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THE DIAL

No. 89. Easter Term 1938.

EDITORIAL

One of the disadvantages of a magazine like the 
Dial, the production of which falls with every 

issue upon new and generally reluctant shoulders, is 
the inevitable lack of any fixed editorial policy. An 
attempt at stabilisation is, it is true, made at the 
terminal committee meeting—a solemn function at
tended, if fine, by the Treasurer, the Censor, and the 
forthcoming Editor. But as the latter rarely remembers 
to take notes on the proceedings, any fruit that they 
might have borne is generally lost to posterity.

This, combined with the cheerful contempt in which 
most editors hold all back numbers of the magazine, 
accounts for the fact that only the most ingenious have 
ever detected a thread of settled policy running through
out our history. This term, however, in a conscientious 
attempt to profit by the lessons of the past, we read our 
previous issue from cover to cover—after recovering 
from the shock brought on by the aggressive heartiness 
of both.
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As a result of our study we are tempted to announce 
one of those far-reaching changes in policy which ap
pear to be so popular in University journalism. There 
will be no triumphant circulars to that effect; but we 
feel bound to inform our readers that while in March 
1938 politics may have been the concern of us all, in 
June 1938 we find them a great deal too depressing to 
be dealt with in a college magazine. Let it never be 
said that we shrink from the sterner realities of life. 
We find them, indeed, almost impossible to avoid, but 
like the Editor of the Granta (whose supremely mixed 
metaphor we borrow) we regard our magazine as “no 
place for the tone which suddenly fell on it, and has 
enwrapped it like a cloud”. In short, then, this term’s 
issue will contain no politics. Next term the situation 
may again be reversed ; but we shall not be there.

The present issue has departed from tradition by the 
inclusion of a rather large proportion of parody and 
satire. This, we feel, is a Good Thing. It has made 
a gracious concession to precedent in yet another 
photograph of Cambridge’s most beautiful building:— 
without apology, since the photograph is an extremely 
good one. We would remind potential critics that the 
Italian Masters never refrained from depicting the 
Annunciation, or the martyrdom of St Sebastian, on 
the grounds that it had been done before. They knew 
when they had found something good, and they stuck 
to it.

We shall refrain, on the other hand, from the usual 
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pathetic wails of protest against the shortage of con
tributions. The Editorial Way has, as usual, been 
paved with broken promises, but we have received, for 
better or for worse, nearly as much copy as we have 
room for. Finally, there have been further experiments 
with the cover, which is if nothing else, a little more 
dignified than our last.

REGINALIA
We apologise for the omission of this important 

feature from last term’s issue. We are also prepared to 
apologise in advance for any omissions from this 
column. The Dial Intelligence Service confesses with 
some reluctance that it is but human.

To the already impressive list of the College’s repre
sentatives in University teams during the past two 
terms—commented on in the Michaelmas Dial—we are 
proud to add four more—Lawn Tennis, Polo, Boxing 
and Billiards.

Queens’ continues to be well represented in University 
journalism. P. R. Noakes has edited the Cambridge 
Review, and J. C. T. MacRobert has completed a year’s 
management of the Varsity Weekly without serious 
mishap. Next term the latter is, we hear, to be taken 
over by H. King-Hedinger, while J. F. L. Long has 
been appointed Editor of the Gownsman.
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We congratulate A. C. Eban most sincerely on win

ning the Tyrwhitt University Scholarship and the 
Mason Hebrew Prize.

We also congratulate P. R. Noakes (rather belatedly) 
on having attained the Presidency of the Union this 
term; and J. C. T. MacRobert on having been elected 
to next term’s Committee.

Major-General A. C. Temperley, C.B., D.Sc., has 
recently published an authoritative and extremely in
teresting book on European diplomacy entitled “The 
Whispering Gallery of Europe”.

We note with deep regret the death in an aeroplane 
accident of Herbert Guy Bullen (1919–1922), Bishop 
in the Sudan.

The Rev. Canon L. M. Andrews (1906—1909) is re
ported to be conducting an experiment in unemploy
ment relief on the lines of that devised by the celebrated 
Mr Deeds. The venture is proving so successful that he 
recently refused a Colonial Bishopric in order that the 
work might proceed undisturbed.
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SOME MEMORIES OF OLD QUEENS’

Whether any memories of old Cambridge can, in 
fact, be brought home to this generation is, I 
think, doubtful. Cambridge began to change when 

Fellows began to marry in the seventies, and the in
fluence of women and children in uprooting old land
marks has been immeasurable, more so I think than 
industrialism, motor cars, cinemas and all the other 
horrible contraptions of progress, though each of these 
has made its contribution.

Queens’, as I knew it first, and that is well over fifty 
years ago, was an idyllic spot, as remote in some 
respects from modern reality as ‘Our Village’. The 
old plaster cottages over the bridge—which have been 
removed to make way for the newest buildings, added 
to the illusion. The Grove was a tangle of wild but 
picturesque disorder, devoted to fishermen out of term 
and to undergraduates in it, while the view from it did 
not then include the new (though now old) buildings 
beyond the Chapel and next to King’s. Where the gate 
now goes out into Queens’ Lane, opposite St Cath
arine’s, used to be a row of half-a-dozen rickety alms
houses occupied by the old women of the college, 
superannuated bedmakers, etc. These have made way 
for the modern Andrew Dokett buildings. Before that—- 
some time in the early eighties—the peculiarly hideous 
new (though now old) red buildings at right angles to 
them were built. I remember hearing my father, Ernest 
Temperley, then Bursar of the College, talking about 
its inception. The matter was discussed one night in 
the Combination Room, and old Dr Campion showed 
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up magnificently (as indeed he did in everything) 
offering a subscription of one thousand pounds. I always 
understood that the old President (Dr Phillips) did not 
like the project, because it meant giving up his second 
garden. Anyhow it was built, and I remember playing 
about, while it was being constructed, and snaring birds 
with breadcrumbs, using the loose bricks lying about 
for the sides of the traps. During the excavations, 
thirteen skeletons, plus a horse’s skull, were dug up, and 
this produced the superstition that thirteen persons 
would die in thirteen years in the precincts of the 
college. I have forgotten whether they obliged! The 
Walnut Tree Court was particularly lovely in those 
days, and was overlooked from the President’s Lodge 
by a round window covered with slates, built curiously 
in the form of a Saracen’s helmet. Modern improve
ments have removed this quaint and picturesque symbol 
of ‘the Saracen’s head’.

The two great characters in the college in the 
eighties were Dr Campion, the Tutor, and his friend 
“Poll Clark,” who was Edward’s Fellow. These two 
were great friends, though they were usually disputing 
about something, and even in Chapel, when they were 
not always inaudible. “Poll Clark” is fairly well 
sketched in “Trolloppe’s Dilemma,” the first of a series 
of novels by Alan St Aubyn, a lady of considerable 
talent, whose son was at Queens’. These novels, now 
forgotten, were written with some spirit and produced 
thrills such as a baby being born in a college (obviously 
Queens’); an undergraduate cutting his throat and 
becoming Senior Wrangler in spite of it, in the same 
institution; and Newnham girls getting brain fever 
habitually on the approach of the Tripos. Despite 
these slips some of the atmosphere was realistic.
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Dr Campion was a great character, Rector of St 

