




A.U.C* Students 
As students of the Auckland University 
College you are privileged to achieve a 
certain distinction and prestige in your 
attire by the wearing of the 'Varsity 
tie and blazer, etc. These accessories 
are illustrated above, and your attention 
is drawn to the fact that George Court & 
Sons Ltd., of Karangahape Road, are 
the official suppliers of such regulation 
wear of your College. This well-known 
Auckland house has the reputation for 
giving the utmost in quality for the 
lowest price . . . . a reputation which 
prevails in every department and applies 
to every article supplied by this reliable 
firm. 

" For Quality Qoods at Lower 
Prices" 

GEORGE COURT 
and SONS LIMITED 

Karangahape Road 
A U C K L A N D 

Inspect these smart accessories you 
will find their prices very 
reasonable. 



The Ideal Bread P h o n e 4 0 - 9 8 4 

Should be 100% FOOD V A L U E 
100% PURE and 

RETAIN ITS FRESHNESS AND FLAVOUR 

"Butternut" Bread 
Answers these Requirements in the Fullest Degree 

Made by o n l y 

Walter Buchanan LtcL 
EDEN T E R R A C E 

Also pure WHOLEMEAL BREAD and MALT BREADS 

New Zealand Insurance 
Coy* Ltd. 

Fire Marine 
Motor Cars 

Workers' Compensation 

AUCKLAND BRANCH : QUEEN STREET 
T. C. BUDDLE, Manager 



Have You Investigated •.. 
Olsen & Greeks 
"New Departure" Tailoring Yet 1 
T h e r e is a m e a s u r e of s a t i s f ac t i on in buying- a good 
Sui t t h a t canno t be dupl ica ted in a n y o ther p u r c h a s e . 
You can ge t p l ea su re f r o m moto r ing , radio , c inemas , 
or dancing , food, hol idays , f u r n i t u r e — a l l g ive sa t i s -
fac t ion , bu t (and th is is the chief d i f fe rence! ) a good 
•Suit becomes p a r t of you—your cons t an t companion , 
p ro tec to r , and an express ion of your pe r sona l i t y . 
Don't wear a poor Suit, a shaibby Suit, or an uncared-
for Suit! Come and i n v e s t i g a t e Olsen & Greer ' s 
" N e w D e p a r t u r e " Ta i lo r ing . 

Olsen & Greer Ltd. 
Q: it! *, men's Tailors, Outfitters and 

Footwear Specialists 
1st FLOOR, DILWORTH BUILDINGS 

Corner Queen St. and Custom St. East 

AUCKLAND, C.l. 
" Where JiCen'i Wear Costs Less 'Chan Elsewhere " 

Olsen &. Greer supply a 
made-to-measure suit, 

well cut and finished 
from £ 4 / 1 9 / 6 

Warwick Smeeton 
LIMITED 

Desire to introduce to your notice their 

NEW SPORTS DEPOT 
When you are requiring— 

TENNIS RACQUETS 
Restringing, Balls and Sundries 

CRICKET BATS 
Repairs and General Gear 

GOLF CLUBS 
Bags, Balls,or Coaching (Professional R. J. Blake) 

An inspection of our New Season's Qoods will be 
well worth your while 

Conveniently Situated— 

PACIFIC BUILDINGS (Cor. Wellesley St. 
and Lome St.) 

WARWICK SMEETON LTD* 



A N D 

Something in Reserve 

Auckland Savings Bank 

What 
is Sight 
Worth ? 

r N every daily task, consider how 
priceless is good eyesight. We 

can tell you whether you need 
Glasses or not. If you do, we can 
fit you with Glasses to suit your 

-xr 0 vision, your personality, and your 
iO I OU idea of moderate prices. 

Balfour Irvine & Webster Ltd. 
Opticians 

14 KARANGAHAPE ROAD 
Phone 4 5 - 0 0 9 

Hamilton Branch : VICTORIA STREET 
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Milk and Cream 
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THE UNIVERSITY AND THE 
'ENGLISH' IDEAL 

THE 'English' ideal dies hard. This is natural, and even inevitable. 
In university education the temptation to follow closely the models 
before us is naturally great. The comparison of our short history 

with the centuries of culture which lie behind the great English universities 
is continually presented to us, until it has become painfully trite. But 
in this connection the value of the comparison is less than it appears at 
first sight to be. 

The chief gift' of these centuries to a university is a tradition of culture 
—a heritage of incalculable value, but one whose essential essence cannot 
be communicated or shared. The essentials and outward forms of such 
a tradition have originated in surroundings totally different from ours, 
and are many of them the result of conditions which do not exist in the 
world to-day, and never have existed in New Zealand, so the sharing of 
them would be of no great profit to a newer university. 

Our college has just completed its first fifty years. To place them— 
with a deprecatory gesture — beside the history of older colleges is 
useless. They have their value for us because they are our history. And 
what are they worth? Surely half a century of experience of university 
conditions in New Zealand—the wisdom of a lifetime—is of no small 
value. For fifty years the governors of the college have been gaining 
wisdom from their successes, and their failures; almost fifty 'generations' 
of students have passed through the college, bringing to its problems 
their own solutions. This is our history, our tradition, and our wisdom. 
To measure ourselves beside older universities would be ridiculous, but 
wherever we stand we may hold up our heads. 

Let us then be chary of accepting in that criticism every change or 
influence which has the hall-mark of English approval. The 'Oxford 
accent' which appears intermittently among us is merely the cult of a 
small clique, and is unlikely to gain any great following among students 
in general. But official manifestations of this same reverence are not 
to be so lightly dismissed. 

It is only natural that a staff composed chiefly of men who have 
spent their lives in English universities, or have received there the 
'finishing touches' to their education, should be inclined to pin their faith 
to English institutions and should be strengthened in this faith by the 
addition, from time to time, of new members whose first loyalties are as 
yet unaffected by experience of other conditions. 
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But our problems, here are so different from those which beset English 
universities (one supposes they must have some problems.) To ignore 
our lamentable understating, the 'night-school atmosphere/ or the Uni-
versity-of-New-Zealand system is not to remedy them, and any attempt 
to reckon without these bogies may do much harm, and is doomed to 
ultimate failure. 

We are forever being treated to dissertations on the regrettably small 
part played by the University in the life of the community. May this 
not be due in part to the feeling of the general public that our culture 
is an alien one in the midst of a population the greater part of which 
has, as a whole, largely discarded the English tradition? 

But this is certainly not intended to advocate an insular and 
self-sufficient intellectual isolation, or to raise the cry of 'It was good 
enough for our fathers!' The university education established here in 
the last century was naturally purely derivative and was much closer 
to the English standards of the time than is our education to-day. 
Moreover, any educational system, especially a university one, must 
constantly develop in order to keep pace with the changing world. Let 
us by all means borrow all the good we can. But let us look, not only to 
the English university system, which is not without its critics, but also 
to the colleges of Europe and the United States, taking to ourselves with 
open minds all that we find best, and above all adapting these borrowings 
to our own conditions and problems in an attempt to create a University 
which shall be truly national and play its part in a national community. 

DEPARTURE 

There is no wind tonight that the trees may sing to me, 
only the sea is speaking very low and seductively, 
so I know I shall follow its beguiling 
and see strange things. 
I really wish there were a wind in the treetops, 
that its freshness might hold my thoughts; 
that my thoughts might be of your clear eyes 
and your familiar hands 
and wind-blown face. 
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THIS FAILURE OF ROMANTICISM 

OF course romanticism is always failing. In fact, superficially 
romance might be defined, and in the dictionary comes very near 
to being defined, as that which fails. But in the widest view 

nothing fails and the conception of failure is impossible. Things only 
fail by contrast with what we expect of them; and if our expectations 
are not fulfilled it is clearly because we were not conversant with all the 
facts on which they should have been based. So we must frame at 
definition in more accommodating terms; and romance, in the derogatory 
sense implied in the title may be said to consist in holding and acting 
upon beliefs which have different results from those expected. Romance, 
in fact, is the belief that does not work. 

There is little need to search for romance of this kind, for inevitably 
we find it everywhere. The history of human achievement is the history 
of the rejection of romance. In all branches of human knowledge and 
endeavour, from physics to politics, futile ideal systems are being attacked 
and abandoned. But it is not romance in such specialised parts of human 
activity that I wish to discuss, but rather those romances whose wide-
spread failure in this century is liable directly to affect every man and 
has already affected many. I refer to the Romance of Money, the 
Romance of Love, and the Romance of God. 

The Romance of Money takes on two aspects. The first is the belief 
that the worth of a man's life both for himself and for others is 
measured by his money. Of course under the pressure from the other 
two romances there will be shocked denial of this theme. But for all 
that it is an idea that has dominated our whole life to such an extent 
that we feel, as if instinctively, that the phrase "successful man" must 
imply that the man in question has made money. 

As a spur to conduct this idea is losing ground, mainly owing to 
the widely advertised inability of wealthy people always to order their 
lives satisfactorily and the consequent realisation that happiness does 
not invariably follow wealth. There is a growing realisation that 
wealth is no more than a basis for living and that as a civilisation we are 
so concerned with foundations that we never build. 

But it is the second aspect of the Romance of Money which was of 
such vital importance. This was the belief, now almost shattered, that 
economic success depended on character; that a man's economic success 
was proportional to his strength, energy, thoroughness and enterprise. 
The legend was that the man, not the conditions, counted. 
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This, for the successful, was very useful. For on the one hand it 
justified their economic superiority, and on the other it denied the 
necessity for a change of conditions. Of course, this theory has always 
been recognised as false by some people—the important point is that it 
is being recognised as false by most people. It is losing its power as a 
romance; and when it loses its power as a romance it will lose its power 
as a conserving agency. The reorganisation that will follow the rejection 
of this belief will bring us face to face with the failure of that other aspect 
of the Romance of Money. The attainment of economic prosperity for 
all will hasten the realisation of its inadequacy. Then for the first time 
whole peoples, whole nations, society, will realise that the accumulation 
of wealth as a final end is unsatisfying. One of the dominating ideas in 
the conduct of men will be discredited. What will take its place? 

There is a school of thought which has already asked and answered 
this question. I think it is Havelock Ellis who somewhere remarks 
that the era of the merchant prince will give way to the era of the lover. 
They believe that the strength of human interest will turn from money 
to love. Perhaps it would be unfair to say that the members of this 
school look to the Romance of Love for help. For the most part they 
are too clear-sighted to be content with a romance. Yet nowhere is there 
a clear statement of the alternative. 

The Romance of Love, as one might expect, is the precise contrary 
in form of the Romance of Money. It consists in the belief that love is 
independent of character; that it is something that happens with neither 
rhyme nor reason; that the deciding factor in the love relationship, 
although it is no doubt to some extent modified by personality traits, 
descends like a bolt from the blue unconditioned and uncontrolled. In this 
respect all men are equal. In this none can control his fate. He who 
neglects such an opportunity is for ever lost; he who takes it is destined 
for eternal bliss. That is the legend. Of course many disbelieve it—at 
least they are not clear just what they think about it; but a lot of people, 
particularly young people, act on it—which is what it is for. 

The waning of the power of this romance has been brought about by 
several apparently different, yet ultimately related, causes. In the first 
place the greater freedom of women has led to many situations which 
could not be accounted for on the old theory. Then the rise of a new style 
of novel which announced the too frequent failure of marriage based on 
this romance, reinforced the effect of ordinary observation. Finally the 
investigations of Freud, and his theories, hinted at and sometimes stated 
the derivation of romantic ideas. This situation resulted in disillusionment, 
which is on the first two grounds justified, but on the last by no means so. 

There has followed from this disillusionment first a tendency to reduce 
sexual relationships to the most simple and obvious forms—a process 
noted with shocked concern by the older generation; second, a tendency 
to treat sexual matters as of little concern—a condition little realised and 
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less understood by that same generation. There is a distinct feeling 
among the more intelligent people of the younger generation that sexual 
matters are of very minor importance compared with investigations in 
economics, early English and the constitution of the atom. This is the 
outline of the failure of the Romance of Love. In spite of their emanci-
pation, however, many, particularly women, have troubled or even longing 
thoughts of the age of romance. They are wiser than they know. 

The Romance of God is in a slightly different position. The two 
romances that have been dealt with are both primarily important as 
stimuli to action. The Romance of God, to the shame of our religious 
teachers, has almost always been presented as a guide to action, not as 
a reason for action. 

It consists in the belief that there exists an omniscient and omnipotent 
being who approves and rewards certain types of conduct, and, more 
particularly, disapproves and punishes certain other types; and that his 
pleasure is made known by revelation. 

It is not to be wondered at that this crude and insulting belief has 
been modified in a variety of ways. But the modifications have been so 
extensive and diverse that discredit has been thrown on the whole 
religious idea. Not only that, but in defence of their position the guardians 
of religion arrogated to themselves authority on matters that scientific 
methods could elucidate; and the exposure of the superficiality of their 
ideas went still further to shake the belief of the people. The disintegra-
tion of belief seems to be reaching its climax. 

So this failure of romanticism is taking from the present generation 
two of their most clearly expressed reasons for action and their most 
coherent guide. It is not suggested that there are no motives left nor 
any guide. That would be ridiculous. But it does seem to be true that 
the aims and ideals of common life lack coherent expression and consistent 
organisation, and that as a result there is no felt unity of purpose. 

The solution of the difficulty will come, as always, from the conditions 
themselves. Already a deeper understanding of the nature of man and 
his possible responses to education is leading to a new conception of his 
position and his future. It is leading to a final overthrow of the doctrines 
of the inherent viciousness of man—as was implied by the Romance of 
God—and to an abandonment of the materialistic conception of the real, 
most clearly developed, if not initiated, by Newton. 

In the past man has been distinctively designated on the ground of his 
intelligence—homo sapiens. Gradually a realisation has come that intelli-
gence is too narrow a term; that it ignores a factor which is of outstanding 
importance in considering the deductions which can be made from a 
conception of his character. The dominating effect of the nature of his 
affective capacity has been overlooked. It is by his unmeasured capacity 
for appreciation that man is distinctively characterised—a capacity which 
involves intelligence but is more than it. Appreciation is akin to the 

7 



Greek idea of contemplation, except that the latter seems to imply a 
passive condition, whereas the former involves activity. In the idea of 
man as a being whose nature it is actively to extend the boundaries of his 
appreciation we have the idea of man as an artist. 

The artist is one who deliberately uses the means at his disposal to 
create something unique in its power to satisfy. He extends the 
boundaries of his appreciation. We are all artists—but not all realise it. 
It seems that it would be better if we did. For the attitude of the artist 
and the clear deliberation of his purpose provide on the one hand scope 
for his powers as a man, on the other unfailing guidance for his conduct. 
And this is an attitude which can become natural to all our activities. 

If this be true, a man does not become more of a man as he becomes 
more of a muscle; nor a woman more of a woman as she becomes more of 
a picture. But both rise to greater stature as they become more fully 
artists. For all men and under all circumstances the striving towards 
artistic creation cannot be denied and the satisfaction of new appreciative 
powers cannot satiate. 

Not only that, but also it is only insofar as we are artists in every 
aspect of our lives that we are being men in every aspect of our lives. 
One who paints satisfying pictures and lives a wretched marriage is less 
than half an artist and less than half a man. One who with care, discipline 
and self-control creates beauty with words, and yet complacently observes 
the demoralisation of his emotions is betraying the very thing that he 
pretends to respect. 

And it cannot be too strongly emphasised that to be an artist does 
involve the possession of a skill that only comes from severe discipline 
and self-control, and a thorough knowledge of one's materials. A fine 
and satisfying life can only be created insofar as one is an artist in living, 
just as a fine and satisfying chorale can only be created by one who is 
an artist in sound; and to be an artist in living one requires skill and 
judgment in all the main aspects of life. 

It is interesting to consider how this attitude can take the place of 
the old romances; and what modifications of feeling and action arise 
from it. 

In economic life the artistic attitude is already quite common. Many a 
man, although he may not realise it, gets far more satisfaction from 
the creation of a business than from the income it brings him. This is 
living, in economics, the life of a man; and as many would testify it is, 
as far as it goes, an entirely satisfying and absorbing occupation. But 
the artist in life will realise its limitations. To limit one's creative powers 
to one aspect of life is like writing a symphony for bassoons—no doubt 
excellent in its way, but much less so than a symphony for the full 
orchestra. Not only that, but for the vast majority there is little scope 
for creative work in economic life. In such a case it is only as we conceive 
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it as worked into the pattern of our lives that it can be satisfying. We 
can so conceive it. We can realise it as a necessary part of an artistic 
creation. We will not sit down and bewail the fact that it is such poor 
material any more than the painter bewails the fact that he has only one 
spectrum of colours. The artist's satisfaction lies in creating from what 
lies ready to his hands. 

This brings us to our earlier reference to a conception of economic 
activity as a basis for life—a matter essential but relatively unimportant 
—the brush with which we paint the picture. The painter will strive so 
to improve his brushes that their inadequacy no longer interferes with 
his larger purpose—but he will never degenerate into a mere brush-maker. 

It is in social and personal relationships, however, that we have by 
far the greatest opportunities and scope for an artistic attitude—and 
this for two reasons. On the one hand it is a part of living recognisedly 
marked by the utmost variety and complexity of experience; on the other 
relatively unexplored and unconsidered as material for an art. And of 
all social and personal relationships that which involves mating and the 
rearing of a family is most comprehensive. 

In discussing the Romance of Love I had occasion to refer to the 
effect which the psycho-analytic viewpoint had upon common estimation 
of the value of romantic love, and to hint that the disparagement of 
romantic love on these grounds is fallacious. It seems advisable to go 
more fully into this matter, because it is of the type of the most common 
criticism of artistic creation. 

It. is felt, if not stated, that insofar as romantic love is derived from 
the original sexual needs, it is therefore less "real," less important, and 
in the last analysis can be ignored altogether. This is an example of 
what Dewey calls the "dogma of the superior reality of causes" and is 
completely false. A person who thinks in this way is like one who says 
of the Winged Victory that it is only a piece of stone. By speaking thus 
one gets rid neither of the Winged Victory nor of romantic love. But 
the objection to this style of thought is even deeper. The efficacy of 
the analytic method as exemplified in the sciences has led us to a wholly 
false dependence on the things constructed by that method. We have 
come to regard only the results of an analysis as real whereas it should 
be clear that the act of analysis actually removes the real characteristics 
of things until in mathematics everything is divested of its differentiating 
properties. The main trend of modern philosophy seems to be toward 
a rejection of materialistic realism, and the substitution of what, for want 
of a better title, might be called experiential realism—the doctrine that 
only that which is experienced is real. It seems that the well-known 
difficulties of such a view can be overcome. On this view, to isolate from 
our love experiences something called sexual need, and to consider that 
isolated conception as the essence of the matter, is to take a very partial 
and narrow view. On the contrary, the more diversely and completely 
satisfying our experience is, the more real it is. 
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But it must be made clear that this is very far from a defence of 
romantic love as we know it. That was a result of the coalescence of 
Provencal romanticism, Pauline and Patristic theology and Platonism— 
surely one of the most extraordinary mixtures described in history. 
Through this coalescence was developed a Romance of Love so little 
connected with the actual possibilities of human experience in love that 
it has become hardly more than a literary tradition. Yet at the same 
time it has acted as an almost insuperable obstacle to a more satisfying 
development—the more so since it is through literature that our 
attitudes towards love are formed. Finally, the religious disapproval of 
the sexual element in the relation of man and woman removed at the 
start the foundation for any sound development of love. 

But the Romance of Love has shown outstandingly one thing. In 
spite of its false foundations and its essential instability, it has clearly 
demonstrated the possibilities in human nature for development towards 
ever deeper and keener appreciation. It is for this reason that the 
emancipated still think longingly of the Romance of Love. For although 
they clearly recognise its inadequacy, they obscurely feel its greatness. 
It does offer a distorted glimpse of enormous possibilities—we feel that 
something of that sort will fulfil our needs. 

Once more we are beginning to use the sure foundation for love. But 
the failure of the old Romanticism has evil consequences. It has 
discredited artistic creation in this sphere of life. Those who have freed 
themselves from the old romance are afraid, with that example before 
them, to build anew. The collapse brought about by faulty foundations, 
fallaciously discredits the whole art of construction. So they tend to 
remain, with some of their greatest possibilites undeveloped, hovering 
with an uncertainty exasperating to themselves and fatal to their ease 
of mind, between clear disillusionment and a soundly rooted hope. 

