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THE DIAL
No. 95. Easter Term, 1947.

EDITORIAL

THIS first post-war Dial is a try-out. The day of the College 
magazine is perhaps over. They were mostly founded in those 
spacious and easy-going times so beloved of the Gentlemen of 

Caius, when one imagines that the intellectual level of the University 
was generally at a low level. The majority of students were blessed 
with adequate means and no fears for the future—there was always 
Parliament or the Church—and the tense atmosphere which is 
felt in most faculties to-day was quite absent. The Dial was 
founded in an atmosphere of Buttery Port and meerschaum pipes, 
and there is a genial facetiousness evident in the early numbers 
which suggests a Hall with plenty of roast beef and game pies. It 
is difficult to be urbane on a dried egg omelet and a glass of cold 
water.

These days serious writing is hung about with funeral hatchments 
for the impending holocaust; comic writing is iconoclastic or else 
malicious and cruel. The domestic affairs of a small body of 
privileged young men raise only lukewarm interests, even amongst 
themselves, and anyone with a turn for writing and a mind 
for reflection uses both on wider and more brutal scenes. There 
is, too, a growing disparagement of the amateur in all fields. The 
wireless, the cinema, and the untiring printing presses have accus
tomed us to a professional technique in all our diversions. “Who 
will pay half-a-crown to see the Red Peppers when they can see 
Garbo for ninepence?” asked Noel Coward in 1934 ; and who will 
bother to peel their own potatoes when they can open a tin of 
“prepared meals”? Who will want to pay half-a-crown for the 
Dial when they can get a Penguin for a shilling, or the Spectator 



4 THE DIAL

for sixpence? Those who write well will be published by pro
fessionals; do we want to read the productions of the others?

And yet how this wretched universality has drained the virtue 
out of us! There is no true sympathy left, for how can one sympathise 
with the petty but real misfortunes of the neighbour, when a thousand 
people have been killed rioting in the Punjab? And yet how can 
these thousand unknown corpses inspire any human feeling at all 
save one of vague dread and revulsion? Honesty flies out the door 
as the vast scale of international chicanery is detailed with increasing 
clarity. The important facts of our own lives are overshadowed 
by a paralysis of fear and frustration because, although human, we 
seem incapable of controlling human affairs. We feel useless and 
wretched and cynical; the lowest common multiples of the Century 
of the Common Man. A date five years from now has become 
the remote and unpredictable future. What a contrast with 1904, 
when the Dial was founded. It is an interesting but irrelevant 
reflection that the change during these forty years is almost entirely 
due to the work of those charming and soft-spoken scientists 
who work in the big buildings in Downing Street and similar 
institutions all over the world, busily raising our “standard of living” 
for us.

But, however powerless we may feel in the face of “cosmic” 
events, geopolitics and economic blizzards, there is one sphere in 
which we still count, and that is in our immediate and personal 
circle. A few close friends, wife, children, parents; our own real 
life goes on in these surroundings, not in some vast “global” 
ant-heap, full of problems and stresses. Whether we live in Utopia, 
Dachau or Golder’s Green, the grave’s the end of it, and not all the 
Foreign Ministers in the world in happy unanimity can alter that. 
The more we diffuse our sense of responsibility over a sea of troubles, 
the less use do we become to those for whom we are largely responsible. 
If we feel a real concern in the face of human suffering, then the 
answer is not to sit with one ear always on the News, and a feverish 
eye scanning the horror headlines, but to go and work in a leper 
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hospital in Abyssinia (a much more cheerful place than you might 
imagine).

This may seem a grandiloquent defence of a College magazine. 
But the Dial is an amateur and homely thing, and as such seems to 
me to be worth-while. Whether or no it continues depends on 
you : if you would like to see a better magazine, you must make 
it so. The decision as to when—or if—another number is to come 
out will not be taken until after publication of this one. We need 
a new cover design, a lot of photographs, a whole heap of contribu
tions, and a drop of enthusiasm. Production difficulties have proved 
more formidable than we had grounds for expecting when we started 
work in January, and this number appears, without photographs 
and with a plain cover, a term late. We can only be grateful to our 
printers that it appears at all. We hope the situation may be easier 
next term.

“DURING THE WAR”

WE are glad to accept the invitation of the Editorial Committee 
to place on record a few facts ; for, although to many of our 
readers much of what we here write is well known, it has 

always been part of the business of The Dial to preserve fragments 
of College history. Yet we write, now that the time to do so has 
come, with some reluctance, since the strain and tediousness of the 
war years have already fallen into the silence and obscurity which so 
well become them. The College flourishes at least no less than it has 
ever done. Of those who left us with their academic careers in
complete many have returned, three of them (Mr. Findlay, Mr. 
Armitage, and Mr. Latham) as Fellows. Of the four Fellows who 
were away for the whole of the war (Mr. Laffan, Dr. McCullagh, 
Dr. Ramsay, and Mr. Tennant) the first three are back; Professor 
Bailey, who was away for part of it, returned earlier.

For most of the war we had scarcely any third year, and a much 
reduced second year. Our numbers decreased by irregular jumps to 
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about half what they were before the war; the figures for the six 
Michaelmas Terms may be of interest:

1939 1940 1941 1942 1943 1944

“Non-technical” subjects 117 59 56 28 13 12
“Technical” subjects 91 90 93 91 74 70
Medical students 34 35 27 20 22 26
Cadets — — 8 24 40 40

Totals 242 184 184 163 149 148

These classifications were a regular part of the jargon of the Ministry 
of Labour and the Joint Recruiting Board, who gave deferment of 
national service, or reservation, to certain classes of men according to 
constantly varying regulations. Fortunately for the College, Mr. 
Browne was an active member of the Joint Recruiting Board; and 
when he could not answer questions about the regulations we could 
always get the best advice from Mr. Garden, of the Ministry of Labour, 
whose constant patient helpfulness to many Cambridge men and their 
Tutors ought to be put on record. The number of men reading 
non-technical subjects (roughly, the “arts” subjects) was at first 
large, but soon decreased towards a negligible number; they were 
given deferment to complete the year here in which they would 
otherwise have been called up. A larger measure of deferment was 
given to men required for training in radio or engineering or other 
technical services, military or civilian. Medical students were not 
given deferment but were in a reserved occupation, subject to annual 
reports of satisfactory progress from the College authorities. All 
these three classes had to serve while at Cambridge in the Home 
Guard, Naval Division, Air Squadron, N.F.S., or Despatch Rider 
Service. The “Short Course” Cadets were enlisted members of 
the armed forces selected by the Admiralty, the War Office, or the 
Air Ministry for six month courses at the Universities. About half 
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their time was spent on service training, and the other half in Univer
sity study. Some of them had been accepted for admission to the 
College before they enlisted ; the rest were allocated to us by a 
University Committee ; they were all, however, full matriculated 
members of the University. In the later years of the war a high 
proportion of the men reading technical subjects were State Bursars, 
who came under Government orders, chiefly to train as engineers or 
in radio.

It was a period of over-population. Throughout the war about 
forty sets were occupied by the pre-clinical section of St. Bartho
lomew’s Hospital Medical College, two students to a set. This 
system of “doubling” was also necessary for our own men in the 
first year of the war, and for all the cadets. Bart’s kept considerably 
longer terms than we did ; but our own men had to do extra military 
courses (the so-called “camps”) during the vacations. For these 
courses they resided in College. Nearly all the medical students and 
men reading technical subjects were also here each year for the 
period of Long Vacation residence. The Cadet Courses began in 
October and April and continued (with one short leave) until March 
and September. The College was never closed. On the very few 
days of the year when there were no courses in progress volunteers 
remained in College for A.R.P. duties.

