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[Editorial statement]







(
Published Twice in the Session)



The Editorial Committee invites contributions, either in prose or verse, on any subject of general interest, from students or officials connected with the College. All literary communications should be addressed to 
The Editor, 
Victoria University College, Wellington.



Subscriptions are now due, and are now payable to Mr. J. H. Sheat, Financial Secretary, Victoria University College.
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Editorial.





"
In governing men and in serving Heaven there is nothing like Moderation."

—
Talleyrand.
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The President,

Victoria University College Students' Association, Wellington.

Dear Sir,—




I have to inform you that at a meeting of the Executive of the V.U.C. Christian Union last week a resolution was passed that the attention of the Students' Association be drawn to a "Sonnet" appearing at page 66 of the current issue of the "Spike," the official journal of the V.U.C. Students' Association.


We think it will need no demonstration that this poem is not only in bad taste, but is a direct insult to the beliefs of the majority of our students. It may be said that the poem was inserted merely because of its literary qualities, without any regard to its subject matter. Even



assuming that its literary merit is unquestionable, we still think that other consideratons besides that of literary merit should govern the censorship of "Spike" contributions. We venture to suggest, for example, that were a poem submitted for publication which in any way ridiculed or belittled the action of those of our students who have given their lives in defence of Empire, no amount of literary merit would justify its inclusion. Yet this poem strikes at something more fundamental and more sacred than the feeling of patriotism which would be offended by such a poem as we have mentioned.


So offensive is the general thought and expression of the poem not only to persons subscribing to the Christian faith, but also to those who, while not accepting the tenets of Christianity, still realise what Christianity has meant to our nation and to civilization in general, that the Union feels that in protesting against the insertion of this poem, it has the support of large numbers of students who take no part in Christian Union activities. Surprise has, in fact, been expressed by a number of students outside the Christian Union that such a poem should have been inserted.


Realising as we do that all phases of College thought should, as far as possible, be allowed expression in a College Review, we feel great reluctance in objecting to anything contained therein merely on the ground that it differs from our point of view—and if this were all the poem did we should probably raise no objection—but against a poem offending, as we feel sure this one does, the conviction of at least ninety per cent of College Students, we feel it our bounden duty to enter a most emphatic protest, and we would ask that some steps be taken by the Students' Association to show its disapproval of the insertion of this poem.



Yours faithfully,



Maurice A. Tremewan,


President, V.U.C.C.U.




The foregoing letter has been forwarded to us for our information, and for that of future editors.


The question raised by the Christian Union is of such



importance as to justify our giving our reply to it this prominent place. The first point to be noted is that the Christian Union is very angry. In no other way can we account for the intolerant and unchristian attitude, which it has adopted. Mr. H. G. Wells spoke of some of Mr. Shaw's writings as "the ravings of an idiot child." Such an expression seems unduly complimentary when applied to the Christian Union's letter. With a view to showing the Christian Union the unchristlike intolerance of its attitude, and incidentally, with a view to justifying our own attitude to "A Sonnet," we propose to discuss the letter in detail.


In the first place, let us make the point clear that the letter from the Christian Union constitutes most simply, and from whatever point it be viewed, a direct attack upon what we, at least, have always considered one of the great, sacred privileges of civilized peoples to-day—the privilege of freedom of thought. In the Sonnet, to which the Christian Union objects, and which we shall later quote in full, the author gives expression to an opinion, which is very widely received to-day. In point of fact it is almost as old as Christianity itself. The passionate heart-searchings that beset one in attempting to reconcile the sufferings and hideous death of Christ with an all-loving God, the realization of Christ's meek submission beneath "the bludgeonings of chance," the quick revolt against such an apparently nerveless surrender to fate, the fierce renunciation of the God, who could ordain it, and the Christ, who could undergo it, and the inevitable demand for a new religious conception, wherein




"human thoughts might kneel alone,



Each before the judgment-throne



Of its own aweless soul, or of the Power unknown"



such thoughts and such a conclusion as these have flashed with blinding force upon the minds of imaginative men the world over, when in the full vigour of their splendid youth. We have the example of Shelley. We have the example of Swinburne. We shall return to these two later. The point, for which we are at present contending seems to be sufficiently clear—the view, which is expressed by R. in his Sonnet, is and has been for many



years, of common occurrence, it is typical of a stage of transition in the religious development of the individual. Personally we do not agree with the view, but we do believe that it represents the honest conviction of the writer, and as such, and as a contribution to the sum of human knowledge, we gladly have given it such publicity as these pages can afford. Its expression may seem anti-Christian: in the ears of the well-tamed and docile Christian it may sound blasphemous. But, and this is the point, to forbid the public expression of such a view is to strike a dagger deep into the bosom of liberty. Were a public newspaper to refuse to publish such a Sonnet on the ground that it was blasphemous, we should deem such a refusal an unrighteous restriction upon freedom of thought: but to suggest that such a Sonnet should be denied expression in a University College in the twentieth century is monstrous and intolerable. Yet that is precisely what the pundits of the Christian Union suggest.


