, who has a similar faith in the
inevitability of progress, if gradual, stated in 1932 that,
even if prosperity returns, two millions of the population
will still be “to all intents and purposes superfluous
scrap.”
Mass unemployment as a regular feature is a recent
phenomenon. How comes it that this problem has
solved itself in the past? The answer is that, until
recently, capitalism has always been expanding, and
men thrown out of work by machines were soon re
absorbed as more new plant was laid down. This
expansion has not been confined within the boundaries
of this country, as various coloured races have found to
their cost. But now that Abyssinia seems finally to have
gone to Italy, after a generation of intrigue between her
and this country, British capitalism can only expand by
means of a major European war. Presumably E. G. M.
does not advocate this. In any case the government is
much more concerned with keeping what it has got than
with getting more. The recent arms budget shows the
depth of its concern with this problem.
Does it not look, then, as if Socialism, which will solve
the unemployment problem in the natural manner by
reducing the hours of those employed, is the only
solution? The only solution, that is, apart from training
them, under whatever camouflage, to be cannon fodder.
P. E. Hughesdon.
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TWO SONNETS
Down from the heights of vision, peaks divine,
O Soul, to this all drab and cheerless plain
Hast thou descended ! All thy dreams are slain;
With weary light the young ideals shine.
Down from what heights of vision...Raptures fine;
And those bright breathless words that were half pain,
Half ecstasy of joy will ne’er again
Thrill thee with magic as of God-crushed wine.
And all around thee, thrusting idly on,
With earth-turned eyes that never scan the stars,
The multitude of souls who do not dream
And therefore crave no light of visions gone,
Cry their dispraise of beauty, mid the jars
And discords of their world without a gleam.
B. Dhingra.

Now crave I nothing but forgetfulness
Of your wild beauty, crying on the night
To veil for pity the remembered light
And passion of your eyes, and thrust the press
Of hot accusing thoughts that make me less
Than man aside, and face my penitent sight
Of your phantasmal presence gaunt and white
Wandering in our desert of distress.
But I know well that sleep will never more
Bring peace and quietude unto my soul,
That never Dawn with crimson lips will claim
My heart again for joy ; that my proud store
Of dreams will perish with the dream I stole
And life be frustrate in a web of shame.
B. Dhingra.
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CAMBRIDGE AND THE ENGLISH
I MUST commit myself to the pragmatic decision that
I like Cambridge, not because of any enshrined
memories, but because of a more actual part of myself
which Cambridge has moulded. In the words of Words
worth, Cambridge bore a part:
‘And that a needful part in making up
The calm existence that is mine when I
Am worthy of myself.’

A great deal depends upon the ideas or pre-conceived
ideas with which one regards this University. I should
say that any soul so misinformed as to go up to Cam
bridge ‘hot for certainties in this our life’ will receive
the dustiest disillusionment of blase mock-intellectual
ism for answer. This is certainly the trammel that awaits
the unwary. In my first year, like so many other deluded
beings, I expected too much from Cambridge, and was
disappointed. Gradually it dawned on me that it were
best to let expectancy go and to bother little about
anodynes. As people had spoken so often of the Cam
bridge spirit—perhaps in the mystical sense—I wanted
to find this spirit. But it is impossible to find something
until one is sure of what one is seeking. Ignorance
is very rarely bliss; rather it is a most irritating state of
suspended animation. Yet—and this must explain so
proverbial a reputation for felicity—it can give the in
dividual a certain ease of critical discernment and critical
comment. All my pre-conceived ideas having left me,
I was ignorant, but a seeker, nevertheless.
There is only one way to judge a poet—as Wordsworth
in his paradoxical sobriety pointed out—that is, by loving
him. This does not apply only to poets, but to individuals
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and people in general. As most of my best friends are
English it is very natural I love Cambridge; for what is
best in Cambridge is best in England and the English
character. “What governs the Englishman,” says George
Santayana, “is his inner atmosphere, the weather in his
soul . . . . . . . . never is it a precise reason, or purpose, or
outer fact that determines him; it is always the atmo
sphere of his inner man.” I like the undergraduate's
casual manner; they are casual in the things about which
people in other countries are apt to click their heels.
Queen Anne is dead, but John Bull still lives, and his
truculent adiposity has done much harm in foreign news
papers. Cambridge—England, in fact, is fond of the great
hulking fellow, as she is fond of the mis-shapen Punch.
She is quite illogical enough to be personified by a char
acter in no wise flattering or appropriate, because Eng
land is illogical enough for anything. I love this illogi
cality—this childlike and almost mystic illogicality; it
is an atmosphere which a thoughtless man can breathe
with huge satisfaction, and a thoughtful man with the
same satisfaction tempered by a half-amused affection.
Next, and no less, I like that unusual combination—
one that is marvellously well-ordered and incredibly
slack. For it is true that out of a host of absurd and
irreconcilable extremes there does arrive, inevitably,
a sort of average reasonableness that pervades England
as perhaps no other country in the world.
B. Dhingra.
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CHAOTIC
I sat dejected on my bed
And thought;
I wondered how and when and why
I ought
To ponder all the cares and hurts of life,
Of tripos lists, of jobs; and then the strife
Renewed within my brain
And I
Wished I were dead.
—To die,
A foolish thought of a mind o’erwrought
With troubles of a different sort.
No! let me live
And she
Will take and give
With me.
J. L. M. H.