These prolonged periods of residence imposed a severe strain on 
the College staff, which never failed us although its numbers were 
sadly depleted. We should like to take this opportunity of putting 
on record our sense of indebtedness to the College servants in the 
Office, the Kitchen, the Porters’ Lodge, the Garden, and on the 
staircases. The severest strain was on the Kitchen. Before the war 
men usually had breakfast and lunch in their own rooms. During 
the war Mr. Chamberlain and his staff served three meals a day for 
everyone in residence. Mr. Chamberlain’s unremitting energy and 
resourcefulness repeatedly saved difficult situations—as when the 
Home Guard used to be ordered out at short notice with sandwich 
lunches, and of course on the occasion when we had to cope in the 
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middle of the night with hundreds of soldiers from the beaches of 
France in 1940.

A.R.P. duties were under the supervision of Mr. Browne, whose 
figure rises before any of us who now look back on the war years as 
that of the man who held the College together. (He also acted as 
Steward, for Dr. Ramsay.) In the early months of the war a few 
encouraging heaps of sandbags were established in the hope of 
providing blast-proof shelters in time of need. Fortunately their 
qualities were never tested. From the beginning of the war the 
College organised a system of A.R.P. duties divided among all the 
members senior and junior of the two Colleges, and this system never 
had to be altered except in small details: we think we invented the 
Fire Guard plan! The College buildings suffered no damage 
from enemy action, but in July, 1940, Langley, our Butler, was killed 
by a bomb at his own home in Cambridge.

Besides Bart’s, we had with us throughout the war Dr. Irwin, 
a lone migrant statistician in Government service. Our occasional 
guests included soldiers from France in 1940 (who mounted guns in 
the courts during air raid alerts), a school of officers or so, and a 
section of the Army Intelligence Corps.

Relations between the College authorities and those of Bart’s 
were extraordinarily happy. In this we were very fortunate, for the 
position could have been most difficult. We elected Professor 
Hopwood, the Vice-Dean of Bart’s, into an Honorary Fellowship, and 
the compliment was returned when Dr. Venn was made a Perpetual 
Student of St. Bartholomew’s. Professor Hopwood—suaviter in 
modo, fortiter in re—smoothed the way through rough places, and 
through him and Mr. Willans and Professor Wormall, all the inter
collegiate business was conducted with unfailing friendliness. We 
are glad that Professor Wormall and Mr. Willans also became mem
bers of Queens’ College. Professor Hartridge was a stimulating 
influence on the High Table during his mid-week visitations.

In conclusion we should like to say something about the Society. 
The President held the office of Vice-Chancellor of the University in 
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1941-42 and 42-43 with conspicuous success in most difficult circum
stances. He has also been able to continue the publication of 
Alumni Cantabrigienses.

In 1940 Mr. Wood retired from the office of Dean, to which he 
was first appointed in 1908. He has become Rector of St. Botolph’s 
Cambridge, but retains his old rooms in College as a Life Fellow.

Mr. Sleeman came back to College at the beginning of the war, to 
direct the studies of our Natural Scientists and medical students, and 
stayed until the end of the war was in sight; when he resumed this 
task no one else could have performed it adequately.

In 1940 Professor Cook published Part II of Volume III of 
Zeus, and so completed that great work; he was elected a Fellow of 
the British Academy in 1941. Professor Bailey, although engaged on 
national service for some years, continued to contribute to learned 
journals and to publish books; he too has been elected a Fellow of the 
British Academy, in 1944. Dr. Maxwell has written a book on 
Geometry, while contending as Junior Bursar with almost insuperable 
difficulties.

In 1944 Mr. J. C. Bevington was elected into a Research Fellow
ship in Chemistry. Later in the same year Professor H. S. Kirkaldy 
was elected into a Professorial Fellowship shortly after his appoint
ment to the Chair of Industrial Relations.

Numerous members of the College were directed by the Ministry 
of Labour into research work in Cambridge laboratories during the 
war. It has thus been curiously true that the years 1939 to 1945 were 
years of unusual output from Queens’ men in the world of learning.

H. St.J. H.

L. J. P.
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“WHAT BEARD WERE I BEST TO PLAY 
IT IN?”

THE text-book to which we always resort for matters historical, 
tells us that History is chiefly composed of a “long succession 
of waves” and whosoever doubts the efficacy of such generalisa

tions, let him wander round the University and observe, if he has 
eyes, our second wave of beards. We have seen, particularly in our 
College, a vast assortment of the species “barba”:—one “ whit . . . 
as a daysey,” another “ . . .as any sowe or fox was reed.”—beards 
forked, beards square, a Renaissance beard, a Cossack beard, a 
Soames beard and one even which reminded us of a school-room 
portrait of Darius, and might be described, so well curled was it, as a 
permanent-wave beard.

Even as after the Crimean and Napoleonic wars, so now, the 
beard creeps back into civil life and the not-so-ancient mariners have 
re-introduced a fashion which has even spread to those who like 
Clive Newcombe, do not come into the class of “returned warriors.”

Returning again to our own inestimable text-book, we are told 
that the first wave of beards was “one of the most Romantic aspects 
of the Elizabethan age.” Alas, we fear this is not true to-day. The 
modest maiden may have heard the old saw that “a Kiss without a 
moustache is like an egg without salt” ; but they are unwilling to 
extend it to cover the beard. Yet many find an egg unsatisfying 
without pepper! The Roman youth, we are told, was accustomed to 
sacrifice his first clippings to Venus. The modern “goddess” 
requires the stubble as well. No longer do Beatrice and Rosalind 
complain of a beard neglected. No, Benedict or Orlando must use a 
Gillette every morning—or at least at the end of each term.

So at each new term the undergraduate returns, having lost face 
(and fungus) before his fellows, calling down the wrath of Jove on 
Scipio Africanus, who first taught our maidens to shun alike the 
lubiferous chin or “five o’clock shadow,” “To tarry in Jericho till 
your beards be grown” again.
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But we would give a warning to the hairy ones. They are very 
vulnerable. Did not Alexander order his soldiers to shave “the 
handle” by which their enemies might seize them? Nor are they 
safer amidst the terrors of peace. Dr. Dalton, with jealousy or in 
search of better and newer ways of easing our economic situation, 
might emulate Czar Peter and tax the bearded. Incipient barristers 
would do well to remember that before now Lincoln’s Inn has 
expelled its members for wearing such an offending article.

But an admonition is due also to the smooth cheeked youths who 
scoff and revile their more hairy companions. Let them not essay 
to disfigure or pull a beard. The “Incendiary King” Alfred 
doomed the imposition of a fine equal to that payable for the severance 
of an arm for such a dastardly act.

Finally we are informed that the Beaver Club of Queens’, though 
regretting one case of apostasy, is willing to accept new recruits. 
It is their ambition to say with the poet “ ’Twas merry in Hall when 
beards wagged all.”

Q. Aemilius.

TWO HINTS FOR CONTRIBUTORS

“If one wait for the right time to come before writing, the right 
time never comes.”

James Russell Lowell.

“Read over your composition, and when you meet with a passage 
which you think is particularly fine, strike it out.”

Dr. Johnson.
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THE WAIST LAND
or 

T. S. Eliot at the C.U.C.A. Ball
Ἄριστον μὲν ὕδωρ

Time is 
Time was 
Time is past, and the future 

Is bound up tightly with the present 
Tight beyond hope, beyond despair 
Only recalling 
Deerskin and pine, and laughter falling 
Among the reeds, a boy 
Laughing among the reeds. 
Austin Reeds, did you say? I hired 
Mine from Jack Carter. Come along now, do 
The Hokey-pokey. To every man a damsel or two 
To Sisera a prey of divers colours.

Bridget still bounces, she goes with a whizz 
Is you, the band plays, is you is 
Or is you ain’t my baby ? Choose 
Your partners for the University Blues. 

Will the Violet tremble and die 
Neglected, will the inimitable Rose 
Endure, Amber remain 
Forever Amber? 
O O O O hokey-hokey-pokey 
O O O O hokey-hokey-pokey 
That’s what it’s all about . . .