Botolph’s, the only Rector in Cambridge as he was fond 
of saying, and as picturesque a figure as could be 
imagined. He was never seen (nor was ‘Poll’ Clark) 
without a top hat, and looked the perfection of bene
volence. His rooms were often thronged with strange 
characters from Newnham parish, towards whom he 
was a real father. He once pulled a boy out of Newn
ham millpond with a boat hook and saved his life by 
applying artificial respiration. Newnham was a real 
village in the old days, and Dr Campion a rural rector, 
attending mothers’ meetings, discussing the right way 
to feed cows, and the way to prevent boys going to the 
bad. Dr Campion was not only a great scholar and an 
eloquent preacher, but a most engaging and entertaining 
companion for old and young, being able to amuse and 
interest everyone by his speech, and to love a joke against 
himself as well as to make one. He delighted a mother 
in the parish one day by telling her that her child of 
three looked like a cornfield, with cornflower blue eyes, 
cheeks as red as poppies, and hair as yellow as the 
grain. The same day, he met a cleric, who had just 
been made an Honorary Canon, and congratulated him 
on having ‘a stall without a manger!’ That evening 
he went down to a mothers’ meeting where there were 
some naughty boys, who put some coal dust into his 
hat. He smiled and did not put it on, until he had 
emptied it out. ‘My young friends’ he said, ‘I am 
afraid you are disappointed.’ And, turning to the more 
educated part of the audience, said ‘I think in this case 
I bear away the palm, without the dust.’ This hint 
was lost on the naughty boys, but about a week later, 
his curate (Mr Vivian) gave a lantern lecture on the 
Middle Ages with coloured slides. He threw on one 



8 The Dial

representing Flagellant Monks, and said, looking at the 
boys in the audience, ‘These monks had to be flogged 
twice a week, which I wish you were’. This time the 
point was taken. Dr Campion beamed delightedly on 
the audience. He had obviously suggested the quip.

I remember the first stained glass window being put 
up in St Botolph’s. It was the gift of Dr Campion. 
The second was painted by Mr Vivian, before he went 
off to South Africa. The third, just outside the Chancel 
on the left, was put up in memory of Dr Stephen 
Parkinson of St John’s. When the subject of this 
window was first discussed, Dr Campion said he thought 
there was one theme they ought to be careful not to 
illustrate in the window. They must avoid the subject 
of the stoning of St Stephen. They did so.

In his last years Dr Campion was President, and my 
brothers and myself were often in the Lodge. We used 
to go to tea with him, and he taught us to fish, leaning 
out of the window over our shoulders, as we dangled our 
rods in the Cam. He was my godfather and I think 
that was the reason he was always particularly gracious 
to me. Whenever we went to see him, and we often 
went without my mother, he always seemed particularly 
pleased to see us, and would put away his work to 
amuse us at any time. The picture of him in the 
college by Mr Brock is an excellent one, but I don’t 
think anything could represent what he was in life, 
full of benevolence, wit, eloquence, learning, and alive 
to the very finger tips even when over eighty. He was 
an Irishman and I think this fact accounted for the 
peculiarly humorous and genial atmosphere he diffused 
around him. I don’t think there will ever be anyone 
quite like him and ‘Poll’ Clark again, among the dons, 
just as the old college servants, Sumpter, Kemp, 
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Fordham, Fenn and Holder, were all fine old crusted 
characters. They had an intense pride in the college, 
usually a rare wit, and a great joy in life. Indeed they gave 
you the idea that it was they who made the wheels go 
round, while the dons of the college looked on. There 
was something unique in the college, in its picturesque 
character, in its strange old-world simplicity, in its 
remarkable remoteness and seclusion and self sufficiency. 
The impression it made on you was that of tasting 
some old and rare wine. This wine at least had a 
bouquet and a body, rich and full as the finest Burgundy.

Harold Temperley.

SONNETINA
(After T. E. Brown.)

I saw three stars which crowned the parapet 
Of Heaven’s height 

And thought their misted twinkling much too slight 
A coronet. 

“Does night presume with baleful hands of jet 
To veil the light 

Of hosts of stars”, I said “—to hide from sight 
Where they are set?”

Then to those three God spoke “Reck not a jot 
Of the unwise, 

Who have beclouded minds, beclouded eyes— 
They cannot see 

Nor understand”. And so they winked at me 
And quite forgot.

S.A.W.
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THE MENACE FROM THE AIR

Although we had been motoring for nearly a fort
night, sleeping in every kind of hotel, James and I 

had hitherto been practically untroubled by mosquitoes. 
True, we had heard grim tales of sleepless nights spent 
grappling with an unseen host; but so far our rest had 
been undisturbed. This time, we reflected gloomily as we 
sat down to dinner, we were in for it. For we could see 
them—dozens of them performing complicated aerial 
manoeuvres around the light—and our hearts sank at 
the sight. We were as men waiting to go over the top in 
that grim hour before the dawn. The inn-keeper was 
kind enough to warn us about them; but his warning 
was a hollow mockery, for he had no constructive sug
gestions to offer, and he evidently regarded mosquito- 
nets as something rather effeminate.

We went to bed early, for we had had a long day’s 
motoring. It so happened that on this particular night 
we had been given adjoining rooms, instead of the usual 
two-bedded single room. Alone in my apartment, I 
noticed with a shiver of apprehension several shadowy 
figures flitting around the light. I closed the window 
to prevent any more from coming in, undressed quickly 
and got into bed.

Two hours later I awoke to several different sensations. 
One was a rapidly growing bump on my forehead (I re
called the man who had a friend whose brother had died 
from mosquito-bite); another was a tiny hum near my 
left ear, and several similar hums, all on different notes, 
a little further off; while a third was a resounding crash 
on the wall between my room and James’s. Evidently 
he had been getting to work with a hairbrush. I lay 
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silent and prepared a plan of campaign. Phrases from 
from my ‘Cert. A’ days came into my mind—the prin
ciple of surprise, the principle of determination, the 
principle of offensive action. Thus fortified, I leapt out 
of bed and switched on the light. At first I could see 
nothing; and then, as my eyes became accustomed to 
the light I saw one about a foot above my head, and 
evidently preparing to effect a landing. I landed out 
in the finest spirit of offensive action, but missed him by 
a foot. My second shot dislodged the curtain-rod from 
the top of the window, while my third hit me smartly on 
the shin.

Ten minutes later I proceeded as silently as possible 
to James’s room. He was standing on a chair as I came 
in, poised as if to strike. He struck, and there was a small 
black mark on the ceiling. I gazed at him in admiration. 
“How many is that?” I asked. “Fifteen,” he said, his 
keen eye detecting another poor beast which was vainly 
trying to escape out of the closed window. My ex
pression now resembled that of the Mayor of Hamelin 
when confronted by the Pied Piper (I had killed two, 
and I believe one of those was a spider). “Wouldn’t 
you like to come and slay some of mine?” I asked 
reverently. “There is some excellent hunting in there, 
I believe.” He regarded me scornfully. “I have my 
own affairs to attend to,” he answered with dignity.

I retired, abashed, to my room.
Several hours later, just as the dawn was beginning to 

break, I decided to open the window to let the poor little 
creatures out. It must have been terribly hot for them 
during the night. As I leaned out of the window, I saw 
a cat gazing at me scornfully from a wall below. I poured 
a jug of water over it and retired to bed.

The next night I was prepared. I had brought a large 
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spray and a bottle labelled “Flit”. I had defied the rules 
of civilised warfare and introduced poison gas. I had 
a most enjoyable time gassing the creatures—they did 
not die at once, but crept into corners and expired 
slowly. Apart from the fact that I could not sleep, 
owing to the fumes of the deadly substance, the ex
periment was a great success. And the night after that, 
there was not a mosquito to be found. James swears 
that it was because we had got out of the mosquito 
country; but I don’t believe him. I think the news had 
got about.

