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Walking Shadow 
There is not wind nor rain nor any suny 
No gold of dying suns, no day spring of desire, 
Only the endless twilight after the day is doney 
After the wind has dropped, and the sky is reft of fire. 
Only the endless twilight, only a glimmering, 
Where somewhere a great grey god stares from a greying sky, 
Watching a puppet figure dance as he moves the strings, 
Who stalks and struts and stumbles, and is / . 

—D.H.M. 
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Freedom of Speech 

IT IS AN undertaking of some degree of delicacy," says Burke, "to exam-
ine into the cause of public disorders." The truth of the remark is 

abundantly evident to-day. It is apparently the official opinion of the Gov-
ernment of this country that no loyal citizen would, no other citizen must be 
allowed to asperse the wisdom and energy with which the country is being 
administered. That duty of submission is transgressed when a W.E.A. 
lecturer gives too full a rein to speculations on the science of politics and when 
a University lecturer takes it upon himself to write an introduction to a 
pamphlet on the social and economic organisation of another country differ-
ing from that in which we (or some of us) live. Perhaps it is even trans-
gressed when the President of a university college defends the (theoreti-
cal) right of a member of his staff "to express views contrary to a prepon-
derating body of public opinion." 

On Capping Day the President of the Auckland University College 
made a few mild remarks about "the old-established academic right of free-
dom of thought." What he said sounded harmless enough at the time but 
in some quarters the word "freedom" is proving more and more suspect j 
and at any moment one expects to see it branded as an undesirable alien. Still 
no one had thought to see The New Zealand Herald turn and smite so hoary 
a platitude. Journalists are usually acutely conscious of the unwisdom of 
biting the hand that feeds them; and one had expected to see a hack phrase 
treated with at least the respect accorded to an advertiser. But there are some 
serpents whose teeth are sharper than ingratitude. Or perhaps it was rather 
a case of setting a platitude to catch a platitude. Even if, as modern histor-
ians seem to think, the barons at Runnymede did not raise the cry for free 
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speech for all, nevertheless it is unlikly that King John would have let such 
an occasion pass without reference to the manifold differences between 
liberty and license. On this sturdy if well-worn plank, then, the Herald 
took its stand. "Between liberty and license," says its leading article of 
May 19th, "there is a vast difference. One is a gift of law and is condi-
tioned by that cardinal fact. . . the other is a defiance of law." To put it 
more bluntly. Liberty is doing what the law lets you. License is doing any-
thing the law won't let you. In the ideal state no doubt the coincidence of 
law and liberty would be exact. However we, together, we believe, with 
quite a number of the other citizens of this country, are by no means satisfied 
that we have reached that happy political consummation when all our laws 
are always written and applied in accordance with a free and enlightened 
public opinion. 

In moulding such public opinion the University has an obvious part. 
Yet, according to the New Zealand Herald, academic thought is, if anything, 
less free than any other kind. "On some sections of the community," its 
editorial continues, "—those in the employ of the state—lies a special duty 
of guarded utterance." This statement is true and salutary in so far as it 
recommends persons in high academic positions to weigh their words care-
fully. In some countries professorial remarks might carry some weight in 
the community. But in so far as the duty referred to is an enforceable duty 
exacted by a government by the unscrupulous use of its political powers, the 
truth of the remark is to the dishonour both of the state and of the University. 
Every member of society except a civil servant or a University lecturer is 
liable only for a breach of the law and to the ordinary courts. But members 
of the staff of a University by indirect political influence deviously exerted 
may be restrained (and indeed are being restrained) from utterances which 
violate no rule of law or of natural justice nor are ever likely to be prohibited 
by the legislature even of New Zealand. 

In theory of course the University is not a branch of the civil service. 
It is an independent institution created by special Act of Parliament and 
subsidised by the state. The government for the time being cannot interfere 
directly in its management. Yet when the Minister of Education writes to the 
Council of the Auckland University College enquiring as to the suitability of 
a member of the staff for continued tenure of office he speaks as one having 
authority. And the result of his representations is that an appeal is made by 
the Council to the staff "not to make the Council's position (i.e. the College's 
subsidy) untenable." Such a state of dependance is intolerable and con-
stitutes the blackest spot on a University system by no means immaculate. 

It is impossible for a University to submit to dictation of this kind. It 
has been created for the express purpose of conducting disinterested re-
searches into abstract principles. When it obtains results which seem likely 
to assist in solving important social problems, must the University, because 
the problems are urgent and controversial and the subject of heated discus-
sion in the outside world, forbear to bring these conclusions to the notice of 
the community? The University is emphatically under no obligation to 
support the policy of any particular government. It has, indeed, a plain 
duty to the public to point out where any government is departing from the 
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principles of good administration. 
It is true that a University should be particularly wary of hasty and 

badly reasoned utterances. But that is only to say that a University lecturer 
should be competent at his work. Moreover, there are those who regard 
any utterances as hasty and badly reasoned which contradict their own pet 
prejudices. If a competent trained thinker finds that he can praise the Rus-
sian Five-year Plan, then that is an argument in favour of the Five-year Plan 
and not against the fitness of the thinker for a University post. 

The fact of the matter seems to be that in spite of the prevailing econo-
mic chaos there is a widespread desire to suppress all new ideas in political 
thought, whether garnered from abroad or from times past. Freedom of 
utterance, academic and non-academic, is alike in danger. It is still perhaps 
permissible to think on public questions. "The right of freedom of thought," 
says the New Zealand Herald again, trembling on the verge of excessive 
liberalism, "may be theoretically granted. . B u t our daily contemporary 
hastens to explain its concession: "as freedom of thought, academic or other-
wise, is incapable of external restriction. But the case is different with utter-
ance." Thought, then, is by the grace of God and with the reluctant consent 
of the New Zealand Herald still free. But to think aloud or in print is a 
thing which no loyal citizen would do in these troublous times when every 
decent member of society is fully occupied in keeping the masses in subjection. 
That apparently is the argument. 

The Student Responsibility 

THIS W O R L D is in a terrible mess. Everybody knows that} but the 
formula is repeated so often that we lose grip of the reality. To-day 

there is a crying need for social service: and for this the student has a wonder-
ful opportunity. Fortune has been kind to us. We have enjoyed the 
benefits of education, its broadening influence on the mind, its supreme lesson 
of tolerance. To us speak the voices of the great men of the past and the 
present $ and our own voices need not be wasted on ears that hear not. We 
have the energy, the enthusiasm, the idealism of youth. The hedges of 
prejudice and self-interest have not yet grown so dense that we cannot break 
through. Our intellects come fresh to the battle} we are not forced to 
exhaust our strength in the fight for to-morrow's dinner, or to come to our 
leisure with brain and body aching from toil. Few, very few, are as 
privileged as we. Surely, if it is possible to diagnose the world's illness and 
prescribe its cure, we are those who might attempt it. 

What are we doing about it? At present—nothing. In charity alone 
we are not found wanting} but charity is a drug and not a remedy. Mean-
while the mass of society, too heavily oppressed by the burden of daily labour 
to reason out its meaning, looks to us for deliverance, and sees instead snob-
bery, vanity, striving after a "good time" or petty honours: can we wonder 
that it is hostile? And yet to society we owe what we are. This queer old 
world, so unequal in the distribution of her bounties, has given to us most 
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lavishly of all. There is surely not one of us so egotistical as to say that 
he owes his good fortune entirely to his own efforts, or to receive the laurels 
of a successful career with the cry of "Alone I did it!" The cost of our 
education weighs heavily on the back of the over-laden taxpayer: what are 
we giving him in return? The pleasure of seeing us triumphant on Capping 
Day, with silken hoods and arms filled with flowers, and the smile of self-
satisfaction on our faces . . . 

What is the matter with us? Surely we must see: we cannot any longer 
be deceived by the illusion that all is for the best in this best of all possible 
worlds. And seeing, surely we must care! Perhaps our minds are so busy 
discovering, as millions have discovered before us, that Alfred de Vigny 
found the inspiration of his "Eloa" in a certain chapter of "Le Genie du 
Christianisme," or that when a set of forces is in equilibrium the algebraic 
sum of the virtual work of all the forces is zero—perhaps we are so absorbed 
with these tremendous discoveries that we fail to perceive how our fellow-
men are being starved, not merely physically, but mentally, intellectually, 
culturally, in everything which marks man off from the animals. Perhaps 
we are so overwhelmed by opinions and contradictions and different sides 
to all questions and the causes and effects thereof that our puny little minds 
are unable to weigh the evidence, decide and act independently. Or perhaps 
we despise this everyday world; for we are idolators of culture: we bow down 
and worship it: and yet it does not occur to us that in the collapse of a civili-
zation whose social basis is unsound—and such a civilization must collapse— 
our idol will be smashed to pieces. The truth is, I venture to suggest, that 
ninety per cent, of us nourish in our secret hearts a firm belief in our own 
genius, a conviction that whatever disasters overtake our inferiors, we will 
emerge triumphant, and in the generosity of our souls uplift them with some 
lasting monument of our greatness. Thus will men be saved . . . Come down 
from your self-erected pedestal, O my fellow-student; weigh yourself 
against the next man you find in the street, and see how the balance swings. 
Turn your eyes for one moment from your dream, and look at what is: and 
you will see that a few years hence, instead of coming proudly forward to 
the footlights and bowing to the cry of "Author! Author!" the chances are 
that you will be turning over the sods in a relief camp. 

It is no use: we are not sufficient unto ourselves. We are members of 
the great human family. Not alone can we reach the Promised Land; 
either we attain it together, or we perish in the wilderness. Since it is so 
tremendously important to discover on which side the Saxon serf of the 
Middle Ages parted his hair, how much more important must it be to dis-
cover how we can save a twentieth century child from a sordid poverty from 
which that serf would have shrunk in horror! 

There is so much to be done, and there are so few to do it. If only we 
could devote just a little of our collective intelligence to the problems of 
humanity . . . The tiniest star in the heavens does its bit to dispel the 
darkness. . . 

—Elsie Farrelly. 
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A New Zealand Culture 

IT IS UNFORTUNATE that the word culture should have gained 

associations that suggest to the average man a self-conscious attempt on 
someone's part to be better than his fellow men; and when, as happens 
frequently, a visitor or a native born critic reviles the New Zealanders as 
being lacking in culture, the average New Zealander has a satisfied feeling 
that he is perhaps better without it. Culture is, of course, essentially an 
individual thing. "The more culture a man has," said a recent writer on 
the subject, "the more austerely—though naturally with some ironic reserves 
•—does he abide by his own taste." It is a philosophy or an illusion of life 
satisfying the individual who has won it, and education is only one of many 
steps towards it. Yet there is such a thing as mass culture which could 
perhaps be more correctly described as aestheticism, a national appreciation 
of the things that lead to culture in the individual, and it is this quality which 
the New Zealanders are said to lack. So common have such criticisms become 
that our Philistinism is almost an accepted fact and the failure of past at-
tempts to disprove the charge discourage new efforts. It would seem that 
the mass education with which we are endowed is a hindrance more than a 
help towards this higher end. So many facts are obstacles to culture. The 
educated man is continually amazed at the ignorance of the cultured. As an 
illustration, an illiterate German labourer with an appreciation of good 
music is from one point of view a more cultured man than the average New 
Zealand Bachelor of Arts. The proportion of people who are prepared to 
devote time and money to an appreciation of the arts is, in any country, small 
but the evidence is not wanting that in New Zealand it is far smaller than it 
should be. True culture, of course, goes deeper than the arts—it involves an 
appreciation and awareness of the world, of nature, of life itself, but the arts 
are a direct and obvious approach to this Awareness' and when they are 
lacking there is a probability that the true culture will be lacking also. 

It would perhans be interesting to attempt to analyse the various barriers 
to a true New Zealand culture. The newness of the country—thrust upon 
us continually in its hideously ugly name—is the most formidable, particu-
larly in the field of literature. Poetry of necessity deals with old things, 
things which are rich with a wealth of human association; and it is for this 
reason that New Zealand poetry for years to come must be deeply personal 
to be good. The nightingale will remain a more fit subject for poetry than 
the tui beyond our generation and it is doubtful whether the name "New 
Zealand" will ever occur in any good line of verse. An attempt to gain a 
native born atmosphere has ruined most New Zealand novels to date, and 
it is to be regretted that reviewers and public should continue to ask for it. 
It is the men and women in it that will make the novel great—not descrip-
tions of bush scenery, and the truer native atmosphere will come through 
these men and women, not from the things outside them. 

Yet a second barrier which results from the first is the strongly derivative 
nature of the culture that we have. Gained as it is from older countries it is 

9 



met with a suspicion and aversion that is not altogether unjustified. The 
main criticism of our own Phoenix—the most sincere attempt towards culture 
in this College—is that it was, although the fault seems to be in the process 
of being corrected, too much of Middleton Murry and of a rather eclectic 
group of artists on the other side of the globe. The salvation of this country 
seems to lie with the creators, primarily, with the "poets" in the Greek sense, 
who must compose, and paint and write as New Zealanders, and it does not 
really matter how badly they do these things. Beyond them there must be a 
public who will study their work however poor it is, and will allow it to 
develop, without invidious comparisons, away from the thought of older 
and more cultured countries, from whom we can nevertheless learn much. 
Culture is, of necessity, individual and our national culture must be as 
individual as the country from which it springs. 

But in speaking and writing of these things we destroy them, for the 
truly cultured man arrives at a point where his appreciation of all these 
things is instinctive, and never on any account self-conscious. One man 
ostentatiously flourishing a book of modern poetry can destroy the good 
effect of a hundred others reading the same book quietly and sincerely. 
Perhaps New Zealand will attain to her culture when the criticisms and 
encouragements of its enthusiasts have died, and a College Kiwi contains no 
such articles as this. 

H A T is the ill charm of the thunder of general opinion, that it blinds 
us to so much? 

"She is older than the rocks upon which she sits, and the eyelids are a little 
weary—"—Pater's magnificent prose and the united voice of generations 
convince us that Mona Lisa is Leonardo's masterpiece, the greatest picture 
of all time j we look on the calm face and see it as the repository of "strange 
thoughts and exquisite memories and fantastic images"—she has indeed 
trafficked in strange seas. But if we close our ears to the world's cry, if we 
shut our minds from the thoughts of her as a woman whose face is magical, 
whose veiled eyes are unutterably wise—we see perhaps in a moment of 
amazed truth that she is a brown-faced woman with sly eyes, and delicate 
hands j more deathless in its royal tranquility is the shut-flower face of da 
Vinci's "Princess Bianca." 

We know that Holbein painted age with the eyes and the hands of love: 
his "Old Woman's Head" is unsurpassable—minutely, exquisitely careful— 
the kindliness of age, a ghost of forgotten beauty—a network of wrinkles. 
And this sentiment has shut out the pitiful divinity, the inexorable moment 
of judgment of "The Woman taken in Adultery." 

A unique collection in Remuera includes a tea-set valued at twenty-five 
hundred guineas—hand-painted china, the secret of whose glaze is lost} it is 
a placid tea-set, smug in its hideous pink and blue and gold, and gaudy, unreal 
flowers. The judgment of connoisseurs has given it its value—general opinion 
reveres it 5 in the same collection, pushed amongst other objets d'art in a 
priceless cabinet, is a white jade toad of Chinese workmanship—beauty and 
simplicity are in the old, old little monster with his crooked black eyes and 

—J. Mulgan 
Opinion 
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odd, chipped legs. 
I once heard a man whose opinion is valued, remark that the average 

intellect could not understand Stravinski's music, and a~room-full of people 
hastened to voice its admiration of the composer. My intelligence must be 
very mediocre, for he gives me the impression that someone didn't quite get 
somewhere—and for the rest there is an impenetrable veil of discord j if I 
must have modern music, let me have the delicate water-sounds of John 
Ireland, or the dim poignancy of Rimsky-Korsakoff. 

General opinion is that Mary Webb wrote "Precious Bane" and some 
other books. When I read I agreed, but afterwards, apart from the fleeting 
beauty of the mere, the only impression I retained of "Precious Bane" was 
of a succession of uncomfortable deaths and of Prue's hare-lip—I felt noth-
ing to equal the dramatic agony of the terrible cry "Gone to Earth!"—I 
remembered nothing as exquisite as the old orchard in "The House in Dormer 
Forest," or the elfin charm of 

"Elves of the hollow and the dewpond still} 

Take pity! Gather for me dew as chill 
As icey and glittering-pure as early dawny 

From pink-tipped daisies on the printless lawny 

And the transparent cups of apple-bloomy 
And lily-bellsy to save me from this doom 
Of being so brown! 
Bring me an unguent made of scented roots; 
Pomander of green herbs and scarlet fruits, 
Verbena leaves, mallow and melicot 
And balmy rosemary, that I may not 
Be brown! 
O sweet wild rose, 
You have so fair a colour in your face— 
Spare me a blush; take from me this disgrace 
Of being so brownI 
LilieSy you do not guess, 
In your pale loveliness} 

The grief it is to heary 

In a voice dispassionate and clear, 
"You're very brown" 

With Malory and Kinross, Tennyson and Swinburne we watch the love 
of Tristram and Iseult as a humming bird flashing across time, the names of 
Lyonesse and Tintagel rest enchanted from the spell of their memory—and 
we give no thought to the other, lonely in her sea-haunted towers, the young 
Iseult with her white-bird hands and the long dark years in her heart. 

J. B. Priestley has rocked us with laughter and whipped us with truth in 
"Good Companions" and "Angel Pavement" and they blot out the greater 
genius of "Benighted" with their bulk of humour and life. 

"Auckland is a drab town," says travelled culture—so it is—in Queen 
Street in the afternoon j but stand outside the Public Library and look up 
Wellesley Street West when sunset is marching across the city, and see the 
shock of sky pressing down—Auckland is no longer dull, it is regal with 
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the dyes of sunset and panoplied with the splendours of shadow. 
Our French course has made us familiar with the names of Regnier, 

Lamartine, Hugo—de Musset, de Banville—others, but what have we heard 
of Auguste Angellies and his dewy gardens? Where have we read anything 
as exquisite as this? 