J. K. M.
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THE VALLEY

YES, its a charming place, isn’t it ? I like coming over the brow 
of a hill and wondering what I shall find on the other side. 
Some of the valleys here are very dull, of course, but it doesn’t 

do to take them too much for granted. Sometimes . . . well, you 
may find more than you bargained for. There’s the “Lost Corrie,” 
for instance, up in Glencoe. Its very hard to find, and its haunted 
when you do get there . . . among other things, it has a disappearing 
stream. I have never been to the Lost Corrie, and I don’t think 
I want to, very much. And then there is a strange little valley in the 
Lowlands, that I once came across when I was stationed up there. 
It is on the road between a small county town and our camp at 
Goldilea House, about four miles away.

The road leaves the town through a fairly new residential district, 
mostly built in the last twenty years ; you know the kind of thing . . . 
good solid houses well set back from the road, then a few imitation- 
Tudor horrors, tailing off into clusters of red brick council-houses. 
Once clear of the town, the road winds away over a hill, purple with 
heather. Just before the crest, it dives into a plantation of tall pine 
trees. They stride down the far slope, casting the road into deep 
shadow. Half-way down they stop abruptly, and you blink a little 
as you come out into the bright sunlight again. From the edge of 
the plantation you can see most of the valley, which is just a small 
fold in the hills, so like others that nobody has much to say about it. 
As you follow the black road down the hill and up the other side, a 
group of stone cottages a little below you on the left catches your eye 
for a moment. Further down, by a clear burn that runs along the 
floor of the valley, is a white farm-house. Its tiled roof and the 
curved roofs of the corrugated iron barns make a splash of red against 
the green grass. In the fields beyond, the farm horses swish their 
tails lazily as they munch under a few scattered chestnut trees. It 
seems a pleasant, friendly enough place.

Then a bitter acid tang is wafted to you on the breeze, and you 
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realise that everything on the right of the road is hidden by a tall 
unkempt hedge, which bristles all along the roadside. Only one 
thing can be seen above it—a tall black structure with two squat 
chimneys. From one of them a plume of white steam is floating. 
Thick gases of a bilious yellow colour drift from the other, and form 
into a sinister little cloud before dispersing in the breeze. The 
serene spell is broken, and you pass on up the hill and out of the 
valley, a little bitter, perhaps, that the factory brood has invaded even 
this quiet countryside. Rather a dull place, you will be thinking. 
I know better.

You see, I once passed through the valley by night, walking back 
to camp from a dance. It was a clear, still night, under a bright 
half-moon. I paused for a moment at the top of the hill, a little out 
of breath. A few pin-points of light, half seen through the trees, 
showed me where the factory lay. A faint rumble floated up through 
the still air, and suddenly I knew that this little valley, so peaceful- 
seeming by day, is in reality full of life. Within the enclosure there 
are men and machines in ceaseless motion. As I moved down the 
hill the atmosphere became tainted with that acid tang. It clung 
to the trees, overpowering the natural sweet smell of resin. The 
pinewood had a hostile and forbidding air, as if it were guarding some 
entrance to the underworld.

I came out of the wood into nightmare country. The cottages 
looked crooked and mean in the pale light. I saw the tall hedge 
almost writhing in agony, as if it were struggling to contain some evil 
thing within its coils. I was drawn unwillingly along it until I 
found a small gap to look through. To my right was a round pool. 
A fat column of water was gushing from a stumpy pipe in the middle. 
It rose about a foot, then tumbled over into the pool, not with the 
clear splashing of a fountain, but with the muffled, menacing 
“ph-h-luggle” of boiling water poured from a kettle. In front of 
me was the tall building, with its squat chimneys. The little cloud 
of gases was in restless, eddying motion, and was taking on unpleasant 
shapes against the stars. I could see the outlines of other buildings 
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scattered around, and they were stunted and grotesque, like a group 
of hump-backed dwarfs. The place appeared deserted, but I knew 
that there were strange forces at work there. They shook the ground 
with a limping rhythm, and filled the air with a low humming, more 
felt than heard. I started at a muffled splutter above me, and saw 
the pylon of a grid line rearing up, the insulators hanging from it 
like the finger bones from the hand of a skeleton. Across the damp 
surface of one of them an ominous little spark shivered and danced.

I grew cold with fear as I stood there, mesmerised, for I had 
discovered the secret of the valley. By day it is all fair fields and 
peace; but at night Hate, Greed, Jealousy—all concentrated in this 
Devil’s Kitchen—are loosed from their chains ready to seize the 
passer by. A furnace door clanged open with a noise like brazen 
wings; there was a spurt of flame which broke my trance, and I ran, 
panic-stricken, up the hill. The air grew clearer, and I paused, 
gasping for breath, then hurried on towards the camp and an almost 
sleepless night.

Charles Terry.

REGINALIA

THERE have been several changes of College Office since the war. 
Dr. McCullagh became Senior Tutor in October, 1945, on the 
retirement of Mr. Potts from the Tutorship. Mr. Armitage 

was appointed a Tutor early in 1946. Mr. Findlay has been 
appointed Junior Bursar and Mr. Chadwick Chaplain. On his 
retirement from the Junior Bursarship Dr. Maxwell became Keeper 
of the College Records, and he has also since been appointed 
Praelector.

Mr. J. W. Findlay and Mr. A. Ll. Armitage have been appointed 
to Official Fellowships, and Mr. R. Latham and Mr. H. Chadwick to 
Research Fellowships.

The Right Reverend G. A. Chase, D.D., Lord Bishop of Ripon 



16 THE DIAL

and lately Master of Selwyn College, has been elected into an 
Honorary Fellowship. The Bishop was a scholar of Queens’, and 
his father was President and afterwards Bishop of Ely.

In 1944, Mr. H. S. Kirkaldy, on his appointment to the Montague 
Burton Chair of Industrial Relations, was elected a Fellow.

Dr. McCullagh is now President and Mr. Findlay Treasurer of 
the United Clubs.

In December, 1945, Nurse McCulloch retired from her position 
as College Nurse and was succeeded by Sister Doggett.

The widow of Dr. T. C. Fitzpatrick (President 1906-1931) has 
presented a portrait of her husband to be hung in the Fitzpatrick 
Hall.

Mr. A. D. Power (1894) has established a Prize in memory of 
Dr. Melsome, formerly Fellow, for the benefit of a Medical Student 
graduating with Honours.

The Governing Body accepted with gratitude an offer from 
St. Bartholomew’s Medical College (who left us in April, 1946) 
to establish Studentships in Clinical Medicine for members of 
Queens’ College proceeding to St. Bartholomew’s Medical College 
to complete the Clinical part of their training. These Studentships 
are called “Rahere Studentships.”

The Roll of Honour, now being prepared, includes the names of 
about one hundred members of the College who gave their lives.

We have received and recorded news of many distinctions and 
appointments, and regret that space will not allow us to publish 
them at present. An exception may be made of the appointment 
of the Rev. G. A. Chase to the Bishopric of Ripon. He was awarded 
the Honorary Degree of Doctor of Divinity by the University, and 
was also made an Honorary Fellow of the College in 1946.

The College has recently purchased a large house, Number 12 
Selwyn Gardens, to relieve the pressure on accommodation.

Serious damage was done by lightning to one of the chimney 
stacks in Friar’s Building in September, 1946. This was the third 
time that the College had been struck in recent years.
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The very heavy floods in March, 1947, invaded the ground floors 
of the Fisher Building and also the Squash Courts, doing considerable 
damage. The river bank, already in danger of slipping into the 
river, was further undermined, and the College Gardens were entirely 
under water. In a severe gale the Grove suffered the loss of several 
trees.

As noted in another part of this number, A. F. S. Butcher has 
been awarded his Rowing Blue. He is the fourth actual Rowing 
Blue the College has had, not counting two coxes. We had two, 
Warlow and Prior, who rowed in the same boat in the ’sixties, and 
not another until Gray, about 1930.

ROUND THE BEND
By Backscomber

Bones by the River

THE skeleton discovered in a cupboard on “L” Staircase last 
week has been identified as that of a sometime Dean of the 
College, who probably flourished until c. 1660, if the extremely 

round skull is anything to go by. Identification was made possible 
by means of a scrap of paper adhering to the right hand. It appeared 
to be the remains of a sermon, entitled, characteristically enough, 
“Wotte, noe Voluntarie Chyre?”