RECOLLECTED IN TRANQUILLITY
IT was the night before the Tripos. We were all
four of us feeling very much under the weather.
We had revised, we had plumbed the depths of our
ignorance; all save Geoff who asserted that his plumbline had not touched bottom. We were afraid to be
alone, for we knew that if we separated wiser counsels
would be ignored, and we should plunge into a frantic
work-drive. Yes, it was all right for our supervisors to
say airily: “I should take it easy in the last week and
knock off two days before the exams.”. Their con
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fidence in our knowledge was misplaced. We had
bluffed them pretty well up to now, so much so that
their confident air filled us with a sense of unease ; but
examiners are cold-hearted folk, skilled in detecting
the ignorance that lies behind the wordy introduction,
the rambling middle and the generalised conclusion.
Personal magnetism counts for naught. Detail was
what they wanted; proper names, dates, quotations,
ugh!
I got them up to my room after Hall and we swore
a mighty oath that exams and all connected with them
should not be mentioned, on pain of summary de
bagging. Well, of course, after this resolution had
been passed we sat in silence—our tongues might be
fettered, but our brains were not. At length Laurie
by way of an original opening for conversation, said
how cold the day had been for May. This seemed safe
enough, and so did my remark: “I hope it stays like
this”; but I was adjudged to be alluding to the wellknown hot-house properties of the glass roof over the
Corn Exchange, where three of us were to perform the
next day, and after a game struggle I paid forfeit. After
a pause I assured my friends that having now nothing
to lose—they questioned this—I should bend all my
efforts to twist their lightest word into an illusion to
the exams in the same unscrupulous way as mine had
been twisted. I ended this threat with a wicked smile,
which so froze the springs of conversation amongst my
friends that for long minutes none dared speak, and the
silence of the room was broken only by the sucking,
bubbling noise for which Tim’s pipe is justly infamous.
But I am of a forgiving nature and after a while
softened to the extent of suggesting that as a pastime
we might concoct a poem between us. Parody seemed
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easier than a purely original effort, so we set to work,
and this is what we evolved:
THE PROCTOR.
I wandered lonely as a cloud,
Late issued from my college gates,
When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host, of undergraduates
Beside the Still, around the Vic,
Their thoughts on one thing bent—a flick.

Continuous as the stars that shine,
And many a one without a gown,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the busiest street in town :
Ten thousand saw I at a glance
So sent my bulldogs in advance.
Like chaff the gownless fled, but they
Out-did the gownless ones in speed,
A Proctor could not but be gay
To have so many fairly tree’d.
I gazed—and gazed—O happy thought,
What wealth of fines that night I caught.

Now oft, when o’er my wine I sigh
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude :
And then I joy to think what sport
A Proctor’s life to me has brought.