Already from many sources there comes the recognition of the fact 
that effort, skill, knowledge, courage and understanding are constantly 
required for the maintenance and development of a love relationship. 
They are the attributes of an artist. They can best be used from the 
point of view of an artist. It is the failure to realise this point of view 
which leads eventually to boredom—in marriage as in everything else. 
Upton Sinclair once said: "I could never remain interested in a woman 
who did not continue to grow." Growth in one's capacity for appreciative 
experience is growth as a human being, and nothing less will satisfy. 

So far we have discussed the artistic as the clearest form in which 
one can conceive the motivation of men. What of his guidance? At this 
point we enter on a discussion of the alternative to the Romance of God. 

Any system of morality must naturally take into account the nature 
of man. One of the most evil effects of the Romance of God and all 
ethical systems explicitly or implicitly based on it, is its power to make 
us assume without investigation that the nature of man is such as to 
need constant external pressure and dominance if his life is to be satis-
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factory. The doctrine of experiential realism must logically deny this, 
for it holds that there is nothing real external to experience. It must 
hold that the nature of man itself, and entirely, provides a guide to conduct. 

Now we clearly recognise that the artist has no need for externa] 
guidance. It is true that in any art the canons of that art must be 
obeyed. But where they are sound they have arisen as an expression of 
the nature of the subject matter and materials of the art, and the artist's 
attitude of appreciation. They are not imposed on it from without. The 
artist, in obeying them, does not feel that he is being restricted in his 
activity, but realises that they are of the utmost assistance to him in 
his work. Yet they are not immutable. The artist in living will also 
find it necessary to have canons in his art, and they too will appear to 
him as the guide to a more excellent creation. The accumulated 
experience of man has brought some of those canons to clear expression. 
Truth, goodness, beauty, love, express the discovery of certain lines 
on which any life to be most satisfying must be built. It is not that you 
cannot build a life on lies. You can—and insofar as you build it as an 
artist you will be satisfied with it. But it will never express your greatest 
possibilities as an artist. 

There is an analogy in the fine arts. The confusion of the artistic 
with the aesthetic has led to many strange assertions. A work of art 
may very well not be beautiful—some of the poems of A. P. Herbert, for 
instance. But simply because our attitude to beauty is one of the 
outstanding forms under which our appreciation can function, any artist 
who deliberately rejects beauty, to that extent limits his work. 

So it is with the art of living. Yet we may very well find that some 
of the items of current morality are far from being guides to a greater 
creation. The basis on which we must approve or reject these is however 
clear. We may make many mistakes. The thing we thought would 
satisfy may prove a delusive chaos. The guides we rejected may prove 
reliable. All this is no more than the artist's apprenticeship—tentative 
efforts in which he spoils canvases and wastes materials. But it can be 
the basis of a great creation. 

This then is the theme. The nature of man consists essentially in a 
capacity for unmeasured development of appreciative experience. The 
development of that capacity partakes of the nature of an art. The 
broad lines of morality are the tried yet modifiable present canons of 
that art. The distinctive and most appropriate attitude of any man to 
this situation is that of an artist. In this attitude he will achieve most 
by coming more fully to express his essential nature. From this attitude 
he derives the surest and clearest guide for his conduct. 

The Romance of Money, the Romance of Love, and the Romance of 
God, are but the tentative creations of inferior artists, uncertain in their 
methods, ignorant of their materials, pioneers in the art of living. But 
though we may think little of them, it is well to remember that they are 
the expression of a mighty force, the final force of the universe, and 
that their failure marks a new renaissance. 
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PAYMENT 

Fool I've been wax to fashion 
for hot winds to mould me, 
like a girl let passion 
subdue and hold me. 

Now doom in his just season 
seeks a bitter levy: 
with fruit of my unreason 
my womb is heavy. 

Now pangs of fruitless bearing 
all night long will rend me 
alone and no one sparing 
a hand to friend me. 

R. A. K. MASON 

FUGUE 

All the selves that have been slain 
here have drenched this place with pain: 
how can any soul endure 
where the whole ground is impure 
with its own dead? 

I'll escape 
from my charnel and I'll shape 
fresh selves under other skies: 
and when there new ghosts arise 
I shall rise and go once more 
from that dead-polluted shore. 

And so till the last mutation 
puts an end to all migration 
and I lie in that blank land 
where Time cannot stretch his hand 
and the future cannot daunt me 
and there is no past to haunt me. 

R. A. K. MASON 
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RETURNING AS A WHEEL RETURNS 

I WILL tell you," said my old Uncle Hilary; "I will tell you how the 
great revolution happened. You do not know, you young people, 
surrounded with brave things, with straight-backed, sun-tanned men 

and women, with zestful toil and rest you do not know what we 
went through for you." 

"High up above the office-levels, the last liquid gold of the setting 
sun poured in and damascened a patch of the study wall, glinting on my 
uncle's hairless head, and giving a strange luminescence, like that of sea 
in sunlight, to his blind, blue eyes. 

"Nearly thirty years ago, it started. I remember standing down there 
in the main entrance of this very building, printing the scene on my brain 
and thinking T shall never look at this again.' It was fifteen, and a June 
afternoon, but the lamps were lit down in the street there. If you looked 
up, there was the great golden glittering canopy of dust and smoke over 
the street: it shimmered with the shadows of passing aircraft; then, as 
you lowered your eyes a cascade of windows seemed to sweep up from 
the streets. And the streets—! In the middle the tramways, each rumbling 
tram pressed full of standing humanity—no seats, they were uneconomical. 

"The people were pressing by me, just out from their working shift. 
Their eyes were joyless, colourless and dull with the dullness of a rainy 
sky at evening, coming from hopeless labour and going to some equally 
hopeless recreation—drink, or dance halls, or hectic unintelligent picture 
shows. The Controllers simply could not allow them to think; as it was 
the number of thanatists—licensed suicides—was continually tending to 
excede statutory limits. . . . 

"I found Greer, Wilson and Bushell waiting for me here. I was the 
orator of the party, you know. Greer was a marvellous man at figures— 
dismissed from the statistical bureau to make room for a Controller's 
nephew, and came to us. Wilson, in spite of his name, was a German 
Jew; he ran the business side. Bushell—chemist, high explosives, and 
had arms smuggled in from the Northern Republics. 

"Every thread of the whole organisation led to this room. Little 
Wilson was superb. We had two floors of offices in this building, run as 
various small food corporations. But at that moment the clerks, adding 
machines, dictaphones, telephones, televisors, printing presses, code-
machines were all idle. There was nothing more to do. Our organisation 
was perfect, secret, and water-tight. We had nearly 60 rooms stacked 
from floor to ceiling with grenades, each the size of a duck's egg, each 
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capable of tearing open a street to the third level; another thirty rooms 
were filled with cases of gas pistols, and another fifty rooms contained 
cases of spare cylinders for them; a man could carry thirty cylinders in 
a belt, and each contained enough deadly gas to kill ten thousand people. 
One great room was warmer than the rest; in it, in endless racks, stood 
opalescent phials containing microbe cultures; every disease from smallpox 
to bubonic plague, and enough in each to ravage a city. In one room was 
a gigantic panel of electric controls which could instantly blow into the 
air every financier, soldier, sailor, policeman and millionaire in the country. 
In the top floor, beneath the roof, were 200 helicopters; all could be 
assembled and in the air in ten minutes. 

"So we met here and waited; for we were to strike at twenty-three. 
Greer and Bushell were inspecting the fifty-five rooms full of machine-
guns, and the millions of rounds of explosive ammunition they were to 
fire. Wilson was sitting at his desk going through endless files. I heard 
him chuckle as he went through the classified list of thirty-eight 
stratagems for keeping every financier, politician, and millionaire at home 
that night. . . . 

"As for me, I watched the street for hours: watching the grey, dusty 
river flowing through the grey ravine of tall buildings, till the night-lights 
were turned on and made my head ache, and I turned away to talk to 
Wilson. 

" 'All ready?' I asked. 
" 'Every last detail. It's perfect.' 
" You have done a great thing, Abe,' I said. 'You have lifted organisa-

tion into the realm of genius.' 
"He nodded. 'That is the only reason for doing it. It is my master-

piece.' 
" 'You don't believe, do you?' 
" 'No,' he replied. 'A Jew believes completely or not at all. I don't 

believe at all.' 
" 'Then why are you a revolutionary, Abe?' 
" 'Can you tell me, in a sentence, why you are ?' 
" 'Certainly,' I answered. 'I am a progressivist; I see the necessity 

to better the human race and to remove all obstacles in the way of that 
betterment. I want to see men giving more time to thought and less 
to labour, living less like galley-slaves and more like gods. The revolution 
which you and I have fashioned is simply a battering-ram in the hands of 
progress!' 

" 'Lucky man,' he murmured. 'You know, I don't see things that way. 
I see creed cancelling out creed, philosophy slaying philosophy. A faith 
is in its way a lovely thing, but all faiths, taken together, negate. That is 
why, if I am anything, I am an epicurean; I am sure only of myself: I 
want to develop that self. A revolution is to me a work of art; I am 
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interested only in the perfection of its completeness which I have 
developed. I might have painted frescoes, or composed symphonies, if 
my talent had lain that way. As it is I have made you a revolution, a 
masterpiece among revolutions. All I am really concerned with is to live 
and die an artist. 

" 'Qualis artifex pereo, in fact.' 
" 'Exactly, Hilary. I sometimes think that Nero is one of the few 

men who has realised that destruction can be an art. And what better 
could you say if the Controller's police were to lead you off to instant 
execution at this minute?' 

" ' I f I were feeling histrionic I should probably exclaim: "You kill 
me because I am an anachronism; in five hundred years' time the world 
will be ready for my ideas.'" More probably I should say nothing; but 
I should know that I had something to die for. You have nothing to die 
for, Abe, except for the sake of dying, as you say, like an artist.' 

"He shook his head slowly. 'Yet I should die for something; I should 
die for an artistic ideal, which is also a challenge to the stupidity of man. 
Wasn't it another of the Roman Emperors who wished that humanity 
had but one head, so that he could punch it?' 

"At five minutes before twenty-three, I was sitting in the great silent 
chamber where the switch-boards were. Bushell sat at a keyboard in 
front of me, and overhead many feet whispered, ghost-like, through the 
thick floor. 

"Twenty-three—and Bushell began slowly and methodically pushing 
buttons. First, a faint murmurous thud occurred, then a roar which 
seemed to stagger the building, then the mere ghost of a sound, quickly 
followed by another, closer. So it went on for ten minutes, and all the 
time aeroplanes swarmed away to the south. 

"I looked out of the window and watched, now far, now near, the shoots 
of flame and wreckage, and listened to the thunder of destruction. It 
seemed to intoxicate me, like great music, or a storm. 

"The streets were velvet black now, and filled with rustling shadows. 
When the explosions stopped we heard firing. It stopped in about a half 
an hour, and the city was very quiet. Then, just before dawn, the lamps 
went on again, and our ambulances and fire brigades went out." 

"We had every important street corner, all the food depots, landing-
fields, arsenals, garages, and wireless stations in the city; we held it and 
ruled it and there was no opposition. 

"All day our air fleets swarmed down against the league of southern 
cities, bombed the three chief ones out of existence, and forced the rest 
into the revolution. When they returned, our revolutionary armies had 
already established the new order here. Against the Western associa-
tion we used bombs, and swept them with incurable fevers from the 
desert to the sea. 
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"I saw just long enough to witness it. I had to go and speak for 
the People's Controllers. I remember standing there in the arc lamps, 
with the glory—glory—glory of it pounding through my veins, and 1 
spoke of the great days to come when men should labour to build heaven 
on earth for them and their children, and they should inhabit a fail 
city 

"The next day, as you know, a demented journalist threw a dynamite 
bomb at me, the detonator only exploded, but it destroyed my sight." 

I got out of the lift on the ground floor, and stood a moment at the 
main entrance. 

The people were pressing by me, just out from their working shift. 
Their eyes were joyless and colourless, and dull with the dullness of a 
rainy sky at evening M.K.J 

Rain and wind 
shear the poplar, 
there she stands 
with seven yellow leaves 
at her finger tips. 
Rain slivers silver 
on the telegraph wires, 
here's for your disenchantment, 
Sabrina fair, 
a puddle under the sky. 
Here is a rose, 
murmur, my love are you happy 
under the northern sky. 
He called you beautiful once 
and all the world is bitter as a tear. 
Rain is cold and drives its bayonets 
into the heart 
and wind is bitter. 
He turned his face away, away, 
over the glassy wave, 
none but the fair, 
none but the fair, 
none but the fair, 
deserve the brave. 
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HARLEQUINADE 

Cast: 
PIERRETTE 

PIERROT 

HARLEQUIN 

They a re in t r ad i t iona l dress . To indicate his p rofess ion , P i e r ro t 
may, a t the discret ion of the producer , wea r some so r t of ha t , and ce r t a in ly 
a wooden sword such as chi ldren p lay a t soldiers wi th . If t h e p roducer 
p r e f e r s to emphas ize the symbolic n a t u r e of the p lay they m a y w e a r 
dominoes 

Scene: A g lade in a fo r e s t . Some bushes make a sui table h id ing place 
fo r P i e r r e t t e . The t r u n k of a t r ee lies on the g round . Unl ike mos t s t a g e 
t r ee t r u n k s , it doesn ' t look s imply as if somebody had dropped i t t he re . 
The s t u m p f r o m which it was cut is also seen—cut ve ry low, so low, in 
f a c t t h a t anybody s i t t i ng on it will find the i r knees near ly up to the i r chin. 

The s t a g e is empty when the cu r t a in r ises, bu t P i e r r e t t e can be hea rd 
s ing ing somewhere . She 's been wa lk ing t h r o u g h the f o r e s t looking f o r 
b lackber r ies or someth ing , and has collected a f e w odds and ends of f e r n 
and flower. She is m a k i n g up the song as she goes—which is one of t h e 
r easons why i t ' s so bad. T h a t doesn ' t m a t t e r though , because nobody 
hea r s the words . When she sees P i e r r o t she drops he r bouque t and r u n s 
to welcome him. She 's a da in ty l i t t le th ing , fu l l of l ife and ye t no t a t all 
f r ivo lous . 

Song: Heigho, and the squirrel goes scampering, scampering, 
Hiding in the tip-top tree. 
Squirrel stay with me: 

For I have no friend and my love is far— 
My love is far— 
Little brown squirrel stay with me. 

Heigho, and the leaves come fluttering, fluttering, 
Falling from the tip-top tree, 
Falling gently. 

But I have no friend, and my love is far— 
My love is far— 
Leaves may fall and flutter for me. 

[Enter Pierrette and Pierrot on opposite sides at the same 
moment. ] 

P.: Pierrette! 
Pte: Pierrot! [They embrace.'] 
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Pte: How come you to be here? 
Why, what has happened? Is the battle lost? 
Are we the victors? Has the king his throne? 

P. {laughing): You smother me with questions! All is well. 
The plan is made, precautions are in hand 
For our attack. The King lies safely hid 
Not twenty miles away, with sixty men, 
Tried men, and loyal to His Majesty 
In every thought and wish. 

Pte: And you have come? 
P.: Direct from him to you. The morrow's morn 

We march. For I have been through all the land 
Searching the minds of men. And I have heard 
A whisper here, doubts spoken in my ear 
When I would listen. Y'es, and I have felt 
Th' uneasy stirring of a nation's wrath 
Under the weight of the usurper's hand. 

Pte: What chance is there that we shall win success? 
P.: The King has only to reveal himself 

And all the land will rise to his support. 
I have laid many plans—in ev'ry town 
In village, hamlet, cottage, hut, men wait 
But for the sign. To-morrow is the day! 

Pte.: Why have you left the King? Is your work done? 
P.: That it is not! I must at once return. 

What man, before a great adventuring, 
Rides not to ask words of encouragement 
From her he loves? 

Pte: So you have come to me— 
Are you not lucky to have found me here? 

P.: As I came through the woods I heard your song. 
Pte.: And was it not a pretty song ? 
P.: Why, yes, 

Now that I think of it! 
Pte.: What can I say ? 

Only God speed and may you soon return 
To me. 

P.: I will return. And when I do, 
Not as I go. When I made my account 
Before the King and gave him circumstance 
And disposition of his enterprise 
He listened with a mind intent. At last 
He rose, and there before them all spoke thus: 
"This man has laboured in our services 
With an unmeasured zeal. We are aware 
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How much our risky fortunes do depend 
Upon his skill. And of our majesty 
We know he merits a reward before 
All other men. We will remember it." 

Pte.: Why! You will be a noble of the realm! 
P.: You might have marked many an envious glance. 

If we should win the day there is a prize 
No king can give me. Would you deign to share 
A noble title, who possess all right 
And title to nobility yourself? 
This is my true desire. 

Pte.: I do not know. 
P.: Do you not love me? 
Pte: But how could I not! 

Yet do not ask me more. I cannot wish 
To lose so much that I may love for less. 

P.: Yet will I come again when all is done. 
Now I must go. No, do not follow me. 
It suits the manner of my memory 
To leave you here. 

Pte: God save and bring you back. 
(They embrace. Exit P.) 

Pte.: Unfathomable world, where grown men fight 
Like little boys. They struggle to receive 
The right of sitting there, of standing here, 
Of wearing this reward, of showing that. 
Why is it so? What merit do they hold 
Lies in such fancies? Can they confiscate 
A cloud? Is there a means to steal the moon? 
And if there were—why steal it? It is clear 
She hath no lovelier home than in the sky. 

[Harlequin is heard whistling the tune of Pierrette's original song. 
When he comes to the echo Pierrette sings it and hides behind bushes. 
The whole atmosphere of the incidents between Pierrette and Harlequin 

is one of playfulness and fun.] 

Pte. (singing) : Thy love is here. [She hides.] \_Enter Harlequin.] 
Hn.: I would have sworn an oath I heard her voice. 

The very trees and bushes strive to match 
The rustle of her skirts. The piping bird 
Forsakes his own true mating melody 
Palely to imitate her song. Even 
The elements themselves conspire to fool 
A poor bewitched buffoon, making the wind 
Her sigh, the rain her tears, the shadow's dance 
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Pte: 
Hn.: 

{Running and catching her in his arms as she tries to escape.] 
Would you deceive me, mock me, run from me, 
Set me to scurry through the woods to find 
An echo of a voice—a will-o'-wisp! 

Pte. (Leaning back as his arms hold her) : 
What pretty things you have to say of me 
When I'm not there to hearken. When I come 
You scold me, call me miss, belabour me 
With words! are you surprised that I should wish 
Rather to overhear songs to my praise 
Than suffer chidings for my wicked ways? 

Hn. (kissing her before he speaks) : 
My dear, I swear you shall have songs to praise 
Your slightest gesture and your fleetest thought— 
But not when you are near. The memory 
Of beauty stirs the poet's mind to words, 
Not beauty's self. In the first ecstacy 
Of his perception, all his faculties 
Fail in their proper parts. His soul takes up 
Their strength into a single ravishment 
So consummate he for a moment lives 
Benumbed, blind, deaf and inarticulate. 

Pte. (drily): It's very clear there is no beauty here! 
1 never heard more fluent words. 

Hn.: Beside 
The songs that I shall sing when you are gone 
They are the babble of a child. 

Pte.: A child 
That has a very pretty turn of speech 
So young. Come, let us be more sensible. 

Hn.: I think that I am very sensible! 
Pte: Behave! (releases herself and sits on the tree stump) : 

As you came through the wood. Was it three crows 
Or a pied pigeon flying to the west. 
[Harlequin seats himself in any convenient attitude at her feet.] 

Hn.: Do you wish omens for my death ! 
Pte. (shaking her head with a smile for him but with her thoughts 

[.Attempting to free herself.] 

Tell me the sights that you remarked 

for a moment elsewhere) : I have 
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A friend endangered—and I am afraid. 
Hn.: Cannot I help her? I'm no fighting man 

And yet I know forgotten forest ways 
To many a hidden lair. She can lie close 
In caves, or live an oread in her groves 
With saplings for her warriors arfld doves 
For watchmen. 