"De deux lignes d'iris I'allee etait bordeey 

Iris tachetes dyor, iris blancs, iris bleusy 

Ou misselaient encor les perles d,ime ondee 
Et les diamants "purs qui variaient leurs feux; 
Au-dessus des iris, une double ran gee 
De cerisiers fleurisy candides et charmants, 
Dont chaque fleur tremblait dyune abeille assiegeey 

Laissaient tout autours dyeux tomber des diamants 
Derriere ces bouquets de neige bourdonnantey 

De jeunes maronniers, par panis accouples, 
Elevaient et melaient leur verdure ondoyante, 
Lourde de thyrses blancs de rose constelles 

Probably the criticism of this disconnected article will be "Hopelessly 
crude opinions"—perhaps so, but at least they are my own. Let us have our 
own opinions and grow out of them or into them—need we be so over-
powered by the weight of popular thought that our critical faculties are 
atrophied, that we agree utterly with the rest of the world? 

And yet they tell us that there has been nothing lovelier than "Full 
fathom five my father lies," or "Come unto these yellow sands" or the time-
worn lip-licked 

" . . . charmed magic casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn." 

nor has there j where are we? 
—D.D'E. 

The Friend that Died 
I have just come from meeting death. 
I heard his voice chill as the breath 
Of unknown winds, whisper to me— 
"Your friend whom you have lovedy is dead.)y 

Turning I could not see 
The speaker, only knew what he had said; 
And knew that he was gone and then 
I felt a loneliness as when 
One comes into an empty house: < 
But could not say 
If I was lonely having lost a friend 
Or because Death had gone away. 

—J.M. 
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Marion 

Down in the clearing, Marion, by the rimu treey 

Down there by the bushy 
I'll bring you flowers, Marion, till that 'plot of earth 
Is steeped with incense— 

Pll bring her flowers, flowers— 
But Gody what flower so sweety 
So sweety so frail as Marion? 

Her eyes were very gentley and her hands 
So comforting— 
Dear Gody must Beauty always go that way? 
And will no springtime bring her back, 
Bring Marion back? 

She said she'd come some day, she said, 
And hand in hand we'd go, and under the rimu tree 
She'd talk with me as once she did 
In her low clear voice, 
And smiley with her lovely eyes. 

Perhaps she'll come some evening when the bell-bird drops 
Its last three languid notes. 
She'll come with music, 
And she'll take me under the downfall of her hair 
And comfort mey and teach me laughter once againy 

And bring me sleep. 
—J. Gifford Male. 
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Youth at the Dance 

Get your machine-guns manned 
for a new way of war: 
can you not understand 
that here a foe is at hand 
you have not fought before. 

Young blood, in the dance 
you are graceful and well-groomed 
and move with an elegance— 
ah! is it not evil chance 
that your blood and grace are doomed? 

Come, young blood, leave your prattle 
for the machine-gun's chatter: 
now your tamed and trusted cattle 
turn like an old bull to battle 
and rip their lords to tatters. 

The lone hand digging gum 
and the starving bushie out-back 
girls from the stews and the slum 
and the factory-hell. . . up they come 
to the tune of the devil's attack. 

Their faces are more scarred 
than a miner's boot and rough 
as a quarry-face and as hard 
as a hammer-head, and good tarred 
canvas is not more tough. 

—R. A. K. Mason. 
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Creatures of Habit 

WILLIAM WALSH lurched away from the bar counter. He felt 
happy enough internally but had little goodwill to spend on the rest 

of the world. Perhaps it is exaggerating to say that he lurched, he made his 
way steadily enough toward the door. He leaned up against the wall for a 
minute while he filled his pipe. He didn't need to lean and yet the support 
was not unwelcome. The pipe lit unwillingly enough} even then he didn't 
go but spent a few minutes turning his rather heavy gaze around the room. 
A mist of smoke around the counter prevented him from distinguishing 
individuals in the group. At least so William thought} and yet ten seconds 
after the smoke was gone and he could tell each of them the one from the 
other. It was curious, the smoke, William thought} how it came and went 
so quickly . . . but then so many things were curious . . . so many people 
unreliable . . . unreliable as horses they were. For instance Wilson might 
give him the sack, any day if he took it into his head . . . and May might 
. . . no} he knew what May would do . . . groan and grumble for a bit then 
quieten down. What had made him think of May? Wilson was certainly 
erratic. And nobody (except one or two) knew who would win at Avondale 
on Saturday} whereas he knew who would win in Ponsonby any night in the 
week. . . May would. That is of course she would win a moral victory} 
and though of course to do William justice morals had not been exactly his 
line of late still when the flesh began to crumble in the early morning, when 
whisky had ceased to delight and the artful charms of slumber had not yet 
allured him, moral victories or conquest by dialectic at any rate seemed for 
an hour at least the perfect consummation of all that the sun had warmed 
and the moonbeam had caressed. 
. "Coming home?" said William to one who was hovering round the 
fringe of the group near the bar. He must have someone to lean on now as 
always. John was not much of a fellow but he lived three streets away and 
his dull rasping tones would silence the music of the stars as they walked 
home. 

John was talking to a little low fellow—yet not so little and low in 
figure when you looked at him closely—but somehow his body was contracted 
with his shrivelling soul. He was obviously drunk now} he had obviously 
been drunk many times before. But it was obvious that there was that in 
his eye that abstemiousness could never cure: he was down beyond all fear 
of falling lower. His lips were loosened beyond all hope that they would 
ever tighten again. William looked him up and down slowly. The man 
was not so puny after all—once he had been broad-built} now he was a 
ruin} but the ruin showed the quality of the original building. William 
was puzzled; something about the shoulders of the man were familiar. He 
remembered the fellow at last, the general outline of his appearance, his 
shoulders, his arm—yes he remembered that arm. Last time he had seen 
it, it had been round May's waist. Years ago, that was. Many, many years 
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William signed to John to hurry j and presently John, though he did 
not hurry, joined him at the door. 

"An absolute brute," said John shortly and closed his lips in low 
masculine reticence. 

William looked at John's red and respectable though beery lips. He 
thought of the quaver in the lips of the fellow in the bar who would never 
be able to shut them decisively again. He thanked God that he, William, 
though not the man he used to be, could still shut his lips firmly like John. 

They walked home j it wasn't far, but it was long enough for William 
to pick up a few grisly details about the man whose lips had quavered—the 
man he had known long ago. William wondered about it all j especially 
May. Somehow, it had never occurred to him before, he felt he had been 
unfair to that fellow about May. He had not played the game quite. Not 
that he had tried to run the chap down to her. No, he had never done that 
—though to tell the truth he supposed it was because it would have been bad 
tactics. No, but he had taken advantage of a few reckless words of May's. 
"You can't let me down now after all you've said." He remembered those 
words well. He remembered using them more than once. He thought of 
May now. No he decided he had not been fair—May was obviously made 
for someone else—for the other man, the fellow with the quavering lips. 
Oddly he wondered if it was disappointment that made them quaver. Some-
how he felt responsible. And then for a moment he thought of himself. 
Would his lips have quavers too after all those years. And then he found 
that John was gone and that he was at his own gate. Only three feet more 
and he was on the doorstep. 

May was busy cooking. She heard him come in but gave no sign. He 
knew she had heard and expected she would be in soon with the tray con-
taining the dinner. He lit the gas and settled down very close to the rather 
sickly fire. He wondered about May as he took his shoes off. This cooking 
business for instance—he knew well enough that if it weren't for him May 
would dine nightly on nothing more substantial than marmite sandwiches. 
But for him the sausage sizzled, for him the beef boiled. And he wondered 
why she did it. Of course he always grumbled about food. But then that 
was because every one always complained about the food in their own house. 
The husband did it in every house he had been in and that it wasn't a mere 
trick for the entertainment of visitors was shown by the fact that he had been 
used to it in his own youth in the family circle. But he wondered. 

Presently May came in with the sausages. William had left his former 
speculations and was once more a creature of habit. 

"What! Sausages again?" he said wearily. He supposed it sounded 
cross. It was just the usual thing. He didn't much care. 

But somehow May did not look at it in quite the same light. She never 
seemed to get reconciled to his little ways. 

"Well , " she snapped, "you're coming to them with the same taste in 
your mouth at any rate." 

Then she was sorry for saying it. He could see it plainly. He knew 
what the next remark would be but he was annoyed and wouldn't be mollified. 
She would run off with the last of his little pleasures. 
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"You know Willy" said May (somehow the Willy didn't help), " I 
think a half-past-five dinner would be a splendid thing. What a nice long 
evening it would give us." 

The joys of a nice long evening at home—at the pictures even—failed 
to attract. 

He stopped in the middle of the sausage he was on. He nearly took it 
out of her about the cooking. Then he remembered his recent thoughts, 
took another bite out of the sausage, and tried another well-worn groove. 

"Just the same old story. You want to take me away from my friends 
and have me all to yourself. And look how attractive you make the place 
for me." 

He eyed the sickly fire pointedly and went on. 
"Besides look at the fine decent chaps that you're taking me away from. 

Good honest fellows that can look you straight in the eye. Miles better 
than those weasly little hypocrites that hang round your precious church." 

He realised deep down that was habit again. He hadn't got any real 
friends. He only wished he had. And as to the cheap jeers about the 
church round the corner he had been brought up to that. And the worst of 
it was that the jibes weren't very apt either. May went to the Church Guild 
meeting sometimes j hardly ever to a service on Sundays. 

What a creature of habit he was; he must shake it off. It was a rotten 
attitude. He must face life more squarely. 

May now was not a creature of habit to the same extent. He looked at 
her. He would not have been surprised if she had served up the old doubts 
about his friends, the old defence of the worn and weary but estimable per-
sons who kept the church at the corner going. But instead she got up and 
put some wood on the fire and then she came and stood by him for a moment. 
Somehow he felt if he had made a sign she would have put her arm round 
his neck. He wanted to make the sign but couldn't, had forgotten how. 
She went and sat down. 

He got very angry then. It was quite unreasonable of course, and the 
thought that she was making him feel a fool made him angrier still. Sud-
denly he thought of the man with the quavering lips. He would get even 
with her now. Perhaps he was a pretty muddly fellow himself but he 
wasn't an out-and-out blackguard like that fellow. 

" I saw George Benson to-day" he said. 
May coloured a little. Her face could still colour, William noted 

with satisfaction. 
"Well, how is he?" she asked. Her voice was carefully steady. 
William was silent. He wondered if he had been wrong. It didn't 

take him long to decide he had been very wrong to speak about George at 
all. May would feel in a way responsible for what had happened to the 
fellow. He supposed George had told her in those old days that his life 
would go to the pack without her. And it had gone to the pack. And here 
he was going to tell her about it, let her worry herself to death over the chap. 
No, he couldn't do it. He must tell a different story; he mustn't let her 
know the truth. 
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" H e is staying at the Commercial; he has got right to the top of the 
tree in his own line. Now they've made him general manager of the 
warehouse in Wellington. He's plump and prosperous. I would have 
asked him up but he is going away by the Limited to-night." 

William rather fancied himself as a teller of tales and he rejoiced in 
the embroidery to his narrative. And as he was talking he was thinking 
too. He thought that the underdog, the man who has not got on, always has 
a soft spot in the woman's heart. Perhaps she would think the more of 
him after this. 

But he had not been watching her. She had taken her plate in her 
hand. There was a crash. She had thrown it in the grate—and she had 
fainted. 

Streamers 
Do you remember— 
the pale sun rising 
out of the far hills, 
and over earth and all remembered things 
the cold mystery of the dawn? 
You led me on 
into that silent Hall 
where only yesterday we laughed together. 
Hanging there, drooping like trees in winter 
Streamers—poor coloured ghosts, 
drab now, and forgotten 
hawing no life, 
having no meaning. 
Must we then toox grow old, 
burnt up before our day, tired with felicity, 
trailing a star that points us to the dust 
until at last we clasp the dust itself 
having no Life, 
having no Meaning? 

—Graham MacDiarmid 
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Unto the Hills 
I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills— 

The altars of the world, 
—Lighted for matins by the sun> 

Against the silence of the empty sky; 
Cold and austere in their loneliness. . . 

—Or at midday. 
When the slow incense of the fines 
Reaches to heaven. 
And all being is at one 
With the unconscious sunlight on the grass, 
Gathered up into thanksgiving 

Inarticulate. . . 

—Or lifted starkly 
Under the cold knife of the wind, 
That cuts away the dull and foolish husky 
Until the soul stands forth, 
Unf earing, and alone. 

I could be good for ever on the hills. 
But because I was born in the valleys, 
My heart is set upon small things among streets and houses'. 
And always I must come down again 
To little lusts and laughters, 
And the easy for get fulness of sleep. 

—P.G.L. 
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Twilight of the Gods 
The scene to a casual observer is merely a corner of a large garden. A high 
wall forms the background, topped with cheveaux-de-frise. A dead tree 
behind the wall throws up a black filigree of branches against the golderi. 
moon. Ivy is scrawled across the wall, and already stretches predatory 
tendrils towards a disused garden seat. To the right, a heavy wooden door, 
barred with iron and partly buried in ivy. The scene is bathed in bright 
moonlight, with deep shadows by the wall. A figure lies stretched loosely 
on the seat. A deep musical voice is heard singing— 

The keys of death are many 
But the gate of death is one. . . 

There enters a man who at first sight seems in the prime of life, his great 
height is mitigated by perfect proportion, his stride is youthful. But his 
hair is snow white in the moonlight. He is clad in a loose white suit. 

TALL MAN: Why, here's another door! (approaches the door) Be my friend, 
little door. Four doors I have tried—all locked— {tries it) as 
this is. He beats on it in sudden fury) Open! I won't be 

shut in, I say, open, open to me . . . 
( The figure on the bench sits up. A short man, also clad in white, 
but his suit is stained and dishevelled. His face is bloated and de-
bauchedy puffy. He holds an empty bottle in one hand) 

SHORT M A N : ' L O ! ' L O ! Wa'sh all thish noish goin' on? 
TALL MAN (turning): What drunkard is this they have shut me in with? 
SHORT MAN: You're a new 'un, ain't you? They all fret for a while—-

bang the doors— 
TALL MAN: Some fool has shut me in here. 
SHORT MAN: —smash windows—even jump in the pond— 
TALL MAN : But it is a mistake. 
SHORT MAN: —and then they put 'em in a cell. 
TALL MAN: Then—this is prison? I have had no trial. 
SHORT M A N : NO—no prishon—no trial. Madmen, tha's wha' they are, 

all mad. They keep us here—shut us up—we go mad too. 
TALL MAN: Now I know, this is an asylum. They are sane, you fool, you 

are mad. But I am sane, or I would not know they are sane. 
SHORT MAN: Mad! no, don' say that. Jus' my memory gone—like that 

(makes gesture) 
TALL MAN: You're a drunkard, as well as mad. And I am shut up with this. 
SHORT M A N : NO, no' mad—jus' my memory—gone. 
TALL MAN : Would to God my memory were gone too. 
SHORT M A N : NO, don't wish that—there's no worse torment. They've 

done it to me, I know they have, they hate me—(collapses 
on seat) 

TALL MAN: Listen, fool, I will tell you what I have told no man for six 
hundred years—listen! I am the great god—the healer, the 
Archer, the Driver of the Fiery Car—Phoebus Apollo! 

(A distant crash and shout) 
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SHORT MAN (rising): Apollo—I should know that name—(half kneeling) 
—Apollo! yes, I know now—I—I am Bacchus! 

APOLLO: You—Bacchus. 
BACCHUS: Aye, two gods together I 
APOLLO: Gods! you drunkard. 
BACCHUS (in sudden anger): And what are you, you booby: you are caught 

too, the hunter trapped. 
APOLLO (gripping him by the shoulders): Silence, you woman's god, or I 

will kill you here, with my hands. 
BACCHUS: N O , I have a key. 
APOLLO: Quick, where? 

(A crashing is heard in the bushes) 
BACCHUS: Mind, it is they. 

( There enters a burlyf bearded man, clad in the rags of the white 
uniform. But for his beardy he might be a prize fighter. He is 
breathless with haste and fury) 

NEWCOMER: YOU! at last—I knew you'd come! (grasps Apollo's hand) 
You know me, Phoebus. I am Herakles, the mighty. 

BACCHUS: Three gods together—three. 
HERAKLES: They got me like they got you, and him too. But he drank 

away his mind, a sot in a filthy slum. I killed five men 
before they took me. . . . 

APOLLO: They have tricked me here, but I, too, have my memory. 
HERAKLES: I heard you cry your name, I have broken from my cell. Even 

now they are searching for me. 
APOLLO: Is there no way out? 
HERAKLES: I believe we two could try the wall. 

(Apollo prepares to scale the wall on Heraklesy shoulder) 
BACCHUS: Stop! you fool! Those spikes are charged with death. Besides, 

I have a key. 
B O T H : A k e y ! 
BACCHUS: Yes, look—(displays a half-empty bottle) 
APOLLO (dashing it to the ground): Fool, that is the key to Hell. 
BACCHUS (cowering): No, it is my key. He can sell you whatever key 

you want. 
APOLLO: W h o is he? 
BACCHUS: The key seller—hark! 

(a voice seemingly outside the wall sings— 
For every door I have a key 

For every key a price, 
Whatever kind your door may be 

I'll free you in a trice 
Enter a little bent man in dark, flowing robes—grey, cobwebby. 
His face is shaded by a large shapeless hat) 

KEY-MAN : Good evenin', masters. T'is a bright moon. 
BACCHUS (falling on his knees before him): Oh seller of keys, have you 

one more key for me? 
K E Y - M A N : What have you to offer? I have your youth and your memory. 
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BACCHUS: I will give you—my secret power. 
K E Y - M A N : Done. ( H e brings a queer shaped -flagon from his garments 

and hands it to Bacchus, who snatches it and stumbles back 
to the seat) 

APOLLO: Have you a key for me, seller of keys? 
HERAKLES: A n d f o r m e ? 
KEY-MAN : There is one key for both—it goes to the highest bidder. 
HERAKLES: I offer strength. 
APOLLO: And I—youth. 
KEY-MAN ( to Apollo): It is yours. 