J.

WELL
Cool, cool, deep dark water, 
Shade, trees and dark leaves. 
Cool, cool, pale green grasses, 
Dew still, and grey stones.
Plunge, plunge in deep water, 
Break light with firm will, 
Plunge, plunge to deep darkness, 
P’raps shake with pearls gleam.
Search, search in troubled water 
Iron, rust and wet roots. 
Search, search in thrashing water, 
Gold gleam, the Cup found.
Rise, rise through pale greenness, 
Night breaks on dull gold. 
Rise, rise through smashed surface, 
Light sinks to soft glow.
Rest, rest on cool grasses, 
Calm vow in long sleep, 
Rest, rest, the quests ended, 
Sun breaks through dark leaves.

S. H. C.



ON THE COAST OF DENMARK

(Photo. J. C. Stamp )
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THE COLLEGIAD
With valuable critical notes appended.

The Editor accepts no responsibility for this great work 
of art, because, like all works of art, it contains so small 
an atom of truth, that, should the general public know, 
the job of literary artist would cease and the position 
of literary critic would no longer exist.

I.
The flighty mother (or the muse) who brings 
All college scandals from the doors of Kings,1 
Of her I sing not. All I wish to say 
Is that the censor censored that away! 
Alas, ’tis gone! and I am left to think— 
My mind as e’er an intellectual sink: 
A thought arrives once every week, perhaps, 
And while I talk my supervisor naps: 
Of him I sing not. All I wish to say 
Is that the censor censored that away!

1. This distich is almost taken straight out of the Dunciad.

II.
One cell there is concealed from vulgar eye, 
The care of intellect and poetry. 
Keen, hollow’ winds howl through that bleak recess 
Emblem of music caused by emptiness2— 
This bleak recess, O jaded muse, my brain, 
Which rusts when left in thy poetic rain. 
Ashamed I am at this my favourite fad 
But I must finish my collegiad.

2. These lines are also copied from the Dunciad. Our author invades 
his predecessors like a monarch.
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III.

Dullness! I thee invoke, come help me quick 
Before my inspiration ’gins to stick, 
I wish to versify some noble acts, 
Done by my friends, just plain but honest facts. 
I sing of Mr Charlton, digged in “V”, 
Whose politics a mystery are to me: 
Of Mr Herdman, sitting in his attic, 
Striving1 t’elucidate his mathematick: 
Of Mr Markwick, pleasant-faced, whose wish 
It is to emulate the finny fish; 
Of Mr Jaffa, living low on “M” 
About whose great ambition ...... well, a’hem. 
Of these gentlemen, I little know 
Except they live most blameless lives. And so 
I pass onto our friend the great Atul 
Who, in the clouds, must find it very cool:2 
Or e’en perhaps, the vast Ofori Atta 
Whose baggy trousers shrink as he grows fatta. 
Near Mr Atta’s staircase lives Dick Bent 
Who’ll say my verse is “lousy”—though heav’n-sent. 
But let us leave these noble men in peace, 
And pass across the river. Then let me cease.3

1. This line is cunningly varied by the classical elision. The author 
evidently found great difficulty in fitting all the words into this line, but 
he has done quite well. For “mathematick” cp. Robert Bridges, 
“Testament of Beauty”, Bk I, p. 33, line 740 “...... Musick and 
Mathematick.”

2. This judicious comparison is comparable to any in the Ancients. 
I still do not know where our author stole it from.

3. Great modesty is shown here by our author. He warns the reader 
that he will stop sometime. He wisely does not say when. He very 
likely did not know.
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IV.
Again, O Dullness, aid me in distress 
My inspiration’s gone: my muse, a mess. 
O Dullness come, come feed my finest flower 
Wed deep its roots with th’esemplastic power.1 
Turn triteness into aphoristic wit 
And see my stanzas are no sad misfytte.

1. It is very evident that our author is here very frightened that the 
muse has vanished. Indeed, it has.

V.

Here I commence, again, my ruptured song 
To Dullness dedicated—and John Long 
Whose opposition shop, the Poet’s Pub, 
Outdid the “Anchor” with its shilling sub. 
Mr Peter Rowland smiled when he 
Saw potion, called poetic, going free. 
Their building, now, however’s nearly gone 
Because it has no base to rest upon. 
So down below evicted Shuldham-Shaw 
No longer plays his music any more: 
Instead J. A. Buchanan shouts and sings 
As far behind he leaves the muses wings. 
But when I turn my eyes on Colin Stamp 
I realise the Dial is no ramp. 
O Editor, smile on these turgid verses 
And add your praise in editorial curses.2 
My numbers sadly lack all common sense, 
My rhymes are forced, with metre I dispense.3 
Yet you will find I almost equal Dryden 
By standing up on ice which others slide on.

2. Our judicious author addresses the Editor for fear the Editor may 
reject his verses.

3. Cp. many modern poets who dispense, also, with sense.
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VI.
O Dismal Darkness, dank and dirty muse1 
I’ve nothing more to say. What then ensues?2 
Of course, I quite forgot. I should retract 
And say that truth can’t tally with the fact. 
A pleasant paradox! But then the truth 
Is birthright of the intellectual sleuth. 
So dank and dirty muse, O Dullness dismal 
Shroud in thy skirt my ignorance abysmal.

PHANTASMAGORIA
“And then he drew a dial from out his poke 

And looking on it with lack-lustre eye 
Says ......”

Strange, passing strange. I was sitting in the senate 
house; endeavouring to answer a Shakespearean 

context; striving to get an honest third, but feeling 
that failure was inevitable. I was sitting in the senate 
house: most certainly. I remembered the invigilator’s 
look of doubt as I stared vacantly at the ceiling where 
I hoped to catch a shred of truth among the dusty 
tracery. But no, Truth had decided to close shop and 
I was left at the mercy of my imagination—dead on 
most occasions, but with Tripos fever, eminently dis
concerting. It invariably gave me all the most unlikely 
answers.

1. This fine line should be compared with Langland’s “Thanne cam 
sleuthe al bislobered, with two slimy eyen” Piers Plowman, B Text, 
Passus V, line 390.

2. Our author has evidently nothing whatever to say. He wishes to 
go on but words fail him. Later he finds the words, but sense fails him.

Spectator.
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But now? The senate house no longer existed. The 

examinee who also sought inspiration among the cob
webs had vanished with the examination. Instead, 
I found myself talking to our Estimable Editor on the 
sloping bank opposite the Fellows’ Garden. From his 
pocket he drew a Dial; and, meeting my wan gaze with 
a sprightly glance, ordered me to take up my pen and 
write.

Now some people are able to write about nothing— 
I would refer the reader to Fielding’s excellent essay 
on this subject—but the verb “to write” in my own 
case seems to imply something to write about. And in 
order to write about something, either inspiration is 
necessary or a knowledge of facts. As I dismally lacked 
the former I decided that my salvation lay with the 
latter.

“Right, sir,” I said, “I shall present you with your 
copy. But I have no idea where the necessary facts will 
come from.”

The Editor seemed surprised—he is sometimes, I be
lieve—and answered: “But, my dear sir, just look 
a little lower down the path, beyond Mr and Mrs Duck 
and the ducklings ”—all of which were making a horrible 
noise over a piece of stale bread.