Professor Rumbelgutz.

PROFESSOR RUMBELGUTZ (Whom Heaven Help) of King’s, 
author of Was Shakespeare a Woman? (Chitty & Windrush, 
21/-), and Our Modern Depressionists (The Kidley Head, 4/6), has 

been elected to a Fellowship (Acting Unpaid) of the Shakespearean 
Reading-Into Society, late of Nettlebed Parva, Wilts. “Professor 
Rumblegutz,” burbled a fellow member, “has read more into 
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Shakespeare than any man living (Cheers). He has over two hun
dred and sixty-one different interpretations for the ubiquitous 
Shakespearean expression, ‘Go to—’ alone. He is, of course, the 
inventor of the well-known card-index and graph-paper method of 
literary criticism.” (Catcalls).

A Moving Picture!

SHOOTING has begun on the Sol Schwillbinn—All Britisch 
Pictures mammoth new musicolor, The Private Lives of Erasmus 
Brown, a story of Olde Cambridge. In fact, two cameramen are 

already dead and Schwillbinn himself has a nasty flesh wound. 
Propped up by pillows, Sol stated in an interview to-day: “I aim 
to put Cambridge right on the map. That Oxford will take it on the 
lam after I’m through. Miss Flora Fauna herself has come over 
from Hollywood especially to do the lead of the Queens’ Chamber
maid. Her Cloisters scene with Eras is really Culture (as well as 
box-office). And there is a swell production number on the Backs and 
the river to some swell music by Eddie Schmalz, in which everything 
happens in punts. I think I can safely say that All-Britisch have done 
it again. My boys have their fingers right on the public’s throat.”

Tripos Papers, Please Copy.
I know everything, because I know that I know nothing. 

(Socrates).

Dic.
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NORMAN

TREAD softly, Margaret, among the mossy graves 
Of the old dreaming warriors who crossed in the shell of the 

dawn; 
And rising up out of the curling waves 
Teeth gleaming, arm-in-arm advanced, together, 

Singing, singing like the high speck of the lark 
In the sun’s heart, 

And waded ashore over the dark 
Fierce shingle and the wide smooth lawn 

Of the damp sand wrinkled with the seaweed’s mark. 
The noise of the breakers deafened their steel-clad ears 
And the high shrill cry of the gull in alarm; 
The sun glistened gold on the tips of their spears 

And silver danced its shimmering arc 
On the high frowning chalk of the tall cliffs.

Invaders they were who crossed 
In the blue and green and silver of the dawn 
From the distant years unsung beyond the sea; 
Invaders who planted their firm foot on the down, 

Shivered the forest for their shapely boats, 
Peopled the silent cobweb city 

With the brief tumult of a fight, 
Flung up their castles, dug their moats; 

And, with the night, 
Sang of a far-off land under their crimson torches 

With a pale ribbon of smoke uprising from their courts and halls 
Strange tales, strange loves that vanished 

When the light 
Flowed feebly under their stone-shod porches 

And wandering faces vanished 
From behind their castle-walls.
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And now they sleep in the long seedling grass 
Under the frigid stars, alone, 

While centuries, chapters of ice, grow chill 
And pass . . . 

Their bones are cold, their crumbled hearts are still 
And they are returned to the soil for which they fought 

Which they had known . . . 
Tread softly, Margaret, lest you disturb their dreams.

E. G. R.

GERMAN SPRING, 1946

NOW, at length, the numbed heart 
Throbs to the re-appearing sun; 
The bright whiteness wanes away: 

Grass greens under snow, emancipated; 
Ponds, freed from the long ache of ice, 
Ripple.

The dead lie; the living wake 
And live again. Winter’s dream 
Thaws in the light of day; the frozen 
Perch rigidly on pyres of frost.

J. M. Mitchell.
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“WINTER”

Nothing moves. They say the world sleeps cold 
under the whining of violin snows, 
a note yawning down through the mist 

over the thin old wrists of the trees. 
A dark drum bangs into our carols 
and aged voices swell in symphony 
of cheerless discord, the sweet tunes 
crushed in seas of the moon’s whiteness. 
Above the rearing, the blinded hills 
where dwells the last reserve, 
see the face of Giant Winter 
laughing out the embers in the frozen hearts. 
Chinese bells rattle dismal Nöel 
behind the drawn blinds of dead 
houses where Hell’s brimstone 
could not revive the leaden bodies. 
They are saying the Christmas will be cold 
and a lonely crawl of white ice for 
a new year . . . new, that comes 
to pass for covering on the coffins. 
But the yellow tears of the fire burn silent 
and the grass is still green below the snow; 
for in the earth, above the clenched sky 
the last reserve is singing a soft birth.

W.
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“OPERATION WESTMINSTER” 
NOVEMBER, 1945

MANY Undergraduates now at Cambridge can look back over 
the last six or seven years as a period of more than ordinary 
activity and experience. Among these is David Widdicombe 

of Queens’ who, apart from serving for several years in the Army, 
stood as a Labour candidate for Hythe, Kent, in the General Election. 
He was 21 at the time—the youngest candidate in the country.

Widdicombe is a tall man with a kindly aspect. His manner is 
unassertive, and as a public speaker prefers persuasion to belligerency. 
Nevertheless, when the subject or occasion calls for it he speaks with 
force and feeling. Apart from politics he is keen on music and the 
theatre, and wishes he could give more time to them. He has also 
a taste for Thurber and Oriental art.

Sixth Form wrangles at school were his political nursery. When 
he first came up to Queens’ in 1942 (to read History with an English 
Exhibition) he joined the C.U. Labour Club, and became its Hon. 
Secretary before the Army claimed him. By the time of the General 
Election in November, 1945, he was a Lieutenant in the Armoured 
Corps. During his residence in Cambridge he had also become a 
member of the Labour Party and while in the Army had offered 
himself as a Parliamentary Candidate. He was approved by 
Transport House but the task of finding a constituency was his own. 
Hemel Hempstead, his home division, turned him down, but the 
local Labour Party at Hythe chose him from a total of four applicants. 
With two months’ leave from the Service, the next business was to 
organise the campaign.

The Hythe Division, which includes Folkstone, is pleasantly 
compact for electioneering purposes. Traditionally the political 
leaning was Liberal, but the Conservatives could count on great 
support. Widdicombe found little Labour Party organisation ready 
for him when he arrived, and he had to augment the local active 
following with a number of his friends. An Undergraduette from 
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Oxford joined him as his agent and together they set about impro
vising campaign machinery. Bit by bit they collected some cars 
(including one old Austin which needed more nursing than the 
constituency), loud-speaker equipment, and a troop of canvassers. 
More helpers came forward until eventually they had a company 
which was fairly representative of a varied community. One of the 
more diverting of his supporters was a woman who avowed by a 
spirit in contact with her daughter the certainty of his election. She 
sent him regular reports of his favour with the world beyond.

For Widdicombe himself, of course, the campaign was particularly 
arduous. He invariably extended his waking hours into the recesses 
of the night, preparing addresses and planning his programmes. 
Moreover, his day began at 6 a.m. During the three weeks’ cam
paign he conducted 50 meetings, including three in the Folkestone 
Town Hall which attracted something like five hundred people each 
time. After a rather nervous beginning, his command of platform 
technique developed well, until he found himself facing meetings 
with equanimity. Election crowds were kind to him on the whole ; 
it was his Conservative opponent who attracted the most vehement 
opposition. The local press, however, was rather Right inclined. 
Among other things, they disapproved of Widdicombe’s campaigning 
in a sports jacket and flannels, with an open-necked shirt—a working 
attire he had perforce to adopt in lieu of any other civilian clothes. 
Rather like a tripper was their comment.

There were three candidates in the field : Colonel MacKenson, a 
regular officer, was the Conservative, and Captain James, R.N., 
stood for the Liberals. As far as the principals were concerned, it 
was a very chummy affair—a good clean fight with no hard feeling. 
After the count, Colonel MacKenson celebrated his victory by 
inviting his two antagonists to a party.