{From his robes he brings a long bright knife) You see, the key to 
set you free! (a bell begins to toll; shouting without) 

HERAKLES: Ah! they are after me. 
KEY-MAN ( t o Apollo): Here, take it! I must go. You know the lock it 

fits—(vanishes. Shouting nearer) 
HERAKLES (at the door) : Quick, force off the bolt. 
APOLLO {slowlyy with his hand on his heart): Nay, this is the door that I 

must open. {He turns to the wall, holding the knife before 
him. His figure tautens. Then he suddenly crumples and 
drops to the ground) 

HERAKLES: Phoebus. You can't leave me like this—{raises Apollo's head) 
APOLLO: I will—come back—for you—old friend—{he sinks back. Shout-

ing still nearer) 
HERAKLES: Dead! I must escape. The knife—where—it's gone. I 

will escape—I, the last god, I must be free. 
{A faint strain of music is heard, sweet and clear> but as though 
from a great distance) 

He calls, it is his harp. I will follow— 
{He climbs on to the seat} and looks for a moment at Bacchus who 

has crawled on all fours to the body of Apollo and stares at it, 
babbling and weeping. Then Herakles with a great cry swings up 
his arms, grasps the electrified railing cmd falls over dead, the 
music swells up to a clear, sad strain and 

T H E CURTAIN FALLS 
—M.K.J. 
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Chanson d'Amour 
Afin que vif et mort ton corps ne soit que 

Could roses last for ever, 
And lilies never fade 

Till timely Death might sever 
Their beauty undecayedy 

As fair would seem the garden 
This season as the last. 

Nor mutely plead for pardon 
Of splendours that are past. 

But roses too must wither, 
And lilies lose their bloom, 

Ere hither blown and thither 
They find an earthly tomb. 

This is the part of sorrow 
Fair pleasure fain denies— 

That Beauty on the morrow 
Must wake with leaden eyes. 

If fragile flowers that waken 
Are spent before their day, 

With drooping heads and shaken 
To pine and drift away, 

Mignonne, my best and dearest, 
While youth is with us yet, 

Take heed of this thou hearest, 
Lest I, thy love, forget. 

We'll pluck the world's red roses 
In gardens of the sun, 

Until each bloom uncloses 
Its petals one by one. 

And then, while Death still tarries, 
Ere age draws nigh, and pain, 

WeHl cheat a doom that carries 
Such spectres in its train. 

And when our rose is perished, 
When earthly joys are done, 

We'll wish the all we cherished 
A swift oblivion. 

Proserpina's veiled portal 
Shall take us unforetold; 

For none can be immortal, 
But we shall not be old. 
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Imagination 
Comey weave me a spell y 
An elfin spell 
Weave me it well, 
Weave well. 
Of moon mystery oldy 

DeWy honey and goldy 

With butterflies' wings 
And black bees' stings 
With hawthorn bloom 
From Spring's wet loom 
With the rain's grey spears 
Where the frail moon peers. 

Comey make me a dance 
Of sea-dyed romance, 
Make me a dance 
As strange as romance, 
With ladies of Spain 
In amber and flame 
In green and in carmine, 
Blue, violet and dark wmey 

With violins' sweet sighing 
While gay hours are flyingy 

With fans and bright shawls 
In shadowy halls— 

Comey tell me a taley 

An olden tale 
Of sea-storm and sail 
—Torn Sail— 
Voices wind-torn 
And sea-birds forlorn— 
A white wing of spray 
In the carved storm-way 
—Of sea colours and hues 
Jadey silver and blues 
—With stone-grey and white 
And the wind's hunting flight. 
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Come, bring me a dream 
—An opium dream— 
Dim let it gleam, 
Dimly gleam— 
Drowsy with sleep 
Dark and deep. 
Star-spun with song, 
Low and long 
While night whispers by 
And the night things cry 
Let me dream on 
Till the seas are wan. 

Come, bring me a feast, 
A fairy feast, 
For a king at least 
—A King at least— 
I shall have dew-drops spiced with sun 
Gathered from cob-webs diamond-spun. 
I shall have mushrooms that come with the moon— 
I shall eat them all with a turquoise spoon 
I shall eat scarlet haws, 
Suck flower-honey through straws, 
And eat pansies and stars 

—Venus and Mars! 
— D . D ' E . 
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Scythians 

[The Scythians who plundered the temple at Ascalon were punished 
by the goddess with a sickness, which still attaches to their pos-
terity. —Herodotus, I, 105.] 

If you had stayed your hand 
O Scythians 
and turned your backs on sleeping Ascalon 
to cover peace with peace, 
then might our heritage be still undamnedy 

we who are doomed to live again in you 
and dream your ancient dreams. 

Then for that threnody of mouldyring runes and rhymes 
we curse youy 

for you in your mad pillage 
against your Gods—lusting and defiling— 
have given us these dreams 
that make us wanderers for every 

searching for death and finding only life. 

Banish your hopes theny 

you who have grown old in lovmgy 
no power may now transmute those ancient lustsy 
no man forgive who looks unknowing 
upon our rotting heritage. 

—Graham MacDiarmid 
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What Matters It? 

There a giant bridge swings into space, 
Hurling thro' air and sky, 
Magnificently arching over crawling seas 
—Iron bridge flying like fire— 
What matters it? 
What matters it. 
While here, 
At the foot of my long green garden 
The gulls come in from the sea? 
I feed them at the foot of my long, green garden 
And they drift away to the sea again 
Strangely crying. 

There, two nations make a war 
By air, and land and sea— 
The new, raw war— 
Well, they fought from dawn till dusk 
Politelyy beneath umbrellasy once. 
What matters it? 
What matters it, 
While the tally late holly-hocks 
Still dance a slow gavotte 
Here in my longx green garden, 
Where the world is filled with the sounds of the sea? 

— D . D ' E . 
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The Holiday 

THERE were many people about, more than he had realised would be 
there. Of course he had never been out in the street at eleven o'clock 

before. After he reached the office at nine he stayed there till lunch time 
and it had always seemed to him that everyone else did the same. He had 
always imagined the streets as empty except for office-boys and women doing 
their shopping; but there were men here as well. Pleased looking men.-
Everybody seemed happy this morning. Their faces looked very pleasant 
as they broke through the dust-filled bars of sunshine that fell from the holes 
in the verandah-roofs to the smudged shop windows. He felt that he would 
like to stop someone and tell them how pleased he felt: but he didn't know 
how to start. He could only tell them what a beautiful day it was, but they 
would think it was just a remark about the weather, and then it would all 
be spoilt. Of course he had no right to be here really, and there would be 
trouble at the office when he got back: but still he was glad he had come. He 
was enjoying his little holiday—the first real one he had had for twenty-five 
years. The two weeks he spent at the seaside each February wasn't like a 
holiday, it was just a different part of his work. How surprised these people 
would be if they knew about his holiday, and how he got here. 

He had left the house at the usual time, walked down the garden path 
and closed the gate quietly behind him (Laura didn't like a noise), and then 
a little girl ran past. She was just a tiny thing with curls that jumped when 
she did, and a school-bag that banged against her legs, and as she passed him, 
she turned and smiled. Perhaps it was the smile, or perhaps it was the 
little wind that made him walk more slowly to the train. It was a beautiful 
day, far too good to spend indoors. He would like to stop and see more of 
the happy children running messages before they went to school. He 
wouldn't actually try to miss the train, but if he walked slowly and it hap-
pened to leave before he reached the station, he wouldn't go to the office 
that day . . . As he stood and watched the train disappear he had thought of 
the last time he had missed it, twenty-three years ago, when John was born. 
The whole scene came back vividly. Laura had made him go to the office as 
usual, but he had missed the train. How worried he had been and how 
tender were his thoughts for Laura. He remembered he had wanted to call 
the boy Dennis—to him it meant adventure, but Laura had insisted on John, 
a good serviceable name she called it. But that was twenty-three years ago, 
and John was to be married next month. He hadn't been able to marry 
when he was twenty-three, but John seemed to have so much more independ-
ence and ability—Laura's influence, no doubt. A little of the brightness 
seemed to have faded from the day as he turned away, but he soon cheered 
up again as he watched the children starting off to school with bunches of 
fresh flowers clutched fast in their hands. He wandered up and down for a 
few moments after they had gone, then suddenly called a taxi—Laura would 
be annoyed if she knew. This was the first taxi he had ridden in for many 
years, and the strangeness of it gave him a little pleasurable thrill. He went 
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straight to the station and stood at one side watching the people who should 
have been his fellow-passengers hurrying out to get a seat on the tram. 
There was that man who smoked the big pipe, and the young fellow who 
always had the corner seat. How very much alike they all were. Not one 
of them would leave his work as he had done. He gave a little skip as he 
turned away. He was much better than they were. Then he had strolled 
up the road, looking at shop-windows and now here he was, just standing 
doing nothing while people hurried past to work. There was a girl coming 
up the road. How lightly she walked. He realised with a start that he 
was staring, and strolled on. He stopped and bought a newspaper from the 
first boy he saw, though his own was still in his pocket. At the next corner 
he did the same, and gave the boy a shilling. He did look pleased. Then 
he forgot the newsboys as a dog came towards him. It was a quaint little 
thing though it did not look very happy. He had always wanted a dog but 
Laura said they were too dirty in the house. He stopped and patted it, then 
walked on. He had gone some distance before he saw that it was following 
him. Perhaps it was hungry. He patted it again and looked round for a 
butcher's shop. But no, you mustn't give a dog raw meat. There was a 
fish shop. He went in and got a piece of fish, hoping the dog would be still 
waiting for him outside. It was. It jumped up when it saw himt and ran 
toward him. He thought of giving it the fish then, but instead turned off 
into a side street and up to the park. He settled down on the grassy slope 
and fed the dog, which ate the fish greedily, smelt round for more, and 
finding none, settled down to sleep. It was a soft little thing with curly 
brown hair. He must have been still stroking it, and pulling its pointed ears 
when he fell asleep himself. It was after one o'clock when he awoke, and 
he felt rather stiff as he rose, though the warm sun had kept him from 
being cold. He felt hungry now and set off towards his usual dining-place. 
The little dog had gone—a sleeping benefactor was no use,—and he missed 
it as he walked stiffly down the hill. He entered the restaurant. The 
waitress seemed very surprised when he ordered oysters instead of his usual 
chop. Even the waitress must know his habits! But she would be really 
surprised if she knew what he had done to-day. He finished his meal and 
went out. He was rather tired now, walking about was unusual exercise. 
He must find somewhere to sit down for a while, he was so tired. There was 
a picture-show, that would do. The picture had started when he went in— 
a travelogue—beautiful scenes in the Mediterranean—blue seas—white 
sand with active brown people running to the cool water. It flashed on— 
brown fishing boats—quaintly dressed peasants—the beautiful homes of rich 
foreigners, until it ended in a soft dark-shaded sunset. The big attraction, 
the stirring drama that followed, he scarcely noticed. The blue Mediterra-
nean was all he saw on the screen. 

The lights aroused him with a jerk and he stumbled outside into the 
crowded, dirty street. People didn't seem so happy now. Women were 
hurrying home to get the tea, and men were struggling for seats on the 
tram. He was like that usually. He smoked cheap tobacco, read silly 
little paragraphs in newspapers as he sat in the train trying not to see the 
women who were standing. He felt rather disappointed with himself. 
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These people weren't very nice, after all. None of the people he saw every 
day were. They weren't real, they were just clerks and hairdressers and 
tram-conductors, but those men in the picture were real. How he would 
like to see them: and why shouldn't he? 

He had £800 saved up—enough to have a year on the continent. John 
would be married next month and there would be nothing to keep Laura 
and him here any longer. Laura would be sure to want to go. They had 
made plans to travel when they were young, and now they Would set off. 
He must tell Laura quickly. He looked round, called another taxi. His 
second that day—what would Laura say—but his holiday had begun now. 
Tomorrow he would go to the office and tell them he was not coming back. 
They wouldn't believe him at first, especially when he said he was going to 
Europe. But he was. He was going with Laura. They would just wait 
for John's wedding and sell the house and go. Laura did want to save up 
enough for him to retire and look after the garden of a nicer house in a better' 
street, but she would be sure to want to go. They would make their plans 
tonight. He must tell her quickly. 

He almost ran up the path, closed the door with a bang and flung his 
hat down on a chair. 

Laura was standing half-way up the stairs. She was going to dress for 
the bridge party she always went to on Tuesdays. She turned as he came in. 

"Pick your hat up. Your dinner's in the kitchen. I didn't know you'd 
be late and I expect it's rather cold. Eat it quickly and it will be all right." 

She went up. 
Slowly he picked up his hat and hung it on the peg. Then he turned 

into the kitchen where his cold dinner was upon the table. 

He was very tired when he came home from the office next evening, 
—N.S.D, 

Prize List 
The prizes for contributions to this number of "Kiwi" have been 

awarded as follows by the judge, Professor C. W. Egerton— 
In the short story section, Saturday Afternoon was placed first, while 

The Room and Paradise Found were commended. The work in this section, 
said the judge, was distinctly good, and all entries were creditable. 

The prize for other prose was awarded for A New Zealand Culture. 
Special mention was made of Si Jeunesse Savait— and Opinion. 

As there were nearly thirty poems, differing widely in form and 
subject, in the verse section, the judge found it difficult to compare them. 
Choriambics was placed first, and Odysseus and Operating Theatre next. 
Mention was also made of After Rain, Imagination, and Chanson dyAmour. 
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Their Sacrifice 

And so God rest him: 
the guards have gyved him, 
the priest has shrived him 
the priest has blessed him: 
and the hand on high 
tells the hour is nigh 
when he must swing. 

Black lights flicker 
through the head that's bursting, 
through the head that's bursting, 
his throat is thirsting 
but not for liquor: 
and it is not heat 
that makes him sweat 
and his clothes cling. 

The church shakes out his time: 
outside the people 
glance at the steeple 
and are glad at the chime— 
dead-bell that clangs 
for the man who hangs 
while the thrushes sing. 

The hangman fumbles 
the hangman lingers 
and knots his fingers, 
while the priest mumbles 
of what god hallows 
the fruit the gallows 
give for offering. 

—R. A. K. Mason. 
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The Fiddlers 1932 

RO M E is burning and we perhaps are fiddling our time away. Sweet and 

ancient melody perhaps but it is fitter that the blast of war should blow 
in our ears. "Is it a time to be in the laboratory when there is disorder in the 
streets?" We know the answer given by our student special constables. 
"Is it a time to be occupied with the Greek compound verb when hundreds in 
our city are starving?" To this question more balanced persons seem to be 
returning the same negative answer. Honoursmen in languages are joining 
economics discussion groups; a post-graduate scholar in classics is deserting 
the humanities for the social sciences; an English literary review has turned 
from the geegaws of poetry and the short story to a homely ration of econom-
ics and communism. 

It is easy to understand such an attitude. It is difficult not to reprehend 
the opposite position, the common student indifference to the conditions of 
the outside world (except when such conditions give him an excuse to wield a 
big stick). An article printed elsewhere in these pages expresses with some 
point objections to the student attitude. At the same time students are not 
altogether to blame. The conditions imposed upon us at once cramp our 
style and deaden our energies. Nor is there much encouragement bestowed 
upon those from a university who feel inclined to take part in public life. 
During the past year indeed the government for the first time were so 
desperately placed that they actually called in the advice of academic experts. 
But (perhaps it was too much to expect) the Cabinet did not accept the advice 
of the professors. 

And yet—"wisdom crieth out in the streets and no man regards it." It 
is perhaps unreasonable to expect that mere Professors of Economics should 
rouse a sluggish people from its slumbers. Yet one thought of Chillingworth 
the divine, Leonardo da Vinci the painter, Archimedes the philosopher who 
all helped to design siege engines in the time of national need—siege engines 
which succeeded. One thought—though not an economist—that the rela-
tionship of economic science to the business of running the government of 
a country was a trifle more obvious than the relationship of theology to 
strategy. Yet the author of the Religion of Protestants and the painter of 
Mona Lisa were allowed their way; but the Dean of the Faculty of Com-
merce had his report filed for reference. 

With such dismal reflections upon the impotence of the University to 
make its proper contribution to the welfare of the community, we welcome 
those who this year have joined the ranks of its graduates. The commercial 
value of a degree has suffered rather more than a twenty per cent, reduction 
of late. Let us hope that its real value as a hall-mark of culture will soon 
be proportionately increased. A degree which is a qualification neither for 
livelihood (as a result of the economic depression) nor for life (as a result 
of the examination system) would be a barren honour indeed. 
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When they have laid down their horseload of citations at your door. . . 
ye may take off their packsaddles, their day's work is done. 

—Milton 

Graduates of the Year 
'Twixt Right and Wrong the Difference 

is dim. 
'Tis settled by the Moderator's whim. 
Perchance the Delta on your paper 

marked 
Means that his lunch has disagreed with 

him. 
—A. D. Godley 

MASTER OF ARTS 

And in his fourth and final year 
His University career 
Was blasted by the new and dread 
Necessity of earning bread, 
And even now at twenty-five 
He has to work to keep alive. 

—H. Belloc 

Annie Rose Allum 
Papa keeps several carriages. 

—Jane Austen 
Christabel Ash 

Studious of ease and fond of humble 
things. 

—Ambrose Philips 
Margaret Barr Brown 

Deal not in history, often have I said, 
'Twill prove a most unprofitable trade. 

—Peter Pindar 
Eleanor Jeannie Brownlee 

Her voice like some shy bird 
Which hopes it won't be heard. 
Her eyes are fixed upon her feet 
In case they might be seen. 

—A. P. Herbert 
Malcolm Palmer Byrnes 

pulverem Olympicum 
Collegisse iuvat metaque fervidis 
evitata rotis 

—Horace 
William Mortimer Campbell 

But we felt the while 
We should forget them; they are of the 

sky, 
And from our earthly memory fade 

away. 
—Wordsworth 

Desmond Patrick Costello 
Professor Ridgeway recently 

Proved in a manner satisfactory 
Unto himself, but not to several per-

sons— 
That you, Odysseus, were an Irishman 
And that your father's name was Fla-

herty 
—A. D. Godley 

Frederick Ronald Jabez Davies 
There's hope a great man's memory 

may outlive his life half a year. 
—Shakespeare 

Diana Frances D'Esterre 
It's not so much my eyes 
That Albert seems to prize; 
What staggers him is my artistic sense. 