I looked. To my amazement I found no less a person 
than Mr William Shakespeare (alias Francis Bacon, 
alias A. N. Other, Esq.) striding towards me. Dressed 
in a smart, dark blue lounge suit, a small moustache 
intensifying a strong upper lip and a straggling beard 
disfiguring the lower, he seemed the very image of 
Shakespeare himself, which, of course, he was. At the 
same time, and from the opposite direction, Mr Betterton 
strode up. He was obviously an actor; his manner was 
very French, his suit of Parisian cut. Mr Shakespeare 
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regarded him strangely, but seemed more surprised when 
Mr Lamb came through the gate by the squash courts, 
followed closely by Mr Rowe, Dr Johnson, Messrs Hazlitt 
and Coleridge. Mr Coleridge seemed to be in a dream 
and was muttering somewhat loudly.

‘ “The dead men gave a groan... ” 
No.

“We were a ghastly crew...”

No. Why won’t this Ancient Mariner rhyme go out 
of my head? Let me see. Yes!

“And all who heard should see them there, 
And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair, 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 
And close your eyes with holy dread 
For he on honey dew hath fed, 
And drunk the milk of Paradise.” ’

Mr Hazlitt became irate as Mr Coleridge nearly 
pitched him into the river.

“Good heavens, Coleridge. What on earth’s wrong 
with you?”

“Just a rhyme, my friend. Peculiar, you know. They 
keep on going in and out of my head.”

“And I had done a hellish thing.”

—Thanks, Hazlitt. I have it!”
Mr Shakespeare, however, ended the bickering by re

questing silence whilst he performed the necessary 
introductions. Then we all sat down under one of the 
trees and Mr Coleridge continued facetiously:

“All in a hot and copper sky, 
The bloody sun, at noon, 
Right up above the mast did stand 
Like the...”
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I am sorry, gentlemen. That is wrong.

“No bigger than the moon,”

Mr Shakespeare, feeling acutely the soporific effect of 
Mr Coleridge’s verses and the intense heat of the sun, 
commenced day-dreaming and finally entered into a 
heavy slumber.

Mr Betterton was the first to speak. “Mes amis,” 
he said, “since Will is profitably asleep, let us continue 
the quarrel we had last night in the Arts Theatre bar.”

“Indeed, Mr Betterton,” replied Mr Lamb, “I was in 
no fit state to pay much attention to your quarrel.”

“ But, Mr Lamb, do you not remember having an
nounced with profound circumspection “The Lear of 
Shakespeare cannot be acted.”

“Did I say that?” asked Mr Lamb. “Then I must 
have been mad. But, as I said before, I can remember 
a very small fraction of the evening—in fact, I have 
hazy recollections of Mr Pope’s having said that Mr 
Theobald would find a suitable place in “The Dunciad.” 
But then those two always were at it hammer-and-tongs. 
However, “The Lear of Shakespeare cannot be acted”— 
yes, yes. No, I wasn’t mad. It’s perfectly true. It 
cannot be acted.”

“But it has been acted,” urged Mr Betterton.
“Huh! Acted indeed!” said Mr Lamb crossly. “Read 

my essay. Then you will know, sir, that it cannot be acted.”
“I have never read your essay, sir,” Mr Betterton 

added quickly, “but I tell you Lear can be acted. I have 
acted in it.”

“With wonderful success.”
“With public applause. And as for that old barbarous 

genius lying asleep next to me—well, Mr Lamb, he didn’t 
deserve it. He didn’t know what the public wanted.”
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“No, sir,” said Dr Johnson weightily, “you are mis
taken. He comprehended with great felicity.”

Mr Rowe threw his edition of Mr Shakespeare’s works 
down fiercely. “Sir, do you not realise that he trans
gressed every rule—every rule made by the ancients, 
whom we esteem mightily.”

“Sir,” responded Dr Johnson. “Do not endanger your 
own reputation by endeavouring to define Mr Shake
speare’s.”

“We are to consider him as a man who lived in a state 
of almost universal license and ignorance,” shouted Mr 
Rowe.

Dr Johnson, who was not speaking for victory, per
mitted Mr Rowe to expatiate; but his ardour soon 
extinguished itself and Mr Betterton, picking up one 
of the precious volumes, opened it at random and read 
out a line:

“It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul...”

Mr Hazlitt shuddered. “No,” he cried:
“It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul...”

Mr Lamb pondered. Carefully, he said:
“It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul...”

Here Mr Coleridge smiled. “Why not,” he laughed.
“IT IS the cause. It is THE CAUSE. My! Soul, 

Let me not name it to you.”

Mr Rowe disagreed and said that Mr Coleridge was 
merely trying to be funny. Mr Coleridge denied this 
vehemently. Mr Rowe suggested emendation.

“ It is the cause, it is the cause. Why Soul?”

“I don’t know,” murmured a tired me.
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“Why not:
“It is the cause. It was the cause. Sigh soul!”

suggested Mr Lamb, pompously.
Mr Hazlitt evidently had an idea :

It is a pause, “This is the cause, my soul!”

“What is the pause for?” Mr Betterton enquired.
“To give Othello time to get on the stage!” Mr 

Hazlitt replied. Mr Betterton could not agree and Mr 
Coleridge once more slipped in his shot.

“I feel,” he said, “that:
It is a pause. “It is the laws, upon my soul, it is.”

“Nonsense, sir,” shouted Mr Rowe. “How can it be? 
Your reading is ungrammatical. I suggest:

“There are the laws. Upon my soul, there are!”

Dr Johnson, a little wearied by this idle back chat, 
groaned internally and announced gravely:

“Sirs, you might ably employ every letter in the 
alphabet: doors, gauze, paws—implying, sirs, that 
Othello has not let the cat out—roars, soars, wars, 
yours. But, sirs, why do we sit here prosecuting idle 
fancies? I could have made longer notes, for the art 
of making notes is not of difficult attainment. The 
work, sirs, is performed, first by railing at the stupidity, 
negligence, ignorance, and asinine tastelessness of your 
companions, and shewing, from all that goes before and 
all that follows, the inelegance and absurdity of the old 
reading ; then by proposing something, which to super
ficial readers would seem specious, but which you reject 
with indignation; then by producing the true reading, 
with a long paraphrase, and concluding with loud ac
clamations on the discovery, and a sober wish for the 
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advancement and prosperity of genuine criticism. Why 
not, sirs, wake up Mr Shakespeare and ask him?”

Everyone was surprised at his own silliness and Mr 
Rowe banged the bard on the head with his book.

“Wake up, sir, we want your opinion.”
“On what?” Mr Shakespeare yawned.
“On a line you wrote in “Othello”, said Mr Betterton.
“Othello?” queried Mr Shakespeare. “Oh yes. I am 

supposed to have written it after “Measure for Measure” 
—but I didn’t, just for a joke. But what’s this difficult 
line ? ”

“It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul.”

I said plainly.
Mr Shakespeare gazed up into the trees for a few 

moments and appeared to be in deep thought. He 
pursed his lips.

“Gentlemen,” he said with the utmost gravity, “I 
haven’t the slightest idea what I meant. Does it 
matter?”

Everyone sighed. I crept away before the critical 
storm arose, but I could not find the Editor. Everything 
seemed very black and hard. Suddenly I became aware 
that I was looking, not at the pleasant scene opposite 
the Fellows’ Garden, but at a hard and dirty desk.

Shakespeare: desk: senate house. It came back 
slowly. I had slumbered.

I picked up my pen and continued
“... And looking on it with lack-lustre eye 
Says, very wisely, it is ten o’clock.”

Indeed it was not. The invigilator had decided it was 
twelve.

Spectator.



MULATTO

GRAEME SHANKLAND
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COIRBHREACAN

Blood-soaked carnage of great wrecked armies 
Stood parodied on nature’s curtained stage, 

Straining horses, plunging riderless, with trailing harness, 
Eyes flaming—nostrils fear-distended, spewed out mud— 
Stared horror-struck, and bit their traces: 
And others with their riders 
Crouched and tense, with lust for blood.