Simple enough, you may say; but it served its
purpose. We didn’t think it was easy, and anyway
after this strenuous mental exercise the exams were a
mere anti-climax.
G. M. T.
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EXCUSES
I picked up the letter and went in.
“Someone,” I observed, “has swallowed his feelings
sufficiently to write to you.”
“Don’t stand there drivelling,” yelled George, “have
you seen this?” He flourished a gilt-edged card.
“Professor de la Bore? Yes, I’ve got one.”
“Oh, you’ve been invited have you? What are you
going to do about it?”
I considered. “I shall be found dead in bed,” I de
cided.
“Bit inconvenient, isn’t it? I mean, what about your
bedder?”
“She will administer the fatal dose. It will be a
labour of love ”
“For you or for others?—but, seriously, what are you
going to do about it?”
“I’ve told you; I shall be found——”
“You’ll be found dead in that chair in a minute,” he
said grimly;“are you going to this beastly binge or are
you not?”
“Only in the spirit.”
“In what spirit?”
“The spirit I shall be consuming at the Union.”
“I see ; well, let me know and I’ll help you to consume
it.”
“Oh, no; oh, dear me no; you’ll go, my lad, and tell
me all about it so that I can tell my Tutor.”
“Are you suggesting——?”
“Now don’t get high. Remember we’ve known each
other ever since——”
“It isn’t my fault. Do you think that because——”
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“I don’t think at all.”
“I’ve long suspected it.”
“I only mean that if you won’t do a little thing like
this——”
“No, I’m damned if I’ll do a little thing like this.
Besides, it isn’t little, it’s a——”
“Brother, you grieve me.”
“Don’t talk to me about grief. There’ll be grief
enough in your family——”
“Well, I do think——”
You said just now you didn’t.”
“You’re hopeless. Anyway, you’re going to this lec
ture on behalf of us both. You can explain to Professor
de la Bore that I’ve got housemaid’s knee and can’t sit
down.”
“You’ll prefer to standby the time I’ve——”
“Now look here——”
“I’d rather not; living baboons have always revolted
me.”
“Now you know perfectly well——”
“——that I’m not going to this lecture. Yes. Neither
for you nor for anyone else. So get that.”
“Will nothing move you? ” I pleaded
“Nothing!”
“A beer —two beers, in Hall to-night?”
“No!”
“Three beers?”
“No!!”
“Three beers and lunch to-morrow?”
“No ! ! !”
“Right!” I said firmly. “May your toe-nails curl up
and your ears flop down; may your eyebrows fall out
and your teeth cave in, and may you grow old and
horny and withered and spiky and die a death of horrible
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convulsions with the dogs gnawing at your vitals. Very
potent curse,” I explained.
“Thanks awfully; and now get out. I’m going to
think up an excuse better than yours.”
I rose and turned.
“I’ve been sitting on your letter,” I said.
“Give it here.” He ripped it open with a snarl and
a paper-knife. Suddenly his countenance beamed and he
crossed to the cupboard.
“How about some beer? ” he murmured.
“Oh, rather! Yard long. But——”
“Peruse yon missive,” he said.
I picked it up. It was very brief and to the point:
“Professor de la Bore much regrets that he will be
unable to deliver his lecture next Tuesday on ‘Sacer
dotalism and Coptic Christianity’.”
Primus Annus.

FROM THOSE GOING DOWN TO
THOSE COMING UP
A tutor lives on staircase V,*
A mighty stamp-collector, he
Has a private bathroom (h & c).
From objects in his sanctuary
The newcomer might think that he
Lectured in Archaeology
Or Dutch interior artistry,
Or Scott’s fictional history,
Or else the Building industry.
* The staircase is wrongly lettered: (1) To conceal the identity of the
tutor; (2) It rhymes.
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But, stranger, you would foolish be
To make assumptions hurriedly;
For all wise men and dons agree
That the academic galaxy
Should cultivate Diversity
As well as Speciality.
So do not be surprised to hear
This tutor is an engineer.

J.B.

THE MAY WEEK CONCERT
THE St Margaret Society presented its May week
concert in the college hall on Wednesday, June
10th. The programme consisted of a number of wellknown works, all good, and none hackneyed. Pride of
place must go to Beethoven’s Sonata in F for violin and
pianoforte, played by W. H. Reed, M.V.O., and T. F. Bye,
who kindly gave their services to the Society for this
concert. It is good to be reminded that (so-called)
classical music and solemnity are not synonymous
terms, and the scherzo was touched off with a neatness
and humour which obviously delighted the audience.
Mr Reed, who is well-known as a composer and as
leader of the London Symphony Orchestra, later played
“The Lark Ascending” by Vaughan Williams, and,
as an encore, “En Bateau” by Debussy.
The remaining items were almost entirely by members
of the College: a trio movement by Mozart, excellently
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played by Messrs Graty, Ould and Davis ; the choir in
a part-song by Hatton, and an arrangement by Geoffrey
Shaw of a Scottish air—even to the “thocht”; the
organist in a Rhapsody by Brahms, with a Schumann
Romance as an encore; R. F. Walters in two of Roger
Quilter’s best songs, and one by Melville Cook; and,
finally the choir in a group of madrigals by East,
Wilbey and Morley. All set a standard of which the
college may be justly proud, and I do not remember
ever hearing a better performance of “Bobby Shaftoe”,
arranged by W. G. Whittaker, than that with which
the choir concluded the performance.
After the Dean’s speech, which is a necessary part of
our May week concert, and the equally necessary
refreshments, an orchestra conducted by Mr Davis
played Mozart’s “Eine kleine Nachtmusik” from a
punt on the river, interspersed with part-songs and
madrigals by the choir. The illumination of the Grove
was again a successful feature, and caused much
admiring comment.
I am sure that Mr Davis’s fellow workers will not
complain if I single him out and congratulate him on
the success of his many activities. The choir and
orchestra, each of which he conducted, showed evidence
of his careful training; as a soloist he gave an excellent
performance of Brahms and Schumann ; and—by no
means least—he proved a most energetic and able
secretary in organising a most enjoyable evening.
E. A. M.
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QUEENS’ HOUSE, ROTHERHITHE