—A. P. Herbert 

Hector Gurson Dorrington 
My Hector, my hero, my Notting Hill 

Nero! 
—A. P. Herbert 

Dorothy Cicely Fotheringham 
And every time he kisses me 
He says a piece of poetry 
And then I know he loves me for m> 

brains. 
—A. P. Herbert 
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Rhys Charles Griffiths 
Marriage is one end of man's troubles. 

—Federation of University Women 

Arthur Leslie Harris 
Panting time toiled after him in vain 

—Dr. Johnson 

Frederick George Hattaway 
His tongue was not the shortest member 

about him 
—Scott 

Edward James Leslie Hogwood 
A woman, so the poet sings, 
May raise the soul to higher things 

And so she may 
But what I say 

Is "Give me my old hot-water bottle." 
—A. P. Herbert 

Henry Owen Ingram 
Thou hast most traitorously corrupted 

the youth of the realm in erecting 
a grammar school. 

—II Henry VI, iv. 7 
Edward Lyons 

A lion among ladies is a most dreadful 
thing. 

—Shakespeare 

Griffith Campbell Maclaurin 
Euclid alone has looked on beauty bare. 

—Edna St. Vincent Millay 
Margaret Roxburgh Martin 

I would not, if I could, be gay. 
—Samuel Rogers 

Arthur Mills 
His faults are not particularly shady. 

—Gilbert 
Ngata Prosser Pitcaithly 

There is an end to even the worst career. 
—/. C. Squire 

John Tancred Poole 
The painful public with bewildered 

brain 
For metaphysics pants, but pants in 

vain. 
—A. D. Godley 

Albert Ernest Prebble 
I should have shone at a wake, but 

not at anything more festive. 
—Mar\ Twain 

Clementina Ruth Rapson 
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when-

sick for home 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn. 

—Keats 

Lesley Roberton 
Lawn tennis may share her favours 

fair— 
Her eyes a-dance and her cheeks a-

glowing. 
—Gilbert 

Miriam Jean Robertson 
My head's a study, full of books, 
I twaddle not as vapid men do, 
There's intellect in all my looks. 

—R. Reece 

Edward Bruce Sheldon Smith 
Fate tried to conceal him by naming 

him Smith. 
—0. W. Holmes 

Ronald Sydney Stacey 
There's not much wrong 
With a minx as long 
As a man don't mix his minxes. 

—A. P. Herbert 

Frank Burcon Stephens 
And listening crowds that throng the 

spot 
Will still as usual complain 

That "Here's the old familiar rot 
Again." 

—A. D. Godley 

Martin Gloster Sullivan 
Unreverent Gloster! Thou art reverent 
Touching thy spiritual function, not thy 

life. 
—Shakespeare 

Alfreda Stansfield Thorp 
So very kind and yet so shy. 

—Anon 

John Watson 
The world forgetting, by the world 

forgot. 
—Pope 

Clive Samuel Whitehouse Yockney 
I will not live another year 

A sad and solitary he! 
I long to call some damsel dear, 

But goodness! which is it to be? 
—A. P. Herbert 
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Eileen Johnston (Honours only) 
"Do you think," said her mother, "that minxes like you 

Can attempt to resolve a dilemma 
That baffles MacDonald and Monsieur Tardieu, 

Not to mention myself and Aunt Emma?" 
"I do!" said the child, with a toss of her head. 

"You are pert," said Mamma, "but not funny." 
—E. V. Knox 

MASTER OF SCIENCE 

They see with larger other eyes 
Athwart all earthly mysteries, 

They know what's Swot. 
—G. T. Lanigan 

Ivy Olive Austin Park Edith Beatrice Ashcroft 
You cannot be lost on a straight road. 

—Proverb 
Cyril Lloyd Maloy 

Well, look at my Mondays—an average 
day,— 

The Glee-club, the Scouts and the 
Y.M.C.A. 

—A. P. Herbert 
John Theodore Murray 

Out! out! damned spot. 
—Shakespeare 

James Charles Stewart 
Yes, if anyone urged that the moon was 

a cheese 
He would always at once admit 
Though the point of view was undoubt-

edly new 
There was much to be said for it. 

—A. D. Godley 

"Do you know what it is to yearn for 
the infinite and to be brought face to 
face daily with the multiplication 
table?" 

—Gilbert 

Kenneth Maclaurin Rudall 
Is life a little or a lot? 
Is space a substance or a spot? 
Am I an accident or what? 

—A. P. Herbert 

MASTER OF LAWS 

Let me tell you, gentle sirs, 
Advocates and barristers, 
That the firm you're working for 
Is the Old Solicitor 
Whose advice you may recall 
Terminated in the Fall 

—Humbert Wolfe 
John Graham Hamilton 

There are who daily in the safe retreat 
Of some department, gather round and 

bleat 
Scandal and art, until it's time to eat. 

—A. A. Milne 
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BACHELOR OF ARTS 

Oh, the little more and how much it is-. 
And the little less and what worlds 

away. 
—Browning 

He that is down need fear no fall, 
He that is low, no pride; 

He that is humble ever shall 
Have God to be his guide. 

—Bunyan 

George Anthony Ball 
Let not the country mock their useless 

toil 
Their homely ploys, their salary se-

cure. 
—A. Stodart Walter 

John Irvine Beckett 
All your aim is woman to win 
That is the way that boys begin. 

—W. M. Thackeray 

Jack Arthur Walter Bennett 
For their studies, first they should be-

gin with the chief and necessary rules 
of some good grammar, either that now 
used, or any better: and their speech is 
to be fashioned to a distinct and clear 
pronunciation, as near as may be to the 
Italian, especially in the vowels. 

—Milton 

James Munro Bertram 
But we are not here for pleasure, and a 

man must keep in touch 
With works of art by foreigners which 

bore him very much. 
—A. P. Herbert 

His kinsmen and acquaintances were all 
in Culture's van. 

—A. D. Godley 

Alfred James Birtles 
He went to church three times a week, 
An upright man who studied Greek. 

—Praed 

Rhona Muriel Bodle 
I am quite at my best in a slum. 

Five days in the week 
I work and I speak 

For the blind or the deaf or the dumb. 
—A. P. Herbert 

Yvonne Lucie Bouillon 
And Frensh she spak ful faire and fetisly 
After the scole of Stratford atte Bowe; 
For Frensh of Paris was to hir unknowe. 

—Chaucer 

Margaret May Cherry 
Wisdom is good—with an inheritance. 

—Solomon 

Mollie Violet Chilcott 
Brains are all right in their place; 

But oh, it's a shock to the heart 
If a lady postpones an embrace 

To enquire your opinion on Art. 
—A. P. Herbert 

Christina Comber 
Her lyric effusions have tickled the town. 

—James Smith 

Grace Rosalie Cooper 
You'll like my features, I suppose, 
I'm disappointed with my nose. 

—Gilbert 
The smaller the maid, the bigger the 

riddle. 
—Hardy 

William Henry Cooper 
Otiosus homo sum; cano laudes oti 
Laborem qui cupiunt procul sint remoti! 

—A. D. Godley 

Ledger William Allan Crawley 
Wars and woes the world may fill, 
Nations rise and slaughter nations: 
But the Emendator still 

Publishes his Emendations! 
—A. D. Godley 

And if his name be George I'll call him 
Peter. 

—King John I 1 
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Violet Sarah Ann Davidson 
Ghosts, like the ladies, never speak till 

spoke to. 
—Bartram 

Margery Beryl Dryden 
There was never yet fair woman but 

she made mouths in a glass 
—Shakespeare 

Harold Fallows 
So they settled down and became 
C of E, which was a good thing. 

—1066 and All That 
Florence Mary Fraser 

Anybody can be good in the country. 
—Oscar Wilde 

Marjorie Kate Granville-Jones 
But Cupid is a downy cove 
Vot it takes a deal to hinder, 
And if you shuts him out o' the door 
Vy, he walks in at the vinder. 

—J. R. Planche 
Raymond Keith Gunn 

Why write my name 'midst songs and 
flowers, 

To meet the eye of lady gay ? 
I have no voice for lady's bowers, 

For page like this no fitting lay. 
—Lofd Jeffrey 

John Charles Hall 
Unknelled, uncoffined, and unknown. 

—Byron 
William John Herbert 

He shuddered at the sight 
Of the sort of men that write 
For the doer was the chap that he pre-

ferred. 
—A. P. Herbert 

John Leonard Henry Hewland 
Saepe summa ingenia in occulto latent. 

—Plautus 
Percival Arthur Hickling 

Fill the cup and tread the measure, 
Youth should never pause from pleasure. 

—A. P. Herbert 

Margaret Campbell Jellie 
"Possessed an air and grace by no means 

common: 
Her stature tall—I hate a dumpy wo-

man. 
—Byron 

John Jensen 
Thus let me live unseen, unknown. 

—Pope 
Frank Cohvyn Jones 

It is extraordinary what you can do 
with a platitude when you dress it up 
in blank prose. 

—/. C. Squire 
Whoever thinks of going to bed be-

fore twelve o'clock is a scoundrel. 
—Johnson 

Marjorie Cecilia Leach 
How like a hymn doth sweet Cecilia 

sound! 
—Lamb 

Alexander Hamilton Malcolm 
In Scotland I put on my kilt 
To shew the way my knees are built. 

—A. Stodart Wal\er 

Margaret Millar Mawson 
Where none admire, 'tis useless to excel; 
Where none are beaux, 'tis vain to be a 

belle. 
—Soliloquy on a Beauty 

in the Country 
Adam Meister 

Where'er the German compound verb 
Delights the listening ear. 

—A. D. Godley 

Vera Caroline Melville 
A little noiseless noise among the leaves 
Born of the very sigh that silence heaves. 

—Keats 

George Davies Moon 
Is there or is there not 
A woman on the spot? 
This would explain a lot, 

Mr. Moon. 
—A. P. Herbert 

Dorothea Frances Mulgan 
The thorn in the cushion of the editor-

ial chair. 
—Thackeray 

Kenneth William McKinney 
The very hairs of your head are all 

numbered. 
—Matthew v 13 

Winifred May McPeake 
She is a very good girl but she does like 

a joke. 
—Sanders 
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Ivor George O'Neill 
His voice was ever soft, 
Gentle and low, an excellent thing with 

women. 
—Sha\espeare 

Rowland Fyfe Paddock 
I'm much in demand with old ladies 

and vicars 
And I'm seen a mile off by the confid-

ence trickers. 
—A. P. Herbert 

James Wesley Parker 
Give up the gambling, drink and dope, 

Pursue the frugal path; 
And never, never leave the soap 

Dissolving in the bath. 
—A. P. Herbert 

Edith Marion Gladys Powell 
Light another's candle but don't put 

your own out. 
—Proverb 

Frank Charles Rauch 
There will be too much of me 
In the coming bye-and-bye! 

—W.S. Gilbert 
Ivy Gertrude Reed 

And when once the young heart of a 
maiden is stolen, 

The maiden herself will steal after it 
soon. 

—Thomas Moore 
Phyllis Neil Rew 

She can knit with cunning wit 
And dress the homely dishes. 

—Meredith 
Ruth Elsa Schmidt 

But give me mine ancient books, and 
far from here we'll fare 

Across the lonely country-side, on 
Shanks His Mare. 

—A. D. Godley 
Joseph Wright Shaw 

There are two Shaws — J. W. and 
Bernard. 

—/• W. Shaw 
Lindesay Rose Shearman 

She is an everlasting argument. 
—Earle 

John James David Sinclair 
A loving little life of sweet small works. 

—Swinburne 

Mary McArthur Stone 
For she is sweet and she is gay, 
Though she has nothing much to say. 

—A. P. Herbert 

Edith Amy Thompson 
That young girl wants a tender nature 

to cherish her, and give her a chance to 
put out her leaves. 

—0. W. Holmes 

Henry John Tozer 
And a chit of an actress girl was there— 

I was only a moon-struck calf; 
Next day I stopped at a postcard shop 

And I bought her photograph. 
—A. P. Herbert 

Irene Eunice Turner 
She is as you say a remarkable dear 

But will she be worth the worry? 
—A. P. Herbert 

Vincent Charles Venimore 
me quoque pectoris 

temptavit in dulci iuventa 
fervour et in celeres iambos 

misit furentem. 
—Horace 

Thomas Pierre Vokes-Dudgeon 
"The beautiful glittering name fell 

out of the sky like a steel-blue feather. 
She watched it fall, turning and twisting 
like a slow falling arrow that cleaves the 
deep air beautifully. 

—Virginia Woolf 

Mary Ruth Warren 
Our well-known blush—our downcast 

eyes— 
Our famous look of mild surprise 
(Which competition still defies) 

Our celebrated: "Sir!!" 
—Gilbert 

Constance Mary White 
I maun confess I like the Englishers, 

if they wadna be sae pernicketty about 
what they eat. 

—"Christopher North" 
Ethel Wilson Wilson 

A glorious army, men and boys, 
The matron and the maid. 

—Bishop Heber 

Edmund Charles Wood 
His life 

Private, inactive, calm, contemplative. 
—Milton 
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James Alan Worth 
I did, oh ye undergraduates, 
Much as ye are doing now. 

—Calverley 

BACHELOR OF SCIENCE 

I counted two and seventy stenches 
All well defined, and several stinks! 

—S. T. Coleridge 
Thomas Reynolds Clarkson 

They intend to.send a wire 
To the moon, to the moon, 

And they'll set the Thames on fire 
Very soon, very soon. 

—Gilbert 
Walter Ralph Dyer 

"Love you?" said I, then I sighed and 
then I gazed upon her sweetly 

For I think I do this sort of thing par-
ticularly neady. 

—Gilbert 
Eileen Mary Hall 

The faintest streak that on a petal lies 
May speak instruction to initiate eyes. 

—W. C. Bryant 
Mitchell Probert Milne 

I never swore a swore, 
I never kissed a woman's hand 

Till I was twenty-four, 
—A. P. Herbert 

William Roy McGregor 
Lord, teach my teacher that he may 

teach me. 
—C. H. Spurgeon 

William Sage Rapson 
There are whose study is of smells, 

And to assembled schools rehearse 
How something mixed with something 

else 
Makes something worse. 

—Kipling 
Charles George Rudd 

His want of all sense 
Was something immense, 
Which made him a person of note. 

—Parke 

Ernest Johnstone Searle 
Did he paint, compose or write? 
Did he etch, or win the war? 
What exactly is he for? 

—A. P. Herbert 
I am too good to be quite true. 

—Ibid 

Donald Arthur Sinclair 
As unsophisticated as a pretty little girl. 

—W. S. Gilbert 

Frederick Gordon Sheldon Smith 
He left a name at which the world grew 

pale. 
—Dr. Johnson 

John Tobin 
Buried in some absent-minded spasm 
Of a self generated protoplasm. 

—Humbert Wolfe 

Francis George John Vallance 
There's not the least doubt he was 

somebody's pet. 
—D. Moffat 

Kathleen Joyce Wakelin 
She would pore by the hour o'er a weed 

or a flower, 
Or the slugs that come crawling out 

after a shower. 
—Bartram 

Lloyd Gordon Wilson 
Work, for the night cometh when no 

man can work. 
—St. John 

BACHELOR OF COMMERCE 

Of those who crawl 
And limp and caper 
For the love of a handful 
Of crumpled paper. 

—Humbert Wolfe 
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Law Hawkshaw Atkinson 
"Commerce, beneath whose poison 

breathing shade 
No solitary virtue dares to spring. 

—Shelley 
John McAnally 

"They inwardly resolved that so long 
as they remained in the business their 
piracies should not again be sullied with 
the crime of stealing." 

—Mar\ Twain 
Desmond Crichton O'Halloran 

And now the Irish are ashamed 
To see themselves in one year tamed. 

—Marvell 

Frederick Douglas Reeves 
He had passed his life in studious toil, 

And never found time to grow fat. 
-/. Hay 

Robert Dennis Speer 
As a walled town is more worthier 

than a village, so is the forehead of a 
married man more honourable than the 
bare brow of a bachelor. 

—Shakespeare 

Harold Taylor 
Much have I travelled in the realms of 

gold. 
—Keats 

James Alan Oliver 
Aren none hardur nor hongruyour than 

men of holy churche. 
—Piers Plowman 

BACHELOR OF LAWS 

I once had an affidavit but it died. 
—Gilbert 

Ernest Edward Bannister 
A level wicket, as the Ground allow, 
A driving bat, a lively Ball and Thou 
Before me bowling on the Cricket 

Pitch— 
O Cricket pitch were Paradise enow. 

—Francis Thompson 
Gilbert Eastcott Cairns 

He knew the taverns well in every toun. 
—Chaucer 

Clive Coleman 
Whether you're an honest man or whe-

ther you're a thief 
Depends on whose solicitor has given 

me my brief. 
—Gilbert 

Thomas Vickers Fitzpatrick 
Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pro-

nounced it to you, trippingly on the 
tongue. 

—Shakespeare 
Ralph Francis Alnwick Grey 

The bold design, the ruthless tongue 
All these were mine when I was young 

And people said as much. 
—A. P. Herbert 

George Francis Grieve 
"If a man work not neither shall he 

eat." 
—St. Paul 

Arnold Percy King 
Oh let him pass! He hates him much 
That would upon the slow rack of this 

world 
Stretch him out longer. 

—Shakespeare 

William Morrissey Milliken 
Tobacco's a boon, but beer is bliss. 

—Belloc 

Hamilton Mitchell 
A very bad solicitor 
Who likes his liquor more and more 

And never goes to chapels. 
—A. P. Herbert 

John Patrick McVeagh 
In the fell clutch of quarter-backs 
I have not funked or sworn aloud. 
Under rough batterings and hacks 
My head is bloody but unbowed. 

—A. Stodard-Wal\er 

Edward Sellars 
I would be loth to speak ill of any 

person who I do not know deserves it 
but I am afraid he's an attorney. 

—Johnson 

Bruce Sinclair-Lockhart 
He combines the manners of a Mar-

quis with the morals of a Methodist. 
—W. S. Gilbert 
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Stanley Gordon White 
At Martinmas when I was born 
There came a cow with a crumpled 

horn. 
She stood agape and said, "My dear, 
You're a very fine child for this time of 

year 
And I think you'll have a taste in beer." 

—•/. C. Squire 
Eric Otto Williams 

It's the Justice's clerk that makes the 
Justice. 