Pte.: No, this friend is guarded well. 
A brave and loyal man stands to defend, 
Ay, and attack if there is need of it. 
Let us forget—we can do nothing there. 
I near forgot what I had brought for you. 

[Takes feather from his cap.] 
As I came by the brook I saw it fall, 
Twist, hover in the air, swoop like a hawk, 
And flutter like a wagtail round my head. 

[Gives it to her.] 
Hn. (entering into this occupation) : 
Pte.: Oh, it is exquisite! What bird is this 

That steals the glory of the setting sun 
To lure his mate? Look how the colours change 
From bronze to crimson, amethyst to gold. 
Oh. what a lucky lover to be decked 
In such array! 

Hn. (pointedly) : I wore it in my cap. 
Pte.: Despoil'd your graces for a gift to me. 
Hn. (He has been watching her enthusiasm, not the feather. He 

moves nearer and puts his arm about her, looking up 
at her) : 

Pierrette, wrhen you reveal to me the kind 
And nature of your spirit, when I see 
Your eyes wide with their own untroubled joy, 
Your cheek flushed with delight, and hear your voice 
Tremble in ecstacy—there are no words. 

[In the silence she stoops and kisses him lightly and in appreciation. 
Enter Pierrot. The other two get to their feet—not hurriedly. The 
three stand a moment. Harlequin with a frown at being interrupted. 
Pierrot recovering himself. Pierrette cool and composed.] 
Pte.: You have returned ? 
Pt.: And not too soon. No doubt 

You thought me far away. Will you explain, 
If such a thing is possible, this sight! 

Pte.: What is there to explain? My friend and I, 
Rest in this quiet forest and enjoy 
Our conversation and our company. 
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Hn.: And by what right, sir, do you question us? 
P.: Peace, fool, or it will be worse for you. 
Pte.: By what right do you speak thus to my friend ? 
P.: By what right do I find you in the arms 

Of this, his lips on yours 
Hn.: What ails the man? 
P.: When not an hour ago you swore your love 

For me? 
Hn.: What, is this true? 
Pte.: This is that friend 

I told you of. 
Hn.: And do you love him? 
Pte.: Why, 

Of course; did I not say he was my friend? 
(to P.) If I kiss you, 'tis that it pleases me. 

May not my pleasure be my right again? 
Hn.: What kind of love is this that leaves the one 

And turns to t'other in an hour? 
Pte.: Take care! 

You speak of things you cannot understand. 
Hn.: Have you not said you loved me? 
Pte.: That is true. 
P.: Have you not said you loved me ? 
Pte.: It is so. 
Hn.: Well, then! 

[There is a pause.] 
Pte.: Is a poor woman's heart of such a sort 

Only to hold the image of one man? 
These men! What mighty beings they must be? 
How they must occupy the firmament 
And leave no littlest corner for the sun! 
For are they not each of a magnitude 
And a diversity quite to contain 
The needs and chances of a human soul? 
Or is a woman less than human? Does 
Her life move to some more restricted goal? 

P.: Do you pretend to love the two of us? 
Pte.: Pretend ? Two? Two score and two hundred see re 

If it should please me. 
Hn.: What a wanton maid! 
Pte.: If wantonness it be to love the world, 

Let me be wanton. If I should love you 
May I not also love the stars? If you, 
May I not also love the brave display 
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Of banners, or the pomp of royalty? 
May I not also love the ruffled throat 
Of some grey gull braced to the gusty gale 
Upon a wind-swept shore? And yet the gleam 
Of silver salmon leaping in the light 
For the far pool? Are these denied my love? 

P.: A maid loves these not as she loves a man. 
Pte.: May she not love a man as she loves these ? 
Hn.: Why, maybe so, and yet that love is more. 
Pte.: And if her love for you is passionate 

Because you are a man, may it not be 
For some such reason at another time? 

P.: There is no argument and there can be 
No answer to such nonsense. Will you say 
Which of us two you truly love, and so 
Bind you to him, and for your life foreswear 
The hot embraces of the other? Choose! 

Pte. (to Harlequin) : And what say you? Am I harshly to curb 
The wandering of my fancy? Must the lark 
Soar in a cage? The frisky squirrel roam 
The byways of a prison cell? The deer 
Adventure in a farmer's cattle stall? 

Hn.: I understand. Yet it is truly said 
A woman wins all freedom in her love 
When it is centred and unwavering 
Upon the one. The highest excellence, 
The furthest goal for man or woman, still 
Is shaped in love—incarnate in a mate. 
In one not many will you better find 
The world of your desire—and therefore, choose. 

[There is another pause.] 
Pte. (slowly, thoughtfully, and then passionately): 

Thus should I strive to find the world in one. 
It is a dream of perfect holiness. 
Oh, he shall surely be the world to me 
If he be all the world. My love must be 
The king who rules—and yet the peasant lad 
Who mutely toils. Him will I love alone 
If he will be the mighty mountain crags 
Bathed in the mists of morning; if he be 
Three stealthy fishes in a limpid pool. 
Is he the darting dragonfly that skims 
The silent reaches of the lazy stream?" 
Is he the sober merchant, at his books 
To calculate and cast the day's accounts 
And mark the profit? Or the village lad, 
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Courting the present mistress of his heart 
In summer scented lanes? Is he a knight 
In armour, flashing in the noon-day sun 
As he rides by, or sleeping by the glow 
Of fires a-flicker in the dusky night? 
Is he the cloistered monk with pious eyes 
Who meditates the mysteries of God 
And with his learned books elucidates 
The secrets of the earth ? Then this is he. 
Him shall I love alone if he shall make 
My world his world, and this world he himself. 

P.: How can a man be king and peasant too? 
And as for fishes in the river! Bah! 
The thing's a woman's whimsy—will you choose? 

Pte.: Do you not understand ? 
P.: Most surely not! 
Pte.: Nor you ? 

Hn.: It is a woman's part to choose. 
Pte.: Oh God, that god which is the god of love, 

Make them to see! Blind with desire they grasp 
Unknowingly and shatter all the love 
Their little souls can know. Is there no hope 
For such as they? Teach them, that they may love, 
How to possess the world and leave it free. 
And make them know that love takes not its cause 
And prisons it to gloat on it alone. 
Nay, show them that there is no love save this: 
To gather up the world unto thyself 
Until it is thyself. Two standing thus 
Create a true epitome of God— 
The knower known—the lover well beloved. 

[She looks at Pierrot.] 
P.: Choose! 

[She looks at Harlequin.] 
Hn.: Choose! 
Pte.: Leave me! Till you have loving eyes to see 

You may not look upon my face again. 
[She turns her back on them.] 

J.D. 

Curtain. 
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BEAUTY IN POETRY 

NOTES FROM A LECTURE 

WHEN we survey the studied and deliberate use of language, we 
are at once struck by the fact that sometimes we can approve 
of the language for the way it conveys something the worth of 

which can be judged quite apart from the language; and sometimes our 
approval of the thing conveyed cannot be distinguished from our approval 
of the language conveying it." (Abercrombie: "Literary Criticism" in 
"An Outline of Modern Knowledge.") 

Typical instances of the distinction can be found in the contrast 
between the proof of any mathematical proposition and any lyric—the 
proposition, for example, that the three angles of a triangle are together 
equal to two right angles, and the' lyric "Full fathom five thy father lies." 
And a rough criterion is provided by the possibility of adequate trans-
lation : in the first case the thing can be translated, in the second it cannot. 

Now, people are in the habit of using the term "beautiful" in both 
cases. They speak of a "beautiful proof" just as they speak of a 
"beautiful poem". But it will be admitted without much argument, I 
hope, that the term is misused when it is applied to1 a mathematical proof. 
It means, there, that the proof does really prove the proposition and that 
it proves it in the most economical way possible. The beautiful proof is 
simply the most efficient proof. 

And this, one might say, is only one instance of the professional misuse 
of the term beautiful. Other instances are a "beautiful case of smallpox" 
(medical), a "beautiful operation" (surgical), a "beautiful case" (legal), 
a "beautiful experiment" (scientific). In all these instances that is 
wrongly called beautiful which enables us to acquire exact knowledge in 
a sphere in which we are particularly interested. In all of them "beautiful" 
is used as if it meant simply instructive. And we should all say, I 
suppose, that "beautiful" does not simply mean instructive. 

The term "beautiful," then, can only properly be applied to literature 
where "our approval of the thing conveyed cannot be distinguished from 
our approval of the language conveying it." And that seems to mean 
that in the aesthetic appreciation of literature it is the sound of the 
words that is of primary importance, and not their meaning. But 
commonly, of course, we expect some meaning too, i.e., the clear statement 
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of some propositions which we regard as both important and true. People 
object, for instance, to contemporary poetry because it is obscure. They 
can't understand what it says. And they strongly suspect that it may not 
say anything. Their attitude is like that of a character in one of O. 
Henry's stories who was listening, I think, to a reading of Hooker's 
"Ecclesiastical Polity": "That sounds fine. But what a pity someone 
didn't set it to words!" 

Let us try to consider, then, how far that demand is justified. And I 
want in the first place to point out that we can appreciate poetry—we can 
know that it is great poetry—before we have any but the haziest idea of 
its meaning. This, for example, is what T. S. Eliot says of his reading 
of Dante: "What is surprising about the poetry of Dante is that it is, 
in one sense, extremely easy to read. It is a test (a positive test, I do 
not assert that it is always valid negatively), that genuine poetry can 
communicate before it is understood. The impression can be verified on 
fuller knowledge; I have found with Dante and with several other poets 
in languages in which I was unskilled, that about such impressions there 
was nothing fanciful. They were not due, that is, to misunderstanding 
the passage, or to reading into it something not there, or to accidental 
sentimental evocations out of my own past. The impression was new, 
and of, I believe, the objective 'poetic emotion.' " And my experience 
of T. S. Eliot himself is similar. There is still a lot of what he says that 
I don't understand. And there is a lot more of which I heartily disapprove. 
But I am nevertheless quite convinced that there is nobody else writing 
in English who is nearly as much of a poet. 

And I should like to point out that this appreciation without under-
standing is no idle, highbrow affectation. It occurs also in the case of 
every unsophisticated child. We have a very fair idea of what children 
like in the way of poetry from the nursery rhymes that have been 
standardised for a good many generations now. And these nursery 
rhymes, it is generally agreed, are first rate poetry. (See Robert Graves, 
for instance, in his Introduction to the Nursery Rhymes in the Augustan 
Series of Poems.) But what do they mean? I have never yet discovered 
what is the meaning of "Mary, Mary, quite contrary, how does your 
garden grow?" And even if there is a meaning which I haven't grasped, 
my lack of understanding has certainly not precluded a very lively 
appreciation. 

In the second place, I want to refer to the way that poems like those 
T am talking about are written—short lyrics, which seem to me to 
contain the essence of poetry. Here is an example from Blake: 

THE LILLY. 
The modest Rose puts forth a thorn 
The humble Sheep a threat'ning horn; 
While the Lilly white shall in Love delight, 
Nor a thorn, nor a threat stain her beauty bright. 
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Manuscript: 

The rose puts envious 
lustful rose puts forth a thorn 

modest 
The coward sheep a threatening horn 

humble 
While the lilly white shall in love delight 
And the lion increase freedom avid peace 
The priest loves war and the soldier peace 
Nor a thorn nor a threat stain her beauty bright. 

(Quoted by Carritt: "What is Beauty?") 
The core of this quatrain is the third line, which remains constant 

throughout: 
"While the Lilly white shall in Love delight" 

This, one may suppose, was a sudden happy invention of Blake's. 
And until one has spent a considerable time on it, it is difficult to realise 
exactly how happy it is. There is the most stringent one-one relation 
between the syllables and stresses of the two parts of the line, concluding 
with the double rhyme, "y white"—"delight". And then on top of this 
there is the happiest echoing of sounds within the lines and between the 
lines. The corresponding stressed words in the two parts of the line 
repeat the T sound: "while" — "shall", "lilly" — "love". The first and 
last words of the first part are connected by the repetition of the 'wh' 
sound—"while" — "white". And the whole thing is rounded off by a 
final repetition of the T in the last word, "delight". 

As regards its sound, then, this simple line of ten syllables is a very 
complex and delicate pattern. What about its meaning? If we try to 
take it seriously as a proposition, and disregard the initial conjunction, 
it is pure nonsense: "The lily delights in love." And if we lower our 
demands and attend not simply to what the words directly connote but 
to their associations, some of us, I suppose, may still get a thrill from 
"Lilly white" (particularly in Blake's quaint spelling), and "Love" (the 
stock emotive word, of course, here accentuated by a capital). But a 
great many more, I imagine, would be repelled by their banality, if 
they were not carried along by something else. 

I suggest, then, that when Blake is building his quatrain on this 
line, he is primarily concerned with the completion of a sound pattern. 
He has to provide a fourth line which will rhyme with "delight"— 
although he seems to have taken some time to recognise this. And— 
much more important—he has to provide in his other lines a contrast to 
the limpidity of his basic line. If the poem were completed as an exercise 
in labials and short vowels, it would be too sweet and cloying. And so, 
in contrast to the predominantly short vowels o f : 

"While the Lilly white shall in Love delight" 
we get the long vowels o f : 

"Nor a thorn nor a threat stain her beauty bright". 
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And again contrast ing with the Ts of the third line, we get the sharp 
'th's. 't's, 's's and 'n's of the first two lines: 

"The modest rose puts forth a thorn, 
The humble sheep a threat'ning horn;" 

culminating in the alliteration of 'th' and 'b' and 'n' in the last line, 
along with the overlapping alliteration between 'threat' and 'bright'. 

But nevertheless, although a regard for the sound of the words is 
pretty plainly, I think, the principal thing determining the improvement 
in the various versions of the quatrain, we certainly do have to take 
some account of their meaning too—if not of their connotations, at least 
of their associations. Having spoken of "Lilly white" and "Love", Blake 
could not, even if he were a contemporary of ours, have gone on to speak 
of Rugby football or the Five Year Plan—even if he could have thought 
of words with the appropriate sounds. He had to use words whose 
associations fitted in with the associations of the words he had already 
used—words like 'lavender' and 'sundial' with the same faded old-world 
flavour about them. And "rose" and "thorn", "sheep" and "horn" fill 
the bill admirably. And then again his adjectives have to fit into this 
rural-genteel atmosphere. "Hurtful" and "coward" are too strong—too 
violent. And so they are replaced by "modest" and "humble". (But it 
may be noticed that the choice of humble is also felicitous in regard to 
sound, since it anticipates in the second line the Ts and 'h's of the third 
line.) 

But is that all? Is this lyric merely a pleasing pattern of sounds in 
the same sort of way that a Persian rug is a pleasing pattern of lines 
and colours? And have we to take account of 'meaning' merely as a 
limiting condition whose sole function is to ensure the selection of the 
words of a poem from the same "universe of discourse" ? A lot of people 
will object to this very strenuously. Even if they do not hold that the 
poet has a prophetic message to give us (and many will certainly hold 
this about Blake), they will at least insist that he is expressing some 
feeling or emotion. And it is this feeling or the sincerity with which it 
is felt, they will say, which is the principal thing to make out in our 
criticism of the poem. 

There is only one way to answer these people—to ask them in each 
particular case, first what is the message or the feeling, and secondly 
whether it could not have been more accurately expressed in another 
way which would have destroyed the beauty of the poem. In the case 
before us, Blake certainly does start to be prophetically paradoxical in 
the concluding line of his preliminary versions. And if either of them 
had been left, there would still, I suppose, be conjectures as to the esoteric 
significance of : 

"And the lion increase freedom and peace" 
or "The priest loves war and the soldier peace". 

But it should be obvious to us, when we see the whole development, that 
Blake, struggling with the last line, was merely trying to complete his 
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sound pattern consistently with his vocabulary. He makes no bones 
about dropping the apocalyptic vision in the last version: 

"Nor a thorn nor a threat stain her beauty bright". 
And finally, so far as I can see, the only message that can be found in 
the poem is an exhortation to consider the lilies of the field and become 
a pacifist: Even the rose and the sheep are armed. But the lily is com-
pletely defenceless. She believes only in love. And that is much better. 

R. P. Anschutz 

IMPRESSION OF COLOUR 

Blue, 
Nothing but blue, 
Silken or velvet—you know— 
But blue. 
You, 
Nothing but you, 
Dressed as I love you to be, 
In blue. 
Gold, 
Twinkle of gold, 
Shimmers and warms all our blue 
From cold. 
Cold, 
Blue would be cold, 
But for the gleam in your hair 
Of gold. 
Blue shadows, 
Wandering and wandering, 
Blue shadows, 
Haunting me everywhere. 
Always 
Blue shadows, 
Rustling silk or velvet smooth— 
You know— 
Blue shadows, 
And shimmer of golden hair. J.W.B.O. 
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PRAM-WITH-A-RED-HOOD 

" A / ORNING, Poppy!" said the baker-boy with a grin. 
I \ / I "Name not Poppy," rebuked the child, half delighted with the 

subtle flattery. "I are Wee Tommy." 
"Well, Wee Tommy, and what's Santa Claus going to bring you?" 
"Pram." 
"Oh, a doll's pram." 
"No, Pram-with-a-red-hood," she crooned, savouring the words, while 

the baker-boy carried his creaking basket off round the corner of the 
house. 

She wrapped Georgina in a dingy shawl and pressed a fragment of 
scone against the wax face. She touched Georgina's lips with a teaspoon, 
then held her over one shoulder and gently patted the hard little back. 
Cheek to cheek Georgina and Wee Tommy took the morning air—once 
round the lawsoniana, once to the cabbage-tree in the corner of the lawn, 
and twice to the dark sage-bush with the little purple flowers, because 
Georgina loved the smell of it. 

* * * * * * 

Auntie and Wee Tommy had tea off the little table in the kitchen. 
The cloth had a red border. Sometimes it was a cloth with a red border, 
sometimes a blue. Some disappointing times it was only a white one; 
but all the cloths had little fringes stuck in places with the starch. 
Wee Tommy never could decide whether she wranted the red one, or the 
blue. She loved having tea off the little table, because that meant 
going to the pictures or meeting a train, or something exciting in the 
evening. Besides, she could look at the great glass-doored cupboards 
with their rows and rows of bottled pears and peaches, and the funny 
little bottled cherries, and the specially wonderful pickled onions. There 
was a big swinging-clock, too, and a vacantly-smiling Dutch girl with 
long plaits and an apron for holding matches. Wee Tommy hadn't any 
plaits, although Sister sometimes had them — tied with red ribbons too. 
Wee Tommy's hair hung, white as floss-silk, about her ears, and her eyes 
didn't know yet whether they had to be grey or green. Wee Tommy 
had freckles. Sometimes Auntie put scenty powder over them; but if 
Uncle came in, he made her wash it off. 

Wee Tommy ate her potatoes and gravy slowly. She was worried 
inside. Santy was going to bring her a pram-with-a-red-hood down the 
chimbley, only they were going into town with Uncle Sooey to buy it,— 
and if it was to be two prams, that upset everything, because she only 
wanted one, and she had promised Georgina a pram-with-a-red-hood, 
only Daphne was to ride in it sometimes. 
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"Come along, Marjorie," cried her aunt. "Let me take off your pinny 
and put on your dress." 

Then they were walking down the long hill together—Wee Tommy 
dragging half her weight on Uncle Sooey's hand, while she adored her 
shiny black patent leather shoes with the wide laces, and the cream socks 
—one and then the other — one and then the other — and the lace-tips 
clicking. Then she must loose hold to run up the short cut over the clay 
bank. A short cut was important, even if one's shoes got a little red 
dust off the parched grass. There were wild white roses in the grass. 
She picked one to carry in hot, moist fingers. 

Now they reached the town with its one wide street, where traps and 
horses were tied to posts. It began with the painted church, and ended 
at the livery stables, with the fascinating smell of horses, and hay and 
damp leather. To-night all the shops were noisy and well-lighted. The 
verandah posts were trussed with ferns and paper ribbons. Tin whistles 
were blown incessantly, and the youths and girls laughed shrilly. Worried 
mothers urged their little ones along: but Wee Tommy could not stop 
to smile at the children to-night. It was the new pram that she thought 
of, and a red hood. 