Great beasts of dim old worlds and ages 
With all the fretted frills of China’s gaudy stonework 
Lay sprawled in silhouette across the sky: 
And others, breathing fire and smoke, ragged ears 
Streamed like banners, chased with jagged jaws 
The mere monstrosities of lesser size and later years.

Blood red the shattered cohorts 
Stained the background of the mountain side; 
The dim sea-bound horizon’s massive forts 
Were carmined with their littered dead.

But, as I watched, the scarlet dies 
In the smoky screen of untold ages: 
The panoply of pageant earth, empurpled, 
Faded in the sun’s complacent afterglow. 
The sky receded—blue, and in it 

Stars twinkled; 
Sober infinite mirth: 

A cigarette end glowed 
In the seaweed.

J. C. T. M.
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THIS LATE LEAVE BUSINESS
The writer of the following article learned to his horror 

when it was nearing completion that a contemporary 
publication had made use of exactly the same idea earlier 
in the term. After uttering the usual platitudes about 
the smallness of the world and the inscrutability of 
Providence, he courageously decided to continue with his 
own effort, consoling himself the while with the following 
reflections:

1. His conscience was clear of any suspicion of 
plagiarism, since he makes a special point of never 
reading the publication in question. He is, in fact, 
scarcely aware of its existence.

2. He is confident that the same may be said to apply 
to the majority of his fellows. If there were any who 
read the article in question, the chances of their also 
reading the ‘Dial’ are infinitesimal.

3. Only the basic idea is the same in both cases. The 
objects of our respective attack are completely different. 
And now, so to speak, read on.
Of all the ceremonies connected exclusively with life 

in Cambridge, there is perhaps none so prosaic, so void 
of any poetic or emotional significance, as that of 
applying to one’s tutor for a late leave. When we stop 
to consider it, this simple ritual may very well take on 
a richly romantic aspect; for is it not the key that 
releases us from the wearisome fetters of the 12 o’clock 
rule, opening up for us a glittering prospect of Life in 
the Great Outside—of lights, of music, of the mysterious 
stillness of the river at night?

The trouble is, of course, that our souls lack poetry, 
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so that we are unable to look through the embarrassing 
ritual—embarrassing because we are always tempted 
to explain that our motives in demanding an absit are 
altogether honourable, and because an opportunity to 
do so never presents itself—into the glamour of self- 
realisation which lies beyond. If only one had the 
romantic, aristocratic other-worldliness, for example, 
of Mr D——d Y—s, how exhilarating a thing this 
ritual would immediately become!

We left the Rolls outside the old ivy-covered College, 
and waited for Jerry to arrive.

The drive had been fraught with excitement.
My half-cousin Jacob had been at the wheel, his face 

tense, his foot glued to the floor; and my heart had 
leapt up when I beheld the vast bulk of a corporation 
dust-cart almost entirely blocking the narrow pave of 
Trinity Street.

For a moment we held our breath.
I noticed Jacob stiffen imperceptibly ; the great car 

had leapt forward, and four-fifths of a second later we 
had been roaring down King’s Parade with the needle 
flickering at a hundred and two, and a bewildered 
sanitary official gazing after our retreating tail.

Jerry arrived a few minutes later. As he stepped 
out—

“ Of course, I could have been here half-an-hour ago,” 
he said, “ but I stopped to give the dog a walk ”.

We all began to shake with laughter.
So soon as she could speak—
“What are we going to do now?” bubbled Julia. 

Julia, who is my third cousin once removed by marriage, 
had married the Prince of Potter’s Bar after we had 
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been robbed of our diamond-studded cigarette-cases 
while playing baccarat at Biarritz. When I say that 
she is an angel I am speaking nothing less than the 
truth.

“Let’s go inside. It’s raining,” cried Julia’s second 
sister-in-law Jane.

This was a fact. Dark clouds sullied the aetherial 
blue of the vast dome of heaven, which in its heavy 
intensity looked strangely eternal, as indeed it was.

“Oh, give me strength” shrieked Jerry hysterically. 
“We come two hundred miles as a kindly gesture 
to the college authorities, and Jupiter Fluvius has 
to notice that I left my waterproof boots off”.

In silence big with laughter—
“Let’s go and get our late leave”, said Jacob, who had 
never lost that hard contact with reality which had 
won him a V.C. for his part in the Secret Service 
during the War.

With a flash of slim stockings, grey-eyed Jane had 
preceded us to the tutor’s room. She came back with 
shining eyes.

“He’s out” she said brokenly. “We’ve come at the 
wrong time”.

This was a shattering blow.
My wife came up to me and slid an arm round 

my neck. “It’s all right, Boy”, she said. “We 
mustn’t give up hope.” At these words the iron 
went out of my soul, for no man can resist Sally, 
combining as she does the wistful seriousness of a child 
of four with the determination of an Amazon and the 
figure of the Uranian Venus. When I say that five 
Counts and a Duke fought for her smile before 
I married her, I am not getting anywhere near the 
truth.
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We came back four hours later, and this time our 
tutor was in. We walked into his room controlling our 
faces with difficulty. So soon as he could speak—

“May we all have late leave until 6.30, please Sir?” 
enquired Jerry gravely. “We are going to a whist
drive”.

I saw Jane’s hand go up to her mouth. We waited 
breathlessly.

“Yes” said our tutor.
We had fooled him to the top of his bent.
When we got outside we all exploded. With tears 

running down our cheeks we made our way to the 
Rolls.

Half an hour later we were having dinner with the 
Count of Monte Cristo in Juan-les Pins.

Of course, there is a lot to be said for a good old fug, 
such as one might find, say, in the pages of D. H. L.—

The man stood in stubborn silence in the little ante
room. He felt himself a thing apart, felt in a sudden 
uprush of cold terror the grim, grisly hopelessness of 
it all. He resented—ah, how bitterly he resented—the 
cold, bloodless contact with authority to which he was 
submitting himself. It was like the sleek crawling 
of some manacled slave—yes, that was it exactly—and 
before the bitter realisation of its futility his heart froze 
to stone. Cold flames washed his knees. He trembled 
violently, and like the bitter scent of carrion his psalm 
filled the room.

“I was a garden full of flowers, all growing gently 
within me.
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Then you came and uprooted them, and planted 
in their place a dank rockery where no things grew.

I was a verdant park, with trees that bulged and 
surged, and grass lawns that sweetly heaved.

You came, and I was a row of savage black houses, 
without light or joy or the usual domestic offices.

I was a puddle, and you trod in me”.

He was scarcely aware of the tutor’s silent, potent 
entry into the room. The man lay down on the hearth
rug and remained, nerveless, gazing into the dying fire 
with glazed eyes.

“Well”, he said, hating him.
“Yi!” replied the other darkly. “’Appen tha mun 

let me go owt tonight, sholl ter?”
Something gross in the other’s accent jarred the 

tutor’s tortured nerves. Almost he could have screamed 
in the agony, the sharp agony, which the rough speech 
caused him, deep in his bowels, at the quick of his very 
consciousness. It was agony, it was pure agony, the 
knowledge that this creature was a hundred times more 
refined, with an inbred gentility born of the soil, with 
the primitive teeming of its elemental urges, than he 
could ever hope to be. Yet he kept a tight grip of 
himself, and replied coldly:

“Yes, you may go”.
A sour smile twisted itself across the other’s face. 

Without a word he turned on his heel and left the 
room.