—Proverb 

Alan Duke Yonge 
Promising and pleasing thoughts of* 

fat contentions and flowing fees. 
—Milton 

Harold Wilfred Youren 
Their words to Scorn 

Are scattered, and their Mouths are 
stopped with Dust. 

—Omar Khayy&m 

BACHELOR OF ARCHITECTURE 

And the rain descended, and floods 
came, and the winds blew, and beat 
upon that house; and it fell: and great 
was the fall of it. 

—Matthew vii, 27 
Wilfred John Bedford Clifford Sanderson 

T̂ L . r , , . . , To talk of architecture is a ioke lhere are mair folks than him biggin —,.„ , , , . ' , . t • i • ° ° Till you can build a chimney that won t castles in the air. 1 , ' smoke. 
—James Ballantyne —/. R. PlanchS 

Philip Charles Irwin Crookes 
A good name endureth for ever. 

—Ecclesiasticus 41,13 

DIPLOMA IN EDUCATION 
Whose icy breast no pity warms, 
Whose little victims come in swarms 
And sit and sob on lower forms. 

—Lewis Carroll 
Joseph Coop 

From him I learnt the rule of three, 
Cat's cradle, leap-frog, and quae genus. 

—Praed 

DIPLOMA IN SOCIAL SCIENCE 
The little student here should note 
The name Karl Marx, and try to quote 
Some portion of the books in which 
He proves that poor men should be rich. 

—E. V. Knox 
Sidney Wilfred Scott 

Wage-slaves! Yoke-fellows! Dolts and 
dupes! 

Economic serfs and nincompoops! 
Earth-worms, half-wits, capitalist 

prawns, 
Jail-birds, jelly-fish, slum-scum, 

prawns, 
Industrial cogs 
Poor fools and frogs 

Beggars and boobies—vote for me! 
—A. P. Herbert 
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DIPLOMA IN JOURNALISM 

No man but a blockhead ever wrote 
except for money. 

—Johnson 

James Munro Bertram 
And so, let's think (before we finally 

choose) 
Of journalism. What the public needs 

In literature is venomous reviews 
Of all the books that everybody reads 

Along with friendly mention of the 
German, 

Polish, Russian, Arabic and Greek, 
Or anything that's duller than a sermon 

And written in a language we can't 
speak. 

—Humbert Wolfe 
Doris Gwendoline Cleland 

The pretty thing gazed up and smiled 
And softly murmured: "Coo!" 

—Walter de la Mare 
John Campbell Graham 

I have a flapper on the carrier 
And some day I am going to marry her. 

—E. V. Knox 

Colin Thomas McGill 
Classical quotation is the parole of 

literary men all over the world. 
—Dr. Johnson 

Eugene Dumont Robins 
Sixty minutes, one degree. 

—Einstein 

Ethel Wilson Wilson 
Lo, here in one line is her name twice 

writ. 
—Shakespeare 

Thomas Brown Wright 
He answered everything he could 

And wrote with all his might, 
But, though he_wrote it all by rote, 

He did not write it right. 
—A. C. Hilton 

RHODES SCHOLAR 

It's grand and you canna expect to be 
baith grand and comfortable. 

—/. M. Barrie 
Noon strikes on England, noon on Ox-

ford town. 
—Flecker 

James Munro Bertram 
I still with cultured taste TT. , , . , , 
Distinguish gems from paste, H i s P l a c e w a s i n t h e v a n ' h e d l d n t 

And "High diddle diddle" much mind where the van was going as 
Will rank as an idyll long as he was in it. 

If I pronounce it chaste. / / q Wells 
—Gilbert 

POST GRADUATE SCHOLARS IN ARTS 

For England, home and beauty. 
—Victorian Song 

Griffith Campbell Maclaurin 
Desmond Patrick Costello Our King has written a braid letter 

Etruscan, Hebrew and Sanskrit are dead To Cambrigge or thereby, 
And Latin will die with the Pope. And there it found Sir Patrick Spens 

—J.S.Blackie Evaluating^. 
—A. Quiller Couch 
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TRAVELLING SCHOLAR IN FRENCH 

Yet who can help loving the land that 
has taught us six hundred and eighty 
five ways to dress eggs? 

—Moore 

Clive Samuel Whitehouse Yockney 
The French advised by good intelligence 
Of this most dreadful preparation 
Shake in their fear. 

—Shakespeare 

TRAVELLING SCHOLAR IN LAW 

My learned profession I'll never disgrace 
By taking a fee with a grin on my face 
When I haven't been there to attend to 

the case. 
—Gilbert 

Roy Granville McElroy 
Mastering the lawless science of our 

law, 
That codeless myriad of precedent, 
That wilderness of single instances, 
Through which a few by wit or fortune 

led, 
May beat a pathway out to wealth and 

fame. 
—Tennyson 

That's nothing to what I could say if I 
chose. 

—Gilbert 
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In Traise of Wealth 
The wealth that railers all disdain— 

And not without good reason— 
If greatness comes not in its trainy 

May have its use in season. 
Instead of hoarding u-p your pence, 
Goy drink themt like a man of sensey 

Old friend of all abuses. 
For my party give me wealth untold 
Pour in my hands a shower or goldy 

Of gOldy 
O f goldy 

Pll see it has its uses! 

I mock the fear of povertyy 

I flee from envious strife: 
Why should I shed my jollity 

In such a pleasant life? 
House and gardenx pictureSy booksy 

Equipages built for looks 
Who is't their faults adduces? 

As now my wishes all unfold 
Pour in my hands a shower of goldy 

O f gOldy 

O f goldy 

Pll see it has its uses! 

My wealthyy worldly friendy good e'en! 
Your mistress is attractive: 

Her eye is darky her wit is keeny 

Her figure speaks her active. 
I witness her fidelity: 
But nothing from her vanity 

A pauper's love induces. 
Kind fate! I'd see old Worldly soldi 
Pour in my hands a shower of goldy 

O f goldy 

Of gOldy 

I'll see it has its uses! 
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The wine flows sour down my throat 
In gloomy eating-houses; 

But should a man of money gloat 
With me at his carouses, 

UWhat price" I ask, "these fine white wines?" 
He tells me, "Those are ten pound vines!" 

A trifle for such juices! 
In Champagne more such liquor's sold'. 
Pour in my hands a shower of gold, 

Of gold, 
Of gold, 

Pll see it has its uses! 

To share with me this very day 
My good friends Pll invite. 

If boredom ever comes our way, 
These friends I shall incite 

To eat my rents and capital, 
My coaches, houses, lands and all 

Wealth but to joy conduces. 
Thus all my treasure shall be told, 
So pour in my hands a shower of gold, 

Of gold, 
Of gold, 

Pll see it has its uses7 
[Translation of Beranger's Eloge de la Richesse] 

— D . 

Triolet 
Give me your hand and I shall go 

Neither in sorrow nor distress. 
I cannot love you more and so 
Give me your hand and I shall go 
Where high romance is fallen low 

And love is merely friendliness. 
Give me your hand and I shall go 
Neither in sorrow nor distress. 

— J . M . 
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After Rain 
The ram-washed streets lie quietly, 

Wetly agleam. 
The stars are watching silently, 

A world adream. 
Soft is the kiss of cooling air, 

Wet with the rain. 
Sweet as the gentle sleep that comes 

To lighten pain. 
Clearer each lamplight gleams, 

Mirrored below3 

Where the rain reflects to the stars 
Their friendly glow. 

The world at eve lies quietly> 
After the day. 

After the storm which Heaven sent. 
Washed grief away. 

'Tis as if God had wept, 
The world's dark way, 

Or Deirdre, Lady of Griefs, 
The Irish say. 

—E.M.J. 
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Odysseus 
There shall be neither sleep nor death 

Out there beyond the wine dark seay 

But quiet and the honeyed breath 
Of far-off lands and flowers blown freey 

Out there beyond the border of the wine-dark sea. 

Spread the white sails—the sun has sety 

The waves are whispering to the bow. 
The sea-gods call and there is yet 

Time to be tasting what the gods allow. 
And still the quiet waves ripple on the anchored bow. 

Sail on and care not for the land 
That lies behind. There is no end 

To where we sail—on either hand 
The dark sea and the shadows blend 
Sail on—the old sea mother will provide an end. 

Odysseusy of the many wiles 
Ceasey cease the burden of thy song, 

heave us the music and the smiles 
Of this fair landy thy way is long 

Resty rest thy way-worn head and cease thine aged song. 
—J.M. 

47 



Paradise Found 
TH E TRAVELLER was confoundedly cold, and he turned and said as 

much to his guide. Their conversation had hitherto been necessarily, 
limited: for the Traveller knew no Italian; and, though each of them had 
mastered a scanty section of the French language, their respective vocabu-
laries seldom if ever seemed to overlap. It was true that the guide had an 
excellent knowledge of English (he had in fact been recommended for the 
position for that very reason) and English was the Traveller's native lan-
guage : but he had a natural feeling that you didn't get your money's worth 
out of foreign travel unless you spoke in a foreign tongue. He was a con-
firmed Romanticist: and he had already found his tour of the Continent a 
little disappointing. It was for this reason that he had abandoned the 
conventional round of tourist trains and palatial hotels for the superior 
advantages of a tramp through out-of-the-way villages and the accommo-
dation of obscure country inns. He had early discovered, however, that 
even villages can be too out-of-the-way and even country inns too obscure: 
and at the last village he had been reluctantly compelled to engage a guide. 
He had resented the necessity: and had very naturally shown it by refusing 
to take the man's advice. As a consequence, they had set out so late that 
now, though they were still several miles from their destination, it was 
already growing dark, and they were both cold and very hungry. 

Linguistically, at least, the Traveller felt equal to the situation. His 
knowledge of French, though not extensive, was very peculiar. He had 
retained very few of the useful idioms that painstaking school-teachers had 
endeavoured to impress upon him in his youth; but in their stead he had 
acquired a vast stock of expressions which any really nice French master 
would have found quite untranslatable. This odd capacity not only satisfied 
his sense of the picturesque, but was actually serviceable. A good oath, he had 
found, will often express satisfactorily an emotion whose more exact analysis 
would require considerable fluency and erudition. In the present emergency, 
for example, it was only necessary to make the simple assertion that he had 
not only froid but faim, and he found himself quite able to give free rein 
to his feelings. Beginning with mort de ma vie (a comparatively colourless 
expression which he nevertheless prized for its paradoxical qualities) he went 
through a string of imprecations which would have gained any poilu of the 
Troupes Reglees instant promotion to the rank of marechal des logis. He 
was so carried away by his own powers that he even attempted the unfamiliar 
medium of British profanity. "For a good square meal right now," he 
shouted to the astonished guide, " I—I 'd sell my soul to the devil! Au 
diable," he added swiftly, conscious of a slight loss of caste in thus lapsing 
into his native tongue. 

The guide had remained quite unmoved at the fusilade of expressions 
which, though remarkably profane, were quite unintelligible to him. But 
he showed some perturbation at this rashly bilingual oath, which seemed to 
invite the combined disadvantages of Protestant and Catholic damnation. He 
would probably have attempted some expostulation, but he was checked by 
the sudden patter of a horse's hoofs behind. The rider drew rein as soon 
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as he came up to them, and the Traveller turned to him eagerly. 
Could Monsieur direct them to some place nearer than the inn where 

food and lodging could be obtained? 
As for lodging, Monsieur knew nothing of that. But if the Signor 

required food— 
Without doubt, the Signor did. 
The stranger dismounted. He wore a long black cloak which covered 

him so completely that his features were, in the half light, barely distin-
guishable} though the Traveller had been able to make out, from the 
grotesque shape of his only visible riding boot, that he suffered from a club 
foot, or some similar deformity. Now he realised that the man was also 
extremely tall. Possibly so huge a frame required a good deal of susten-
ance: at any rate, he seemed remarkably well provisioned. Strapped on to 
the horse, behind the saddle, was a sort of huge picnic basket: and from this 
he produced some cold roast chicken, a packet of sandwiches, and a bottle of 
wine. 

The Traveller seized these with obvious delight; but the guide, who 
seemed to see some connection between the sudden appearance of the 
stranger and the curious incantation which had preceded it, showed all the 
reluctance of a small girl who has been warned against accepting a second 
piece of cake at a party. Eventually appetite triumphed: but once his 
hunger was satisfied he relapsed into the abstracted silence of one who is 
puzzling over a knotty theological problem. 

The Traveller was equally silent j for, though he felt called upon to 
make conversation, he realised that his French was quite inadequate to the 
situation. If the fellow had insulted him, or deprived him of food instead 
of bestowing it upon him, he would no doubt have found a few well-chosen 
words: but his vocabulary, rich though it was, had never been designed for 
Good Samaritans. In spite of this joint tacturnity, the stranger seemed to 
enjoy their company $ and he slackened his horse's speed so as to keep pace 
with them. 

At length they reached a cross-roads. The guide turned and said some-
thing in a low voice to the Traveller. The Traveller turned to their bene-
factor. Their inn, he informed him, straining to the utmost the less pic-
turesque section of his vocabulary, lay down the road to their right. Unless 
they were to have the pleasure of Monsieur's company further— 

He was interrupted. 
"What about our bargain?" said the stranger briskly, in perfect English. 
The Traveller stared. 
"What bargain?" 
His companion smiled — rather an attractive smile, the Traveller 

thought, even in his bewilderment. "I 'd sell my soul to the D e v i l . . . " he 
quoted slowly. 

This was too much for the guide. It was part of his specified duty to 
protect the Traveller from beggars, bandits, and undesirables generally; but 
he felt that the supernatural was outside his province altogether. Without 
a word he turned and ran down the road in the direction of the inn. 
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The Devil—for there is no need to conceal his identity further—turned 
to his victim. 

"You hardly expected to be taken at your word, I suppose," he remarked 
pleasantly. 

The Traveller was beginning to feel that he might as well be hanged 
for a sheep as a lamb. 

"Well, of all the low hounds!" he burst out. " I suppose you think it's 
dignified for the Prince of Evil to go snooping round listening to private 
conversations and snapping up souls like a city dog-catcher. I was always 
brought up to believe that the Prince of Darkness was a gentleman." 

The Devil smiled again. 
"Modern commercial methods are beginning to corrupt even my 

innocence," he said mildly. 
The Traveller was getting more and more annoyed. 
"Look here," he said, "this may seem funny to you, but Pm damned—" 
"You certainly are," he was reminded. "That's what Pm here for." 
"Well, Pm hanged, then, if Pm going to let you make a fool of me. 

You admit you're the Devil, and you've got no right to talk about your 
innocence. Pve been strictly brought up, and I regard that sort of thing as 
coming very near blasphemy." 

"Oh, I have my faults," said the Devil tolerantly. "Pm too much of 
an enthusiast, I suppose . . . single-minded. And there's an unworldliness 
about me—*" 

He broke off in time to check another outburst. "Look here," he said, 
"you say you know all about me. Who told you?" 

The Traveller reflected. "Salvationists chiefly, and a Plymouth Bro-
ther I knew once." 

"Exactly. Have you ever met a Satanist?" 
"At an election once I heard an M.P. described as a Satanist, but I 

believe he denied it afterwards." 
"There you are then. You've never heard my side of the case at all. 

People in this universe are frightfully intolerant. They actually pride them-
selves on always being on the side of the angels. Now, have you ever met 
an angel?" 

" I don't think I have had the pleasure," said the Traveller. There 
was something almost pathetic in his companion's tone now, and somehow he 
felt much less frightened than he had. 

"Very nice people," went on the Devil, "but rather simple-minded. And 
frightfully unenterprising. No appreciation of genius at all. You didn't 
know I was an inventive genius, did you?" 

The Traveller admitted his ignorance of this curious fact. 
"There you are! That just shows. And they talk about giving the 

Devil his due!" 
He leaned forward and spoke in a confidential half-whisper. 
"Central heating," he said impressively. 
" I beg your pardon?" 
" I invented central heating. And if anyone told you it was Vulcan," 

50 



he added quickly, "it's a lie. I admit he helped a bit, but I was the real brain 
behind it all." , j 

"And didn't the angels like your invention?" asked the Traveller. He 
was getting really interested now. 

"Wouldn't have it at any price. They made all sorts of silly objections. 
Said they didn't like the smell of burning sulphur, for one thing. Made out 
that the smoke would block the light of the stars. Young Icarus had just 
joined us about then, and that made them scared that the heat would melt 
their wings. In the end I got tired of meeting their footling objections. I 
told them that I knew a better 'ole and that I'd jolly well go to it. Heaven 
wasn't the proper place for that experiment, anyway. Far too draughty, 
for one thing. Built on wrong lines altogether. But you can't expect 
angels to know anything about architecture, can you?" 

"Why not?" asked the Traveller. 
"Well, my dear fellow! Did you ever meet an architect who was in 

the least like an angel? No? Well, there you are, then. Anyway, I got 
properly het up before I left. I told them they'd see precious few people 
going to their dismal, draughty, cloud-soaked barn of a place again." 

He paused and sighed reflectively. 
"Of course, that's where we scientists always fall down," he said sadly. 

"We deliver the goods all right, but we can never commercialise our dis-
coveries. Some plausible blighter with an inferior article always gets in 
before us with some shrewd publicity work, and after that the public simply 
don't look at us." 

He sighed again and shook his head. "Why, what happened?" asked 
the Traveller sympathetically. 

"Before I knew where I was all sorts of scandals began to get round 
about me. They were just silly jokes at first. There were no stars in my 
little heaven, naturally, so they began to call me the Prince of Darkness. 
Then it became fashionable to refer to my snug little fireside as the Fiery 
Furnace, and the Lake of Brimstone, and Heaven—Heaven alone," he 
repeated significantly, "knows what else?" I laughed at it at first, but after 
a bit I found people were taking it seriously. But it wasn't till I started 
going round canvassing in person that I really found what I was up against. 
Everything I did was carefully explained away. People said I was trying 
to trap unwary souls. I told them the truth, and they called me cunning 
and glib and deceitful. Heaven knows my only real fault was being too 
simple and trusting. A less unselfish demon would have wanted to keep his 
paradise to himself anyway. But I tried to get people to share mine, and 
that was all I got for it." 