Widdicombe was not unduly dismayed by the result. As it was 
he had run a clear favourite quite close: the Conservative polled 
8,048 votes to his 6,091, with the Liberal bottom of the poll with 
3,152.
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The battle over he returned to the Army for another 18 months. 
From national to university politics: Widdicombe returned to 
Cambridge and Queens’ at the beginning of this academical year and 
at once resumed his membership of the Labour Club. He also 
joined the Union and made a maiden speech there in the Herbert 
Morrison debate on Nationalisation. Last term he became Chairman 
of the Labour Club and is now very prominent in university politics. 
He finds the political atmosphere here more sober and responsible 
than when he was here before. From an enthusiastic opposition 
mentality in 1943, undergraduate Socialists are growing conscious 
of their discipleship to the “ins.” There has been a loss of keen
ness but a growth in stature. Debates at the Union show a general 
high standard of speaking, and Widdicombe finds it more of 
an ordeal to address the Union than an election meeting. The 
audience here is far more critically keen and somewhat less merciful. 
Election oratory requires a different technique: points of argument 
need to be put simply and many times, and sweet reasonableness has 
to be enlivened with an appeal to feeling. The subtlety and polish 
which the Union likes to cultivate is apt to leave the hustings rather 
cold.

For the future, Widdicombe’s primary concern is to qualify himself 
for a profession. To this end he is now reading Law and hopes to be 
called to the Bar in two years’ time. He is in no hurry to make 
another attempt on Parliament, but, of course, all his interest in 
politics remains undiminished. He looks back on the election 
campaign with pleasure; he enjoyed the fight, made many friends, 
and gained invaluable experience. From time to time he visits 
Hythe to help the local party. At present, however, he is more than 
glad to be back at Cambridge and means to enjoy it.

C. B. W.
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POWLOON

IT was the felt-taker’s third anecdote that the Medical Student 
interrupted. He had been in College longer than any of the 
felt-takers and his voice purchased a respectful silence.
“Do you remember,” he said to his companion in a tone that 

carried, rather than idle reminiscence, the savour of holy recollection, 
“Do you remember the week of Powloon?”

His friend’s eyes were misted in acknowledgement, “Yes,” he 
whispered, gazing over his kipper into a distance that even the felt- 
takers found impressive, “Powloon! I can never escape that week.”

As if in corroboration, a monstrous insect detached itself from his 
cuff and sped across the table to hide in the Lybian dust of a felt- 
taker’s trouser “turn-up.”

“The horror of those seven days,” continued the Medico, “defies 
imagination.”

“The nights,” replied the other, whose face now matched the 
felt-takers’ shirts, “The nights were far worse.”

Shaken by gusts of violent emotion the pair rocked over their 
plates in sympathy.

I think the Thursday morning was the most terrible, went on the 
first to regain control over himself.

“Or the Wednesday evening,” returned the second as he steadied 
his quivering frame against a passing waiter.

“And they thought this annuity—absolutely nothing could repay 
us for Powloon!”

“Absolutely nothing,” concluded his friend in The Anchor after
wards “is entirely muffled by felt.”

Winkle.



26 THE DIAL

BOULEAU DE BARBES

M. JEAN BOULEAU looked sadly over a gay scene. Below 
the high municipal buildings in which he was sitting 
stretched a square, tree shaded, well planned, full of bright 

dresses and laughter. The sun was hot and the road dusty, but a 
great fountain cooled the air and laid the dust in the centre of the 
square. Water ran continuously in all the town’s gutters, gurgling 
pleasantly. The trees were green, the buildings a shining white, 
bright awnings shaded the pavements. Yet M. Bouleau moved 
restlessly in his padded chair, slapped a fly on his leg, and wiped his 
large face with a sigh.

M. Bouleau was Mayor of Barbes; he had created by his own 
exertions the scene below him; Barbes was his child and his mistress. 
Ever since he had entered his uncle’s shop as errand boy he had 
worked, saved, cajoled, bullied his way to the padded chair of office 
in which he now sat unhappily. By a remarkable combination of 
tact and aggressiveness he had forced the obstinate townspeople 
to support him in his schemes. From an obscure mountain village, 
Bouleau had transformed Barbes into a smart spa. There was a 
brand-new casino and opera house, a large bathing establishment to 
exploit the evil-smelling sulphurous waters, a municipal garden with 
floral tricolour. Well built paths ran through the woods with tactfully 
placed benches, the three big hotels were always full during the 
summer. But in spite of all this, Jean Bouleau knew he had failed. 
At each step in his apparently triumphal progress an element of 
the ludicrous had mocked him; success had escaped him. The 
building of the casino was typical. Run up hastily in wood and 
plaster, the foundations had sunk immediately, and one end of the 
gaming room had collapsed before the scaffolding was down, killing 
the priest’s brother, a local builder. The priest had declared his 
brother a martyr, pinned under the wall of a gambling-den, had 
attacked Bouleau from the pulpit. But Bouleau had kept on, 
puffing and pushing, arguing and pleading. He finally convinced 
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the shopkeepers, so the work went on. Then the clumsy oafs— 
even now the veins on his forehead stood out when he thought 
of it—had mounted one section of the enormous plaster frieze 
upside down. People laughed . . . Knaves more than fools, 
perhaps. Finally, the graeco-republican structure was finished. 
On the night of the gala performance in the theatre the curtain 
stuck, and for half-an-hour the audience waited impatiently, while 
the gallery whistled and booed, and Bouleau sat in his box, sobbing 
with misery and exhaustion.

Something of the sort happened to all his climaxes. A series 
of cruelly comic accidents, or a single unforgivable catastrophe, 
had robbed him of any feeling of pride or accomplishment. He 
became morose, biting his nails. Yet he would not give up. Some 
inner compulsion gave him no peace, some inherent flaw kept success 
from him. His world was insecure, of lath and plaster; everything 
was a little too new, a little too bright, a little hollow. And all the 
time there was a steady knot of hostility and contempt in the town 
for him, lead by the priest and concentrated in his eyes.

And now Bouleau searched for the supreme act, the successful 
assault on mockery. Some magnificence which would echo across 
the countryside, inspiring a moment’s admiration in all minds. 
He had visited Pau, and had met the Mayor. He knew that he 
could never rival that august person, presiding so confidently over 
the prosperous town and solid buildings. But he might yet outshine 
him in some great occasion. Outdo them all, outwit them. So 
he sat, troubled and restless that summer’s afternoon, brooding 
over Barbes, his child and his mistress.

One day an elderly shepherd was brought in to see him. He 
was a wiry little Basque, and he told a strange tale. While guarding 
his flock, he saw a sheep disappear in a crevice in the rocks. Following 
it down, he climbed into a narrow chimney, and found himself 
suddenly over a huge pit. He scrambled out and made a torch of 
pine twigs, which he took back, lit, and threw below him. It fell 
blazing down, lighting an immense cave. Spluttering on the floor 
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it showed up a great pile of bones, where other animals had fallen 
through, and the dim outlines of a cathedral-like chamber. M. Bouleau 
listened, and as he listened a vague disturbance moved in the depths 
of his mind. A great cave in the mountains. Nothing comic about 
that. He ordered its immediate investigation.

Before long some remarkable discoveries were made. A large 
entrance was found, choked with vegetation and rubble. When 
this had been cleared it was possible to walk in through a great 
curving corridor, climbing up to burst into the enormous main 
cavern. This cave was of immense height, finely vaulted. It 
was surprisingly dry, and the floor was almost flat. Small recesses 
and caverns lined the walls, with entrances leading to other caves, 
while far below a stream could be heard, running in the heart of the 
mountain. Bouleau inspected it, and a great fantastic idea took 
hold of him. In his mind’s eye he saw the great space ablaze with 
lights and crowded with people. He would hold a Ball there, a 
great civic Ball, finer, larger, more resplendent . . . Who would 
not want to attend such a remarkable occasion? Even the Mayor 
of Pau might be glad to come. Even the Mayor of Pau. Bouleau 
became transformed into a mountain of energy and invention. 
Work must begin. At once.