Doggedly she stood in the fine toyshop and refused the splendidly 
upholstered prams. 

"Wouldn't you like this one, Marjorie? It's such a nice pram. I think 
you'd better have it, don't you?" 

"Want a red hood," she said, and looked at the shop girl. 
"I'm sorry, Madam; we haven't a red one," said the girl, and then 

turned to an impatient farmer. 
"A pram with a red hood," said the girl in the next shop; "I don't 

know—Wait a moment, please. I'll ask Mr. Smithers.—The little girl 
wants a pram with a red hood, Mr. Smithers." 

"Certainly, certainly. So Dolly's to have a new pram? My word, 
that'll be fine. Look at this, now. Here's a lovely one—rubber tyres 
and good strong cane. A nice job, Sir. See for yourself"—and Mr. 
Smithers touched the handle, unfolded the hood, snapped it up again, 
wheeled the pram up and down with one hand, then paused as he caught 
sight of the uncompromising small face. 

"No, not one—several in pink. You don't think pink would do? Sorry. 
You wouldn't like to see any dolls? Good-evening. Thank you, the same 
to you. Good-evening." 

W7ee Tommy's faith was only tenacity now. Somewhere, somewhere 
there must be a pram with a red hood. She wanted to take a pink one. 
The inside was lovely. It had deep pits with little buttons in them, and 
tassels round the hood. She couldn't have told why she had to have the 
red hood. She couldn't explain it to a now thoroughly impatient aunt. 
She could only go on, though her small legs ached, and her head was tired 
with the noise . 
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It was in a queer, old-fashioned shop that they found it, at last. It 
was not fine like the pink and blue-lined ones. It was much cheaper, and 
not particularly strong-looking. 

"Tell them to send it, Hugh," said Marjorie's aunt, and then laughed 
because Wee Tommy had taken possession of her pram, and was walking 
out of the shop, sublimely confident in her world. She wheeled the thing 
down the main road, empty—so. She stopped to open the little red 
curtains that fell from the hood. She stopped to draw them shut again 
—so. No need to hold Uncle Sooey's big freckled hand! No need to cuddle 
the tail of Auntie's fox fur. Tommy and the pram marched, tired, but 
victorious, wilting a little as the main street arched itself to a hill. 
Georgina would love the red pram. She had so wanted a red hood. 

Swift and startling was the tragedy. A creak! a scratching of 
metal, and the rear wheel disengaged itself, and ran uncertainly to the 
gutter, poised itself for a moment, and lurched on over the edge. The 
pram stopped, Wee Tommy stopped. She stood a while, frozen, and gazed 
with wide hurt eyes at the red pram drunkenly swaying on three wheels. 

A small, abashed person sat plump down in the dust, and lifting her 
face to the cool night sky, roared her misery to her God. 

RONA MUNRO 

A SONG 

I have made you a song 
Of the uncertain glory of Spring; 

I have made you a song 
Of the wandering creepers that cling 

To the garden wall; 
And the red leaves' fall; 

But you will not sing. 

I have made you a song 
Of the blue, open spaces of sky; 

I have made you a song 
Of the leaves when the wind is high 

In the trees, and grass 
Where the shadows pass; 

But you will not sing. 

For the strain of the words is so true 
That their sweetness is troubling you. E.D. 
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IF I REALLY THOUGHT WHAT I SAID 

The clouds are stretched in webs across the stars, 
Frail webs that scarce protect a jaded eye 
From the fierce, cold-bright piercing of the stars, 
Stabbing in swift derision at our heads. 

I should revolt the tug your sweet breast holds: 
Desire as embers glowing should be quelled, 
My temples cease to beat—I'll not remove 
Despite such stars and opal stretching clouds. 

I'll stay the sullen stillness on this hill, 
My wrist against your wrist, long grasses chill 
Upon my face as slow winds jerk their heads, 
Let stabbing scorn of stars jeer at me ever. 

M. 

FAREWELL 

The fat, round-bellied mandarins 
Whose robes of silk and ancient skins 
Have brushed the dust of Chinese years 
So long, and seen the yellow men 
Gape at them, bow, and stare again; 
Their world has vanished like dry tears, 
And all the ancient, courtly days, 
With strange, long drawn-out, mumbled praise, 
Vases of jade, blue baggy clothes, 
Slow peacocks richly clad, bamboo, 
Have vanished like the rice-field's dew, 
When from the guns the first dull thunder goes. 

E.D.M. 
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GOLDEN APPLES ON THE BOUGH 

Golden apples on the bough, 
Summer's passing—you and I 
Know it is our autumn now— 
Golden apples on the bough. 

Golden apples on the bough, 
Night winds stirring—hear them sigh 
As the summer passes by— 
All the earth is changing now. 

Must you weep? Ah, tell me, how 
Can we part ourselves to die? 
Spring and summer ended, now— 
Golden apples on the bough. I.W.L. 

BLACK MICHAEL 
Scene iri a Melbourne Garden 

Below the shadow of this almond tree 
a black cat waits. 
The branches of the almond tree are bare, 
stark lines against the sky. 
Parrots are flying over on some common business. 
The parrots will perch on the trees to eat last year's nuts, 
and the black cat will attempt to catch one. 
He did once. 
It was too tough to eat, 
but he likes the colours of parrots. 
He must be aesthetic. 

M. 
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Thank God, that's done! 
—Brooke 

GRADUATES OF THE YEAR 

MASTER OF ARTS. 

"Aren't they wonderful?" 
said the Gods in Olympus to 
each other. 

—Milne 

Mind dazed with knowing, 
Knowing with dazed mind. 

—Hope 

Olive Mary Allen 
Black snails cross your path. 

—Folk Lore 

Thomas Taylor Allen 
A captive fettered to the oar 

of gain. 
—Falconer 

A g n e s Gray Anderson 
That great dust-heap called 

History. 
—Bin-ell. 

Kathleen MacGowan Bates 
How very small the very 

great are! 
—Thackeray 

Harold Ernest Carter 
And yet he is so wondrous fair, 
So peerless in his beauty. 

—Gilbert 

Among the gods there is 
none like unto thee. 

—Psa Ims 

Varner .J. Cooke 

Go practise if you please 
With man and woman, leave a 

child alone. 
—Browning 

Nora Mary Dickie 
Now that I am small enough 

to get i?ito it, I'm too small to 
get up to it. 

—Carroll 

Maxwel l Oakley Wil l iams Gray 
Rather a morose fellow— 

the only time he grins is when 
he cleans his teeth. 

John Charles Hall 
Education has for its object 

the formation of character. 
—Sjjenser 

Viti Constance Herts le t 
Up! Up, my friend, and 

quit your books! 
—Wordsivnrth 

Irene Rose Clifife 
They called him Peter, 

people said, because it was his 
name. 

—Gilbert 

Henry Owen Ingram 
If they keep not my com-

mandments . . . . I will visit 
their offences with the rod. 

—Psalms 
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Quiet and neat the hair and 
hat, and the coat quiet and 
neat, 

A trouser worn upon either 
leg, while boots adorn the 
feet. —Chesterton 

Margaret Campbell Jel l ie 
With what a charming air 

she contradicts everything I 
say. —Sheridan 

Gwendolyn Brenda Macey 
Shewing the coats and gar-

ments which Dorcas made. 
—New Testament 

Ruth Mary Maeky 
Petticoat government. 

—Irving 
The stars that have most 

glory have no rest. 
—Daniel 

Maude Fi tzgerald Morris 
Ask my pen—it governs me, 

I govern not it. 
—Sterne 

Elsie Helen Moyle 
For mirth prolongeth life, 

and causeth health. 
—Udall 

Mervyn Aust in N ixon 
You're too clever for one 

man; you ought to be incor-
porate. 

—Wodehouse 

Phoebe Churchill Norris 
Mary had a little lamb, 

Its fleece was white as snow; 
And everywhere that Mary 

went, 
The lamb was sure to go. 

—Nursery Rhyme 

Ivor George O'Neill 
A schoolmaster's life is one 
long pose. —Hay 

Enid Bertha Penman 
If there were many more 

like her, the stock of halos 
would give out. 

—Pinero 

Florence Mary Press ley 
What with adding and divid-

ing, and the lunacies of Y, 
I'm afraid she'll die of Al-

gebra, and what a way to 
die! 

—Herbert 

Edgar George Preston 
I hear him complain, 
"I simply have got to develop 

my brain." 
—Hope 

Frank Charles Rauch 
Upon my word it seems to me 
Unpardonable vanity, 

And worse than that, 
To call your fat, 

An "adipose deposit." 
—Gilbert 

Ruth Els ie Schmidt 
Oh, do not read history, for 

that I know must be false. 
•—Walpole 

Lindesay Rose Shearman 
Speak in French when you 

can't think of the English for 
a thing. 

—Carroll 

Kathleen Onyx S tewart 
It's waste of time to argue 

with a woman. 
—Gilbert 

Kathleen Charlotte Teape 
I ain't the flighty sort, I 

ain't. 
-—Seymour 

Ethel Wilson Wilson 
Her mind had conquered 

many things. 
—Masefield 

Isabel Coates 
Silence is a fine jewel for a 

woman, but it's little worn. 
—Proverb 
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MASTER OF SCIENCE. 
Those hateful persons called 

Original Researchers. 
—Barrie 

John Douglas Collister 
Excuse me, I'm a virtuous 

person now. 
—Gilbert 

The quickness of the hand 
deceives the eye, and some-
times blackens it. 

—Coppard 

He'd make a lovely corpse. 
—Dickens 

William Charles Kings ton Hender 
I have often thought that if 

I was to turn swindler, I would 
try to swindle in the character 
of a dignified ecclesiastic. 

—Paley 

Douglas Archibald Peak 
One man's meat is another 

man's poison. 
—Proverb 

Ernes t Johnstone Searle 
Great geniuses are generally 

melancholy. 
—Aristotle 

Francis Harding S ims 
I can't be more respectable, 

however hard I try. 
-—Gilbert 

Donald Arthur Sinclair 
A misanthrope I can under-

stand—a womanthrope never. 
—Wilde 

Murray David Nairn 
"How much do you know?" 

asked Alice. 
"Practically everything," he 

replied. 
—Hope 

MASTER OF COMMERCE. 
Everyone lives by selling 

something. 
—Stevenson 

Commerce! Beneath whose 
poison-breathing shade, 

No solitary virtue dares to 
spring. 

-—Shelley 

John McAnnal ly 
He touched the dead corpse 

of public credit, and it sprung 
upon its feet. 

James A lan Oliver 
A toiling man, intent on 

worldly gains. 
—Southey 

MASTER OF LAW. 
If the laws could speak for 

themselves, they would com-
plain of the lawyers in the 
first place. 

—Lord Halifax 

Never say nothin' without 
you're compelled to, 

And then don't say nothin' 
that you can be held to. 

—Lowell 
B. H. S. E. Fraser 

All the legal furies seize you. 

Wallace Bevan Sutherland 
We know that complicated 

laws, 
Such as a legal draftsman 

draws, 
Cannot be briefly stated. 

—Gilbert 
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Alan Duke Yonge 
I've thought of lots of other 

laws. 
—Hope 

BACHELOR OF ARTS. 
What shelter to grow ripe is 

ours? 
What leisure to grow wise ? 

—Arnold 
Jack Ernest Allen 

She gave me a good character, 
But said I could not swim. 

—Carroll 

Robert Allan A r m i t a g e 
His football shorts had many 

a speck 
And splashes of mud from 

many a fall, 
Got as he picked the slippery 

ball. 
—Masefield 

Maurice E. Bardsley 
He keeps on talking—why! 

damn it all, 
You might even call him a 

Radical. 
—Wolfe 

Ivan Lof tus Boagey 
Let be my name until I 

make my name. 
—Tennyson 

Nelson Bowman Body 
When everyone is somebodee, 
Then no one's any-body. 

—Gilbert 
Harold Kingsford Brainsby 

Jump for joy. 
—Gilbert 

He that runs may read. 
—Cowper 

Clara Lyndall Burley 
That put the harm into har-

mony. 
—Carnival Programmef 193U 

David Breck Burt 
My morals have been de-

clared particularly correct. 
—Gilbert 

Kings ley Gough Chappie 
His cogitative faculties im-

mersed 
In cogibundities of cogitation. 

—Carey 

Mary Irene Christoffel 
So sturdy, arch, and gay. 

—Moore 

Lesl ie J a m e s Frankl in Colgan 
Wait, thou child of hope, for 

time shall teach thee all things. 
—Tupper 

Mildred Dale 
We are cheerily chattering, 
Prettily pattering, 
Everyday young girls. 

—Gilbert 

Murray Arist ide Fas t i er 
'Tis a naughty night to swim 

in. 
—Shakespeare 

Some to church repair, 
Not for the doctrine, but the 

music there. 
—Pope 

Richard Dillicar Ferguson 
Any information which'ld 
Put us on the track of 

Richard. 
—Jubilade 

Gwendolyn Gibson Gardner 
Battledore and shuttlecock's 

a wery good game. 
—Dickens 

Eric Henry Hals tead 
He drank a pot of beer a day, 
And sometimes he exceeded it. 

—Gilbert 
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Howard Edwin Harkness 
Well, my wisdom has earned 

its reward, I suppose. 
—C it m m ins 

Aldo Harold Worringham Harte 
What will ye give to the lad 

that sings? 
—Newbolt 

As pants the hart. 
—Hymns A. & M. 

Eric Percival Has lam 
I am their mouthpiece. 

—Gilbert 

A man who would woo a fair 
maid 

Should prentice himself to the 
trade, 

And study all day 
In methodical way 

How to flatter, cajole, and per-
suade. 

—Gilbert 

Moulton Hewitson 
A young man that blushes 

is better than one who turns 
pale. 

—Cato 

Paul Edmund Holmes 
And the time that at present 

I'm spending 
On you should be spent upon 

Greek. 
-—Praed 

He argued high, he argued low, 
He also argued round about 

him. 
—Gilbert 

Thomas Lionel Greet Johnson 
And, Thomas, here's my 

best respects to you. 
—Kipling 

Kathleen Naomi Johnston 
Of saintly paleness. 

—Southey 

Who sits 
With tarnished silver eyes and 

knits. 
—Seymour 

Michael Kennedy Joseph 
The knowledge of ancient 

classics is mainly a luxury. 
-—Bright 

Jean Fraser Kay 
Now, what could artless 

Jeanie do ? —Bums 

Gerald Peter Kelly 
Has anybody here seen Kelly? 

—Song 

Dorothy Lovelace Leary (Mi lne) 
But—Oh! Ye Lords of ladies 

intellectual, 
Inform us truly, have they not 

hen-pecked you all? 
—Byron 

Molly El l iot t Leatham (Archibald) 
Where is Archibald ? 

—Gilbert 

Patricia Gwendolen Lusher 
I heard that the Muses were 

shamefully neglected, so I 
came along to see if I couldn't 
do something about it. 

—Hope 

Ruth Mason 
We rise with a shout and we 

tramp 
With the sun or the moon for 

a lamp. —Flecker 
Mary Lavinia Milsom 

A certain superciliousness 
of look, coolness of manner, 
and nonchalance of tone. 

—Bronte 

I have my name in the social 
columns of the Observer. 

—Dudless Debit 

Law Moir 
Words are like leaves, and 

where they most abound, 
Much fruit of sense beneath 

is rarely found. 
—Pope 

A n g u s McBean 
No man but a blockhead ever 

wrote except for money. 
—Johnson 
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John Roberts McClure 
It's clever, but is it Art? 

-—Kipling 

James Douglas Neil McDonald 
But he had heard of Vice, 

and longed for only once to 
strike. —Gilbert 

Robert Francis MacFarland 
His tackling was the crowd's 

de l ight . —Mase field 

Elsie McLaren 
O. Henry. 

Vera Jessie McMillan 
She is a lady fair and wise, 
Her heart her counsel keeps. 

—Neivbolt 

Ernest Joseph O'Donohue 
Why, it's old Fessiwig! 

—Dickens 

John Denys Pargeter 
As I ride, as I ride. 

—Browning 

Catherine Barbara Porter 
Deeper, deeper, let us toil 
In the mines of knowledge. 

—M ontgomery 

Nelson Pountney 
What the devil I can say 

about you, sir, I don't know. 
—Anon 

John Walter Barnard Price 
Thou sayest an undisputed 

thing in such a solemn way. 
—Holmes 

Vivienne Raff 
Faithful found 
Among the faithless, faithful 

only she. 
—Milton (adapted) 

Harry Archibald Reeves 
A joke's a very serious thing. 

—Churchill 

Elva May Reynolds 
I would not willingly acquire 
A name for ill-digested 

thought. 
-—Housman 

Jack Vincent Richards 
I don't look like a Lieutenant-

Colonel, do I? —Gilbert 

Frederick Herbert Robertson 
Anybody can be good in the 

country. —Wilde 
I'll grunt a real Gospel-

groan. —Burns 

Beatrice Sarah Ryan 
Where have you been hiding? 

—Browning 

Christopher Malcolm Sealy 
It's dogged as does it. It 

ain't thinking about it. 
—Trollope 

Thomas William Sisterton 
I am not a politician, and 

my other habits are good. 
—W ard 

Gordon Armstrong Skipper 
Every man has a sane spot 

somewhere. —Stevenson 

Patrick Smyth 
Fate tried to conceal him by 

naming him Smith. 
—Holmes 

Thomas George Melville Spooner 
In the late night he was out of 

place, 
And infinitely irrelevant at 

dawn. r> , 
—Brooke 

John Charles Davis Sutherland 
A tongue not understanded 

Of t h e peop le . —Prayer Book 

Hubert Edwin Taylor 
Barring that natural expres-

sion of villainy which we all 
have, the man looked honest 
enough. —Twain 

Thomas Kelsall Taylor 
Do not swear at all. 

—Shakespeare 

At logic few with him could 
vie- —Gilbert 
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Jean Annesley Thomson 
Good dancers have mostly 

better heels than heads. 
—Proverb 

Vincent Ennis James Wells 
Golf may be played on Sun-

day, being a form of moral 
effort. —Leacoek 

Robert Willmott 
Did he who made the lamb 

make thee? 
—Blake 

John Lascelles Jenner Wilson 

A little society is needful to 
show a man his failings. 

—Stevenson 
Thomas Harold Whitwell 

I asked him where he lived— 
a stare 

Was all I got in answer. 
—Calverley 

Marie Wood 
If you would grow great and 

stately 
You must learn to walk 

sedately. 
—Stevenson 

BACHELOR OF SCIENCE. 
Holds the eel of Science by 

the tail. 
—Pope 

Science is nothing but per-
ception. 

Joyce Harbutt Winstone 
A sweet attractive kind of 

grace. 
—Roydon 

Arthur Francis Bell 
A man's nature runs either 

to herbs or weeds. 
—Bacon 

Vernon George Coleman 
When I survey. 

—Hymns A. & M. 

John Colin Dear 
I'm a poor thing of skin and 

bones. —Gilbert 

Stephen Robert Ellis 
Hard it is to say what can win 

A woman's love. —Milton 

Joseph Finklestein 
I always enjoy myself most 

when I am at work. 
—Haydn 

Alan George Frieberg 
Put a knife to thy throat if 

thou be a man given to appe-
tite. —Proverbs 

By gum! 

—Plato 

Mervyn William Arthur Gatman 
I don't see no p'ints about 

that frog that's any better'n 
any other frog. 

—Twain 

Reginald Munro Innes 
Science is madness. 

—Proverb 

Gordon Bamberton Jones 
I must analyse myself. 

—Leacock 

Edome Dora King-Mason 
It's a credit to any good girl 

to be neat. 
—Taylor 

Norman Heyworth Law 
A boy's best friend is his 

mother. 
—Song 

Thomas Palmer Lidgard 
And he played his ukelele as 

the ship went down. 
—Traditional 
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Cecil John Mathieson 
Some of his words were not 

Sunday-school words. 
—Twain 

Gilbert Murray 
He has gone to the demni-

tion bow-wows. —Dickens 

Jula Davida Rennie 
Fine woman—sound in wind 

and limb. —Gilbert 

Maurice Justin O'Sullivan 
Patriotism is the last refuge 

of a scoundrel. 
—Johnson 

James Ricketts 
What do the inner brother-

hood usually recommend for 
cramp? -Gilbert 

Barbara Annie Robertson 
She of beauty was the model 
When a tiny tiddle-toddle; 
And at twenty-one she's ex-

celled by none. 
—Gilbert 

Eldred Hutchinson Sealy 
For God's sake, give me the 

young man who has brains 
enough to make a fool of him-
self. 