The tutor gazed into the fire. The darkness, the 
inexpressible darkness, why was it so essential ?

Or we might, with advantage, take Mr J. M. S.—e’s
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advice, and make “every speech as fully flavoured 
as a nut or apple”.

The tutor’s cottage. A peat fire burns low in the grate. 
Shawn huddled over it. Enter Michael, stamping the 
snow off his boots.

Michael: The blessing of God on this place.
Shawn: God bless you kindly.
Michael: Where’s himself ?
Shawn: He’s in the next room, I’m thinking, and he 

signing absits the way his hand will drop the last 
hour and more. It’s losing my place in Hall I’ll be, 
and me with no bacon flesh to cheer me in the falling 
of the dark. It’s thin as a pedlar’s mule I am already, 
I’m thinking, and him after fasting long on the far 
roads, with the dust of the stars to tickle his hunger.

Michael: Isn’t it a bitter thing, Shawn Shawneen, 
the way he’ll be keeping us sitting here by the fire, and 
it dying surely?

Shawn: And isn’t it a pitiful thing, Michael 
O’Connell, to think of the salt fish they’ll be eating 
in the great hall, and the red jelly, and you and me 
eating none of it at all?

Both: Uah.
They keen softly. After five minutes of this the tutor 

comes in. We will call him Michael Shawn James 
Bartley Deidhh, M.A. (Trinity Dublin, of course) although 
that is not really his name.

Deidhh: You’ll be wanting leave to be beyond the 
gates until the crowing of the cocks in the far east, 
I’m thinking?

Shawn: We are, God help us.
Deidhh: Is it floating upon the far river you’ll be 
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after, the night through, the time you’ll be along with 
the young girls and the women ?

Michael: And what would we be doing with the 
far river, master of the house, and the snow coming 
down soft as lamb’s wool in the long dark? It’s dying 
of the bitter cold we’d be, I’m thinking, and none to 
mourn us in any part of the land, at all.

Deidhh: You’d be taking rugs along with you, 
maybe, to warm you.

Shawn (scandalised): Indeed, and we would not. 
It is dancing we’re after being after this night surely, 
and leaving the far river until the coming of the warm 
days, and the falling of the streams, and the blue days 
with warm clouds like blessed angels’ pillows rolling 
in the western sky.

Deidhh: You shall go this night. It’s the life of 
a young man to be dancing and singing at the falling 
of the dark, and who would listen to an old man, and 
he ever warning him against the blackness of the 
world? You shall go, surely.

Shawn: Now, a blessing upon this house, and St. 
Patrick increase you from this mortal day!

J. C. S.
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POEM

FOR many years they cultivated 
Weeds in their gardens; 

Many years they garnered 
The weeds they cultivated, 
The rose they let wither, 
The lily they ignored; 

And for many years they cultivated 
Weeds in their gardens.

Twenty years: and the same mind 
Rules the age old passions; 
Vague scramblers after truth 
Tying words in bundles. 
Twenty years to desolation— 
A war to make debauchery: 

Twenty years: and the same mind 
Rules the age-old passions.

Now we hear the old words, 
Disguised in pleasing phrases: 
Now we feel the same weeds 
Strangling rose and lily. 
Twenty years to teach us 
Truth through desolation: 

Again we hear the old words, 
Disguised in pleasing phrases.

Permit we ask forgiveness 
For we know not what we do.
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QUEENS’ HOUSE, ROTHERHITHE

The boys from Queens’ House were our guests at 
Whitsun and seemed, as usual, to enjoy their visit.

When asked what Queens’ House was like one of the 
cubs said “It overlooks the river”; but although they 
spend three nights a week at a house which is washed by 
the Thames, they all flock onto the river at Cambridge.

We are very grateful to all members of the College 
who entertained boys at Whitsun.

The summer camp this year is to be at Pinhay in 
Cornwall for two weeks (July 23rd to August 6th). Do 
come to this even if you can come for one night only. 
There will probably be a party going down from Cam
bridge in the Long Vac. term.

We cannot say that Queens’ House is in a happy state 
financially. Donations have been small this year and 
we should like to remind readers that we rely entirely 
upon support from present and past members of the 
College.

J. A. G. Sidford, Hon. Sec.
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ST MARGARET SOCIETY

The Society’s May Week Concert was held in Hall 
on Wednesday, June 8th, at 8.45 pm. The guest 

artist was Miss Joan Coxon, whose singing was the best 
thing of the evening. Her programme which was 
admirably chosen included Bach’s aria “Es ist voll
bracht”, an aria from Mozart’s “Die Entführung” and 
a group of lighter songs, all of them rendered with that 
suppleness and superb control which have distinguished 
her singing in Promenade Concerts.

Of items contributed by the College, S. A. Wilkinson’s 
playing of three pieces by Schumann deserves special 
mention, while C. H. M. Toye was equally successful 
with Debussy in the second half of the concert. The 
trio for Flute, Oboe and Piano fulfilled very adequately 
the difficult task of opening the concert; while that of 
bringing it to a close was given to the College Chorus, 
whose rendering of part-songs certainly made up in 
speed, heartiness and attack what it may have lacked 
in finesse.

After the main part of the concert, refreshments were 
served in the Cloister Court and the Grove was illum
inated by hundreds of fairy lights and Chinese lanterns. 
A brief but delightful selection of madrigals was given 
from the riverside by Messrs Perry, Magee, Dods and 
Briggs. The proceedings were as usual immensely 
successful, well repaying the time and trouble of those 
who had organised them. It is to be hoped, however, 
that the incidental attractions of refreshments and illum
inations will continue to keep in the background, and 
that the May Concert, always something of a social 
event, will not degenerate into a musical party.
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Q. C. B. C.
Captain of Boats ... P. C. Kirkpatrick
Hon. Sec. ............... R. P. Lester
Committee ............... J. G. Nichols

Reading Head of the River Race.

After the Lent Races it was decided to spend the 
last two weeks in getting two provisional May 

Boats together, and to enter them for the Reading Head 
of the River Race on the last Saturday of term. This is 
the first time that any Queens’ boats have entered for this 
event. It was thought better to enter for this rather than 
the Putney Head of the River Race as the latter was 
very late this year and would have incurred some con
siderable expense.

The Lent Boats were given a few days rest and then, 
together with the three third year May colours, settled 
down to some hard work. Several journeys to Clayhithe 
and Bottisham made two hard working crews. The first 
boat was extremely heavy, averaging nearly thirteen 
stone, and although rather clumsy could move very 
fast when all the work came on together. The second 
boat was much lighter and relied on a somewhat higher 
rate of striking. Mr Thompson was a very great help 
and brought us up to racing pitch in the short period 
available.

We were very lucky in being able to borrow a light
ship from R.M.C., Sandhurst, to whom we are most 
indebted. This was a great help as it saved us expense 
and avoided carting the lightship.

After travelling to Reading by road, we had a short 
outing in the morning and found the boat rather difficult 
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to sit, being somewhat narrower than ours. However, 
we got used to the boat on the long journey down to the 
start. We got a very bad start when we were not ready 
but all the same went up on the crew in front, Exeter 
College, Oxford, and were in their wash before we had 
time to settle down. This spoilt the first part of the row 
and as the river was very narrow we could not get by 
for some time; once past Exeter we went well and came 
home hard. It came as a great surprise to learn that we 
had finished second after starting twelfth, eight seconds 
behind Clare who started head.

The second crew had their boat taken down the pre
vious evening and so only bad to get used to the different 
water. W. V. Baker (King’s) who had been coaching, 
very kindly came down to Reading and took them over 
the course. They started 17th behind First Trinity II 
and went up on them at the start, dropping back a bit 
towards the end. On the whole the row was good 
and they did well in finishing twelfth.