Plans were made. A scandalised Town Council were subdued 
by a display of rhetoric never equalled in Barbes. Workmen in 
bewildered groups were hurried to the cave. The ground was 
levelled off and a floor laid in the centre. A special carriage road 
was built to connect with the existing one, a kilometre away. The 
entrance was further enlarged, and steps cut in the sloping corridor 
where necessary. Slots for torches were made. In one of the large 
recesses of the cave a rostrum was built for the orchestra. In 
another a cellar was established, in a third a kitchen. A precipice 
was found in one of the smaller caves, and a wooden platform built 
out over it; by peering down an occasional glimpse of white foam 
could be seen in the stream racing far below. The other exits 
were blocked up. Wooden seats were fitted along the walls, and 
great tables brought in. Soon the enormous chandelier from the 
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casino theatre came creaking up the long hill on a great cart drawn 
by six pairs of white oxen ; Bouleau watched in terrified anxiety 
while the great orb of crystal and gilt was slowly hoisted into position, 
high, high up in the cave’s vaulted roof. Then carpets, hangings, 
and curtains came, hired, bought, borrowed, or taken from municipal 
buildings in Barbes. A great red carpet was laid up the sloping 
entrance. Imitation tapestries were hung down the walls. Bright 
colours filled the sombre space, but they were overborn; uneasy, 
tawdry, shown up. Bouleau was sensitive to this atmosphere ; 
vague forebodings of customary disasters gnawed at him as he panted 
and bellowed and pleaded in the great cave in the mountains. But 
he kept busily on. And still the list lengthened. Linen, cutlery, 
plate, food, wines, servants, each item needed Bouleau’s personal 
attention—he seemed unable to delegate any responsibility. The 
arrangements for providing the expected crowd with fresh bread 
and warm rolls by mobilising all the bakers of Barbes was a small 
item, yet it took hours of arguing, ordering, tasting and calculating. 
But eventually the date was fixed and moved steadily nearer. The 
invitations had to be issued. These caused Bouleau fresh anxieties. 
He was surprisingly ignorant of the niceties of society, and scorned 
to ask advice of more knowledgeable men. Eventually he decided 
to have a large municipal party, and advertise widely to attract a 
crowd willing to buy expensive tickets. He spent long hours at 
the printers considering refined but enthusiastic invitations and 
refined, but compelling, advertisements. The local newspapers 
wrote columns of praise for the initiative and daring of the Town 
Council, of the energy and inspiration of the Mayor. A paragraph 
appeared as far away as in the Eclaireur de Bordeaux, and two lines 
were even rumoured in a Paris daily. Bouleau’s posters appeared 
on railway stations all over the South-West corner of France. The 
tickets began to sell . . . The invitations, addressed in a magnificent 
copper-plate, were despatched. The Mayor of Pau, M. le Duc de 
Cambronne—rather decayed, but still a Duc—two retired Admirals, 
a General, a prominent civil servant with the Légion d’Honneur, 
the widow of the richest planter in Indo-China, an ex-mistress of 
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an ex-President of the Republic. An imposing list. And sur
prisingly they all accepted. Bouleau had been right; there was an 
irresistible attraction about the cave, with its vague suggestion of 
Oriental splendour and folly.

Meanwhile final preparations were made at the cave. All stood 
ready; everything lay to hand. The meats and sweets, the drinks, 
the flowers, the shining silver and polished glass. Bouleau felt a 
surge of satisfaction as he paid a final visit to his inspiration on the 
morning of the great event. Rubbing his hands with excitement, 
he turned back to Barbes to hear the orchestra’s final rehearsal, and 
to urge them to put yet more fire into their “Marseillaise.” He 
ate a meagre luncheon, and then turned his attention to his own 
appearance. His hair was cut and he was close shaved. He took 
a bath in scented water. And he cautiously dressed himself in his 
sparkling linen and impeccable black. By five in the evening he 
was climbing the hill to the cave in his musty, leather-padded 
carriage. His arrival accelerated the final touches. The cooks in 
spotless white were busy with their bright saucepans in their little 
kitchen. The wine-waiter went over his stock and his list for the 
hundredth time. The waiters and footmen gave the last touches 
to their uniforms. The orchestra arranged their seats and spread 
their music. The major-domo—stage manager at the theatre— 
cleared his throat and muttered to himself. The great chandelier 
was lit and torches placed in the corridor. Time flew by. But 
everything was ready; nothing had gone awry; from the starchy 
matron in the ladies’ withdrawing room to the boy who was to hand 
out the programmes, everyone was waiting and anxious. Bouleau 
heaved a great sigh. It was magnificent.

The lights of the first carriages were seen climbing up the curving 
road out of Barbes. Bouleau stood in the cool evening air and watched 
the flickering yellow specks coming to do him homage, listened to 
the jingle of metal and the creak of harness sounding in his honour. 
Soon the first arrivals climbed the long curving corridor and stood 
amazed at the tremendous scene within: they were English . . .

Then they came thick and fast until the whole great floor was 
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covered with little groups waiting for the appearance of the Municipal 
party for the proceedings to begin. Eventually the Mayor of Pau 
arrived in great magnificence and chain of office : Bouleau prepared 
to lead his party forth from their private alcove. The waiters 
ranged themselves along the walls. The clamorous cooks were 
silenced by the major-domo. All the guests turned expectantly 
towards the door as the Municipal party filed in. The chef-d orchestre 
raised his white-gloved hand, the drummer poised his sticks for the 
great roll to introduce the “Marseillaise,” the cymballist prepared. 
Bouleau nodded. The drummer let fly. Crescendo. The white- 
gloved hand flew up, the cymbals crashed. And the Heavens fell. 
A great rumbling rushing noise filled the cave, and a tremendous 
gust of wind swept coldly in. The torches and lanterns flickered 
and went out, the chandelier swung wildly overhead. Great rocks 
were tumbling down all around, whilst clouds of dust billowed 
menacingly in. Then for a second there was a terrible silence. 
Suddenly a woman shrieked in uncontrolled terror, and turned 
blindly to run. The great crowd followed, pushing, shouting, 
sweating with fright, while the mountain rumbled again, and a great 
cascade of rubble tore down into the mountain stream. Wild eyed 
and screaming, the mob, so recently so confident and pleased, 
elbowed and fought their way into the cool sympathetic night, 
the women to collapse on to the damp grass, the men to shout 
hoarsely for their carriages. In a few minutes the great cave was 
deserted, wrecked as if a battle had passed over it. Furniture, musical 
instruments, food, glasses, programmes, cloaks and flowers lay 
everywhere in confusion, while the sinister dust clouds covered them 
all in a fine powder, and the mountain still rumbled to itself in anger. 
But Bouleau was still there, sitting broken, incredulous at this last 
irreparable stroke of Fate, yet inwardly knowing it was this he had 
expected, this catastrophe he had worked up to all his life. He 
stayed huddled there until he seemed part of the desolation around, 
the grey dust settling thick on his bowed shoulders.

H. S. Y. M.
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A FRAGMENT

AWAKE! O Muse, bestrew the empty Page 
With Thoughts pertaining to the passing Age; 
Confute the Hacks with lines that dare to scan, 

And hymn the Epoch of the Common Man; 
Remark the Tumult as the Peoples shout, 
With Warfare ended, Peace has broken out! 
Democracy has triumph’d, on the march 
Has come home limping with a fallen Arch; 
While ancient Monarchies, the Sport of Kings, 
Have crumbl’d in the pow’r the Ballot brings. 
Now waves the purple Banner, now the Red, 
And answ’ring Forces thunder overhead; 
The Ogre, Progress, smiles his sickly grin, 
Tradition is the second Deadly Sin, 
And Governments, that creep in overnight, 
Re-lock the Door to Freedom on the Right! 
The world for Noise and Speed a battleground 
When Man aspires to travel fast as Sound, 
Atoms and Policies his death-knell ring, 
A dirge that only Scientists may sing. 
With Genius flown and Inspiration dead, 
Now modern Art may rear its ugly head, 
While universal Education sees 
That Dunces cram the Universities. 
Psychology, that probes the human Brain, 
Narrows the gap between the Mad and Sane 
And chains the Ego with the ties that bind 
Humanity to Robot in the Mind; 
Lo! Chaos fills the ever-dark’ning scene 
While David fronts Goliath, the Machine!