THE chief item of interest concerning Queens’ House
this term has been the Whitsun Camp. Owing to
the building operations in the Grove, a new site for the
camp had to be found, and thanks to the kindness of the
Ridley Hall authorities, we were able to borrow their
Sports Ground for the week-end. The boys arrived in the
pouring rain on the Saturday, but this did not seem to
make any difference to them, and, in spite of the weather,
the time seemed to be much enjoyed by them all. Many
thanks are due to all those who helped to make the camp
a success, by having the boys out to meals, or by showing
their interest in the boys in other ways; but perhaps
a special word of praise should go to Mr C. J. D. Hooper,
who organised the whole affair owing to the Secretary’s
inability to do so.
Looking back over the past year, the Club seems to
have been rather at a standstill, but we can quite under
stand that this is due to the absence of Mr Bache, which
must have made a great deal of difference to the internal
workings of the Club. But we are thankful to say that
Mr Bache will soon be returning to Rotherhithe, and so
we need have no fears for the efficient running of the
Club, from the other end. But what of our end?
As has been pointed out many times already, our sup
port is needed in two directions. First, the financial help
of every member of the College is urgently required; for,
during the last academic year, the subscriptions from
undergraduate members have fallen considerably, in spite
of the increased numbers in the College. I hope all will
do their utmost to rectify this next year. And secondly,
I am sure that any interest we show in the Club is more
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than amply repaid in the appreciation of the boys them
selves. If you have never visited the Club, why not do so
in the vacation, or pay a visit with Mr Jessop one day
next term ? It will not be a waste of time.
And lastly, there is the Summer Camp. This is to be
held as usual at Mottistone Farm, Brook, in the Isle of
Wight, from Saturday, July 25th, to August 8th. At the
time of going to press, only one or two Queens’ men are
known to be going to this camp, and these only for a few
days, in spite of much persistent propaganda; but there
must be some people who have nothing special to do at
this time, and would be only too willing to go to this
camp, if they knew how much their presence is needed,
and would be appreciated.
The following elections have been made for next
year: Secretary, P. H. L. Ling; Junior Treasurer, G. E.
Spear; 2nd Year Committee, C. J. D. Hooper, M. A. P.
Wood and M. B. Folker.
George E. Spear, Hon. Sec.

THE GUILD OF ST BERNARD
S is customary in the May term, only one meeting

A has been held. Imminent exams necessitate
an unremitting grind for the procrastinating under
graduate.
On April 24th, Rev. H. C. L. Heywood, Dean of
Gonville and Caius College addressed the Guild on
“Prayer”. He gave a very clear exposition of the
theory of prayer.

24

The Dial

There have been four Masses in Little St Mary’s
Church, and the alms have been allocated as follows:—

7/6 to Little St Mary’s Church.
7/- to the Brotherhood of St Francis.
10/- to the Fruiting Campaign.
5/- to the Waifs and Strays.
As retiring Secretary I should like to thank the Guild
for their forbearance with me in my deficiencies as
secretary.
For those members of the Guild who have been
resident in Queens’ this year, I should like to thank
Fr. Vidler for his work as Chaplain, and Fr. Hankey for
putting Little St Mary’s Church at our disposal The
Guild will begin next October with eight members.
J. Taylor will be President, and A. J. M. Beloe
Secretary.
On June 8th the annual dinner was held in L.4.
We are grateful to M. M. Bull for lending us his room.
There were ten members present, and the Chaplain of
the College was the guest of honour. After a very
good dinner Mr Jessop kindly took us for our annual
stroll in the Fellows’ garden.
R. F. Walters, Hon. Sec.
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Q. C. B. C.
Captain of the Boats ...
Hon. Secretary
...
Committee
...
...