1ST BOAT

bow M. A. P. Wood
2 E. G. Goodrich
3 J. A. Churchill
4 C. M. A. Bathurst
5 M. G. Mack Smith
6 P. C. Kirkpatrick
7 R. P. Lester

str. J. G. Nicholls
cox P. A. Richardson

2ND BOAT

bow J. McC. McNair
2 I. O’D. Preston
3 L. D. Blathwayt
4 D. Watson
5 W. H. G. Browne
6 E. T. Allen
7 T. H. de Winton

str. W. H. P. Bagott
cox J. C. Leigh

May Races.
After the encouraging finish to the Lent term, we had 

hoped to start the May term with three complete crews, 
but the old plea of work robbed us of this and we started 
off with only two.
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The First boat remained the same except for Bathurst, 
Allen taking his place.

C. H. Thompson took over the coaching for the pre
liminary period and concentrated chiefly on individual 
faults. So when M. O. Palmer (Lady Margaret) took 
over we were, though not established as a crew, rowing 
with very much improved blade-work. Palmer con
centrated on getting us together and giving us a hard, 
well held out finish. This we did get at times, but 
owing to a great tendency to overreach, the effect on 
the whole was spoilt until J. L. Saville (C.U.B.C. and 
Jesus) got us to take the beginning somewhat shorter 
and harder. Although for the time being the finish was 
forgotten, the boat did move, the only trouble being 
that it was not allowed to run. A. Turner (C.U.B.C. 
and Corpus) spent the last few days in getting us to 
make use of the work we were doing by letting the boat 
run.

Practice times, though not outstanding, compared 
very favourably with those of other crews in our 
position.

The simple statement in the newspaper that we rowed 
over for the first three nights was by no means an 
adequate description. On the first night we started off 
perfectly, got one gun on Jesus If. on the 7th stroke of 
the start, two guns before the Ditch and three on 
Grassy, and were within inches of them all round the 
corner. Jesus rowed magnificently and did not get 
disturbed, thereby robbing us of a bump, as they bumped 
Caius just after Grassy. This bump blocked the river 
and held us up, so we were saved from rowing over the 
whole course.

The second night started with great confidence as we 
got a gun on Caius at the start and continued to go up 
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on them until Grassy, where we were within bumping 
distance; when a sudden shipwreck due to the rough 
water lost us half a length. After that, although we 
were within a few feet of them we were unable to 
bump.

On Friday we had a magnificent race, being within 
a few feet of Caius from Grassy to the Grind but being 
incapable of giving a good enough spurt to catch 
them.

On Saturday our attempts were rewarded and after 
overlapping on Grassy we caught them on Ditton.

st. lbs.
bow M. A. P. Wood 12 4

2 E. T. Allen 11 10
3 M. G. Mack Smith 13 2
4 J. G. Nicholls 13 6
5 J. A. Churchill 13 5
6 P. C. Kirkpatrick 14 0
7 R. P. Lester 10 11

str. E. G. Goodrich 13 0
cox P. A. Richardson 8 8

The Second boat, although not quite the same as at 
Reading, got together straight away. J. G. Nicholls 
coached for the first period until C. S. Thompson took 
over. In the middle of the term the crew went through 
a very dead period which set them back badly. How
ever this fortunately disappeared, and by the races the 
boat was capable of going fairly fast. C. N. Addison 
(Pembroke) also very kindly assisted with the coaching.

On the first night the crew surprised everyone (in
cluding themselves?) by bumping Trinity Hall III. who 
were considered to be quite fast. On the second night 
they repeated their success and bumped Pembroke III. 
thus becoming Sandwich boat behind Downing I. on 
whom they were unable to make much impression.

On Friday they rowed over, but on Saturday St 
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Catharine II. who had already made four bumps caught 
them at Ditton.

st. lbs.
bow J. McC. McNair 10 11

2 R. C. Henderson 11 10
3 W. H. G. Browne 10 0
4 L. D. Blathwayt 10 0
5 J. B. C-Robinson 13 13
6 I. O’D. Preston 10 3
7 T. H. de Winton 10 7

str. W. H. P. Bagott 11 3
cox J. C. Leigh 9 0

Owing to lack of members the Third boat did not 
materialise until some ten days before the races; but 
consisting chiefly of men who had rowed before and by 
taking short strokes at a high rate managed to move 
surprisingly fast on several occasions, giving the Second 
boat a good race over a short distance.

One member was unfortunately unable to row after 
Thursday and substitutes had to be found at short 
notice. B. M. Kisch and P. A. Deane very kindly 
helped us.

Being robbed of making an early bump on the first 
night by a bump in front they fell to Trinity Hall IV. 
and then continued to go down on the following nights 
to Emmanuel III., Downing II. and Jesus VI.

bow G. Melamid 9 13
2 J. B. Woodman 11 7
3 W. H. Petty 12 3
4 J. A. Buchanan 11 6
5 J. C. Phillips 11 7
6 D. D. Withof 11 2
7 I. Macdonald 12 10

str. J. Clews 11 11
cox R. L. Bent 9 0
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Marlow and Henley Regattas.

The First boat has been entered for the Marlow Eights 
and the Ladies’ Plate.

[A report of this will be included next term].
The following officers have been elected for 1939:
Captain, R. P. Lester; Hon. Secretary, M. G. Mack 

Smith; Committee, P. A. Richardson, E. T. Allen.

Q. C. C. C.
Captain ............... C. C. Walker
Vice-Captain ... P. H. L. Ling
Hon. Secretary ... D. M. J. Partridge

Matches played 8 : won 2 lost 2 drawn 4

This season has been a little more successful than 
last, as we have won the same number, lost five 

less and drawn three more out of eight matches as 
against ten.

Again for the season we missed one of the club’s 
officials, in that D. M. J. Partridge, the elected Secretary, 
was unable to come up this term owing to illness. The 
work of completing the fixture lists and arranging the 
teams fell in the emergency to the two co-opted joint 
Secretaries, A. G. S. Wilkes and P. L. J. Rowland.

This was an ominous prelude to the season. We 
managed to draw our first of the season with Trinity 
Hall, but with little glory. In our next match we beat 
Downing; this was very welcome and did much to 
give the team some enthusiasm for the season.

On the other hand we were fortunate to have five 
Freshmen who were both enthusiastic and players of 
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reliable quality, together with several others who would 
turn out as often as work permitted. These, together 
with those in their third year, were the mainstay of the 
side, there only being one player in the second year who 
played regularly.

In the field we were again led by C. C. Walker who 
had been re-elected Captain, and he was rarely absent. 
This was a great advantage, as he had the experience 
of his previous year of captaincy to place at the disposal 
of the team.

In the actual games played we were, although beaten 
twice, never trodden under foot. King’s beat us after a 
bad batting collapse on our part, although we had kept 
their total down to a beatable figure.

The other defeat that the club suffered was at the 
hands of Bury and West Suffolk C. C. This match, 
always a popular fixture, was also notable for a batting 
collapse on the part of the early batsmen and the side 
was out for 155. Bury and West Suffolk then went in 
and scored 160 for 6 and finally 178 for 8.

This season the bowling has been strengthened by the 
fact that all five Freshmen could ‘go on’, while Wilkes, 
Medrington and Mellor were much appreciated ac
quisitions to the fast brigade.

The batting has the merit that almost always some
one scores a useful number of runs, and when we have 
been defeated it is usually from lack of general support. 
The two matches won were both won by seven or eight 
wickets, which leads one to think that the side has 
potential strength since it is not always the first few 
that make the runs.