D. I. Clements.
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QUEENS’ HOUSE

A NUMBER of Queens’ men who were here before the war no 
doubt remember something of Queens’ House, the College 
mission in Rotherhithe, London. It was started some years 

before the first world war by the Dean at that time (Mr. Wood) as a 
club for men and boys, and for well over thirty years it has made a 
valuable contribution to the welfare of the district. The air-raids 
in 1940, however, closed it down, but it was re-opened under a new 
management in 1941.

At the moment the House is in a very flourishing condition. 
Before the war the emphasis had been on Scouting, but it is now a 
mixed Youth club of boys and girls divided into sections according 
to age. The Senior Section is from 14 to 19, whose activities include 
gymnastics, carpentry, discussion and drama groups, sport, games, 
and dancing. The under fourteens are run as a twin club of boys 
and girls, with activities on the same lines, but with special classes 
in needlework and cooking for the girls. There is also a play centre 
for children under 10. The whole club has a robust, friendly 
atmosphere stimulated by the Warden, Mr. David Carson, and the 
Club Leader, Miss Ruth Nicholson. It is an approved training 
centre for student Youth Leaders, who arrange group activities and 
join in the social life generally. Altogether there is a club member
ship of about 150 ; self-government is encouraged and much of the 
programme is arranged by the Club Committee. Except for 
Saturday, there is something doing every evening of the week.

The premises are a converted barge-builder’s establishment on the 
South bank of the Thames, with a fine view of Tower Bridge to the 
West, and the Wapping river-side and Limehouse to the North. 
The ceaseless bustle of river traffic forms the background to the club 
life. They have a large clubroom on the ground floor, two games 
rooms above, a canteen and quiet room on the 2nd floor, and a chapel 
at the top. In the annexe along the street there is a well-equipped 
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carpenter’s shop, and another fairly large hall, which the warden 
is thinking of turning into a small theatre.

The College is no longer responsible for the House, but they 
retain our name and are very anxious to promote the connection with 
us. Four undergraduates spent a weekend there in December 
term by the invitation of the Warden, and were given a most interest
ing and enjoyable time. We saw the club working, played table- 
tennis, chatted to the members, cheered on the junior football team, 
and indulged in a little dancing to the radiogram. Two of us were 
also able to lend a hand at the Christmas Sale and the Christmas 
Parties. The Warden explained to us that their object in the club 
was to help the young people of the district to turn their free-time to 
pleasant and profitable use ; to foster responsibility and to anchor its 
members in a small society which is truly their own.

Further visits are planned at the end of this term and at the end of 
next. In addition, we are hoping to entertain a party of boys here 
during the Whitsun weekend. The Warden would also be glad to 
have a few Queens’ men at the annual camp in Devon, which is fixed 
for the last week of July and the first week of August. Anyone 
interested in any of these activities should get in touch with the Dean, 
or myself, who will be glad to give any further details.

C. B. Walker.
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IMPRESSIONS OF CAMBRIDGE

After some months of Cambridge life I cannot give more 
than some vague and general impressions of a foreign student, 
and compare some characteristics of the old English Universities 

in 1947 with those on the Continent, especially in Belgium.
Perhaps the most striking difference between Cambridge and our 

Universities is the collegiate system, which vanished in Belgium 
with the French Revolution. I appreciate very much the traditions, 
customs, and especially the social relations which this collegiate life 
implies. I think it is highly educative, as it gives opportunities 
for discussion between people of different faculties and interests. 
An additional advantage of this system is that it facilitates contact 
with professors and lecturers, which is at least not usual on the 
Continent.

By comparison with the state of things in Europe, I have noticed 
how easily and how frequently the English student seems to travel 
abroad . . . and this has been unexpectedly promoted by the war. 
At the same time, there is a larger proportion of foreign students 
at this University than is the rule elsewhere.

It seems to me that in some respects there is less specialisation 
at Cambridge, since it is possible to combine different triposes to 
obtain a degree. But on the other hand, once the course of lectures 
has been chosen, they are more specialised and limited to a particular 
field than ours, and the student has fewer lectures from which to 
choose. On the Continent the lectures take a greater part of the 
student’s time, and cover the whole syllabus of an examination 
in an encyclopaedic manner. Here the student is expected to read 
by himself much more than is covered in the lecture room. This 
means more personal work and more time spent in libraries than in 
our system. The vacations, which are longer at Cambridge than 
elsewhere, accentuate this tendency.

Abroad the Cambridge student has the reputation of spending 
most of his time on the playing-fields. My personal experience 
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was quite different, however ; even if games play such an important 
part in University life, I have been astonished how crowded were 
the libraries every afternoon. I was very well impressed, too, by 
the interest that University people take in the Fine Arts, and 
especially in music and the theatre.

In spite of the very interesting debates at the Union, I do not 
believe that the students here take as much interest in political and 
social problems as their fellows on the Continent. For instance, I 
have seen no signs of any social contact between students and the 
working-class. But I am perhaps misinformed. At the same time, 
the English student seems to discuss more practical things at table 
than, for example, French students, who would talk about principles, 
philosophies, politics, or the arts.

Before I came to this country my English friends warned me 
that I had to expect a rather cold reception, and that I should be 
disappointed by English hospitality. Once more my experience 
was entirely contrary. Although different from that of France or 
Spain, English hospitality has, I think, the advantage of giving 
everybody much more liberty, and this is a valuable asset.

And finally, how could I ever forget the other amenities of 
Cambridge ? Its scenery, the river with its bridges and the Backs, 
the unique atmosphere of its life and of its discussions, the streets 
overflowing with gowned bicyclists pedalling to their lectures, its 
friendship, and foremost in my memories, Queens’ College.

Dr. Michel Woitrin,
University of Louvain.
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KEATINGS

SOULS of Fellows dead and gone, 
Dons whose days on earth are done, 
Of what haven have ye knowledge 

Choicer than your Cambridge College? 
Have ye drink of any sort 
Finer than our vintage port? 
Or can Heaven’s fruits compare 
With our ampler earthly fare— 
Pies and “poussins” (spam and beans!) 
Dressed as though our foundress-Queens 
Would, on some great festival, 
Sip and sup with us in Hall ?

I have heard that on a day 
Chamberlain was whisked away, 
Nobody knew whither till 
Charlie Wood’s veracious quill 
To “The Dial” gave this story— 
Said he’d seen you in your glory 
Seated round a Table High 
On a dais in the sky 
And lapping with nostalgic leer 
Creme brulée in the stratosphere.

Souls of Fellows dead and gone, 
Dons whose days on earth are done, 
Of what haven have ye knowledge 
Choicer than your Cambridge College?

G. J. Willans.
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CHEMICAL CHAIRS

THE Chemistry Professors! 
They multiply so fast 
Their numbers will be Legion 
Ere two more wars have passed; 

They dote upon disjunction 
For they have grown aware 

That each new subdivision 
Entails a nice new Chair.

The Chemistry Professors! 
The epithets employed! 

Organic, Inorganic, 
Bio:, Physical, Colloid; 

I fancy there are others 
But he’s a fool who thinks 

To name in one short stanza 
What once was simply “Stinks.”

The Chemistry Professors! 
They have an impish wit; 

The “smallest piece of matter” 
They’ve been and gone and split. 

This cleavage to their credit, 
Just what they now can do 

To a Faculty of Science 
Is obvious to you.
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The Chemistry Professors! 
They sell no pills or soap, 

No corn-pads or cosmetics, 
No morning draught or dope; 

Their shelves display no sponges; 
A tube of tooth-paste is 

A thing unstocked, untendered, 
In their “laborratriz.”