R. R. Lack
G. Bowman-Jackson
M. A. Collings, J. A. Russ

THE May Boat finished seventh on the river this term.
It is as high as it has been since 1830 and was un
fortunate not to have gone higher. The crew was faster
than any Queens’ crew of recent years and was considered
to be one of the fastest crews on the river.
During the term, and especially at the beginning, the
second crew trained with the first, long outings to Clayhithe being taken together which proved very beneficial
to both crews.
The first boat was very steady and had a long hard
stroke, but the chief criticism was the tendency to
“hang” and wait on the front stops making the boat
at times ponderous and lifeless. Mr Rickett coached the
boat for the first fortnight spending the time selecting
the crew. This was more difficult than usual for there
was more competition for the last two or three seats
in the boats. Early in training the rhythm was rushed
but as soon as the order was settled the “time” became
better and the boat improved remarkably well. Mr Price
took the crew for the middle period teaching the crew
to hit a quick and true beginning. The rate of paddling
was always fairly low but the boat ran well between the
strokes, so that by the time Mr Duckworth came to coach
for the last few days before the races a higher rate of
striking both in paddling and rowing was achieved
without any loss of rhythm.
On the first night of the Mays Queens’ bumped Caius
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just after First Post Corner, Caius being unfortunate
in catching several crabs at that point. On the second
night Queens’ rowed over; Third Trinity starting above
bumped Lady Margaret on Grassy Corner. The row by
the Queens’ boat was very good being the best during
training. Lady Margaret fell to Queens’ against the
“Railings” on the third night. On Saturday Third
Trinity was chased over the whole length of the course
up to the Horse Grind, the bump only being missed by
two feet all the way up the Long Reach.
The crew was as follows :
bow
2
3
4
5
6
7
stroke
cox

H. G. Wolskel
J. A. Russ
G. B. Jackson
G. P. L. Bretherton
J. L. M. Hole
P. C. Kirkpatrick
M. A. Collings
R. R. Lack
P. A. Missen

We should like to take this opportunity of thanking
the coaches for their kind assistance.
It was arranged that the crew should have competed
for the Ladies’ Plate at Henley, but owing to a mistake
the entry was not sent to the Regatta officials in time.
The second crew is to be congratulated on finishing
two from bottom in the second division which is the
highest a Queens’ second crew has been in the May
Races. This boat was very fast returning good times
during training. It was a very keen crew and was un
fortunate not to have achieved its oars.
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The crew was as follow :
bow R. L. Peel
2 C. G. H. Rodgers
3 P. A. Bamford
4 A. Hertzberg
5 A. T. Al Khalil
6 J. G. Nicholls
7 A. G. M. Bean
stroke J. D. Sproule
cox R. J. R. Jenkins
Coaches: J. A. Russ, M. A. Collings, R. R. Lack
1st Night.
2nd Night.
3rd Night.
4th Night.

Bumped Pembroke III and rowed over.
Rowed over and bumped Downing I.
Rowed over.
Bumped First Trinity III.

The third crew for the greater part was composed of
Rugger men and people who were new to the river. The
boat started high, and in spite of a very plucky perfor
mance went down.
The crew was as follows:
bow A. G. Cox
2 D. T. Whittaker
3 P. E. Hughesdon
4 R. W. J. Maclure
5 S. C. Bonnett
6 M. A. P. Wood
7 L. D. Blathwayt
stroke J. A. Henman
cox J. O. N. Vickers
Coaches: M. A. Collings, R. R. Lack, G. B. Jackson

1st Night. Rowed over.
2nd Night. Bumped by Corpus Christi II.
3rd Night. Rowed over.
4th Night. Bumped by Clare III.

The following officials were elected for next year:
Captain of the Boats, R. R. Lack; Hon. Secretary,
P. C. Kirkpatrick; Committee, M. A. Collings, J. L. M.
Hole.
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Q. C. C. C.
Captain
Hon. Secretary
Committee
Matches

Won 7.

...

...
...

J. A. Hulme
R. P. Jesse
D. C. Horton
Lost 2.

Drawn 7.