—Stevenson 

Evelyn Constance Margaret Segar 
The poor little Lizard. 

—Car-roll 

John Straker Webster 
I don't suppose there was 

ever a chap quite like me be-
fore. 

—Wells 

Frank England Whimp 
Though I'm anything but 

clever 
I could talk like that for ever. 

—Gilbert 

John Lawrence Dawson Woolloxall 
He knew no guile, this worthy 

man, 
No worldly wile, or plot, or 

plan. 
—Gilbert 

BACHELOR OF COMMERCE. 
I'd rather have a guinea 

than a one-pound note. 
—Popular Song 

Ut ludas creditores, mille 
sunt artes. 

—Erasmus 

He had an almost invincible 
repugnance to paying anybody 
and could only be brought by 
force to discharge his debts. 

—Thackeray 

Ralph Ferrers Armstrong 
Think you the gold they fight 

for all day long 
Is worth the frugal peace 

their clamours wrong ? 
—Newbolt 

Phyllis Adeline Bent 
She speaks like a telephone; 

pulls her dial round to stop and 
lets it go. 

—Dudless Debit 

Lloyd Woods Fenton 
Be wise worldly, but not 

worldly wise. 
—Quarles 

John Dee Foote 
Get money, still get money, 

boy, no matter by what means; 
money will do. 

—Jons on 

Percy Lyndsay Gould 
He stood there tongue-tied. 

—Milne 

Alan Ingham 
Lady in loveliness arrayed, 
I'd love to dance with you. 

—Song 
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Mollie Johnson 
The average woman is, even 

for business, too crooked. 
—Leacock 

John Francis Johnston 
I've a beautiful swing that I 

learnt from Vardon 
(I practice it sometimes clown 

the garden). —Milne 

Hugh Stewart Orr 
Ain't I the cheese, oh! ain't 

I the cheese? 
—London Song 

William Christopher John Perry 

A large nose is worth a king-
dom. 

—Proverbial Saying 

John Bernard Prendergast 

Prov'dunce p'inted how to 
j ump. 

—Lowell 

Edward Geoffrey Wallace 

Ambition is in a private man 
a vice. 

—Massinger 

BACHELOR OF LAWS. 
A volume of Smith shall give 

you the pith 
Of leading decision that shows 

a division. 
—Pollock 

You cannot imagine the 
beauty of an intricate mazy 
law process, embodying the 
doubts and subtleties of gene-
rations of men. I say, looked 
at in that way, there is some-
thing picturesque in an Act of 
Parliament. 

—Helps 

Gordon Huntly Benton 
Keep thyself out of the 

magistrate's claws. 
—Tusser 

Finlay Robert Foote 
Truthfulness might prove 

policy as good as guile. 
—Browning 

Jack Swinton Longland 

The charge is prepaid, the 
lawyers are met, 

The judges all rang'd; terrible 
show! 

—Gay 

William McLean MacCormick 
There's little Bill as is young 

and tender. —Thackeray 

Gordon Enoch Rowe 
Quiesco. 

—Hall 

Norman Murray Whyte 
No laws can make the 

drunken sober. 
—Smiles 

Kenneth Pasco Wilson 
He was egged on by his 

friends, but egged off by the 
audience. Anon 
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BACHELOR OF ARCHITECTURE. 

Architecture is frozen music. 
—-Schelling 

Albert John Sedcole 
I'm afraid that I see nobody 

else hereabouts. 
—Anon 

DIPLOMA OF EDUCATION. 
By education most have 

been misled. 
—Dryden 

Soap and education are not 
as sudden as a massacre, but 
they are more deadly in the 
long run. 

—Twain 

Cecil Thomas Harris Thomas Harold Whitwell 
My foolish parents taught Grammar dominates even 

me to read and write. Kings. v v 
—Martial —Motiere 

Herbert William Salmon 
Crooked by nature is never Robert Willmott 

made straight by education. A heretic in grammar. 
—Proverb —Erasmus 

DIPLOMA OF HOME SCIENCE 

"They give you weak tea and 
thin bread and butter, 
whereas—" 

"You would rather have a 
brandy and soda and some 
devilled kidneys." 

—Hume 

Cynthia Wadmore 
Home-made dishes that drive 

one from home. 
—Hood 

DIPLOMA OF BANKING. 
Smooth Jacob still robs 

homely Esau. 
—Browning 

Arthur Elphistone Bell 
I can raise money by vile Wallace James Colquhoun Smeaton 

means. —Shakespeare (adapted) Moralise capital? You 
might as well try to moralise 

William John Collins a boa-constrictor. 
Sweet is the smell of gain. —Review of Reviews 

—Juvenal 
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DIPLOMA OF SOCIAL 
SCIENCE. 

"What does Social Science 
do?" inquired Sir Anthony, 
solemnly. 

"It maintains recreation 
centres, where children are 
taught to amuse themselves 
scientifically and rationally." 

"I suppose it keeps them 
from worse things?" 

"Who, the children?" 
"No, the Social Scientists." 

•—Hay 

I am sorry I have got no 
pills for curing the maladies 
of society. —Carlyle 

Wilfred Henry Fortune 
The worse the man, the bet-

ter the soldier. —Napoleon 

Fortune never smiles on the 
man whose courage fails. 

—Sophocles 

John Charles Hall 
I have my own ideas about 

the running of this country. 
—Dudless Debit 

Eileen Margaret Johnston 
Wearing all that weight of 

learning. 
—Tennyson 

"Begin at the beginning and 
go right on to the end and then 
stop." 

"But where is the end?" 
said Alice. 

—Can-oil 

Charles Leslie Shepherd 
With dreams of doing good 

to good-for-nothing people. 
-—Browning 

DIPLOMA OF JOURNALISM. 
Scribbling furiously with 

their enormous pencils. 
-—Hope 

A master-passion is the love 
of news. 

—Crabbe 

John Frederick Watson Hardingham 
Pens are most dangerous 

tools. 
—Taylor 

Cecil Thomas Harris 
Summing up (at 1.30 a.m.) 

certain questions of the hour. 
—Seaman 

Feverishly he seized pen and 
paper and began to wonder 
what to write. 

—Milne 
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DIPLOMA OF PUBLIC ADMINISTRATION. 
The rest of the evening 

was devoted to voting away 
the nation's money. 

—Standard 

Cyril Wilfred Firth 
This is not a time for 

twiddling our thumbs over 
the banalities of worn-out 
factions. 

—Review of Reviews 

Norman Leslie Norman 

Thou little thinkest what a 
little governs the whole world. 

—Proverbial Saying 

Douglas Lister Robinson 
Universal suffrage is the 

government of the house by 
its nursery. —Bismarck 

DIPLOMA OF ARCHITECTURE. 
Be near us when we fail, and, 

helpless, gaze on 
The towers and tall cathedrals 

that we planned. 
—Wolfe 

Leonard David Morrison Clifford Muir 
A year ago, come the middle o' They therefore added up a 

March, maze of brick 
We was building flats by the By some unspeakable arith-

Marble Arch. metic. 
—Kipling —Wolfe 

Ralph Arnold Pickmere 
In less than a month if you do 

as I bid 
I'll learn you to build me a 

pyramid. 
—Kipling 

DIPLOMA IN ENGINEERING. 
(Associateship of the Auckland 

School of Engineering.) 
For 'tis sport to have the 

engineer 
Hoist with his own petard. 

—Shakespeare 

Wants to see wheels go round. 
—Helen's Babies 

Norman Angus McCulloch 
My head will sing to the 

engine's clack. 
—Browning 
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SCHOLARSHIPS. 

Post-Graduate Scholarship in Arts : 
L. W. A. Crawley 

Travelling is a fool's para-
dise. 

—Emerson 
Juggins took the money and 

we haven't seen him since. 
—Anon 

Senior Scholarship in Architecture : 
N. G. St. G. Everard 

Perfect I call thy plan. 
—Browning 

Senior Scholarship in French and Economics 

E. 1'. Haslam 
Double, double, toil and 

trouble. 
—Shakespeare 

Senior Scholarship in Greek : 
M. K. Joseph 

The first Greek scholar liv-
ing is Porson; the third is Dr. 
Burney—I leave you to guess 
who the second is. 

—Parr 

Senior Scholarship in Botany : 
T. P. Lidgard 

The musty reek that lingers 
About dead leaves and last 

year's ferns. 
—Brooke 

Senior Scholarship in English : 
P. G. Lusher 

Lord! They'd have taught 
me Latin in pure waste. 

-—Browning 

Senior Scholarship in Pure Mathematics 
E. H. Sealy 

For he by geometric scale 
Could take the size of pots of 

ale. 
—Butler 
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THE HISTORY OF EMILE CARATON 

I MET Mr. Arnold in the ordinary course of business. He was covering 
Australia and New Zealand as the representative of one of the larger 
subsidiaries of Imperial Chemical Industries—for the moment I 

forget which, but I remember they handled mainly fine chemicals. I saw 
him the day he landed in Auckland, and having met him a few years ago 
in Sydney, it was natural that in a strange city he looked upon me almost 
as an old friend, and invited me to dinner at his hotel the following 
evening. 

He was not a bad fellow. Intelligent and self-assured, I should imagine 
he was very ambitious, and not unnaturally he was rather inclined to view 
everything from the point of view of business. But he had travelled a 
great deal—recently in Europe—and the information he could give about 
general conditions overseas was of considerable value to a New Zealander, 
cut off, as he is, from any close association with other countries. 

When we were taking coffee in the lounge the talk turned to the 
general political and economic situation. He seemed to think that English 
hopes lay in a few really great industrial men, who were aware of the 
impossibility of extensive productive increase without a corresponding 
rise in the standard of living of great masses of people. I discounted to 
a certain extent his eulogies of the Monds and Sir Henry Brotherton, 
but at the same time I got the impression that men of that type would 
be glad of an opportunity to break the power of the older financial 
aristocracy and substitute instead the power of industrial organisers, who 
would have the production of wealth as their aim rather than its owner-
ship. It all reminded me very much of Mr. William Clissold. 

I suggested that possibly a change of that sort was already taking 
place in Germany. He seemed doubtful of this, and then the conversation 
changed to the French riots. 

"I was actually in Paris at the time," he told me, "visiting my brother. 
As a matter of fact," he added, "my brother is married to the sister of 
Emile Caraton." 

He looked at me to see the effect he had produced, and he spoke as if 
I should immediately recognise the significance of the remark he had 
made. But the name stirred no memory. 

"Perhaps it wasn't reported here," he suggested. "But Emile Caraton 
was court-martialled and cashiered for giving the famous order to fire 
on the evening of February the third." 

Then I remembered the affair. 
"The inside story of that business," he went on, "was very, very strange 

—and tragic. Even now I'm not sure—not quite sure—of just what 
happened. But I can tell you this—If I don't know the truth, nobody does. 
And if the truth is as I think it is—as it must be " 
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He broke off, and after a thoughtful pause turned to his coffee; and 
from his expression I judged that here was a man who for a moment was 
face to face with an inexplicable element of his world. He considered 
deeply; and as if himself to go over the problem once more, rather than 
with the idea of telling me of those events, he began to speak. 

"Emile Caraton when I first met him held the rank of lieutenant in 
the French Army. I met him, I might say, at the house of my brother— 
as I said he married Mademoiselle Caraton during the war. My brother 
had been in the R.F.C., and it was one of the more successful war 
marriages. They come of a pretty good family, I believe—and the son 
went into the army. He was a good chap, keen and honest, and with 
brains—the best type of army man—but he was a bit of an idealist, I'm 
afraid. He got interested in the Socialist writers fairly early, and he 
apparently began to study social questions—pretty thoroughly, I gathered. 

"When things got bad in 1929-1930 and thereabouts my brother was 
one of the first to go under. He'd stayed in France—by that time he was 
almost a Frenchman—and he had some job as agent for an English firm. 
They had a pretty thin time for a while, and the position of his sister 
may have brought home to Emile the reality of what had been theories 
for him up to that time. Anyhow, whatever the reason, he began, as 
one might say, to 'see red.' " 

"Yes," he answered, at my inquiring look, "he got in touch with the 
French Communists—at first I suppose out of curiosity. He wasn't a 
crank, you understand. There are thousands just like him—men who 
really want to see the world and its peoples out of a mess, and don't see 
anybody more likely to get them out than the Communists. They have 
no hatred for this or that class, but they have a very keen sense of 
the injustice and stupidity of the present order, and they see no hope in 
other parties. As I say there are thousands like him. Of course, it was 
a queer position for an army officer—a serious position we thought— 
that is, his sister and my brother and I. His sister was genuinely con-
cerned. Of course, his activities—but then they were never very much 
more than attendance at meetings, you understand—were kept in the 
dark as far as his brother officers were concerned. But one never knew 
when something would come out—and then his position would have been 
Uncomfortable, to say the least. I've no time for the Communists myself, 
and I think he was making a great mistake, but having seen the man 
you had to give him credit for being honest and genuinely concerned. 
He was keen to help the under-dog. You'd have thought he'd have got 
out of the army—but there's many a man has to work for a living in 
a concern that's out to smash every ideal he has—and he sticks to it. 
Habit, I suppose—and the futility of opposition—you can't blame them." 

In the pause that followed I put the question that had been troubling 
my mind. 

"This Caraton—you say he was cashiered for giving an order to fire. 
I remember something of it—but—wasn't the trouble because he ordered 
his men to fire on the mob?" 
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"It was." 
"But, surely! This man you're telling me about !" 
"Exactly! You don't see how it could be Emile—eh?" 
My mind conceived an uneasy thought. 
"Was he—well, a scapegoat?" 
He paused and considered me. 
"Yes," he said slowly. "He was the scapegoat. But the extraordi-

nary thing is—they made a scapegoat of the right man'." 
I was about to speak when he continued. 
"I told you I was in Paris during the riots. I didn't see much of 

them, as we were living at Bourget—one of the suburbs on the other 
side of the city. Emile was in the thick of it—he was in charge of a 
garrison battalion that did a great deal of work. All that week we heard 
no news of him. You remember the scare there was of a revolution— 
nobody knew what was going to happen next—with fighting breaking 
out in different places. You remember how they showed afterwards 
that the whole thing began from that disastrous order to fire. Then 
everything quietened down. It was all over. And then they began to, 
howl for the person responsible for that order. The papers took it up— 
all the parties and the politicians took it up—only too glad to show how 
keen they were to "protect" the people—how horrified they were at such 
brutal methods. It's a wonder he wasn't guillotined. Well, they found 
him. The first thing we knew about Emile was that he'd been arrested 
—some charge of "conduct contrary to the interests of the nation." We 
weren't able to see him, but from the first we had no doubt they'd got 
the wrong man. But my brother began to make inquiries—among 
officers and men of his battalion—and the outlook got pretty black. We 
were amazed to find men who trusted him, who loved him, who were his 
friends, emphatic that he had given that first order. They would swear 
it in court as they did in private conversations. It became impossible to, 
believe there was a conspiracy against him. They thought—you could 
see they really believed—that he'd lost his head—panic. But for us— 
how could that be possible? Well, they made a case of it. They could 
prove it, and prove it again. No explanation, no comments, no word at 
all from him—he had nothing to say but—guilty. We couldn't get any 
word to him or hear from him all the time up to the court-martial. All 
we ever heard from him was one letter he wrote to his sister while he 
was under arrest—it was handed to her later. 

"Have you ever heard of an agent-provocateur?" he asked after a 
pause. "It's a well-known institution on the Continent—and elsewhere. 
I thought at the time that perhaps that was the explanation. How 
nearly that was the truth! Yet far enough from it to cost him his life.. 
Let us suppose you want to round up the Communists. You get a few 
of your men into the Communist ranks, and they carry out a lot of dirty 
work that's naturally credited to the organisation. The people get a 
bit annoyed, and you seize the opportunity and round up the whole lot 
—and, if possible, shoot them or cut off their heads! All the work of 
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the agent-provocateur. A very useful gentleman! Somehow I couldn't 
see Emile in that role. 

"That letter! I can't remember much of it, but the words that 
solved the puzzle I still see clearly—I think I always shall. You could 
tell what he'd been through from the way it was written. Parts of it 
were marvellous. He described the scene in front of the Chamber of 
Deputies, where he was stationed with his men—the way the crowd 
grumbled and muttered—pressing in on the soldiers. And himself there 
on horseback—above the heads—watching and waiting and wondering. 
He knew it was touch and go. He felt the bitter resentment and exas-
peration in the shouts and jibes. And he was filled with a sudden over-
whelming pity for the helplessness, the uncertainty, even the hopelessness 
of the mob. He wrote: 'I waited, hoping, almost passionately, for their 
patience to break. I knew the danger I was in—and I felt how willingly 
I would give myself—to be torn to pieces—the symbol of the power that 
held them—if only they could rise to smash that power. I knew that 
in the background was the Communist Party—organised, ready, and 
waiting, waiting to take charge when the patience of the people should 
break. At that moment I felt intensely the hope, the certainty, that the 
breaking-point was reached." 

"You see? And then he realised the critical moment had gone. It 
was all over. Nothing was going to happen. The military and police 
organisation had the situation in hand. Somehow that shook him, set 
his mind seething. You can tell it from his words—the phrases he used. 
I remember some of them. He said he saw 'tact leading them back to 
their chains, friendliness bolting the prison door, their hopes murdered 
with words of good humour, and their souls sent to Hell with a benediction!' 

"And while he was waiting, praying for the strain to break, the incident 
to occur that would loose the power of the mob, just at that moment 
there came—what? A sudden movement of the crowd? A shout? An 
insult? A thrown stick? A threat of some sort that the soldiers had 
ignored a dozen times before? We don't know. But he seized his chance. 
He gave the order." 

" 'I hardly know why they obeyed,' he confessed. 'May God forgive 
me! I suppose they trusted me!' 

"Well, he was right. The power of the mob was loosed—and beaten. 
After days of fighting the Government won." 

For a while neither of us spoke. Then I asked: 
"You said you heard nothing of him except one letter ?" 
Once more he looked at me with that incredulous, almost unhappy, 

expression—the baffled and yet resigned expression of a man faced with 
the unfathomable tragedy—the incomprehensible stupidity—of the world. 

"They broke him. As I said, I don't know why they didn't guillotine 
him—with all the fuss they were making and everyone against him. As 
he left the barracks after his discharge he was shot dead. They caught 
the man—they said he was a Communist—he shouted and raved, when 
they caught him, about the way to deal with—a traitor." 

"Have some more coffee," he suggested. J.D. 
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ONCE IN VALPARAISO 

0 once in Valparaiso 
1 heard a woman sing 
How little green lanes laughed and ran 
Beneath a Spanish spring. 

And once in Madrid harbour 
I heard a sailor say, 
"O rare enough and fair enough 
Your golden Spanish day. 

"But give me topsails shaking 
On a desolate lagoon, 
When all the breadth of heaven 
Is brilliant with the moon. 

E.D.M. 





LYRIC 

Come swiftly love now that it is evening, 
come with this night's most cool and quiet loveliness, 
stillness falls on the air, the winds uplift 
no leaf, 0 love be swift. 

Already the moon is up and waits with me, 
already she glimmers over the eastern rim of the hills, 
for you have we waited through the clamouring day, 
O love do not delay. 

The islands drown beneath the darkening sea, 
the sails weary with flight are gathered home to the bay, 
long have we waited your bow's up-curving drift 
that comes not, love be swift. 

Love I am worn with tears and hopeless faith, 
come swiftly bringing me back delight and loveliness, 
already I hear the hurrying feet of day, 
0 love do not delay. 

PRIZE LIST 

The prizes for contributions to this number of Kiwi have been awarded 
as follows by the judge, Professor W. A. Sewell:— 

The prize for humorous verse was awarded to The Song of the Shrinking 
Conservative, while Jumping Jazz was highly commended. 