The Traveller was not yet wholly accustomed to this novel theology. 
"But look here," he broke in, "weren't there people who had to go to 

you in any case, whether they wanted to or not?" 
"That was the most insidious rumour of the lot. They spread it about 

that my home was only a sort of second best—a place reserved for those who 
weren't good enough for them up above. Of course that settled it. As long 
as people knew they had a free choice, they were a bit doubtful, but once they 
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thought there was any compulsion about it, they gave me the cold shoulder 
completely." 

"Then there's really no obligation on anybody to go to you unless they 
want to?" 

"None at all," said the Devil mournfully. "Every soul is a perfectly 
free agent." 

"Everyone except me, apparently," said the Traveller a little bitterly. 
The Devil smiled. 
"You didn't think I meant that seriously, did you?" he said. "That's 

just a little ruse I have to use to get a few intelligent people like yourself to 
hear my side of the question." 

He drew rein, and the Traveller noticed that they had come to the 
entrance of a large cavern. 

"This is my way home," said the Devil. " I f you still want to stay up 
here now you know the truth, of course you can, but I can't say I envy you. 
It'll be very cosy round the fire to-night. I f , " he added wistfully, "a little 
lonely." 

He turned his horse, and rode slowly into the cavern. 
The Traveller paused a moment, and shivered as he felt the wind cutting 

round him. Then he too turned and followed his companion. 
—D.H.M. 

Reveille 
To V— 

Sweetheart y goodbye; 
Our Dreamsy goodnight. 
Love's day . . is dead. 

Ah yesy ah yes! But stayy—Tomorrow 
Will bring a loveliery tenderer dawn; 

Tomorrow our dreams will rise again 
In other hearts. Our dreams . .. 

Yety grant mey if we may not knowy 

Just this—a chance to strive more wisely 
Till those dreams shall never fade! 

—J.C.S. 
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Prayer 

As God was the sprit in Pan, 
As Pan was the maker of music and music engendered these dreams, 

As life is a dream, 
As these dreams are spelt out in the darkness, and this life thrust out into 

the darkness— 
One prayer—send stars in the night. 

Songs were the children of Nature 
And the shepherds of Arcady in the morning sang with the streams and the 

fountains; 
When I was a child 

Unaffected Heavenward I sang and I laughed and I was a part of all Nature. 
One prayer—give back those songs. 

As life is a portion of Beauty} 

As songs are only an echo of{ loveliness, and as the loveliness is unchanging, 
the songs are unchanging; 

As the end must be Beautyy 

As the spirit moves towards Beauty and Beauty is music} and God is a rhythm 
of musicy— 

This prayer, only this prayer—send Beauty. 
—J. Gifford Male. 
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Christ on the Swag 
His body doubled 

under the pack 
that bangs untidily 
on his old back, 
the cold wet dead-beat 
plods up the track. 

The cook peers out: 
"oh, curse that old lag— 
here again 
with his clumsy swag 
made of a dirty old 
turnip-bag". 

"Bring him in, cook, 
from the cold level sleet: 
put silk on his body 
slippers on his feet, 
give him fire 
and bread and meat. 

Let the fruit be plucked 
and the cake be iced 
and the bed be snug 
and the wine be spiced 
in the old cove's night-cap—r-
f or this is Christ." 

—R. A. K. Mason. 
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Saturday Afternoon 
A N D A L W A Y S under the jar and rattle of the tram, the sound of the 

jLjLwheels—like the sound of the wheels in the factory. These wheel* 
would go round and round in your head too, if you let yourself think of them. 
But in the factory you learnt not to do that—or you lay awake at night, got 
nervy, and lost your job in the end. You just had to make up your mind not 
to let them get into your head. Make up your mind, as Miss Leslie must 
have done long ago, before any of them were born. For over twenty years 
she had been in charge of a row of machines—six of them. But her red-
rimmed eyes were not so sharp nowadays and the girls could turn round and 
talk, whispering and giggling. Soon she would have to go. Two years 
more perhaps. There would be a good chance then—more than a chance— 
of becoming head of a row. But two years—by then—well—anything— 

The tram, slowing down, drew up with a final coughing jerk, so that 
her arm touched Charlie's, firm under the thick, padded feel of his coat 
sleeve. Charlie! He was looking down at her with one eye-brow raised 
in that funny way of his—Charlie! He wouldn't ever be afraid of air 
thing at all. But then he was getting on so well. Only last week he had 
had another rise—in these hard times too. 

The last slow passenger, laden with all her Saturday parcels, stepped 
into the street. The tram gave a long snort, gathering its forces, and again 
the wheels began. But in the factory the wheels never stopped all day— 
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday. Then—Saturday after-
noon! 

All the weeks seemed to begin with Saturday. It was like something 
you could carry round with you for the next six days—Charlie's jokes and 
bits of things he had said. It was the end of every week too, so that you 
saved up little stories and things you had read to tell Charlie, or to ask his 
opinion about them. He was like that, even though he was so clever. You 
could talk to him about anything; he never laughed, or not often—and then 
it was only silly to feel hurt. 

Again the tram stopped and everyone got out in a patient shuffling line. 
Now—down the path to the top of the cliff and the steps. 

What would they talk about to-day? Generally there was such a lot 
to say, but last time, somehow, there hadn't seemed to be anything. And 
then Charlie had moved and sat closer to her. She had it all, every bit of it, 
hidden away in a corner of her mind. All the time she was working she 
could feel it there quite safe; then afterwards, when she had time she could 
take it out and go over it again, right from the beginning—even the sudden 
snapping of a stick under his hand as he moved. Charlie! 

But they had reached the steps, and he looked down, while his eyebrow 
seemed to say to her—and to everything, " W e l l ? " He knew, though, what 
the answer would be, so he laughed. He knew where they would go. 

Half-way down the cliff was a platform where the steps turned and 
went on. But that was where they would leave the steps and scramble along 
a little path (the "mountain-goat-track," he called it) till they came to a 
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grassy ledge on the roots of two huge trees which hung out over the beach. 
It was a nice place to sit. No one ever came there but a few exploring 
children, and hungry, snuffling dogs. 

As they went down the steps they were met by a party mounting 
solemnly—painfully. One of those women who always make you feel 
uncomfortable because of the terrible, battered hats they wear and the way 
their hair straggles out from underneath. (As if people oughtn't always to 
care how they looked!) She carried a shabby baby whose mouth hung open, 
and from her arm dangled a shabbier string kit. Her husband had left off 
his collar because it was a holiday. He walked behind. Long ago he had 
grown too tired to walk in front of anyone—ever. The small girl who clung 
to his hand was climbing purposefully, both feet onto each step, and she 
breathed heavily—"Hup—h, hup—h, hup—h." 

The mother stopped, planting herself firmly in front of Charlie, "Do 
you know when the next tram leaves?" 

"Must be just about leaving now,"—Charlie never got bothered when 
strangers spoke to him. 

"There Bert, what did I tell you? You didn't ought to of taken Annie 
to get that ice. Come on now—you two'll just have to hurry up." 

He took it quietly. It was a long time now since he had "answered 
back" to anybody. Only he raised one eyebrow, a very tired one, as a sort 
of sign of giving it up—of giving everything up. 

A sudden breathless feeling. And terribly afraid! 
But the others had climbed on again, their slow steps going further 

away up the cliff. "Hup—h, hup—h, hup—h— " 
Only a few steps to the platform now. 
Like seeing walls all round you. Get out quickly! Quickly! 
Charlie stopping on the platform—very casually—"What about going 

down to the beach for a change? See a bit of life down there." Rather 
quick and breathless though, as if he had got away from something, only 
just in time. 

"All right, we might as well. There's always plenty of people to look 
at there." 

Going down the steps with little, short thoughts passing across a sort of 
sick, dull feeling, like being hit on the head. 

A stray newspaper flapping down on the sand. Not any sun to-day. 
Only a few bathers. Too late for bathing. Too late now for the beach at 
all. Soon need a big coat, going to work. Away up on the cliff the sound of 
the tram. The noise of its wheels. Wheels going round. In charge of a 
row in two years. Six machines going all day—Monday, Tuesday, Wednes-
day, Thursday, Friday— 

—P.G.L. 
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April 1932 
i 

I had not thought that leaves could ever fall. 
( The torch of love is lit and burns the while); 

But then I never thought to hear the call 
For men with batons in this southern isle. 

In shame and fear the hungry hang their heads; 
( The torch of love—it flickers—almost fails): 

As wretched shiverings on bare Newton beds 
As in the dingy hovels of South Wales. 

Wales where the leafless trunks of elm and beech 
( The torch of love can lighten suffering) 

Bare, gaunty despairing, hopeless hands outstretch 
And dimly dream of far imhoped-for spring. 

* * * * 

I dreamed the kauri reared its naked form, 
( The torch of love—it burneth in the bud) 

Bare shivering in the unaccustomed storm 
Red-handed ratas paid the price of blood. 

* * * * 

I climbed the hills where I had often been; 
( The torch of love—it burneth through the years) 

The winter sun shone on the quivering greeny 

And I rejoiced that needless were my fears. 

I I 

I had not thought that I could ever hate her; 
(Green are the wmter trees beneath the southern sky) j 

But theny I fondly dreamed that soon or latey her 
hove would speak those things that in her eye .... 

* * * * 

I hated her with rage and trembling shamey 

(Black are the summer trees even in the Southern night), 
With insultsy pondered cursesy bitter blame 

hooked down at gutters, tried to miss her sight. 
* * * * 

I saw her walking in the lamp-lit mist 
(Green glittering treesy they light our southern sun) 

We walked apart—and yet our hearts had kissed. 
I could not think green leaves were ever done. ... 
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'The People Terisheth 
Lord, your talk and thought are vain, 
voices in the wilderness 
crying, God knows for what pain, 
wild in God knows what distress. 

Given-, yourselves, and things around, 
piece of time's infinity— 
how you waste your breath to sound 
the trumpet of your vanity! 

How you weigh eternal things, 
space and substance, breath and time, 
(icrowned with dust, you petty kings!) 
making I and We sublime; 

God, your God, is I and We, 
your slight breath the living Breath 
you believe. ... O vanity 
blown along from death to death. 

You are grown too proud to live 
in the beauty of the sun 
and the sea has naught to give 
you, who swell with riches won 

out of the eternal things, 
got by labour of the brain 
((crowned with dust, O petty kings 
how your talk and thought are vain!) 

Tears shed now for We and I, 
agony of throned pride, 
no return of peace shall buy 
on the day that you have died: 

pains as these God shall not know, 
these your cries He shall not hear; 
deathly, quiet with quiet of snow 
shall your after-world appear: 

you who see eternal things 
through the blindness of your eyes, 
(icrowned with dust, you petty kings!) 
dying, shall be no more wise. 

—A.C. 
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The Tailor 

I FIND it hard to recall at this distance of time how I first became 
acquainted with Jan Polak. I don't think it was merely a recommenda-

tion from one of his customers that sent me to him, and yet I can remember 
no other circumstance that might have served to introduce us. But the 
point is really of little moment, for, although the event that led to it may 
be shadowy in my memory, I recollect vividly enough my first visit to him. 

He lived, and worked at his trade, in an old two-storeyed office building 
in Swanson Street—a relic of that period of commercial architecture which 
apparently derived its inspiration from the motto "darkness, dinginess and 
despair." The ground floor was occupied by a firm of importers, and passing 
their door on the way to the staircase I heard the click of typewriters, the 
slam of ledgers and the vague rustling and shuffling of innumerable docu-
ments. The stairs were bare, though once they had been covered, for the 
dark varnish stain at their edges gave evidence of their past glory. Ascending 
to the floor above, I came to a landing where a low window gave me a view 
of incredibly disreputable back premises strewn with the accumulated lumber 
of years. The passage turned back over the stairs. On the left was the 
exterior wall of the building; on the right a door labelled "A. Bettering— 
Architect." Mr. Bettering, or a member of his staff, was at the moment 
playing scales on a rather fine-toned piano; and, though I never saw him, 
I learned in the course of my frequent visits during the next two years, that 
he did in the interpretation of his own particular and advertised art. 

At the end of the passage was a door with the top panel of frosted glass 
he spent rather more time in the interpretation of Scriabine and Debussy than 
on which was painted "Jan Polak—Tailor"; and underneath that a slip of 
paper pasted to the glass and bearing, in the rusty brown of aged ink, the 
words "Enter without knocking"—which I did. 

He sat cross-legged on a large and solid table in the middle of the 
room, amid billows of navy blue serge. There were two rather small 
windows in the opposite wall that looked out on to Swanson Street and the 
light was so poor that it had to be supplemented by a powerful electric globe 
overhead. Under the windows was a bench littered with string, brown 
paper and odds and ends of cloth. There was a shelf underneath partly 
concealed by a curtain of faded calico. To the right was another bench 
with a tailor's goose and a large gas iron; then a curtained door; then a large 
cupboard with glass doors in which could be seen hanging articles of clothing 
in various stages of manufacture. On the left was a small curtained alcove 
serving, I found later, as a fitting room; nearer the windows and against the 
wall were an old-fashioned upholstered couch and a kitchen chair. From 
convenient nails scissors hung by one limb and gaped disconsolately, paper 
patterns drooped limply, and old calendars gave unnecessary information 
to a heedless world. The walls were further decorated with pages cut from 
periodicals depicting members of that queer race of beings who serve as 
models for the fashion-plate artists—beings that would be considered human 
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but for their extraordinary proportions and a tendency to develop the length 
of their lower limbs to an immoderate degree. 

The tailor looked up as I entered, moved the cloth to one side, and 
nimbly swung himself to the floor. Then he removed his spectacles and 
smiled pleasantly. 

He was a small man, thin and wiry looking but hardly, I thought, in the 
best of health. I liked him at once. When I got to know him better I 
found much in him to admire and much that confirmed my first impression. 

That first interview was business-like enough—we had the usual dis-
cussion on materials and measurement and cut and style—but in the course of 
my later visits a pleasant friendship grew up between us and I think I learned 
more about him than most people. 

He was Dutch and had come to New Zealand some twenty-five years 
before as a youth. He had followed his father's trade—protestingly, and I 
gathered that he had never liked it; not that he had any inclination for 
another: he seemed, in fact, quite resigned. But the most interesting aspects 
of the man were his hobbies. He was, not unnaturally, a keen student of the 
history of the Netherlands and the Scandinavian countries. He played a 
very fine game of chess, and as a matter of fact it was this that first supplied 
a motive for improving our acquaintance though he soon lost interest in me 
as an opponent for I was no match for a player of his skill. We found a 
second mutual interest in politics—I have never known a man with a more 
detailed knowledge of the political history of New Zealand and he had a 
breadth of vision and an understanding of tendencies that enabled him to 
interpret facts and not merely to enumerate and classify them. 

But the queerest side of his character was discovered to me one evening 
when I had intended to have dinner in town. I happened to call in to see 
him late in the afternoon and, learning of my intention, nothing would satisfy 
him but that I should dine with him. The prospect of company was pleasant 
enough and I agreed; and it was then that I learned that he lived in rooms 
adjoining his workshop. 

I returned at about half-past five and found the door locked. When 
I knocked he hurried to let me in and took my hat and coat and ushered me 
through the curtained door into what I realised was a combined living room 
and kitchen. And what a kitchen! It was very small and one's first im-
pressions were of compactness, of an incredible neatness and orderliness in 
marked contrast to the room we had left, and of a kind of 
joyous freshness. 

At the end of the room, to the left, was a kitchen sink with scrubbed 
white woodwork, a rack of china on one side of the narrow window and two 
rows of aluminium pots and pans on the other. Facing that window, one 
had on the right a bright little electric stove covered with an aluminium 
canopy; and further along the wall a small table covered with white Ameri-
can cloth with a reddish geometrical pattern and set for two people; on the 
left the wall was taken up by a tier of wooden shelves reaching to the 
ceiling and filled with all manner of tins, jars, bottles, boxes and paper bags, 
each one neatly labelled, and at the bottom a row of closed bins marked 
Flour, Sugar, Bread and so on. Next there was the door by which we had 

gleaming and 
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entered. Behind us, that is on the right as we entered, was a book-case of 
about half-a-dozen shelves and just beyond that another door. His books, I 
discovered later, included a few good modern novels, dozens of numbers of 
Physical Culture, several general works on history, Blok's History of the 
People of the Netherlands, Hoyle's Games, Howitz and Klein's Chess 
Studies, and quite a collection of books on cookery. Besides such household 
favourites as Mrs. Beeton there were several Australian books, Francatellis 
"The Modern Cook", and a huge volume, The International Cook Book, 
"by Filippini, formerly of Delmonico's." 

Had I known of these at the time I might have been less surprised 
at the magnificent meal he proceeded to serve. I find it impossible to 
describe the dishes he produced. Certainly he declared that the soup was 
Gumbo, Arlequin; that the fish was filet of Sole, Mornay; that the third dish 
was Vendali Curry and the joint "Sirloin of Beef, Orlando, with Cauliflower 
fried with Cheese." They were just names to me but none the less their 
grandeur almost added an additional piquancy to the delicious flavours of 
the dishes themselves. 

During that meal I learnt, by putting two and two together, the secret 
of his interest in cooking, for I discovered that the dominating desire of his 
life was—to be fat! It was not merely that he disliked his own obvious 
thinness—he had a desire to be quite definitely fat. Time after time when 
I got to know him better he referred to this wish. He tried all kinds of 
"cures" for thinness that he saw advertised in the newspapers; he subscribed 
to a magazine on physical culture j he drank milk and cream in large quan-
tities j and, as I say, I realised that his interest in cooking had probably grown 
from early attempts to encourage his appetite! 

I often tried to discover the reason for this desire of his—but always 
without result. Perhaps the traditional plumpness of his kinsfolk may have 
suggested it, or some early enthusiasm, long forgotten, may have moved his 
thinking in that direction. But whatever it was there was no doubting the 
earnestness and sincerity of his desire. 

He asked me once what I thought he could do about it—so plaintively, 
so wistfully, that I hadn't the heart to suggest that it was not worth the 
thought he appeared to give it. I remembered how I had seen him first— 
cross-legged on the table, back bent, eyes peering, in a dingy room with too 
little light and air. 

"Get out into the sunlight," I suggested, "live in the open air—a 
country life." But he wanted to know how that was possible. 

" I am a tailor—I must earn my living" he protested with a gesture of 
the hands. "What could I do in the country? I am not strong enough—I 
don't know anything about the country—the farmers would laugh at me, 
eh?" and he laughed himself and shook his head ruefully. 