THE First XL has had a very successful season,
although it was never at full strength. Only
three of the eight old colours played regularly. Last
year’s record of six wins was broken and praise is due
to the Captain, J. A. Hulme, for his courageous tactics
in forcing a win, and for inspiring the team to play
good sporting cricket. The most exciting win was
against Christ’s when two-hundred and ten runs were
scored in eighty minutes against a good side. Pem
broke, Bury and West Suffolk, and Caius were defeated
easily after the bowlers had dismissed the whole side.
The batting of the team was usually very strong.
J. A. Hulme and V. B. Jones recovered their old form,
each scoring a century. A. G. G. Long and P. H. L.
Ling showed great promise as forcing batsmen and
E. S. Washington developed as a steadier batsman.
The bowling was only moderate. A fast bowler was
needed to open the attack, but there was not one to be
found. J. A. Hulrne recovered form towards the end of
the season, but the other opening bowlers who were
tried, Farey, Ofori-Atta and Blackhurst, bowled well
at times and kept the runs down, but could not bowl
for long spells. Once the shine had been knocked off
the ball, C. C. Walker did much damage with his slow
off-breaks. He always kept a good length and when
he learns to vary his pace and to give the batsman a
‘six’ in order to deceive him, he will be very good.
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R. S. Cranston was called upon by the Crusaders,
but valuable substitutes were found in V. B. Jones,
Matthews and O’Reilly. The fielding improved as the
season progressed, although the ground fielding was
never very smart. C. C. Walker and A. G. Long were
often conspicious.
The Second XI. had an enjoyable, though not a very
successful season. The demands made by the First XI.
weakened the team considerably and exams had their
usual terrifying effect.
Full colours have been awarded to C. C. Walker,
A. G. G. Long, P. H. L. Ling, E. S. Washington,
W. E. A. Ofori-Atta and M. A. J. Farey.
Half-colours to D. L. Blackhurst and P. H. N.
Matthews.
The following have been elected to hold office next
year: Captain, R. P. Jesse; Hon. Sec., C. C. Walker;
Committee, A. G. G. Long.
FIRST XL BATTING AVERAGES.
Innings

V. B. Jones
J. A. Hulme
Rev. G. L. O. Jessop
P. H. L. Ling
E. S. Washington
R. P. Jesse
R. Fletcher
A. G. G. Long
P. H. N. Matthews
W. E. A. Ofori-Atta
C. C. Walker

9
14
5
8
13
15
7
12
6
5
8

Runs

Highest
Score

Times
not out

Average

475
370
97
164
245
267
106
142
52
56
35

102
102*
41
81*
52*
76
41
34
14
37
11*

1
4
1
1
1
0
1
2
2
0
2

59.38
37.0
24.2
23.4
20.4
17.8
17.7
14.2
13.0
11.2
5.8

Also batted:—R. S. Cranston 3—106—65*—1; V. H. Holloway
4—51—34*—1; E. L. A. Folker 3—31—27—1; E. T. O’Reilly
4—29—12—2; M. A. J. Farey 2—30—21*—2; D. L. Blackhurst
1—1—1*—1.
* not out.
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FIRST XI. BOWLING AVERAGES.
Overs

M. A. J. Farey
33
C. C. Walker
110
D. L. Blackhurst
86
W. E. A. Ofori-Atta 57
J. A. Hulme
127
E. L. A. Folker
26
W. R. Coombe
35
Rev. G. L. O. Jessop 44

Maidens

Runs

Wickets

Average

6
11
13
4
20
1
12
4

114
496
223
260
491
158
103
200

10
31
11
12
22
7
4
7

11.4
16.0
20.3
21.6
22.3
22.6
25.8
28.5

Also bowled:—V. H. Holloway 11—1—46—2; V. B. Jones 15—
1—77—2; R. Fletcher 4—0—42—0; R. P. Jesse 12—0—81—3;
M. Ingram 10—1—30—1; A. G. G. Long 1—0—16—0.

Q. C. L. T. C.
DURING the greater part of the term we experienced
ideal tennis weather and for once the usual high
winds were absent.
Both teams played with great enthusiasm and keen
ness and all the matches were well fought out. The
results showed a marked improvement upon last year,
for the 1st VI. lost only three matches and finished third
in Division III of the League, while the 2nd VI lost only
two matches. This is the best performance accomplished
by any team since records were kept. In the Inter-Col
legiate Tournament we met Christ’s in the Singles and
St John’s in the Doubles and were beaten in the first
round of each.
On May 22nd the 1st VI visited Oxford for the annual
match with Hertford College, and a very enjoyable game
was cut short by rain when Hertford were leading by
three matches to one.
We congratulate F. W. Elford on his performance
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in the Fresher’s Tournament and on being awarded
Fenners colours.
On the whole this has been a very satisfactory season
and if the improvement in play is continued during
next season there is no reason why we should not secure
promotion to the next division.
Full colours were awarded to: F. W. Elford, J. D. M.
Taylor, G. C. Weatherhead. Half colours were awarded
to A. R. Abraham, R. J. Burleigh.
Officers for next season: Captain, G. C. Weatherhead;
Hon. Secretary, F. W. Elford.
J. S. Lewis.