The first award for serious verse went to Harlequinade. 
In the serious prose verse This Failure of Romanticism was placed first. 
Owing to lack of contributions no award was made in the other two 

classes. 



THE SONG OF THE SHRINKING CONSERVATIVE 

Ji'rerybody knows the Conservative is shy. 
He cannot seek applause as dozen or mime might, 
Everywhere he goes he shuns the public eye. 
Because he simply cannot stand the limelight. 

The light that beats about a throne 
Makes the bashful banker groan; 
Blushes mar the lily-pure 
White complexion of the brewer; 
When they hear the public clamour 
Business men just stand and stammer. 
The faintest hint of heartfelt cheers 
Reduces all of them to tears, 
While "violet" is their nickname for 
The newspaper proprietor. 

Everybody knows the Conservative is shy, 
lie cannot seek applause as clown or mime might. 
Everywhere he goes he shuns the public eye. 
Because he simply cannot stand the limelight. 

These are the men with hearts like snow, 
Their secret souls are not for show! 
They (not unnaturally) shrink 
From telling people what they think, 
But take the unobtrusive way 
Befitting men of finer clay 
And drop a gentlemanly word 
Where it is certain to be heard. 
(The ear, if I do not forget, 
Of someone in the Cabinet). 

/ivcryb<)dy knows the Conservative is shy. 
He cannot seek applause as clown or mime might, 
Everywhere he goes he shuns the public eye. 
Because he simply cannot stand the limelight. 

Whereas the brazen Radical 
Who simply loves to brag and brawl, 
Who knows just what he thinks and why, 
Unfairly takes the public eye. 
No sense of decency or shame 
Restrains his fierce desire for fame 
He positively seems to choose 
To promulgate his nasty views, 
And hence the mob cannot forgive 
The downtrodden Conservative. 
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Everybody knows the Conservative is shy. 
He cannot seek applause as dozen or mime might, 
Everywhere he goes he shuns the public eye. 
Because he simply cannot stand the limelight. 

Now those who go about and preach 
The need for freedom in one's speech 
(I fear with utter lack of tact) 
Have overlooked the simple fact 
That makes good men who love the flag 
Approve the universal gag. 
For if you leave, with brazen face, 
Each man alone to state his case, 
Then what, I ask you, is the fate 
Of him who has no case to state? 

Everybody knows the (Onserzvtiz'c is shy, 
He cannot seek applause as ebzi'n or mime might, 
Everywhere he goes he shuns the public eye. 
Because he simply cannot stand the limelight. 
No. he cannot stand the limelight. 
IVhate'er may be the season 
Pie cannot stand the limelight 
.Is the dozens in pantomime might 
(No; I'll ncz'cr get that rhyme right). 
But he cannot stand the limelight. 
No. he cannot stand the limelight. 
And perhaps he has his reasons. 

Maevius. 

Because It fol lows DO prescribed route. Because 
(he driver knows all the "short cuts" the Checker 
Taxi-cab is your quickest conveyance always, 
and for tnter-subnrban travel the cheapest mode 

of transport. 
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WATER RIGHTS 

THE new teacher stepped off the service car, piled her luggage round 
her and waited. Some forty minutes later her impatient eyes caught 
a glimpse of the cream lorry that was to take her to her destination, 

and in another ten she was advising the driver how best to fit her 
belongings in among the cans. Another five minutes and they were bosom 
friends, in the best manner of the country-side. 

"You know, Miss," said the driver, as he negotiated a difficult bend, 
"you'll be teaching half Maoris or more in the school. Bet you haven't 
seen more than two or three together where you come from; but they're 
pretty plentiful round about here." He was silent for a few minutes as if 
turning over the race problem in his mind. 

"They're a very intelligent people," put in Miss Ford, a little timidly. 
She was only twenty-two and still a little in awe of those who spoke with 
authority. 

The driver contemplated the road before replying: "Well, I suppose 
they are," he admitted at last. "There's Tongaroa will give you a cheque 
for a hundred pounds any clay of the week and he's never had more than 
a fiver to his name. That's intelligent, if you like." 

"Perhaps he doesn't understand our banking system," suggested Miss 
Ford. 

"Huh!" grunted the driver. Another five minutes passed before Mr. 
Reeve had another remark ready. "All this land about here belonged to 
them once," he said, without taking his eyes off the road. "Some of it's 
theirs still, but we got most of it. And they won't do anything to it 
anyway," he added, offering a justification of pakeha bargaining. 

"I think it's shameful the way we treated the Maoris in the early 
days!" declared Miss Ford with emphatic self-reproach. Mr. Reeve 
laughed. 

"And it's ridiculous the way we treat 'em now. Exempt them from 
taxes and give 'em more representation " 

"Oh, but Mr. Reeve, it's their country." 
"No more'n it's the Morions'. And how do they vote? There's Billy 

John Whitu comes in for the Maori elections. They have to read it all 
through to him in English and Maori to be sure he knows what he's 
doing and in the end he says: 'You look back see what t' ol' man fote tis 
morning.' And the old man voted for the man who's always been in." 

"And how does your son vote?" asked Miss Ford, gaining courage. 
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The driver laughed shortly. "I'm not married, Miss," he said. It had 
nothing to do with the argument, but Miss Ford was silent. Mr. Reeves 
returned to an earlier thought. 

"The Maoris about here used to be rich once. Even now we have to 
be civil or they'd sell most of us up to-morrow. They used to have the 
land and now they have the mortgages, which don't have to be worked. 
There's old Piki makes his girls do all the work and his wife's always 
having kids. Dirty, low, rotten swine he is; and he's rich enough to 
buy up the whole place, but he lives in a shack and the kids die of T.B. 
Pity they didn't hang on to the land when they had it. It's the only thing." 

Miss Ford, loving the land with all the ardour of the town-bred, could 
not help exclaiming on the virtues that inevitably developed in close 
contact with the soil. 

"Oh, I dunno," Mr. Reeve was dubious. "Land's a queer thing. You 
want to get down to it and when you're down you can't see farther than 
your own bit of it. Drives some folks madder than meth. There's old 
Mrs. Kakatota you'll meet—quite crazy, and all because her tribe's sold 
it's land. Sort of lost her mind with it. She hangs on that tight to the 
last bit of it that no one hardly dares come near her. Fierce! Why, 
she chased Danny Mathers down the main street once with a broom 
stick and him yelling blue murder though he did get an M.C. in the War. 
And all because he let some of his cows into her paddock on sale day, 
though she hasn't a beast to eat it, anyway." 

"Poor old soul! We shouldn't laugh, I suppose. It must be a terrible 
tragedy to her." 

"I'm not saying it isn't. But she's mad, quite mad." 
The lorry swung round the last corner, over the last bridge and into 

the "main road" of the township. 
"Here's Mrs. Hunt's," said the driver as he pulled up at a cottage, a 

little back from the road. "You'll like her all right and the other teacher 
stays here. She's a queer stick, she is—thinks Maoris were made to have 
the itch—but Mrs. Hunt's different. She's always having the two Tane 
children in—lovely kiddies they are, too. Is that all, now? You've got 
a pile of stuff, all right. Let me know any time you want to go in and 
I'll take you to the bus with me. You'll get on all right. No thanks, I'm 
not allowed to take passengers, and I wouldn't ask it, anyway. Treat 
the Maoris as your equals when you're not on their land, and when you 
are, be civil. Good-bye." 

The lorry was gone in a flurry of dust and Miss Ford turned to meet 
her new landlady. 

About a week later, to the new teacher, surrounded by an admiring 
crowd of children, Maori and Pakeha indiscriminately ragged, came a 
circular from the Board desiring that all schoolchildren should 
immediately be taught to swim. The idea was pleasing on a hot February 
day and Miss Ford was a greater favourite than ever that afternoon. 

After school, she consulted her superior, Miss Ponson, in the matter. 
Miss Ponson could not swim and did not see why children of inland 
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schools should be required to. Miss Ponson knew there was a river, but 
it was not deep, except at the floods, and Miss Ponson had given strict 
orders that it was not to be approached at such times. Miss Ponson did not 
like school time wasted in excursions. 

Miss Ford could swim and had certificates to prove it. She could also 
save lives, if required. Miss Ford thought rivers dangerous and even if 
Miss Ponson had issued her proclamation, there was still danger. Miss 
Ford had a small brother. Miss Ford had understood that the Board's 
circular was more than a request. 

Miss Ponson supposed Miss Ford might take the girls down to the 
river at lunch time if they were not more than a quarter of an hour 
late in getting back. The boys would have to drown. Miss Ford was to 
avoid the bull. 

So two days later, Miss Ford escorted a jocund company to the river's 
shady marge. On the way she told them not to venture in deeper than 
their armpits if they could not already swim. Many other things she 
told them and they listened attentively and pledged their solemn words 
to obey. 

Having safely escaped the vigilance of the bull, Miss Ford and her 
charges reached the river and at last found a pool, at least three feet 
across, that was free of willows. While the children undressed, Miss 
Ford looked at the stream and thought that it probably was bigger at 
the floods. When the children were all ready, she lined them up and 
counted them. When this was done and the last admonitions made, she 
let them enter the water. With shrieks of excitement they splashed in, 
the water came nearly up to the waists of the smaller ones. Martha 
Potou, a mature young woman of sixteen, seated herself on the bank 
beside the teacher, her cracked patent-leather shoes overhanging the 
water, her brown legs wet to the knees. "Too cold, Martha?" inquired 
Miss Ford, consciously endeavouring to treat Miss Potou as an equal. 

"Too muddy," said Martha, shortly. Conversation languished. 
"What's that you reading, eh?" said Martha, a few minutes later. 
"The paper. Would you care to see it?" 
"No, thanks. You go to the races, eh?" 
"No, I never go," said Miss Ford, aware that racing was a vice. 
"You got no money, eh?" asked Martha. 
It is very difficult to keep up an interesting conversation with a 

person of Martha's type, and so Miss Ford soon returned to her paper. 
When it was time for the children to come out she lined them up again, 
rated the last wilful dawdlers and then, having counted them, sent them 
to dress. 

Only a few minutes later she heard a cry of terror from the girls. 
Fearing the approach of the bull, she went boldly to the rescue; but as 
she drew nearer she realised that it was no bull that had caused the panic. 

Not many yards distant now, an old Maori woman was stumbling 
towards them, a heavy club of tea-tree in her right hand and the light 
of battle in her eyes. 
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"Mrs. Kakatota!" cried Polly Taupiri, and the rest took up the cry. 
Right and left they scattered in various stages of undress, and Maori 
and Pakeha alike set off back to school at a run. Miss Ford kept her head 

"Come back!" she called. "You can't leave your clothes here. I won't 
let her hurt you." But fear was stronger than discipline and the flight 
was hardly stayed. A few only returned to their deserted clothes. Martha 
Potou had followed Miss Ford and now stood beside her as she confronted 
the terrible old woman, her responsibility making her face the foe more 
calmly than she felt. 

Mrs. Kakatota, seeing her determined attitude, stopped some ten 
feet away and dropped her club. She was panting from her run, her 
black eyes blazed in her dry old face, her dishevelled hair fell in black 
tangled strands over shoulders and the skinny breasts that hung over 
her torn blouse. Her arms were like sticks hung with old skin and her 
bony hands clawed before her. She seemed ready at any moment to launch 
her withered body at the teacher and bite and tear in her insane rage. 
She bared her teeth, teeth that were long, yellow fangs, save where a 
broken stump left a gap in the uneven line. 

Then, gathering her fury, she uttered a torrent of abuse in Maori, 
which was, perhaps fortunately, unintelligible to Miss Ford. Martha, 
who understood, laughed, and turned the old woman's wrath on to her 
own head. 

"What is the matter, Martha?" asked Miss Ford, when there was a 
pause. "Why is she angry with us?" 

"She says we trespass, Miss. She says she not allow us swim in 
her pool, eh." 

Miss Ford saw an opportunity for tact. She turned to the old woman 
with a smile that was genuinely charming. "I'm so sorry, Mrs. Kakatota, 
that we have trespassed on your land," she began, and the fierce eyes 
blazed; but Mrs. Kakatota's reply was no more than a mumble. 

"Please accept my apologies," continued Miss Ford, warming to her 
task. "I don't think we've clone any harm and if we have we'll repair it. 
I had no idea that this part of the river belonged to you, or I would not 
have dreamed of using it without your permission." The wild light was 
dying in the black eyes. "I do hope you don't mind, Mrs. Kakatota, but 
the children love swimming and this is the best part of the river for 
them." The old woman muttered a little ungraciously for some moments. 
"She say that a'right," translated Martha briefly. 

An inspiration seized Miss Ford. 
"Perhaps you would be kind enough to let us swim here again, if we 

are very careful not to break down the banks or leave things around." 
Graciousness won the day. Mrs. Kakatota, now completely mollified, at 
last consented to allow parties of girls, properly escorted, to bathe in 
that part of the river during the summer months. Miss Ford thanked 
her Maori friend warmly and sincerely for her kindness, her heart over-
flowing with inter-racial fellow feeling and pride in her own achievement. 
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Martha gathered up the remaining clothes after she too had dressed, 
and together teacher and pupil made their way back to school, followed 
at a short distance by the few brave souls who had stayed to witness 
the encounter and admire Miss Ford's masterly handling of a difficult 
situation. 

On the school steps, however, stood Miss Ponson, her green eyes as 
wrathful as Mrs. Kakatota's black ones. 

"Miss Ford," she said, "I'm afraid I cannot allow you to take a party 
down to the river again. Some of the children arrived back with no 
clothes on, and I have been able to get nothing intelligible out of them. 
You yourself are half-an-hour late. Martha, distribute those clothes." 

Miss Ford followed Miss Ponson in out of the sunshine and began to 
explain. She was still proud of her tactful handling of the Maori race 
and did not intend it to be overlooked. She told of the adventure in 
detail. "And," she ended in triumph, "I have gained permission to use 
the pool, and that is more than most people have succeeded in getting 
from her." 

Miss Ponson sniffed. "I dare say it is, Miss Ford. The pool does not 
belong to the Maoris at all, let alone to Mrs. Kakatota." 

Miss Ford returned to her class-room and taught mechanically for the 
rest of the day. She was very homesick. 

K. M. Harvey 

A LOST IDEAL 

So, that is done with; broken, laid away 
Amid the useless lumber of the past. 
And I shall not regret it. I shall cast 

No backward glance upon that lifeless clay 
That once spelt ecstacy. I'll greet the day 

No more with just that swell of glad content, 
No more with just that stab of pain that meant 

More than the mind could frame, or lips could say. 

Thus, lightened, I am richer, strangely free, 
Life offers me new places to explore. 

Where once I stumbled blindly, now I see, 
And where I fought in torment, breathe once more. 

And though the gods forbid that I forget, 
I'll not look back, and I shall not regret. E.R. 



JUMPING JAZZ 

THE FILM PRODUCER'S SONG 

Two mad niggers yelling to the moon, 
Jazz! Jazz! Jumping Jazz! 

We'll make them cross-talk artists soon 
That's the secret that the talkie has! 

Three crack aeronauts flying in a race 
Jazz! Jazz! Jumping Jazz! 

One's a champion super-ace 
One's a villain with a twisted face 
One grabs a girl in a fierce embrace 

That's the secret that the talkie has! 
Oh Jemima 
There's a time a 

Man must turn to you 
Keep your eyes peeled for our super-thrill! 

Jazz! Jazz! Jumping Jazz! 
High-powered straight-shooting two-fisted Bill 

That's the secret that the talkie has! 
He's hard-boiled, but he's got a heart, 

Jazz! Jazz! Jumping Jazz! 
See him smash all records in his greatest part! 
See him in a riot of glamorous whirls! 
See him get the bad guys! See him get the girls! 

That's the secret that the talkie has! 
Oh young Lochinvar has come out of the West 
With two six-shooters and a New York vest 

Say, Katie! 
I'm feeling matey, 

And I'd like to mate with you! 
Oh old man Shakespeare's nuts to us 
We've got the goods and we can make the fuss 
We've got Macbeth and we let you see him shoot, 
We've got Cleopatra and we've got her in a bathing-suit 
We've got all the crazes and we've got all the rages 
We've got all the wise-cracks of all the ages 
We've got all the songs that were ever sung 
And we know all the heart-strings that the good Lord strung I 
We mix 'ein together and we jazz 'em all up 
And we've got the public where we want 'em! 

Maybe, Nancy 
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It's kinda chancy 
But I'll take a chance on you! 

We've got the heartbreak, we've got the throbs, 
We've got the latest in syncopated sobs! 
Plaisir d'amour ne dure qu'un moment, 
Chagrin d'amour dure toute la vie! 
J'ai tout quitte pour l'ingrate Sylvie 
Elle me quitte et prend un autre amant 

I'm through 
With Sue 
She's got another guy 
And that's just why 

Here's what I'm gonna state 
Plaisir d'amour ne dure qu'un moment. 
What if she gives you the gate? 
"Tant que cette eau coulera doucement 
Vers ce ruisseau qui borde la prairie 
Je t'aimerai," me repetait Sylvie 
So long as Ole Man River 
Plays hookey in the sea 
And I guess that's just for ever. 
Says Sue, "You're oke with me!" 
Ole Man River does his stuff 
But where's my little bit of fluff? 
I'm through with Sue, she's done the dirt on me. 
Chagrin d'amour dure toute la vie! 
Oh we mix 'em all together, and we jazz 'em all up, 
And we've got the public where we want 'em! 

Esmeralda! 
I get mal-de-
Mer when I'm away from you! 

We've got the sob-stuff but we've got action! 
Jazz! Jazz! Jumping Jazz! 

Here's the leader of the social faction! 
That's the secret that the talkie has! 

See him as the crook who acts like a gent! 
Jazz! Jazz! Jumping Jazz! 

Watch him lick Ruggles one hundred per cent.! 
Listen to his wise-cracks! Fall for his smile! 
Learn how a good dame loves him all the while! 

That's the secret that the talkie has! 
Oh, Rebecca! 
You're my Mecca! 

You're the shrine to which I pray! 
The world's a stage, but it's gotta move fast! 
Exits and entrances don't get past! 
We throw 'em out the window, or we chuck 'em down the stairs 
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Or we fade 'em right out while they're sitting in their chairs! 
We make 'em move like we've got 'em in a boxing-ring! 
First they throw a wise-crack, and then they gotta sing! 
We cut all dialogue that looks like it's dry, 
We've got Othello, but we let you watch him cry! 
There's a foot of film goes to every tear, 
And then there's a close-up of Iago's sneer! 
We've got the heartbreaks, we've got the throbs, 
We've got the latest in syncopated sobs! 
We pack 'em all together, and we put out the lights, 
We bring in Cleopatra, and she's wearing tights! 
We've got all the stories that were ever written, 
We've got the world's sweethearts, and they're all hard-bitten! 
We pack 'em all together, and we jazz 'em all up, 
And we've got the public where we want 'em! 

I've got a pain! 
That's pretty plain! 

My heart is aching for you, Jane! 
Jazz! Jazz! Jazz, Jazz, Jazz! 
Jazz! Jazz! Jazz, Jazz, Jazz! 
Jazz! Jazz! Jumping Jazz! 
That's the secret that the talkie has! Maevius. 

COMPOSED AT A FREE LECTURE ON FREE VERSE 

The new poet says 
His mind 
Is like an elephant torn in half 

And screaming. 
It goes scampering down the corridors 

(Of time), 
And its head and its tail 

Are 
Two years apart. 

But I think 
Those corridors are in 

A lunatic asylum. 
E.D.M. 
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ESCAPE 

The band strikes up with a catchy beat; 
We answer it dancing on tireless feet. 
The room is brilliant with sound and light, 
Clashing colours and black and white. 

Some day I shall slip away unnoticed 
And run outside to meet the boisterous night. 
The strong, clean wind shall blow away my fever, 
And with its shrill, chill fingers cool my brain, 
And pass its frost-cold arms about my shoulders, 
And swiftly blow the perfume from my hair. 

The stinging rain shall kiss my burning eyelids, 
And wash the colour from my cheeks and lips. 
I'll watch the wind-tossed branches high above me. 
I'll smell the rain-wet earth beneath my feet, 
And I shall not return to light and dancing, 
But stand alone, forever, in the night. J.M.L. 