It was about a year later that things began to take a serious turn. I 
saw him often in the interval and enjoyed many a good meal—but those 
times were soon to end. I wanted a new suit. The one he had made me 
had been excellent and of course I went to Jan at once. Everything went 
swimmingly until it came to the fittings—and then there was trouble. 

I remember the incident plainly. I went up to see him late one after-
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noon and he had the suit for me to try on. It seemed a bit large and I 
pointed it out to him; and somehow it struck me at the time that he seemed 
unimpressed. 

"It's a bit too full round the waist, Jan," I remarked. 
"No," he said gravely. "You will need it like that—when you get a bit 

fatter"—and he looked_ yery serious. Of course I thought he was joking. 
"I've no intention of getting fatter," I replied with a grin. "None 

whatever—especially there." I left it at that. 
But the next time the situation was more serious. 
"You're making it too big, Jan," I protested. "Look here—" and I 

pulled the coat round me till it overlapped inches, "and these trousers—look 
at this waist—you can take that in a lot more. I want it like that—not as 
you've got it." 

He was all apologies. He was sure I would want this suit large enough 
to fit me when I got fatter. I stared at him. If I had a good fit now, he 
said, soon it would be too tight. An inch here and another there and half 
an inch there and I could be confident that it would be large enough later on. 

I put my foot down. 
" I want this suit to fit me now" I said. "I 'm not going to get fat— 

and if I do it's my look out, you can make me another suit then." 
So he said very well he would make it fit me now, and we took measure-

ments anew and I made sure that he had got them right. 
The next time I called in I recognised I was up against a difficult pro-

position. The suit was every bit as large as it had been before. He swore 
it wasn't. He said he'd taken it in here, and there and there—and I knew 
he was lying. He said it fitted me beautifully—and I knew it did not. 
But he jabbered and gesticulated and got very excited—so I gave in. Perhaps 
he was right! 

He was not. I've got that suit yet—and I've only worn it once. Once 
was enough—the thing positively fla-pped round me, and I had to get another 
—but not from Jan. 

Now although I was rather annoyed about it as you can imagine, I 
would still have been glad to carry on our acquaintance. His dinners alone 
were worth it! But somehow I didn't like the idea of turning up in some 
other tailor's suit—and I put off going to see him for a bit. Whenever I 
thought of him I told myself I would go to see him the next day—in his suit. 
But "the next day" was put off and put off and put off until I met Cope. He 
stopped me in the street one day and started to talk very indignantly. 

" I say," he began, "that tailor fellow you sent me to—he's no good, 
no damned good at all! 1'm surprised he suited you. Why," he paused 
for breath, "—the thing he made for me was miles too big, miles absolutely. 
I couldn't get him to see reason." 

I murmured a word of surprise. 
" I wouldn't take it" he went on emphatically. "Just simply told him 

flat I wouldn't take it—not satisfied. And didn't he get nasty! Now look 
at this—" and he prattled on about his latest sartorial discovery. 

The next day I put on the old suit I had from Jan a year or so before. 
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I would explain to him that the other had gone to be cleaned—or I'd got 
tired of it or something. Anyhow I felt called upon to see what was going 
on. I felt that there was something here that needed investigation. 

When I knocked on his door there was no reply, the place sounded 
empty. I went downstairs and made inquiries of the boy in the importer's 
office. 

"Oh, 'e went a coupl' a morn's ago. No,—I dunno where 'e is. They 
sold 'im up." 

About three years later I was in Sydney. How little a city changes 
with the years! A new building here, a wider street there make so slight a 
difference that one feels at home again even after being away a decade. So 
I felt very contented as I walked one afternoon down through the Domain, 
past the Conservatorium, where Verbruggen, that martinet of conductors, 
used to weave magic with the New South Wales State Orchestra; and down 
to the path by the water-side, to lean on the sea-wall and gaze across the 
harbour. 

It was a hot sunny day and the cruisers lying in Farm Cove had their 
canvas awnings up. I could see little stir on them—an officer appeared now 
and again, but the navy seemed, on the whole, to be enjoying an afternoon 
siesta. Further out the ferry boats travelled slowly, journeying to and 
from the harbour suburbs. Occasionally a spruce Manly boat, a white 
cygnet among dirty brown ducklings, carried its holiday-makers to the ocean 
beach, and tugs, lighters, tramps and Government launches went about their 
business apparently indifferent to the heat. 

As I stood there, taking in the whole scene, I experienced that delightful 
quietness and repose that one feels on returning home after a long absence. 
Here was something I could accept without effort—it fitted in, it was there, 
perfect, when it was wanted; one knew what it was and what it would be 
to-morrow. There was no need to push it and pull it, arrange it and alter it 
to suit oneself—it was oneself—a part of oneself—Sydney. 

I felt a touch on my arm—and turned to find Jan standing beside me. 
I don't know now if the shock of surprise I felt was more at seeing him or 
at having to realise that this stranger was Jan. There was no mistaking 
him, but what a difference! 

"Ah, you remember me?" he cried with delight. 
"Remember you?—of course I remember you! How are you? But 

heaven knows I could be forgiven if I did not. What on earth have you 
been doing with yourself?" 

"Eh?" he looked suddenly surprised and concerned. "What?—How?" 
"Well—you've altered a bit. Haven't you put on weight?" 
The question was a sheer joke, for if ever a man looked a picture of 

health, contentment and plumpness that man was Jan Polak. He was not 
abnormally fat, but remembering what the man was like before, the change 
was almost incredible. His cheeks were full and ruddy, his face gleamed 
with good health and his teeth and eyes sparkled. His shoulders seemed 
broader and he himself seemed shorter, though he no longer stooped but 
carried himself upright. His dress too showed a change no less surprising. 
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Gone were the dingy coarse dirty-grey tweeds, the black boots, the disreput-
able tie in a none-too-clean collar. He wore instead a fashionable—a shade 
too fashionable—light brown suit, as smart as you please, silk socks, tan 
shoes, a wide and very pale felt hat and a coloured shirt—and he carried 
gloves and a walking stick! 

"Oh, yes!" he exclaimed answering my question. "I 'm not the poor 
old Jan you used to know, eh? Look at me"—he showed himself off with 
obvious delight and pride—"you see a difference, eh? I have changed— 
yes. I have been lucky—very, very lucky—since those other times." 

"Tell me," I said encouragingly. 
He grew suddenly serious and glanced at his watch and pursed his lips. 
"There is not much time," he replied. "You must come and see me. 

I must go back soon. But now—Perhaps I will tell you a little if we 
can walk a little along there"—and he waved his hand up the hill. " I must 
be back at half-past two, eh?" and he paused enquiringly. 

Of course I assented. You can guess I was extraordinarily curious, so 
we turned up the path, walking slowly. 

"It is very simple," he began. "Very simple. That last year I was 
in Auckland—I do not know—" he wrinkled his forehead in a puzzled 
manner—"but for some reason I did not get much business. People—they 
were most difficult—most difficult to please." 

I thought of Cope and my own suit—apparently he had no suspicion 
of the cause of his loss of custom. 

"It was the bad times," he said firmly and with conviction. "People 
were worried. Nothing satisfied them and they went." He paused and 
pondered some obscure thought for a moment. 

"Oh, well" and he turned to me with a shrug, "it is done with. Soon 
I could not pay for my rent—I could not pay this—I could not pay that. 
There was some money I had saved—but it soon went. That year. Pre-
sently it was finished. I was done for," and he shrugged his shoulders again. 

"Let us sit and rest here for a little" he suggested indicating a seat. 
I noticed he was puffing slightly. 
"It is so hot in this place," he said pulling out a handkerchief and 

mopping his face. " I could not get a job" he went on after a pause, " I could 
not get work. And then—ah, the lucky chance!—an advertisement for a 
cook—at a sawmill camp. There was nothing else for it. I went. Terrible! 
Flour, potatoes, beef, mutton, onions, condensed milk, potatoes, onions, beef, 
flour—almost one had to make everything with flour—or mutton. But 
they said I was good—yes, I was a good cook. For even with flour there is 
a way— Ah well! If there had been things to cook with I could have been 
happy." 

"Come, let us go on a bit" he said. "Soon the sawmill closed. Once 
more I had no job. I went here and there. Did a little sewing. Then 
another advertisement for a cook—a surveying party. Well—why not? 
I went. Ah—that was better! But not much. But they said how I could 
cook. And that was lucky too. There was a young fellow whose father 
ran a hotel in Wellington. He wrote to him how I could cook—and I got 
a job there. Chef! Me! It was wonderful." 
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His face beamed and he smiled happily. We were at the top of the 
hill—nearly into Macquarie Street. 

"One day," he went on, " I wanted a new suit. I went to buy one. 
M e ! " he laughed gleefully. " I saw the poor man working. Poor fellow, 
I thought, I used to work like that. No warm kitchen for him. No 
steamy smells. No delicious tastes, no making of new things; no art, no 
creation. Ah, I was happy! I was a good chef, too," he went on proudly. 
"They all said so. And then I thought—why could I not be a great chef— 
like Filippini, like Francatelli, like Martino Gambrio? Then someone 
heard of me—how, I don't know—and I was offered a job here—in 
Sydney. Maybe if I'm lucky I'll go to New York, to London, to Paris! 
Who knows?" 

He paused, exulting. We were walking along a street—I had not noticed 
where—and suddenly he stopped. 

"Come and see me some time," he said taking my hand. "This is 
where I go" and he glanced at his watch. " I am late already, and I would 
like to talk over old times. You will come? Yes? Good. Now I must 
go. This is where I am chef, you understand?" 

He shook hands energetically and stepped back with a gesture of fare-
well, .straightened his hat, waved a hand again and entered the building, 
smiling, alert, confident, content—fat. 

It was the Hotel Australia. 
- J . D . 

Triolet 
Life would fall if Jenny left me. 
Needless thought for she's not fickle. 
Have you met her? Then you see 
Life would pall if Jenny left me. 
Angelina, she is witty.. . 
Think you, were she less a pickle, 
Life would pall—if Jenny left me? 
Needless thought for she's not fickle. 

—Manceb. 
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Operating Theatre 
Scent wpon sickly scent 
and the hiss of steam escaping— 
the sharp clink of steel on glass— 
the rustle of towels and sheets— 
the shifting gleam of stm on burnished brass 
make sights and sounds of some inferno 
temperately designed for man's embetterment. 

And those two actors 
strutting their parts in yet another tragedy; 
he on the table 
pale as a corpsey—but with his laboured breathing 
clinging to lifey 

and bending over him 
the white-robed arbiter 'twixt Life and Death 
pauses— 
before he strikes. 

—Graham MacDiarmid 
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The Room 

TH E swirling rain was uncomfortably wet about his trouser-legs, and a 
trickle of water had found its way inside his coat-collar, down the back 

of his neck j but the glowing lights of the hotel just ahead held such promise 
of comfort—a meal, a bed, and with any luck, a bath—that his present dis-
comfort scarcely mattered. It was a pleasant world where you could come 
in out of the rain and find food and warmth and friendly strangers—and 
that after a successful day's work among surprisingly pleasant clients. His 
future was assured now; he could afford a car, he could marry—but here he 
was at the hotel. 

It was far from being a pretentious place, but when he was shown to his 
room ten minutes later, he felt it a haven from the storm outside. H e put 
his suitcase on a chair and inspected the room. It was just the ordinary 
bedroom of a country hotel—dark papered walls, cheap dark linoleum and a 
hideous rug on the floor; all the usual cheap bedroom furniture arranged 
round the walls with stiff exactness. It was a pity these rooms were so ugly, 
he thought as he started unpacking his clothes. He threw his clothes care-
lessly out, listening to the running water in the bathroom, the beating rain 
outside and the cheering bustling downstairs as a meal was being prepared 
for him. There was a twig scraping on the window-pane. He would_have 
to attend to that before he went to bed. He was kneeling before his case 
searching in the rubbish at the bottom for a packet of razor-blades when he 
suddenly realized that the noises had ceased. At the same moment he found 
the razor-blades and stood up to put them on the dressing-table. Then, his 
hand half-outstretched, he stopped. Where he had thought he would find 
the dressing-table stood a mahogany desk, a beautiful thing. He had been 
sure the dressing-table stood there, and yet somehow he felt no surprise at 
seeing the desk. Slowly he looked round the room. A deep bay window, 
heavily curtained, stretched across one corner. By it stood the desk, and over 
the desk hung a picture. The picture interested him. There was quite 
definitely something on it, but he could not make out what it was. At the 
right wall was the bed, a large low bed with its strange green cover reflected 
in the oaken panels of the wall above. It was a fascinating, inviting bed, 
enticing him to lie on it. He could imagine that to lie on that bed would be 
perfect rest. He almost yielded to an impulse to cross the smooth black 
floor and lie on its firm softness, but even as the thought occurred to him he 
was repelled by the reflection. It was leering at him, telling him that to 
relax on that bed would be oblivion. It was an effort to look away from the 
bed to the heavy door opposite the desk. It was just an ordinary door, but to 
him it seemed so thick that a never-ending tunnel could be bored through 
it * . ^ H e would walk through the tunnel, down into the blackness . . 
With £ jerk, he pulled himself back to the Room, to look at the arm-chair, 
green-covered like the bed, that stood by the fire-place. A soft light from 
a whitely luminous sphere flooded the Room, but there was not a shadow on 
the polished floor, no mark but the still reflection in the dark walls. 

Vaguely he noticed it was the same shape as the room he had entered. 
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As the room he had entered! For the first time he realized there had been 
a change. Fear crept over him, fear of the silence that filled the Room, the 
silence he had noticed before. 

The water in the bathroom had stopped running, the rain no longer beat 
upon the roof ; he could not hear even his own breathing. He tried to think 
of the sounds that should be there, the rasping of that twig, the ticking of his 
watch. Surely he would be able to hear that. He seemed to wrench his 
hand away from the clutch of the quietness as he raised his watch to his ear. 
Silence. He whirled round towards the door. . . This was the room he 
had entered. For a moment he stood amazed, then, trembling, he walked 
down the ugly room and sat on the edge of the iron bedstead. 

It couldn't have happened, the idea was ridiculous. It was all the 
result of getting tired and wet. He shook off the feeling of fear and set 
about his work. The hot bath was very pleasant though there was not much 
water, considering the time it had been raining—or was it only a few 
moments? He could not say. Anyway, he wouldn't tell anybody. They 
would all realize it was the result of tiredness, and a man in his position 
couldn't afford to let a hint of ill-health or weakness spoil his prospects. 
And as he lay in bed that night, he felt quite sure it was all a dream. He 
mustn't think of it too much, though. He could recall the Room too easily 
in his thoughts, and there was danger in it. Danger behind the curtains, in 
the bed, in the grave-like tunnel that seemed to stretch beyond the door, and 
in the deathly, choking silence. It was the silence that was worst, and as he 
turned over to go to sleep he was glad he had not broken off the twig that 
scratched a harsh but comforting cadence in the gusty wind. 

It was nearly a year later, when he was sitting in the office to which he 
had been promoted, that he suddenly realized that his rather scratchy nib 
was making no sound. Silence was around him. He looked up. He was 
in the Room. The silence gripped him, held him to his chair. 

Perhaps it was an hour later, perhaps only a minute that from a great 
distance a faint sound came nearer until it was a knocking on the door,—the 
door not of the beautiful Room but of his prosaic office. 

"Come in." 
His clerk entered. Why did he look at him like that? 
" I have been knocking some time, sir." 
"Sorry. Didn't hear you; I was busy." But he knew that that didn't 

explain his white face and hurried breathing. As quickly as possible he got 
the man out of the room. The thing worried him now. Tiredness could 
not be an excuse this time. Still, he would say nothing about it. 

Then it happened again. And again, and again until it became almost 
a daily occurrence. He was not merely worried by it now. He was ob-
sessed, He found himself drawing on scraps of paper, on his blotting-pad, 
on the book he was reading, a curious little diagram—a square with one 
corner cut off. He drew it quite mechanically until with horror he saw 
what it was—the shape of the Room. Hurriedly he screwed up the paper, 
threw it away. 

It was this incident that at last sent him to a doctor. Was his mind 
affected? But the doctor reassured him. It was only overwork, he said, 
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he should take a holiday. Of course a doctor would say that, but still, he 
would go away, and a standing invitation from an old school friend occurring 
to him, he wrote, received a welcoming answer and set off. 

From the moment he entered the train he felt more light-hearted than 
he had been since he first saw the Room. He realised now how much it had 
affected him, how worried he had really been. But at his friend's pleasant 
country home the thing would be shaken off and he would return to work 
with the Room effectively banished. The long journey seemed amazingly 
short as he built visions of a happy future, both immediate and distant. 

Then he was there, greeting his host, an enthusiastic, eminently sensible 
man. He had had supper half an hour ago at a junction, and as it was very 
late, they parted after a few moment's conversation, at the door of his room. 
He stepped inside, closed the door. The light switch made not a sound as 
it came down. A soft glow from above the fireplace illumined a dark room, 
its bed and chair green-covered, a picture over its writing-desk—the Room. 
He hesitated. Would he go back? No, the Room had no power over him 
now. He stepped across the floor noiselessly, and undressed quickly. His 
clothes fell silently on the chair and he slipped between the sheets of the 
green inviting bed. He lay still for a moment, then stretched out a hand to 
the lamp switch over his head. As he did so he caught a glimpse of the 
picture. It was not a picture . . . It was himself, motionless, staring. The 
light had gone off before he had time to change his mind and he was left in 
the dark, staring at the black image of the picture. He had been there some 
time when the surrounding silence suddenly seemed to swoop down and grip 
him. 

It was almost a physical feeling, but he managed to hold it off for a 
while by thinking of outside things. But inevitably his mind came back to 
the silence. There was not a sound in the Room. Why had he come to the 
country with its peacefulness? Town and the busy swish of wheels in 
mud would have been much better. There was nothing here. . . That 
picture. It couldn't be him. Was it a mirror? No, too still. How quiet 
everything was. Not even an owl about. Should he get out of bed and go 
outside into the corridor? But the idea of going outside made him think of 
the tunnel through the door. Was that a picture over the desk? He'd 
look. He tried to put out his hand to the switch, but he couldn't move. The 
quietness was holding him down, pressing his head into the pillow. If he 
could hear something he could move, he must hear something. He strained 
towards Sound, any sound. 