Q. C. SWIMMING CLUB
THE Swimming Club was resurrected this term after
a period of neglect lasting for many years.
It would not be too much to say that it has done ex
tremely well. A side was not entered for the water polo
cuppers as the quality of the talent in hand was unknown,
however such was the prowess revealed that next year it
is hoped to have a side of outstanding merit.
G. W. Markwick who is swimming regularly for the
University has been its mainstay and has been very well
backed by the remainder of the side whose combination
is extremely good.
It is hoped that next year a greater number will join
and enable Queens’ to swim races as well as play water
polo.
Water polo results: played 6, won 4, lost 2.
G. W. Markwick has been nominated for Captain and
H. D. T. Holgate for Secretary, for next year.
H. C. Horton, Capt.
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CORRESPONDENCE
To the Editor of ‘The Dial’
THE PROBLEM OF PALESTINE

Sir,—Many members of the College must have felt
a pang of disappointment to see The Dial become
a platform for the exposition of politically controver
sial ideas. But the issues raised in Mr Daoudi’s article
are vital to so many interests that some of his more
blatant errors cannot be passed over lest silence be con
strued as acquiescence.
The underlying motive of Mr Daoudi’s opposition to
Jewish colonisation in Palestine is the fear of Arab
dispossession. This charge merits close examination,
because, if it is proved to be true, then both the British
Government and the Jewish Agency stand convicted
of a breach of trust in the violation of a clause in the
Balfour Declaration which provides that Arab rights
are not to be injured.
The largest communities in Palestine number 950,000
Arabs and 400,000 Jews. Of a total land acreage of
6,500,000, over six millions is either in Arab hands or
the property of absentee landlords or unclaimed for
cultivation. The Jewish land acreage is very much less
than 500,000. Of this land, the majority, before it was
acquired by Jewish companies at extortionate prices,
was marshland and swamp, defertilised by centuries of
neglect and rendered hideous with disease. Where the
teeming Jewish settlements now flourish in the Valley
of Jezreel (the Emek), only the malarial mosquito could
find a home before the war. The land was acquired by
the Jewish National Fund at a fantastic price both
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in money and in men. The graveyards in the Emek
tell of the early young Jewish settlers who stood up
to their waists in the fetid swamps so that the ravaged
valley might become a peaceful healthy abode for those
who were to follow. Similarly the Lake Huleh area,
largely uninhabitable for centuries, was acquired by
Jewish interests in 1934, and a large portion of it was
set aside for the settlement of landless Arabs; and the
Arab zone is also to be drained and irrigated by the
Jewish companies concerned. In no place, at no time
has Jewish land acquisition resulted directly or in
directly in the dispossession of Arabs. On the contrary,
by selling their surplus land Arab smallholders derived
capital which enabled them to equip their farms with
modern appliances of intensive cultivation. And the
final explosion of the myth of Arab dispossession came
when the British Government instituted an enquiry into
the alleged grievance of displaced Arabs. Less than 600
Arabs claimed to be landless as a result of Jewish
colonisation. Half of these claims were doubtful, all
of them had been compensated, and many refused an
opportunity to be re-settled on the land.
I cannot leave the land question before commenting
on the delicious absurdity of Mr Daoudi’s reasoning
when he solemnly informs us that no land possession
is normal, unless it is a process of private ownership
involving what he calls economic exchange. Naturally
a policy of nationalisation eliminating the corruption
of speculators and the extortion of landlords is, in his
view, dangerous. But those who prefer facts to gener
alities will find that the Jewish immigration has left
the Arab agrarian position unharmed, enriched the
Arab peasantry, provided new points of settlement
where thousands of Arabs are employed and, through
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vast schemes of afforestation (e.g. Balfour Forest and
King George V. Forest)—begun to restore the country’s
natural fertility. Add to this the even more spectacular
recovery of Palestine through Jewish industrial develop
ment, the tremendous strides in natural and medical
sciences and the awakening of a cultural life—and it is
not difficult to see why instead of the pre-war trend of
emigration away from Palestine’s malarial areas, we
now witness a tendency for Transjordanian Arabs and
Haurani and even Syrians to converge on the buoyantly
reviving Palestine.
Unfortunately, not all classes of Arabs have gained
from Jewish colonisation. Under the Turkish régime
the Arab peasantry were oppressed and exploited by
the dominant families of Effendis and moneylenders.
The British government and Jewish progress have
undermined the control of this ruling caste which has
employed every means of terrorism and atrocity propa
ganda to maintain an artificial Arab-Jewish antipathy.
The awakening freedom of the Arab masses would
speedily end their corrupting influence. Against the
British and Jewish records of ordered constructive
progress, the Arab leadership has nothing to show
except organised riots, arson and incitement to violence.
The Times correspondent, an impartial critic, has
described their propaganda as “incredibly mendacious”.
As an example of it I would quote the attempt to
kindle the fury of the Arabs in 1929 by the rumour that
the Jews were about to burn down the Mosque of Omar
and rebuild the Jewish Temple on its site. It is this
small group of agitators which stand between the Jews
and Arabs and hinders their co-operation in spheres of
mutual interest. It is established beyond doubt that
there would be no ill-feeling if it were not deliberately
fostered and created.
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The duty of the three partners in the story of post
war Palestine is plain. The Jews subjected in many
countries to every form of persecution and outrage
claim the rights solemnly acceded to them by fifty-two
nations to carve out a niche for themselves in Palestine
where alone they can develop their distinctive forms of
life. Their achievements there since the war are the
most striking and significant chapter in their history in
modern times. Out of waste and void they have con
structed the framework of an original social life. They
have revived their ancient Hebrew tongue as their
vernacular, and after a brief period of undue Europani
sation, have maintained its literary idiom and atmos
phere while allowing it discreet scope for development.
It has become the instrument of a wide and flourishing
literature both original, technical, and scholarly. And
all the liberal arts have found a foothold again in the
Near East. There remain more swamps and hilly crags
which only the Jews will ever cultivate. The Zionist
contribution to the history of colonisation is to prove
that there is practically no such thing as uncultivated
land. Far from being saturated, the country is still in
the initial stage of recovery. There is a vast horizon
for more colonisation before a single Arab need suffer
anything except increased prosperity. Jewish colonists
may be stabbed from ambush; others will take their
place. Trees and groves may be wantonly uprooted;
others will be planted. The British people’s sympathy
with this historic enterprise remainsconfirmed. Within
one week both Houses of Parliament gave their almost
unanimous approval this year, and every authoritative
organ of the press added its tribute. The Jews have
only one course open—to go on.
The Arabs may choose between two ways. Either
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they will follow their leaders in the path of violent
conflict in the spirit portrayed in the revolting cartoon
reproduced in your last issue. Or they will seize the
hand of friendship extended to them by every Zionist
Congress and join as an independent constructive
partner in the recovery of their country. Nothing is to
be gained by the repetition of such iniquitious false
hoods as that “the bulk of the Jewish immigrants are
atheists with Bolshevist tendencies”.
Mr Daoudi
would be better employed in applying his knowledge,
eloquence and patriotism to a policy of conciliation
than in echoing the slogans of misunderstanding.
Yours etc.,
A. S. Eban.
To the Editor of ‘The Dial’