SONG 

We were so wise, my love and I, 
we played in the fair weather 
But still we knew that rents are paid 
by more than love together. 

We kept our heads, my love and I, 
we knew all love has ending 
and hearts that poets say do break 
need little stuff for mending. 

We were so wise, my love and I, 
but now we are apart 
I wonder at this sudden pain 
that catches at my heart. 
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TWICE FIVE 

S C E N E I.: An empty street. 

T I M E : About 4.50 p.m. 
As curtain rises noise of traffic, etc., heard off left. 

MAN [off] Lookout! 
Suddenly brakes shriek L. and a man's voice shouts. 
[Woman screams.J 

MAN [offJ My God! 
One man, followed by another, crosses stage, right to left, running 
and craning. 

MAN | o f f ] What's happened? Don't crowd round. Spoken more 
MAN [off] Look out! Don't touch him. { or less at 
W O M A N [off] A doctor, someone get a doctor. ( once and 
MAN | o f f ] Hold his head up. ^ J ^nfusedly. 
W O M A N \off\ Oh dear! oh dear! isn't it terrible? 
MAN \off] I'm afraid it looks pretty bad for him, poor fellow. 

Enter a man and a girl. He puts his arm round her. 
MAN: I'm sorry you saw that, dear. Try not to think about it any more. 

[Girl murmurs something.] 
MAN: It's hard to say. So much blood always makes it look worse. But 

lie's quite unconscious, so it's not hurting him. 
( They go out R. ] 

MAN [off] Don't push in there. Give the doctor a chance. 
O F F I C I A L VOICE [offJ Stand back there, please. You'll have to stand back. 

| Enter two zvoinen R. and cross stage, craning and tiptoeing. 
[Exeunt L.J 
| The clock strikes five, very clearly. Enter constable and doctor L. j 

DOCTOR: |Speaking as he comes on] . . . certainly, wouldn't feel any pain 
at all. Must have been quite instantaneous. 

C O N S T A B L E : — | taking out notebook] You said you knew the name, sir? I'd be 
obliged if you'd give it me, now. 

DOCTOR: Oh, yes. Henry Delatour—D-E-L-A-T-O-L-R—somewhere in 
Long Drive, about 42, I think. 

C O N S T A B L E : Thank you, sir. The time? Must have been close on five. The clock's 
just struck. I'll need your name too, please. You may be called up to 
give evidence. 

DOCTOR: Land, Dr. J. L. Land, Green Road. I suppose you'll have to stay 
here for the present? 

C O N S T A B L E : Till the ambulance comes, I will. 
DOCTOR: In the meantime it would probably be best for me to ring his wife. 

Just leaves the wife and one daughter. 1 know them slightly. 
C O N S T A B L E : Very well, if you would, sir. 

| Curtain, as doctor goes out R. | 

S C E N E IT: Living-room—The Delatour's house. 
T I M E : About 4.50 p.m. 

An evening-dress, pins, thread, scissors, etc., lying on the table. 

68 



Mrs. Delatour escorting a departing visitor to front-door R, and 
opening it. 

| looking out | Goodness, how soon it gets dark these days. But I 
suppose it must he nearly live. 

M R S . D E L A T O U R [looking at watch] Just about ten to, 1 think. Will you get 
your tram all right? 
Oh, I've plenty of time for that. But I do hope I haven't stayed 

too long and hindered you, Mrs. Delatour. 
Nonsense, of course you haven't, as long as you didn't mind my 
sewing all the time. But the dress simply had to be finished for 
to-night. 
Of course, I understand. Tell Betty I'm sure she'll look sweet and 
1 hope she has a wonderful time. 
1 will. But she should be here any time now. 
Well, I really must go, hut |going], don't forget that when you've 
seen her off, you and Mr. Delatour are to come over to bridge— 
just the old folks by themselves at home. 
No. I'll promise for both of us. Good-bye. 
Good-bye. 
| Mrs. Delatour closes door and goes back to table where she is 
starting to tidy-up her work when Betty opens the door R and 
runs in, in hat and coat, with a parccl. She is very excited.] 

\ pulling o ff coat and hat and throwing them down] Have you got it 
done all right? Is it quite finished? What do you think of this 
[opening parcel and shaking out a lace-edged handkerchief |. Is it 
nice enough? 
1 think it's very pretty. Yes, it's done. \ Holds up dress.] 
Isn't it a dream? You are an angel, Mum. | Takes dress and looks 
at it]. \ Clock strikes five]. 
Goodness. There's five already! I'll have to rush, or dinner will 
he late, and you'll keep Dick waiting, and that would never do. 
\gathers up things]. 

Oh, I won't he as slow dressing as all that. | holds dress up against 
herself]. 1 do hope I'll look nice. What was Dad being so myster-
ious about this morning? T believe he's bringing something home 
for me. Do you know what it is? 
Perhaps he is. After all, vour first real hall onlv comes once in 
your life. 

Dad won't be long, will he? 
Xo. he should he home by now. 
Well. I'll go and put this on. to open the door to him when lie comes. 
()h. hut your dress will get so crushed. 
|going out L, dress over arm] Unless I eat my dinner standing 

[calls back] Where are mv new stockings? 

VISITOR 

VISITOR 

M R S . D. 

VISITOR 

M R S . D. 

VISITOR 

M R S . 1). 

VISITOR 

B E T T Y 

M R S . D. 

B E T T Y : 

M R S . D. : 

B E T T V 

M R S . 1). 

B E T T Y : 

M R S . D. : 

B E T T Y : 

M R S . I). 

B E T T Y : 

up. 
f Telephone rings L and keeps on rit 

B E T T Y [off] There's Dad now. 
MRS. D. | Glancing out of n'indow] No, it's not the doorbell, it must he 

telephone. Answer it dear. I'd like to have this all cleared up, 
he'll be here any minute now. 
\Curtain, while telephone still rings. J 

P.G.L. 
J.M.L. 

the 
and 
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TRIOLET FEAR AT NIGHT 

Not a star in the sky, 
Not a light in the room, 
Let us swiftly pass by. 
Not a star in the sky, 
And a dark house near by 
Of all mischief the womb. 
Not a star in the sky, 
Not a light in the room. E.M.J. 

DEATH 

On silent winds I hear the songs of Paradise, 
Shadows of melody that drift and die 

Along my heart. And through the saddened skies 
I see dark wings that mournfully pass by. 

Ah, music, swell aloft, and like the autumn wind 
That fills the pines with moaning harmonies, 

Flood all the far recesses of my mind, 
Bear high my heart with you on heaven's seas. 

So that I may not think nor feel, but see 
With tearless eyes and dumb, unweeping heart 

Those great wings fade into infinity, 
And for ever the light depart. 

—For, feeling the shadows fall and the dark, arise, 
I saw the splendour die in my beloved's eyes. I.W.L. 

70 



71 



THE MAN WHO WOULDN'T 
BELIEVE IN THE DEVIL 

THERE was once a man—he was also a professor. Half his time was 
taken up with sleeping, eating and going from place to place in the 
city; a quarter of the rest with telling people what was in the text-

books; another quarter with marking Stage I. exercises (for which he 
was quite well equipped) ; a third quarter with recreation and moments 
in the bosom of his family (for he had a family) ; and in the remainder 
he was able to do such things as pay bills, address meetings, fill up his 
income-tax form, and work. 

So you can understand how surprised the Devil was when he discovered 
this professor at work. And the professor was so absorbed that he didn't 
notice the Devil until the latter coughed. 

"Good heavens! how you startled me," he exclaimed. "I didn't hear 
you come in." 

"I came in through the door," explained the Devil. 
The professor stared. 
"I suppose you did," he said. "Most people do—but some of them 

nearly go out through the window," he added as an afterthought. 
"I mean," said the Devil patiently, "that you didn't hear me come in 

because I didn't open the door; I came through the door." 
The professor responded with a grin. 
"Is it a habit of yours?" he asked. 
"Yes," was the reply. "I'm the Devil." 

"The Devil you are!" 
The other frowned. 
"No one likes his name to become a common swear word," he protested 

stiffly, "and I think—as a mere matter of courtesy " 
"Oh, quite," agreed the professor with good humour. "Just caught 

me unawares, you know." 
The Devil waved away his apology. 
"I'm sorry," he said, "that you didn't see me come in through the 

door. It usually produces such a good impression as a preliminary to an 
interview. People are so surprised they hardly have time to think—and 
I can usually get a subscription out of them." 

"A subscription?" inquired the professor apprehensively. 
"A small matter—a small matter," explained the Devil hurriedly; 

"the main thing is to get you to become a member, a supporter of the 
Society for the Promotion of Irrationality. This society, of which I have 
been the patron for many years, has a large and influential following in 
many walks of life. It became necessary to found it in order to combat 
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the effects of the spread of education. A thoroughly disgraceful busi-
ness." 

"Oh?" remarked the professor. 
"Of course," the Devil conceded, "its results were not wholly objec-

tionable. For instance, much of the history taught has been of great 
assistance to me in my work; and the omission of reasonable instruction 
concerning the structure and functions of the human body is a state of 
affairs for which I can never be too grateful. But in spite of advantages 
of this sort, on the whole it has seemed necessary to organise opposition." 

"I've already obtained the support of two of your colleagues," continued 
the Devil, taking from under his arm a large book which had not been 
there. "If you care to look through this register you will doubtless find 
many well-known names—some no doubt that will surprise you." 

The professor accepted it with interest. 
"A good many professional men," he commented, glancing through it. 

"Ah! a bishop!" 
"Yes," said the Devil eagerly. "That was an excellent morning's 

work. Usually it's almost impossible to get anywhere with the clergy. 
In fact, he's the only bishop I've got, and I've very, very few other 
ecclesiastics. It seems strange," he continued regretfully, "that people 
who, by their public utterances and private lives are so patently 
enthusiastic about the ideal of this society, are so—so difficult when 
they're approached directly. They simply refuse to have anything to do 
with me!" 

"I remember on one occasion when I approached an archbishop—1 
admit I was over-sanguine—he backed round the table and waved a Bible 
at me the whole time. Of course, I knew then that there was no real 
need to insist on his becoming a member—he was so obviously heart and 
soul in the movement. Still," he continued wistfully, "I ivould like to 
have got an archbishop." 

"I see you've got Sir James Jeans," interjected the professor with 
raised eyebrows. 

"An excellent man," replied the Devil with some satisfaction. "One of 
the most outstanding exponents of the non-sequitur, and a real dabster at 
petitio principii. Like many mathematicians, he loses sight of the 
definition of mathematics given by Bertrand Russell (the scoundrel!) as 
'the subject in which we never know what we are talking about nor whether 
what we are saying is true.' There's a very definite movement towards 
this ideal of mine on the part of a certain school of mathematico-physicists. 
A good many of them are coquetting with the idea that the universe is 
irrational—a most refreshing tendency." 

"Malinowski!" interjected the professor, who had been turning the 
pages as the other talked. 

"Ah, yes!" said the Devil. "He's got very thoroughly muddled now 
he's taken the psycho-analysts a bit too seriously." 

"And Van Loon!" 
The Devil merely smiled. 
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"I should say," suggested the professor maliciously, "that you would 
get a good deal of support in the mental hospitals." 

"Oh my wickedness no!" protested the Devil. "The asylums are 
veritable hotbeds of rationality. In fact, only in the Universities is it 
possible to find groups that surpass the asylums in that respect. The 
average man in the street," he went on earnestly, "starts off with the 
wrong ideas and muddles through by treating them irrationally. But the 
average man in the asylum starts off with the wrong ideas and applies to 
them a quite literally devastating logic. Of course, we have to be 
thankful that at least they've got the wrong ideas. But one never knows 
when they'll get the right ones—although, of course, there's nobody about 
the asylums likely to supply them. We have to be thankful for that, too." 

"No," he continued judiciously, "my best fields are among the profes-
sional classes—the people who have had an education just sufficiently 
lopsided to make them a real disruptive element in the rational develop-
ment of the community. That is where hope lies. I find my supporters 
among lawyers and doctors who have opinions about the exchange rate, 
economists who know the right way to deal with murderers, psychologists 
who debate the stability of hydro-electric schemes, engineers who have 
theories about disease, scientists who know what they like in art, and 
business men who lay down the law in ethics and political science. As 
for farmers who want to reorganise the currency " 

"I see you've got quite a representative list of nationalities," inter-
rupted the professor. 

"Oh, yes," agreed the Devil. "I've a nice collection of English, French 
and Italian names. There are fewer Scandinavians—far too few. But, of 
course, my happy hunting-ground at present is Germany. A few years 
ago it was Russia, but now they're slipping badly. But Germany! Ah, 
there's a country! The most beautifully irrational things are going on in 
Germany to-day. And it all goes to show," he continued, wagging a 
forefinger impressively "how necessary it is to get in a bit of irrationality 
right at the start. If the illogical and nicely prejudiced elements hadn't 
dominated the situation at Versailles there's no knowing how tranquil and 
contented Germany might have been to-day." 

"And that brings me back to the question I originally broached. Now, 
what about giving us your support?" 

"Well " replied the professor with a puzzled smile, "it's all a bit 
vague. If you could give me any reason why " 

"Don't!" exclaimed the Devil, wincing, "don't talk about reasons! This 
is a Society for the Promotion of Irrationality—you mustn't expect me to 
give you reasons for joining it. But I don't mind trying to persuade you 
or induce you to join." 

"Well " pursued the professor undecidedly, but the Devil inter-
rupted him. 

"This interview hasn't gone off at all well," he said irritably. "First 
of all you don't notice me come through the door, then you ignored my 
little trick of taking the register from under my arm when it wasn't 
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there, and now you're beginning to ask me for reasons! It won't do at 
all. Now just observe that for a moment." 

He pointed to a chair in the corner. 
As the professor watched, the chair ascended slowly into the air. At 

a height of three or four feet it turned a complete somersault and landed 
on the other side of the room. 

"Extraordinary!" gasped the professor. "I suppose you have some 
control of the gravitational fields involved?" 

The Devil frowned. 
"I wish you wouldn't continually be looking for explanations," he 

objected. "And what good are they anyhow? What do you mean by a 
'gravitatorial field'? You know perfectly well that all names of that sort 
are like those of the doctor who says angina pectoris when he means pain 
in the chest and urticaria when he means nettlerash." 

"Maybe," admitted the professor. "But because we don't know what 
the compass means when it points north is no reason why we should 
upset the boat and swim instead." 

"Well will that induce you?" persisted the Devil, indicating the 
recently levitated chair. 

The professor stared. 
"I don't see the relevance " he began, but he was interrupted. 
"Of course it's not relevant," fumed the Devil. "Reasons, relevance, 

causes, what have I to do with these things ? But I think I may persuade 
you yet. Isn't your chair getting a little warm?" 

"It's getting uncomfortably hot," admitted the professor. "Some 
effect of induced electric currents, I suppose?" 

The Devil scowled. 
"I think I shall be more comfortable if I stand up," added the professor. 
"You can't stand up," said the Devil. 
"How extraordinary!—neither I can. A remarkable example of 

hypnotic control." 
The Devil danced with rage. 
"Never mind about that," he screamed savagely. "Will you or will 

you not sign my register?" and he pushed it forward. 
"I would like to understand why " began the professor faintly, 

but he was cut short by a bellow from the Devil. 
"You're hopeless! Absolutely and utterly hopeless" he yelled. "May 

you turn into molten lead progressively from the inside " And he 
vanished. 

The professor slipped to the floor writhing. 
"A singular example of the transmutation of the elements," he 

groaned. 
So he died—and they got another professor. 

J.D. 
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ENDPIECE 

THE time is gone now when I felt the burden 
of questioning too great for endurance, 
the time is gone now when my mind too much 

oppressed with seeking assurance, 
knowing not which way to turn, 
from the endless questing finding no release, 
watching the brown leaf eddy and fall, 
sought death's sweet certainty and final peace. 

Now my blood is cold as the winter sun 
falling upon my hand; 
my heart is indifferent and my hearth desolate, 
I see evil walking in the land; 
the time of desolation is upon me, 
my spirit stripped bare 
in the dark season feels not the wolf's fang 
nor the rime-cold air. 

The young men who are lusty of loin and limb 
let them find the way out; 
in their houses now they are singing and sharpening the swords 
against the foe's rout; 
they shall have joy in the beating blood, 
wiving and making, 
and turn from these to quiet end, 
desire not waking. 

I feel my life growing light within me 
as a feather lifted into the air; 
I have found not wisdom nor honour among men, 
I put aside despair; 
the small rain falls upon my roof 
and all the winds blow numb, 
now I am old and passionless as stone 
I wait till my time come. J. 
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MUSIC IN THE UNIVERSITY 

A CHANGE OF ATTITUDE 

ONE of the most outstanding developments in education during 
recent years is the realisation of the value of music as a subject of 
vital importance to the equipment of the general student, and of 

greatest benefit, too, to the co-operate life and social activities of the 
whole University. 

At one time music was looked upon as a subject to be studied only by 
the "musically gifted few," but modern teaching has proved that the 
"musically gifted few" includes practically everyone, except possibly the 
one per cent, tone deafs—the musically "colour blind" people. 

A change of attitude to music is in evidence everywhere, and A.U.C. 
this year has shown a true realisation of the change. Free music classes, 
open to all students, have been held on Friday mornings, over a hundred 
students have attended regularly, and, not only have they listened to 
talks on music, but have shown practical musical ability by the success 
of their combined choral singing, and by the success of the concerts 
organised by students for students during the course. This new develop-
ment after the success of its initial year may become a permanent 
institution, and A.U.C. will provide a regular course in music for everyone. 

In recent years, too, University authorities throughout the Empire, 
recognising the value of music to the general student, have instituted 
courses in music which count for the B.A. degree, and these courses have 
met with the greatest success. At A.U.C. there is still some pioneering 
work to be done in this direction, owing to the fact that the idea is 
prevalent that a student must know "a lot about music" before under-
taking the course. This is quite a mistaken idea and it cannot be too 
strongly emphasised that the course known as Music I for the B.A. degree 
was instituted for the general student. For the music specialist there is 
the Mus. Bac. degree, a degree upholding musical scholarship and creative 
activity in musical composition, which makes it outstanding as a sound 
means of development for the all-round, cultured musician. 

What qualifications are necessary to undertake B.A. music? Firstly, 
a keen desire to develop a true understanding and enjoyment of music. 
This simple qualification will open the doors to the course in Musical 
Appreciation included in Music I. Secondly, the ability to read a simple 
piece of music or play a simple hymn tune on the piano; this qualification 
is necessary to begin the course in elementary harmony. 

Music I treats music as a language and includes the appreciation, the 
reading and the writing of the language of music. 
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Nearly every student can and should take Music I, then perhaps in 
time we may be able to fall into line with other Universities and succeed 
in obtaining both a Music II and a Music III for the B.A. degree. Every-
thing goes to support the original idea that the true development of muisc 
in a University rests with the general student, and progress cannot be 
made until students avail themselves of the official courses offered by the 
University, then other activities develop spontaneously. 

With regard to other activities we hope that 1935 will see a flourishing 
Musical Society, singing joyously, and preparing by regular rehearsal for 
a magnificent operatic achievement towards the end of the year! Instru-
mentalists can obtain the greatest pleasure and profit from the A.U.C. 
Orchestral Society, while enthusiastic listeners to music will be invited to 
join the A.U.C. Musical Club, where a series of concerts given by profes-
sional musicians will be arranged and held in the Hall. 

The opportunity is now provided for all A.U.C. students to obtain a 
true enjoyment and understanding of music. Free Classes, B.A. courses 
in Music, a Musical Society, a Club and an Orchestral Society, all eminently 
practical in outlook now exist. Their success now depends upon the 
enthusiastic support of students. 



STUDENT'S ASSOCIATION EXECUTIVE, 1934 

Back Row: Mr. A. P. Blair, Mr. P. B. McCarthy, Mr. R. F. Spragg, Mr. J . Ricketts, B.Sc., Mr. J . B. 

Rushworth, Miss B. Robertson, B.Sc. 