It was that curious strained expression that so puzzled the doctor hastily 
called in next morning. 

"Heart failure, but I don't understand the expression on his face. Did 
you hear him call out?" 

It was a very much upset young man that answered him. 
"No, no. Not a sound. This room is quite sound-proof. With the 

doors and windows shut you can't hear a sound in here or outside. Not a 
sound." —N.S.D. 
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Choriambics 
Grey misty dawning at hand, light on the land delayed; 
Only over the sea glimmers a ghostly shade, 
Dim, yet wavering through silver and blue of morn, 
Comes late the delicate breath of the day to be born. 
Softly under the trees wandering breez.es sigh. 
Foam breaks roseal flakes where the gulls whirl and cry. 
Sad song, dying away—longer if they but knew 
The plaint, songless and faint, out of my heart for you. 

"Beauty 
The rose of beauty blossomed at a word, 

A whispered word; 
Within its heart a yearning stirred, 
A faint blush like the sunset glow 

Came sweet and slow; 
The rose of beauty blossomed at a word. 

—Kathleen Harvey. 

70 



Exile 
When the world lies fathom-deep beneath the tide of night, 
And the black seaweed shadows are curling through the foam. 
When the cold winds are crying in this disenchanted landy 

Then do I remember the haunted airs of home. 

Oh summer-scented night blown up with the sprayy 

With the stars3 breath blown up the palm-shadowed shore; 
Oh homely sound of surf on the never-silent reef 
Where the long breakers rise in a slow sullen roar. 

And later then the moon comes and bright tropic stars 
Hang like white tiaras in the dark tree of nighty 

And the wind is awakened from the shadows of the sea, 
And sweeps like a gull in its wide-winged delight. 

Then the tall friendly ironwoods are swayed in light song, 
And the fabled moon-cactus unfolds in the shade, 
And the little feet-shadows of the cocoanut leaves 
Flutter and prance down the wind-filled glade. 

Oh surely must this bitter tide turn again at last 
From the barren shores of evil where no gulls nest, 
And in silence of fulfilment bear me once again 
To the island peace of homey to the starred hours of rest. 

—E.Y.S. 
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The City 

To feel all heaven's winds again, 
Fresh with sorrow 
And swift with rainy 

Knowing that God would find me there 
On wind-swept hillsy 

That I might borrow 
The peace of the starsy and the broady cool air 

His spirit fills. 

My souly to visit yet once more 
That shadowy paradise 
Of thought, 

Where sadness breathes, and laughter dies 
With kindred hearty 

And all the tears 
Of all the years 

hie hidden in a chaliced pearl—apart. 
—Ida W. Lewis. 
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Si Jeunesse Savait— 
HE scene is the West's dining- and living-room. Dinner is just over 
and Mrs. West is starting to clear the table, taking the dishes out to the 

kitchen by a door. Her mother-in-law, old Mrs. West, is sitting knitting in 
an arm chair with her feet on a foot-stool—she is over eighty, with white 
hair, and wears a long, full-skirted black dressy with a shawl round her 
shoulders. Her two grandchildren, Mary and Jack West, are aged about 
twenty. When the curtain rises Mary is gazing out of the window while 
Jack is lounging on the sofa reading the evening paper. 

MRS. WEST (.speaking half to herself, half to anyone who cares to listen as 
she takes up the unfinished pudding on its plate): I wonder 
if it's worth saving this—there might be enough to do some-
thing with. But it's too much cooked—thank goodness your 
father wasn't home for dinner to-night! Mary, I told you 
to remind me to ring up for a man to see to the burners in the 
oven j I really can't go on like this much longer. 

MARY (turning impatiently from the window): Oh mother, how can you? 
I don't believe you ever think of anything but the meals— 
yesterday's dinner, to-day's dinner, and to-morrow's dinner! 
(Waving her arm dramatically towards the window) Outside 
in the silence are the stars, while here inside your whole soul 
is centred on the burners in the oven. What a life! 

MRS. WEST (quite unperturbed): That's all the thanks I get for trying to 
make you comfortable. You'd be the first to complain if 
you came home and found me star-gazing and the dinner not 
on. By the way have you decided about tonight? 

MARY: N O , I haven't yet. I'd really quite like to g o . . . 
MRS. WEST: YOU needn't worry about Grandma you know5 I won't be late. 

I'm just going round to Mabel's for a little bridge—she's 
been asking me ever since Easter. 

GRANDMA: Don't anyone stay at home on my account. Pll be quite all 
right by myself. 

MARY: Oh, it's not that at all, only my ankle's still a little stiff. I told 
you, didn't I, that Mr. Johnson's going to speak on "Self 
Expression as a Duty"? 

MRS. WEST (a little vaguely): Yes . . . I believe you did say something about 
i t . . . 

MARY: Personally I think that subject has been done to death. Of course 
"it is universally acknowledged (you can hear the inverted 
commas) that it is the duty of every individual to express his 
or her ego through the conscious building up of form by 
words, colour or tone," and everyone does express themselves 
nowadays, so why— 

J A C K : I say! Congratulations, Mary! This beats your conscious egos 
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hollow! Listen—{reading from the paper) "The ten guinea 
prize offered by the Literary Society for a Commemoration 
Ode has been won by Miss West, whose poem—" 

MARY (who has crossed over to behind him, and is leaning over the arm of 
the sofa): Let me see it at once! Where does it say? 

JACK (closing paper): Not so fast now! Say "Please"—I'm reading this 
paper. 

MARY: Oh, don't be an ass. (He opens it) Quick—show me. Yes— 
"The ten guinea prize"—Jack, you must be blind! This is 
a Mrs. West! Fancy making all that fuss over nothing. 
And, as for the poem, it must have been written by some 
budding Tennyson—limpid melody, and flowing rhythm, and 
that sort of thing. 

JACK: All right. Don't get excited.—Anyway it's your address. See— 
at the bottom—"Mrs. D. F. West of 18 Cliff Terrace." 

MRS. WEST (who has been listening as she cleared the table:) D. F. West, 
did you say? But that's— 

(They all turn slowly and look at Grandma who, after one flash of 
interest, has kept her eyes fixed on her knitting during the dis-
cussion) 

MRS. WEST: Mother, did you hear that? (No answer) MOTHER, what's 
this about a poem? 

GRANDMA (looking up innocently): Oh, I just wrote it to amuse myself one 
evening—I don't have much to do, and I thought— 

J A C K : But how on earth— 
GRANDMA: Oh, little Tommy, from next door, posted it for me. I didn't 

want to bother anyone. 
(An awkward silence) 

JACK: Oh well, congratulations. I never expected to have my grand-
mother burst into lyric raptures. 

MARY: Personally I must say I think it seems—well—not quite the thing. 
After all—I mean, at your age one doesn't suddenly start 
. . . err . . . 

GRANDMA: Self-expressing. 
MARY: Not in the papers, anyway. Of course I'm very glad to see you win 

the prize, and I'm sure you must have taken a lot of trouble 
to write such a long poem, but, apart from personal considera-
tions, I do think it would have been better for the committee 
to choose something a little more . . . well— 

MRS. WEST (reprovingly): Mary! 
MARY: It's all right mother. I'm not hurting Grandma's feelings. But 

she can see herself that her poem is not quite in keeping with 
the spirit of today. 

JACK: Well, the committee don't seem to have minded that. I expect they 
took fright and bolted when they saw your poem. It did 
have rather a startling look on paper, you know. Anyway, 
she gets the prize. 
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MARY: The committee! Not a member of it under forty! Just a lot of 
old fogies upholding outworn conventions. 

MRS. WEST {who has 'picked up the paper and been reading it): Mary, be 
quiet—Pm sure its an extremely pretty poem. 

MARY {groaning)'. Pretty! Mother, spare us that! 
MRS. WEST: I see it says that the prize will be presented to-night at the 

monthly meeting of the society. 
GRANDMA: A presentation. Oh, if I could have— 
MRS. WEST {quickly)-. What a pity we didn't know sooner; I could have 

taken you if I hadn't promised to go to Mabel's. 
MARY: Yes, if only it hadn't been to-night. But of course, as it is, I can 

hardly stand for the pain in my ankle. Pm just going to 
rub something into it now. {Takes a book down from the 
bookshelf and goes out limping, but pauses in the doorway 
long enough to hear the next speech or JO) 

JACK: I say, that's tough! After you've won the prize you might as well 
bask in the sunshine of public favour. 

MRS. WEST: Really, Jack, I don't see that it can be helped. No one's to 
blame for it. We weren't even told about the poem, let 
alone . . . 

GRANDMA: Pm sure Pm very sorry, but I didn't think anyone would be 
interested in it. 

MRS. WEST: Now, mother, any one would think we neglected you. 
JACK: Anyway, she shan't be neglected to-night—Pll take her myself, if 

no one else will 
MRS. WEST: D O you think it's wise. You know the nights are damp now. 
GRANDMA: I won't open my mouth in the night air; and I could have my 

old scarf to keep me warm. 
JACK: Of course! And Pll bundle you straight into a taxi without letting 

you speak a word. 
GRANDMA and MRS. WEST: A taxi! Jack! 
J A C K : Oh well, just for once. It isn't often I have the chance to take a 

distinguished poetess out, is it? 
GRANDMA: It's years since I was in a taxi, and goodness only knows how 

long it is since I got a prize—not since I was at school. I 
always used to win the English prizes—I remember once 
there was an essay competition for all the schools here— 
"Patriotism", it was we had to write about—and the judges 
gave me the first prize. I expect tonight will be something 
like that. I remember going up to get the prize, and the 
chairman made a speech—coming down I could see only faces 
and faces; everyone was clapping, and they all seemed so 
pleased. 

MRS. WEST {briskly): Well, anyway it won't be like that to-night. What 
they want a public presentation for I don't know, I'm sure. 
Jack—if you're going out, you'll simply have to polish your 
shoes, I noticed today they were very dusty—and tell Mary 
to put out Grandma's black silk and her best shawl—and the 
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long cloak hanging behind the ward-robe door. 
{He goes out) 

MRS. WEST (stands awkwardly irresolute, then goes over and straightens the 
perfectly tidy curtains, but at last sits down with cm air of 
determination on the sofa and looks at Grandma, who is knot-
ting quietly): Of course we're all very pleased for you to 
win the competition, and that ten guineas will come in useful 
this winter—but—there's something in what Mary says. You 
won't think of writing for the papers now, will you? You 
know how the neighbours do talk, and it might hurt George's 
business. I don't know what he'll say when I tell him, I'm 
sure. 

(iSilence) 
Of course its different for Mary to be writing poetry and that; 
lots of girls do, though I can't say I ever did. Mind you, I 
wouldn't say a word against reading poetry, I often read a 
piece or two myself when there's nothing else handy. But 
somehow it doesn't seem right for a woman of your age, a 
widow and all, with grandchildren, and George in business . . . 

GRANDMA (almost as if she were speaking to herself): You get old and you 
can't walk, so they tie you to a chair where you can smile, and 
doze, and be out of the way. They don't understand about 
the wings. You get old, but your wings aren't ever tired or 
old—they remember and keep beating—but you are tied. If 
your wings were broken you could be still, and. forget, and 
sleep. But they're never broken1—they keep beating and 
beating hopelessly. That's the tragedy of being old. 

MRS. WEST (who has been listening in blank amazement to this speech): 
Goodness mother, how you do talk! Tied to a chair, and 
flapping your wings! There's not a word of sense to it all. 
This poetry business—that's what it is. I'm sure I don't 
think you ought to go out tonight—so excited and queer 
you're behaving. 

GRANDMA {begging): Just tonight—it's only for once, and I'm sure it 
won't do me any harm. You know I'm never tired next day 
—though it's long enough since I went out in the evening. 

MRS. WEST: Oh well, I suppose it won't hurt you, though mind—you're to 
come home directly and not to ask Jack to let you stay till the 
end. {Looks at clock) Goodness, it's a quarter to seven 
now; you'd better come along and get dressed. 

GRANDMA: What a mercy it is I had that new lace collar put on my black 
silk—though little did I think I'd be wearing it for this. It's 
almost like dressing to act in a play, and as the heroine, too. 
Why, it'll be— 

JACK {hurrying in): I say, it's the twenty-sixth today, isn't it? I'd com-
pletely forgotten—dash it all! 

MRS WEST: Yes, it is the twenty-sixth, because yesterday was the twenty-
fifth I remember—but wha's the matter? 
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JACK: Oh, nothing really. But Pd promised to go to the dance tonight— 
Nancy's going, and it'll rather spoil her evening if Pm not 
there. 

GRANDMA: What nonsense, of course you'll go! Pm really rather tired 
tonight, and I don't suppose it would be very amusing after 
all. 

MRS. WEST: But mother, you know you— 
GRANDMA: That's all right—they'll send me the prize just the same, and 

anyway (with a twinkle in her eye) I should hate to spoil the 
poor girl's whole evening by taking Jack out. 

JACK: Oh, I say, that is decent of you! But are you sure you don't mind, 
because I hadn't really promised, only a fellow doesn't like to 
disappoint a girl. 

GRANDMA: John West, of course you'll go, and we'll hear no more talking. 
Hurry up—you haven't much time. 

(Mary comes in and stands listening) 
JACK (going slowly to door): Well, if you're sure you don't mind. I 

don't suppose it would be very interesting for you at the 
Society meeting—only a lot of old highbrows talking. (He 
has a bright thought) But Pll tell you what—we'll go to 
the pictures next Saturday afternoon, and you shall have a 
box of chocolates, and some flowers too. There! (Glances 
at the clock and hurries out) 

MRS. WEST: Pm sorry mother, but perhaps, as you say, it's all for the best. 
Goodness, Pd better be going too—I wouldn't like to put 
Mabel out by coming late, with the numbers wrong for 
bridge, and everything. If you're all right now I'll run 
along and dress (Goes out) 

MARY: Hm—Jack gone out by himself? 
GRANDMA (quickly)-. Yes, but it wasn't really his fault. He'd promised 

to take Nancy to a dance. 
MARY: Of course he would! (Her conscience must be pricking her) I 

really would have come with you myself, only my ankle is 
very stiff (looks down at it)—in fact I think it's swollen. I'm 
going to sit on the couch all evening with it up. But I tell 
you what I can do, I can read to you. 

GRANDMA: Thank you, but haven't you something else you'd rather do? 
MARY: N O , it's quite all right. Is there any book you'd specially like? 
GRANDMA: Oh—now what was the name of that book you brought home 

from the library?—"Good Fellows"—no, "Good—Good—" 
Oh, I can't remember what it was called. 

MARY: "The Good Companions", you mean. Oh, but I don't think you'd 
care for that\ 

GRANDMA: I happened to glance at it, and I rather liked the look of it. 
MARY: Well, I'm awfully sorry, but I took; it back this morning. I never 

dreamed you'd care to read it. (Going to bookcase) What 
was it mother was reading to you when your eyes were bad?— 
Oh yes, "The Vicar of Wakefield." Here it is, (takes book 
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and goes back to sofa) and here's her mark. I'll start at the 
top of the page—"It was about the beginning of autumn, on 
a holiday, for I kept such as intervals of relaxation from 
labour, that I had drawn out my family to our usual place of 
amusement, and our young musicians began their usual con-
cert." 

SLOW CURTAIN 
—P.G.L. 

The Ass and the Angel 
(With Balaam's stubborn ass and the Angel of the Lord as a background) 

Running to the gate, sweet maiden, 
Running to the gate, 

"Where is daddy> little laddie? 
Daddy9s very late!" 

Running to the gatey sweet maiden, 
Just to see me pass; 

Quickly turning, my face spurning, 
Says, "Oh} what an ass!" 

I may be an ass, sweet maiden; 
But an ass has eyes: 

When an ass shall see an Angel 
It ignores all cries. 

And an ass has seen an Angel 
Standing in its way. 

Flash your sword—your tongue—sweet maiden, 
To confirm my stay. 

—Manual Lima. 
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Puisque "Tout Passe 
Whither and whence? ., . I know not 

but that the leaf falls 
and a vacant moon 

stares in a pool. 
On. .0 whither .. 
nor rest nor cease 
nor laughter shall follow you 
nor pain nor kiss 
but at the last 
you shall find it 
sunlessj at the endy peace. 

- J . A . 

Song 
O lovely ladyy are your eyes 
Tender and beautiful and wise? 
Or are they cruel and unkindy 

O lovely ladyy can I find 
The answer in your laughing eyes? 
Or are they beautifully blind 
To all the love that in me lies? 
Oy lovely lady I surmise 
That none but God may read your mind'. 
O care not if a mortal triesy 

Who cannot but adore your eyes. 
—J.M. 
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J. I. Beckett B.A. J. C. Graham Dip.Journ. A. Meister B.A. P. C. I. Crookes B.Arch. J. Wright Dip.Journ. F. G. Reeves B.Com. 
THIRD ROW: M. P. Byrnes M.A. Miss R. E. Schmidt B.A. Miss M. Stone B.A. Miss M. Barr Brown M.A. Miss I. O. A. Park M.Sc. Miss V. 
C. Melville B.A. Mrs. C. Comber B.A. Miss E. A. Thompson B.A. Miss E. B. Ashcroft M.Sc. Miss M. C. Jellie B.A. Miss E. M. Johnston 
Dip. of Honours. H. Taylor B.Com. 
FOURTH ROW: J. M. Bertram B.A., Dip.Journ. M. G. Sullivan M.A. Miss L. Roberton M.A. Miss M. Dryden B.A. Miss M. Mawson B.A. Miss 
K. L. Wakelin B.Sc. Miss F. M. Fraser B.A. Miss M. V . Chilcott B.A. Miss M. K. Granville-Jones B.A. Miss E. J. Brownlie M.A. Miss D. F. 
D'Esterre M.A. Mt'ss P. N. Rew B.A. 
FRONT ROW: T. P. Vokes-Dudgeon B.A. J. A. W . Bennett B.A. G. C. Maclaurin M.A. C. S. Yockney M.A. J. T. Poole M.A. F. C. Jones 
B.A. I. G. O'Neill B.A. J. Jensen B-A. J. A. Worth B.A. 