Dear Sir,—Although not one who habitually flies to
such a means of self-expression in moments of exaspera
tion, I feel constrained, as a result of recent events, to
complain of the existing conditions in Hall.
It would appear from the dearth of waiters at lunch
time, that the College is deficient in this respect. The
result is that the few who do attend seem to be under
the impression that they are over-worked, and by evening
Hall appear to have an overwelming desire to finish their
day’s work as quickly as possible.
Owing to the incredible and grievously long time
that some of us have to wait between the courses,
this ambition on the part of the waiters is somewhat
checked, so that directly the sweet has been served,
we are hustled through it, and out of Hall.
The climax of this unpleasant ‘hustling’ was reached
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for me this evening, when a frantic waiter, too lazy
to fetch a brush-and-crumb-tray, and much too frantic
to wait until I had finished, laid his head upon the table
opposite me, and blew the crumbs off in a disgusting and
irritating manner.
This is more than I can stand, and being uncertain of
whom I should complain to, I am taking the liberty of
airing my grievance to everyone in general, by writing
to you. I should hate to suffer from repression by saying
nothing about it—it might lead to murder.
Yours, etc.
Disgusted.
To the Editor of ‘The Dial’

Dear Sir,—It was with some pleasure that I noted,
at the beginning of this term, that the underground
bathrooms had been provided with electric light
switches, and that on the door of each bathroom was
painted a neat sentence—“Please switch off the light.”
After so much expense why is it that we are unable
to benefit? The admonition to switch off the light
is unnecessary—there is no light to switch on, let
alone switch off, except in the changing room, and
the rest of the “Baths” is still submerged in an allpervading gloom.
Even the joy of switching on an imaginary light
soon palls, and I feel that either less expensive toys
might have been provided, or that we might at least
have been given a chance of making them work.
Yours, etc.
R. L. P.
[The writer probably took his terminal bath when the lights
had fused. They usually work except early and late in the
day.—Censor.]
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