Front Row: Mr. J . D. Lewis, Mr. R. S. Staccy, M.A. (Secretary), Miss R. H. Macky, M.A. (Vice-

President), Miss P. C. Norris, M.A., Mr. E. P. Haslam, B.A. (President), Mr. A. R. Hi l l (Vice-

President), Mr. A. P. Postlewaite (Business Manager), Miss E. P. Warren. 
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SIR GEORGE FOWLDS : In Memoriam 

IT is with deep regret that we record the death of Sir George Fowlds, 
who for more than thirty years laboured for the advancement of 
education in this country. For thirteen years he filled the office of 

President of the College Council, and although his recent retirement from 
this position marked the end of his active participation in University 
affairs, yet the news of his death and the realisation that we shall no 
longer have his sympathy and interest bring a sense of loss. 

George Fowlds, son of Matthew Fowlds, cloth-weaver of Fenwick, 
Ayrshire, was born on the 15th September, 1860. Receiving his early 
education at Waterside School in Ayrshire and later at the Andersonian 
College at Glasgow, he was, in 1874, apprenticed to a firm of cloth 
merchants. After eight years in the cloth industry Mr. Fowlds emigrated 
in 1882 to South Africa. There he struggled against adversity, and in 
the course of a varied experience came into contact with such men as 
Dr. Jamieson, Cecil Rhodes, and the celebrated Barny Barnato. At this 
time he contemplated setting up as an accountant, but, his wife's health 
proving poor, he decided to move to New Zealand. 

In 1885 Mr. Fowlds landed in Auckland, and, after engaging in various 
trades, obtained a position as salesman in a mercery business. But the 
spirit of the man would not allow him to remain long in a subordinate 
position. He soon bought out a small business in Victoria Street which 
was afterwards transferred to Queen Street and grew into the well-known 
firm of George Fowlds Ltd. In 1905 Mr. Fowlds handed over the principal 
care of the business to his son, Mr. G. M. Fowlds. 

From the time of his first arrival in Auckland, Mr. Fowlds took the 
keenest interest in public affairs and filled with distinction many public 
offices. He served on school committees for a number of years, and was 
Secretary and Treasurer of the Congregational Union of New Zealand. 
In 1899 he entered politics as a member of the House of Representatives 
for Auckland City. He represented Grey Lynn from 1902 till 1911. In 
1906 he joined the Ward Cabinet as Minister of Education and Public-
Health, and during the ensuing five years also administered for varying 
terms the Departments of Customs, Defence, Justice, Mental Hospitals, 
Hospital and Charitable Aid, and State Fire Insurance. In 1910 he 
represented the New Zealand Government at the opening of the first 
parliament of the Union of South Africa. 

When, in 1911, Mr. Fowlds resigned his position in the Government 
to devote his energies to public service outside of parliamentary offices, 
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all sections of the Press expressed appreciation of the fine work he had 
done for the Department of Education. 

During the War years he devoted himself to patriotic work, in 
recognition of which he was, in 1920, created a Commander of the Order 
of the British Empire. In 1928 his services to his country and to the 
Empire were again honoured by His Majesty, who was graciously pleased 
to create him a Knight Bachelor. 

Sir George Fowlds' public services are so many that only a few of 
the important offices that he filled can be detailed here. He has been 
Deputy-Chairman of the joint committee of the Red Cross and the Order 
of St. John since its inception; Chairman of the Blind Institute; President 
of the Society for the Protection of Women and Children and for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. In addition he has been President and 
Patron of numerous football, cricket, tennis, hockey, boating and bowling 
clubs, and was the first President of the Auckland Rotary Club. 

This long experience of public affairs uniquely fitted Sir George to 
succeed the late Dr. T. W. Leys as President of the Auckland University 
College Council. During the whole of his connection with University 
affairs he has persistently put forward the claims of Auckland University 
College, and he is in no small measure responsible for the recognition of 
special schools and courses. He has also given worthy service as Chair-
man of the Massey Agricultural College. To him also is largely due the 
conception of a Fine Arts School, which, it is hoped, will become an 
accomplished fact in the near future. 

Students of the College remember with gratitude that Sir George has 
always advanced the claims of youth, and has shown a sympathetic 
appreciation of the point of view of the student. It is not generally 
known, however, that the building of the Student Block was made possible 
by the personal guarantee of Sir George and other members of the 
Council. 

To students, staff, and public alike, Sir George was for thirteen years 
a familiar figure at graduation ceremonies and we shall miss his splendid 
personality and genial Scotch burr. Lacking himself the advantages of 
higher education he, like that other great Liberal, Richard John Seddon, 
spent his life in ensuring that others are spared some of the hardships 
of his own early days. It may be truly said that George Fowlds, educated 
in the University of the World, graduated in that same university with 
honours in public service. Such men are not easily forgotten. 
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TUSCANY 

UST as Italy has been called the Garden of Europe, so may it be said 
that Tuscany is the Garden of Italy. Tuscany is not only a region, buc 
it is the great metropolis of Italian history, art and culture. 
We may recall the days of Dante Alighieri, and realise what a temple 

of learning Florence was then. Huge relics of history, and marvellous 
scientific discoveries were the subject of lectures there by women pro-
fessors, who since then have hardly taken their former places, unless it 
be the learned Atrolina? 

It is not only Florence which has a commanding history in Tuscany. 
Pisa, Lucca, Bologna, Livorno, Siena, Spezia, Viarreggio and Volterra are 
the sister cities of Florence, where Italian life grew to the full with a 
splendour so distinct and picturesque, that since then it has not been 
equalled or surpassed. 

In the first place, Tuscany gave to Italy the present mother tongue. 
One would expect that Palermo would have given birth to the Italian 
language, since it was here that Italian literature began its early life, and 
to a great extent flourished with such a splendour that the Royal Court 
of Palermo was then regarded as the centre of European culture. 

But the foundation of the Italian tongue was the cause of Palermo's 
literary failure. The Tuscans nourished then, as they nourish now, a 
disdain for the Southern dialects. Dante Alighieri was the champion enemy 
of the mixed Southern languages, and it is recorded that he withdrew 
in a sorrowful attitude when he first learned that one region was entirely 
unable to understand the dialect of the neighbouring territory. Alighieri 
was strongly convinced that the people's mind was thus corrupted and 
degenerate. In which belief he began his work as soon as time permitted, 
and in a few years he was able to complete the mother tongue, gaining 
his first recognition among his contemporaries of the time. His works 
helped his task a great deal. He wrote at times in Latin, only to keep 
up the great admiration and affection that he nourished for the great 
and unique Virgil, the unmistakable interpreter of La Divina Commedia. 
Names such as Leonardo Da Vinci, Raffaele, Giotto, Foscoli, Boccaccio, 
Donatello, Petrarca, and Michelangelo, are all linked with Tuscany. The 
territory is invaded by their creations, their genius, their learnings. 

One can travel to Livorno, and find memories attached to the most 
commanding personality of the English poetic world — Percy Bysshe 
Shelley. A look at Pistoia will reveal the secrets of old chemical science, 
real and impressively significant to a modern world. Pisa, famous not 
so much for its discussed Leaning Tower, but for the great archives of 
old learning dating as far back as before the birth of Christ; Lucca, 
mother of warriors' temples; Viareggio, the teacher of Carnivalistic 
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farces; Carrara, the sleeping bed of white marble, so much beloved by 
the Greek sculptors of the XII. century. Art and Science are buried, and 
yet alive, there, in the heart of the peninsula called Tuscany. For all the 
artists and all the learned, for those who seek the wonders of past ages, 
students and professors, writers and dramatists, Tuscany is the metropolis 
of wonders. 

You may go and see it for yourself some day. You will agree that I 
had neither the time, nor the space in Kiwi, to tell you of all the treasures 
that Tuscany has given freely to mankind. You will love it, as all foreign 
visitors do, and last, and not least, as the Tuscan people do themselves. 

SALVATORE LO GUIDICE. 
June, 1934, N.Z. 

SUMMER 

THERE is deep satisfaction in the summer grasses, 
Deep cooling fragrance in the summer trees; 

The dawdling river, singing as it passes, 
Fingers the willow's tresses at her knees. 

There is content upon the summer brooding, 
No fierce, quick joy of spring or winter sorrow, 

No wit or folly, good or ill intruding; 
There is no past here, there will be no morrow. 

Cleave with me, friend, the warm, rich fields of gold, 
Know their dry fragrance and the awaking thrill 

The old gods knew before the world was old 
Of grasses shadowing on a windy hill. 

Then with me in the shadow of the river 
Lie where the trees bend intimately down 

And watch the water turn and smile and shiver, 
Finger green mosses and long roots of brown. 

There let us drink the summer's wine unthinking 
In sweet intoxication of the mind, 

Garlands of ivy and of myrtle linking 
The hanging blue of grapes, art undesigned. 

Join with me in the sweet delight of summer, 
Come like an old, proud, happy god of Greece, 

Drink of the poppy, let our sense slumber, 
Let all the world be wise—we are at peace. 

K. M. Harvey 
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DECEIVERS EVER 

["It is not only women who know how to take advantage of dress. 
It is surprising how few apparently handsome men look really well in 
bathing suits."—Woman's Paper.] 

Maiden, check that girlish sigh, 
Restrain that joyous tremor! 

Be careful, lest your kindling eye 
Should cause a fresh dilemma; 

Survey, I beg, that manly form 
That makes your heart see-saw so; 

His eyes, no doubt, are very warm, 
But what about his torso? 

Many a goodly apple 
Is rotten at the works, 

Beneath a shapely thrapple 
Laryngitis lurks; 

How seldom ardent lovers 
The kindly maxim warns, 

That patent leather covers 
A multitude of corns. 

What boots it that the nose 
Should aquilinely curve, 

If every molar grows 
About a throbbing nerve? 

And what though every finger 
A ring of diamonds sports 

If underneath there linger 
A brace, or so, of warts? 

Observe then as he cringes 
Upon the servile knee, 

Lest you perchance some twinges 
Of rheumatism see; 

And as he cries: "My treasure!" 
And prates of better halves, 

Just run the blithe tape-measure 
Once lightly round his calves. Maevius. 
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PEARSON'S 
SAND SOAP 

The Big 

Block of Quality 
is always 

Worth a Little More 

Ask for PEARSON'S CARBOLIC SAND SOAP 
and see that you get it 

T o - d a y 
There is a steady stream of 
interesting books being pub-
lished by a brilliant school of 
modern authors. 
To keep in touch with these 
newest books 

J o i n • • • 
WHITCOMBE'S 
NEW-BOOK CLUB 
Where everyday, if you wish, 
you can read something really 
new. Moderate fees. 
Prospectus on Application. 
WHITCOMBE & TOMBS LTD., QUEEN ST., A U C K L A N D 
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PROFESSOR C. W. EGERTON 

PROFESSOR EGERTON retired from the College last year. The fact 
certainly calls for some suitable comment: but it is difficult to find 
a comment that is really suitable. It is curious how hard it is to 

express one's real gratitude to a teacher one admires and respects without 
relapsing into conventional insincerities. And there are at least two 
reasons why conventional insincerities would be out of place: first, 
because there are things I really want to say; and secondly, because 
Professor Egerton has a sense of humour. The latter fact in particular 
makes it impossible to deliver the few kind words, neatly combining the 
blatant exaggeration of the obituary notice with the patronising appraise-
ment of the testimonial, with which men of distinction are generally 
ushered over the threshold of their "well-earned retirement." 

Let us content ourselves, then, with a plain statement of fact. And 
the fact is that Professor Egerton held the chair of English Language 
and Literature at this College from 1894 to 1933. To the average student, 
whose span of college life amounts to four or five years, there is some-
thing almost staggering in that simple statement. Forty years is a long 
time: and it would be easy to speak in hollow tones of the patience and 
devotion to duty of a man who spent them in dragging a motley crowd 
of students through the requirements of an examination syllabus. Easy, 
and quite absurd. For I believe that Professor Egerton thoroughly 
enjoyed his job. 

In the first place, he has always been genuinely interested in his 
subject. He had a brilliant student career at Trinity College, Dublin, 
where he was twice Vice-Chancellor's Prizeman in English prose and 
prize-winner in Early English, English Literature, Mathematics and 
French. In 1888 he graduated M.A. with First Class Honours in English 
Literature, being Gold Medallist for his year. And before coming to 
Auckland he had held lectureships at Queen Margaret College, Glasgow, 
and under the West of Scotland University Extension Board. As a 
lecturer, he was always conscious of the necessity of conforming, not 
merely to an examination syllabus, but to the needs of large classes of 
students whose average standard was not always high. His lectures were 
an honest and conscientious attempt to meet those needs: and as a con-
sequence I have heard them called dull by those who prefer the superficial 
or "inspirational" method of teaching. But as a matter of fact they were 
always full, not merely of the Professor's sound scholarship, but of his 
quiet charm and humour. 

But secondly, he has always been genuinely interested in his students. 
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He has always been willing to chat to them, either about their work or 
their own interests; and he is a shrewd judge of character. From its 
beginning he has been keenly interested in the Literary Club, for many 
years presenting an annual prize for the best paper by a member. He 
makes a point of reading student publications; and he has been known 
to chuckle appreciatively over them with the editor or the contributors. 
His interest extends to tennis and football, and he is well-known in 
Auckland musical circles. Altogether, his retirement is a loss to the 
College in more directions than one. 
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PROFESSOR H. W. SEGAR 

I HAVE been set the rather arduous task of writing- an appreciation of 

Professor H. W. Segar, M.A., who for so long has been our Professor 
of Mathematics. I do not intend by "arduous" to infer that it is in 

any way difficult to find fitting material with which to show you something 
of the Professor's worth; rather are these facts so well known as the result 
of appreciative speeches made at the time of his retirement. 

Academically, Professor Segar had a brilliant career at Trinity College, 
Cambridge. He was Second Wrangler and the recipient of the much 
coveted Smith's Prize. These facts alone go to prove that our Professor 
is the equal of his confreres in the Universities of the Old Country. A 
fact that is perhaps not so well known is that there is quite an important 
theorem in a branch of advanced mathematics—Segar's theorem—named 
after its author. 

The story of its coming into being, according to the Professor, is that 
he submitted some work to a mathematical journal while still a student 
and quite a keen interest was taken in it by the Professors at both Oxford 
and Cambridge. The next thing our Professor knew was that he was the 
proud possessor of a theorem. 

Those who have attended lectures, more especially advanced classes 
where scope is given for individual tuition, will support me when I praise 
the restraint of the Professor. Imagine, at times, having to instil into 
people what to yourself is the veriest child's play, when the recipient 
has no wish or desire to learn, but merely seeks that all important "unit." 
On all occasions was the Professor truly helpful and patient and those 
who know of teaching in any shape or form will indeed appreciate, and 
admire these qualities. 

The mathematical notes collected during his period of work were 
many and varied. Most will remember the books of solutions—B, D, S, 
etc., and the carefully prepared index. The manuscripts, hand-written, 
but so often deucedly hard, on all phases of the subject. Perhaps the 
most interesting of all were the small booklets of solutions done while 
yet at school. Next to many a number in the margin is seen merely the 
cryptic remark—Easy. 

It is with no small feeling of sorrow that past students of Professor 
Segar bid farewell to him on his retirement from teaching duties, and 
we can simply wish him the best of everything in his leisure days, and 
trust that his memories of the college are as fond as our student memories 
of him. 
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PHLOWERS AND PHYSIC OR THE FIFTH GEORGIC 

(An aspirin placed in a vase of water is said to be good for the reviving 
of flowers.) 

I. Since aspirin is a curative 
For drooping daffodilies, 

Salts (Epsom) might be nutrative 
For teething tiger-lilies. 

And, as the croupy carrot cries 
For cough-drops (like the canna), 

I have it in my cranium 
A glandular geranium 

Likes ipecachuana. 

II. When anguished arums groan aloud 
And seem a total loss, 

Don't let thy head with brief be bowed, 
But give them Irish Moss. 

And if thy flowering gums should ache, 
And moan both long and louder, 

Pray do not be conservative, 
Apply some lung preservative, 

Or else some liquorice powder. 

Ajax. 
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DOCTOR THOMAS 

IT was not, perhaps, until we heard of Doctor Thomas's impending-
resignation, that the music students realized what a very great privilege 
our connection with him had been. No one could have been more 

gentle, inspiring and musicianly, nor have made his students feel and 
know, as Doctor Thomas did us, that music is one of the noblest gifts of 
the Creator, and a part of life itself. 

He was born at Oxford, and, when only seven, entered the cathedral 
choir of Christ Church, singing solos for eight years. When his voice 
broke he was appointed to a position as organist and choirmaster. At 
the age of 20 he had taken the degree of Mus. Bac., Oxford; at 25 he was 
Mus. Doc. He was then the youngest Doctor of Music at the University. 
In 1902 he was appointed Professor of Music at the Auckland University 
College, which position he held until last year, when he retired, after a 
service of thirty-one years. 

It is only of the Doctor as we knew him that I am qualified to write. 
I think all of us regarded him with the greatest veneration and affection; 
his gentleness and kindness, and, above all, his innate and potent musician-
liness, precluded anything else. The grammar of music is not always 
exciting, in fact, it can be rather dull, but the quiet humour and the willing 
and painstaking mode of explanation, and the somehow confident air that 
the ultimate end was worth ten times the toil, always inspired us to go on. 
Whether he was conscious of the power he gave out I cannot say, but even 
after lectures of the most ordinary routine nature, one could come away 
and feel that life was real and worth while, even if it consisted only of 
harmony and counterpoint exercises. 

Sometimes, and these were the days we loved, he would just talk to 
us. We would forget we were in a lecture room, and be carried with 
him to the "edge of the infinite." His quiet, even voice would gain con-
fidence as he went on, and his eye kindle as he talked. "Music is the 
most wonderful thing," he would say; "can you imagine a world without 
sound? No wind blowing among the leaves; no birds singing? Suppose 
you could not sing when you were happy? It is so natural to sing, and 
music is nature, just like the grass and the flowers." How could we help 
being inspired? He was so full of music himself—his very being wras 
music. I remember him saying to us one day: "You know, when I was 
a small boy, I did not learn English grammar in the way you did. 1 
went to a choir school and we learnt music. . . ." The crisp intonation 
of his voice still comes back. . . . 
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Of course, not all the time was peace. I am yet conscious of several 
occasions when a few well-chosen and excellently well-pointed words 
seemed like coals of fire poured over my head, and quite rightly too, I am 
afraid I must admit. There were days, too, when we would sit like mice, 
not daring to move, because his musician's soul was so far in the heavens 
above us, that we were awed into stillness. 

But we were happy; we could not help it. Although in practical 
matters like fees and syllabus requirements, we had often to seek the help 
of the Registrar or the Chairman of the Professorial Board, when we 
wanted sympathy, help, or encouragement, we could be sure of getting 
it from the Doctor. He understood our mistakes, he never got up and 
preached at us, he led us gently on and explained why; nothing was too 
trivial for him to go into if it were worrying us. He never talked to us 
much of his own many compositions, which competent critics have 
pronounced to be of much worth and value, nor of his own talent, which 
is very considerable. He talked to us a lot of the great masters and their 
work and encouraged us to try and follow in their footsteps. He seemed 
quite unconscious that by his humble, generous, sympathetic and truly 
musicianly teaching he was setting us an example which some of us, at 
least, will hold in loving reverence as long as memory lasts. 

We wish him many long and happy days for the continued enjoyment 
of the music for which he has given so much of his life that others also 
might be taught its happiness and joy. E.J.B. 

92 



I SAT AND WATCHED THE STARS 

I sat and watched the stars. 
The infinity of pinheads, set in a purple pincushion, turned inside out. 
The infinity of daisies, set in an azure lawn and seen from afar. 
The infinity of glow-worms hung from the darkened roof of a cavern. 
I have sat thus many a time, 
And I have thought that as no one gives a jot where he puts the pin in 

the pincushion, 
And as no one gives a jot as to where the daisies grow in the lawn, 
And as no one notices just how the glow-worms hang from the darkened 

roof of the cavern, 
(So long as two are not contesting the place of one), 
So are the stars suspended from nothing about the heavens, 
And so long as two are not contesting the place of one, 
So each is a star to itself and cares nothing about its neighbour, 
And no one gives or has given a jot as to how the stars are placed in the 

heavens. J.W.B.O. 
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