The Chemistry Professors! 
I love them, every one, 

But mildly now may mention 
A deed they’ve left undone:— 

Despite their ways fissiparous 
They yet no Chair have made 

For a really useful Chemist— 
Say, Peck of King’s Parade.

G. J. Willans.
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THE COLLEGE WAR MEMORIAL

PLANS for a Memorial to those members of the College who fell 
in the recent war are now far advanced. The Memorial will 
be twofold. The names of those who lost their lives will be 

added to the list of names on the 1914-1918 tablets which hang on 
the north wall of the new Chapel. It is also proposed to convert 
the old Chapel into a hall, which will become the most important 
part of the Library. This conversion of the old Chapel is to be the 
more substantial part of the War Memorial.

This hall will serve the College as the reading-room of the Library, 
and it will be open all day to members of the College. A selection 
of some 15,000 of the most often used books in the Library will be 
housed in this hall in shelves both on the ground floor, and also 
on a gallery which is to surround the room at a level below that of 
the base of the windows. The hall will be particularly valuable 
to men living out of College, who need a quiet place in which to 
work during the intervals between morning lectures.

The details of this reconstruction of the old Chapel are now being 
decided. The College is very fortunate in having the services of 
Professor Richardson, R.A., F.R.I.B.A., one of the most famous 
of living architects. The provisional plans for the old Chapel show 
that the conversion will preserve the fine proportions of the old 
building, and will add to them some very fine interior work.
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QUEENS’ COLLEGE UNITED CLUBS 
REPORTS

Boat Club

THE Club began the year well by winning the University Clinker 
Fours in excellent time. A fortnight later a crew was entered 
for the Fairbairn Cup and looked very promising, improving the 

College record for the course by 26 seconds. However, it was 
prevented from finishing the course by the preceding crew.

Unfortunately only two crews were entered for the Lent races, on a 
river just cleared of ice. The first VIII bumped on three of the 
nights (Selwyn I, Jesus II and Caius I) and on the fourth rowed over. 
The second eight put up a good fight but were bumped three times 
(1st and 3rd Trinity III, Emmanuel II and Christ’s III).

We must congratulate A. S. F. Butcher on being awarded his 
“blue.” We also congratulate G. Carpenter on rowing in the 
Junior Trials at Ely.

P. A. de Giles, Hon. Sec.

Rugby Union Football Club

AS a result of the increased numbers of the College this year, the 
Club has once again been able to field two XVs, though with 
some difficulty. The 1st XV had been relegated to League II 

last season, and ended the Michaelmas Term in the lower half of that 
table. Four members of the Club have been playing regularly for 
the ’Varsity or the LX Club, though the services of two of them 
were lost to us last term through injury. In addition to the six 
Old Colours remaining from last and previous seasons, five new 
colours have been awarded, to W. B. Holmes, M. A. R. Lockett, 
C. Shaldon, F. R. C. Streatfield and J. R. Todd. The weather 
made play impossible last term, with the exception of one match in 
which the 1st XV narrowly defeated St. John’s College in a hard 
game.

J. R. Trevaskis, Hon. Sec.
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Association Football Club

THE season has witnessed a marked improvement in the standard 
of College soccer. Despite injuries which upset the balance of 
the team, the 1st XI won five League games, and drew one. The 

2nd XI has done equally well in the second division of the inter- 
College League, and several of its members have occasionally assisted 
the 1st XI.

A pleasant trip was made to Oxford in the Michaelmas Term to 
play Queen’s College. The game resulted in a draw. But the 
return game has had to be cancelled.

Full colours have been awarded to the following:—J. T. Stone, 
J. Webster, R. V. Cross. Half-colours have been awarded to:— 
S. P. O. Kumi, M. E. H. Le Gallais, T. O’Keefe, E. A. Wilson, 
J. W. E. Jones.

J. B. Feehan, Hon. Sec.

Hockey Club

AT the beginning of the Michaelmas Term the first team’s 
sound defence and lively attack showed signs of promise, which 
appeared to receive confirmation in an early run of successes in 

the first three League matches and against King’s Lynn. However, 
a long spell of bad weather prevented the team from settling down, 
and it lost three successive League games which were played 
under appalling conditions just before the end of term. The second 
team had better luck, and won every one of its few games. During 
the term J. D. W. Melhuish and J. Orr-Ewing had games for the 
University and the U. Wanderers respectively. The weather 
caused the cancellation of all but one of the first six games last term.

A. J. Poole, Hon. Sec.
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Athletics Club

THE club is much stronger this year, and can report the following 
successes: Freshmen’s Sports—K. G. Isaacs, 1st, 440 yards 
(57.1 secs.); P. N. Blackaby, 1st, Half-mile (2m. 7 secs.), 

W. B. Holmes, 2nd, High Hurdles (17.2 secs.), 2nd, Low Hurdles: 
Seniors’ Sports—Halstead, 2nd, Mile (4 m. 49.2 secs.). C. E. 
Piper, the Club President, was selected for the Relay Team against 
Oxford, turning in 51.7 secs, for his 440, and has since been awarded 
his “Half-Blue.”

R. A. Chiverton, Hon. Sec.

Table Tennis Club

THE Club only started functioning last term—the table being 
installed in the Lower Fitzpatrick Room in January. Its 
popularity is reflected in the size of the ladder, which contains 

fifty names. The College team, placed in the second division of 
the C.U.T.T. League has beaten seven college teams and lost to four.

J. D. Apthorpe, Hon. Sec.

Chess Club

UNDER the Presidency of our old Blue, J. Harwood, we have 
entered this season the Cambridge and District League, and 
have been quite successful, beating both Town Club and the 

Civil Service. The team’s keenness and hopes for the competition 
have been rewarded, since they finished at the top of the table.

R. Westley, Hon. Sec.
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St. Bernard Society

THE Secretary is glad of this opportunity to bring to the notice 
of members of the College the existence of the St. Bernard 
Society, of which some of them seem sadly unaware. Attend

ance at meetings has been spasmodic, varying from less than ten to 
over thirty, when the Society enthusiastically debated the motion 
“that this House deplores the present activities of the T.U.C.’’ 
Lighter topics have taken the form of a balloon debate, where persons 
of renown defended their right to live instead of being jettisoned from 
the craft as ballast. On another occasion a joint debate with Pem
broke was held.

On every occasion the meetings have been interesting and enter
taining. Society programmes will be posted on the screens at the 
beginning of each term.

E. G. Rayner, Hon. Sec.

St. Margaret Society

FOLLOWING the tradition of the war years gramophone con
certs have formed the burden of the year’s activities. The choice 
of music has been restricted by the inhospitality of the Gramo

phone Library but within the confines of our own particular rut the 
programmes have been varied. To judge from these Mozart is a firm 
favourite, but it is whispered that this may not be a true reflection 
of the Society’s opinion.

Performed concerts have been fewer than could be wished as the 
college’s musical talent is either non-existent or retiring we suspect 
the latter. Two concerts were performed at the end of the Lent 
term, one of which was built from local talent.

A. H. Medforth, Hon. Sec.
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Squash Racquets Club

THE Squash Club has been fortunate in not being prevented by 
the weather from carrying out its full term’s programme. At 
the time of writing the 1st team has won all but one of its matches, 

and stands a good chance of being promoted to the first league as a 
result of last term’s play. In the Cuppers, after defeating Christ’s, 
we lost to Clare after a close-fought match.

The second team, promoted in the Michaelmas term, have found 
the competition rather severe. A home match against Girton was, 
however, in every way more successful. It is hoped that the damage 
caused to the floor of the courts by the floods will be repaired by 
next October.

A. R. D. Wright, Hon. Sec.

Rugby Fives Club

IN the Michaelmas term the only event was the knock-out com
petition for College pairs, in which the two entered from Queens’ 
were both defeated in the third round. Last term Inter-College 

league games did not take place.
F. S. Aldercotte was narrowly beaten in the semi-finals of the 

Varsity open doubles competition, and was unfortunate in not 
getting a place in the University team against Oxford.

J. M. Marley, Hon. Sec.
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