If we have several good Freshmen next year, and 
those in their second year show the enthusiasm that 
they have shown as Freshmen, the club may well 
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look forward to a successful season.
Full Colours have been awarded to: G. B. Kenyon, 

M. Lawrence, S. L. C. Medrington, G. P. S. Mellor and 
A. G. S. Wilkes. Half-colours to H. S. Clarke and 
G. McK. J. Nicholl.

Officers for the season 1939. Captain, P. H. L. Ling ; 
Hon. Secretary, M. Lawrence; Committee, P. L. G. 
Rowland.

A. G. S. Wilkes
P. L. G. Rowland

Joint Acting Hon. Secs.

Q. C. L. T. C.

This year the Lawn Tennis Club enjoyed what must 
have been one of the most successful seasons for 

many years.
In the League we were most unfortunate to miss 

promotion, for we lost only one match. This was 
against Trinity Hall who were generally regarded as 
one of the three best colleges. Even so, we were rather 
unlucky to be beaten by five matches to four. Thus, 
although we won all the other matches very easily, we 
have to remain in the Third League.

How anomalous this position is, was shown in the 
Tennis Cuppers. In the Singles, Queens’, represented 
by J. M. Kantawala, D. D. Kidson and M. N. Evans, 
reached the final for the first time for some years. On 
the way we beat Trinity (2—1), Selwyn (2—0), Corpus 
(2—0) and King’s (2—1). In the final we were easily 
beaten by Pembroke who were definitely in a class by 
themselves.

In the Doubles, Queens’ beat Clare and then revenged 
themselves on Trinity Hall. Unfortunately we had to 
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play the semi-final against King’s almost immediately 
afterwards and were consequently very tired; even so 
we were only beaten by (6—4), (4—6), (6—4).

We congratulate J. W. Kantawala on being awarded 
his Half-Blue and M. N. Evans his Fenner’s Colours, 
R. L. Ibbotson his Full College Colours and A. D. K. 
Peploe his Half-Colours.

Officers for next season: Captain, D. D. Kidson; 
Hon. Sec., R. L. Ibbotson.

D. D. Kidson, Hon. Sec.

Q. C. S. C.
Captain ... H. T. D. Holgate
Hon. Sec. ... F. S. Carter

One probably gets ‘out of training’ for swimming 
quicker than for any other sport and thus our 

primary object this term was to train for the Water 
Polo Cuppers which commenced a fortnight after the 
beginning of term. With this in view, five matches 
were arranged in the first fortnight, although one of 
these had to be scratched.

The results of these were—
GOALS

P W D L F A
4 1 0 3 7 8

which was not too encouraging, but the matches did 
serve to get most of our players fit.

In the First Round of the Cuppers we were eventually 
successful in defeating Downing 3—1. At the end of 
full time we were drawing one all, but in the first 
couple of minutes of extra time, Markwick scored two 
excellent goals, thus effectively settling the issue. In 
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this game the rather original scheme of playing different 
goalkeepers in deep and shallow ends was successfully 
carried out.

In connection with our Second Round game against 
Caius, we are sorry to record that one of our players, 
the Half, failed to turn up for the game after having 
previously promised to do so. We feel that for a 
player to absent himself from a Cupper for no apparent 
reason must create a precedent in the history of Queens’ 
if not of the University. As no explanation or apology 
has since been given we assume there was no good 
reason.

Fortunately Queens’ were not disgraced by playing 
only six men, as our Secretary, who hadn’t been in the 
water for over a term, owing to a broken wrist, hap
pened to be present. He was persuaded to risk further 
injury and played in the forwards. The chief annoy
ance lay in the fact that we were thus unable to put 
into operation any of the schemes which had been 
employed successfully in the previous round. It only 
remains to state that Caius won 3—0, thus preventing 
our entry to the semi-final for the second year in suc
cession.

In conclusion we should like to wish Queens’ Swim
ming every success and trust that future members will 
spare no effort to maintain the high standard which 
has been set since the resurrection of the club two years 
ago.

Colours have been awarded to B. M. Niculescu.
Officers for next season: Captain, F. S. Carter; 

Hon. Sec., B. M. Niculescu.
H. T. D. Holgate, Capt,
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Q. C. SAILING CLUB

Our activities this year, so satisfactorily begun, sud
denly ended in an astonishing disappointment. 

The fatal day was Friday, May 6th. Our first team 
raced against Peterhouse and our second team against 
Clare’s first. In the latter, our opponents were un
questionably superior and we did not expect to win 
a single race. It is therefore to their credit that our 
team kept their opponents fully occupied by at least 
winning one of the three races. Our first team was 
in exactly the opposite position. We were absolutely 
certain that we would get through at least one more 
round of the contest. We all had tears, but they were 
saved up for a later occasion and we certainly weren’t 
prepared to shed them then. We had practised, not 
for this round, but for the next, when we were to 
meet a team of half-blues. It was consequently a very 
sharp shock when on May 6th our racing came to an 
abrupt end.

The course of the campaign, while presenting nothing 
brilliant, certainly had some points of interest. The 
second team would have given their opponents a greater 
run for their money and perhaps even won the event, 
if it hadn’t been for two bad blunders. One helmsman 
fouled before the start and another got on the putty. 
But the remaining one, just behind his opponent at the 
start, which was a beat to windward, overtook him 
in about two tacks through lighter handling. Our first 
team won the first race and lost the second. In the 
first race, although we got a substantial lead at the 
start, there was a time when Peterhouse led by about 
two yards. But that was at the beginning of a beat 



The Dial 45

to windward, and we rather pride ourselves on these 
beats. In short, towards the end of the race we were 
leading by about a hundred yards. Then we suddenly 
got becalmed within spitting distance of the line. The 
Peterhouse boat was rapidly approaching in the breeze 
that was just behind us, and there was the danger that 
they might shoot through our calm. However, after 
much suspense, we got our breeze in time to beat them 
to it.

Not much can be said about the second race. Just 
before the start the helmsman made the mistake of 
getting too far away from the line in a light and un
certain wind, and the result was pretty predictable from 
the first. The third race, on the other hand, was the 
most interesting of the lot. Just after the start our boat 
was considerably hindered by having to give way to the 
other under one of the rules. By the end of the run 
downwind to the next mark, Peterhouse was leading by 
about thirty yards. But they rounded the mark clumsily 
while our helmsman rounded it to the best possible ad
vantage. Consequently, at the beginning of the following 
beat to windward, Peterhouse was leading no longer; 
but, although we were temporarily in the lead, the other 
boat was in the more advantageous position, and the 
tactics which our helmsman was using were just un
successful. However, we were not so far behind in 
the second round, and, soon after the beginning of the 
final beat to the line, the former tactics were repeated, 
putting us definitely in the lead. Then the wind veered, 
to which neither helmsmen responded, which meant that 
both boats were now head to wind. They came to 
a standstill with Queens* no more than a boat’s length 
from the line and Peterhouse a length behind us. It 
appeared that both helmsmen expected the line to come 
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and meet them, but after precious seconds had been 
wasted the line came no nearer. Then both tacked 
simultaneously. Peterhouse got way on quickest and 
the result was a dead heat. In the following race 
that was sailed to decide the contest, our helmsman 
made a tactical error at the start, which proved fatal.

Our college activities may have been cut somewhat 
short this year, but, however disappointing it has been, 
one thing is certain. After years of inactivity we are 
now on our feet again. Next year we shall learn to 
walk.

Guy Rawson.
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