The next point to call for consideration is this: has the Christian Union behaved like a Christian, or rather, Christlike Union, in adopting the attitude that it has taken up in regard to "A Sonnet"? As we understand it, the best Christian thought in all ages has endeavoured to harmonize its beliefs with the state of contemporary knowledge. In doing so it has acted upon the simple Pauline exhortation—"Test all things." The man who accepts without consideration all that is offered him by his spiritual directors, and who rejects as anathema everything lacking the hall-mark of ecclesiastical approval, not only prostitutes his intellect, but he is in the best sense of the word—unchristian, a belated representative of that Puritanical intolerance which for many years lay as a blight upon the fair tree of progress: he is in Milton's fine phrase, a "heretic in the truth." We cannot resist the temptation to quote Milton's remarks in full— "A man may be a heretic in the truth, and if he believes things only because his pastor says so, or the assembly so determines, without knowing other reason, though his belief be true, yet the very truth he holds becomes his heresy." We urge the "heretics in the truth" of the Christian Union to lose no time in securing a copy of the "Areopagitica." They have much to learn. The "Areo



pagitica" will open unto them a new and strange horizon. If there be any lesson, if there be a supreme lesson to be learnt from those few facts, which we know, concerning Christ, that lesson is one of love, a love pervading the world, a love which teaches patience beneath injustice and suffering, which never fails, but which, sure of itself, ever comforts, strengthens, sustains—"Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do." "Charity," says St. Paul, "suffereth long, and is kind......is not easily proviked, thinketh no evil, rejoiceth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the truth." If that be so, wherefore the "Christian" Union?


Let us conclude our preliminary observations by two quotations from Professor J. B. Bury's "History of Freedom of Thought"—"All the great poets of the nineteenth century were more or less unorthodox. Wordsworth in the years of his highest inspiration was a pantheist; and the greatest of all, Shelley, was a declared atheist. In fearless utterance, in unfaltering zeal against the tyranny of Gods and Governments Swinburne was like Shelley. His "Poems and Ballads" expressed the spirit of a pagan, who flouted all the prejudices and sanctities of the Christian world." The same writer states his justification of freedom of opinion in the following terms. "To advance knowledge and correct errors, unrestricted freedom of discussion is required. History shows that knowledge grew when speculation was perfectly free in Greece, and that in modern times, since restrictions on enquiry have been entirely removed, it has advanced with a velocity which would seem diabolical to the slaves of the medieval church. Then, it is obvious that in order to readjust social customs, institutions and methods to new needs and circumstances, there must be unlimited freedom of canvassing and criticizing them, of expressing the most unpopular opinions, no matter how offensive to prevailing sentiment they may be. If the history of civilization has any lesson to teach it is this: there is one supreme condition of mental and moral progress which it is completely within the power of man himself to secure, and that is perfect liberty of thought and discussion. The establishment of this liberty may be considered the most valuable achievement of modern civilization, and as a



condition of social progress it should be deemed fundamental." Apparently the Christian Union considers otherwise.


Let us turn to the letter. In the second paragraph the Union alleges that "A Sonnet" is "not only in bad taste, but is a direct insult to the beliefs of the majority of our students." As regards the allegation that "A Sonnet" is in bad taste, we are at a loss to understand what the Unionists mean. If they mean that R. is a vulgar hireling to expreses beliefs so utterly at variance with theirs, we can understand though we cannot agree with them; but if they mean to suggest that "A Sonnet" in itself is not in good taste, we can only tender these "heretics in the truth" the advice tendered by Lord Charles Beresford to Mr. Winston Churchill—let them consult a mental specialist. The trouble with these Pecksniffs seems to be that they are utterly lacking in a sense of humour. Thus the assertion that the expression of an opinion in conflict with theirs is "in bad taste and a direct insult" would be utterly contemptible, were it not so hugely amusing, even if only for its naive unconsciousness, its ponderous conceit.


The next point is this: "A Sonnet" was accepted for publication partly because of its literary quality, partly because it expressed a definite conviction, and as such was entitled to our respect. As for the suggestion that a poem, which ridiculed the actions of those students, who are now fighting for civilization, ought not to be accepted for publication, we can only say (though we think the example given, a foolish one) that here again we entirely disagree with the Unionists. We should promptly insert such a poem (provided it possessed the requisite literary quality) knowing that the immediate and universal condemnation, which it would arouse, would afford the surest judgment upon the author and the poem—a judgment far more weightly by reason of the fact that it represented the opinion of many, and not of one, bureaucratic editor.


The Union asserts that the poem "strikes at something more fundamental and more sacred than the feeling of patriotism." Again we agree that the sonnet expresses a view very much opposed to that of



the average orthodox Christian, but to suggest for that reason, that the sonnet "strikes at something more sacred and more fundamental than the feeling of patriotism" is simply ridiculous nonsense. The sum of the matter is that R.'s reading and thought upon the subject of religion have led him to a conclusion diametrically opposed to that of the orthodox Christian, and we hold that he is just as much entitled to express his views in the pages of a University Review (or any other journal, for that matter) as is the Union.


The third paragraph of the letter contains a very bold statement—that the poem is offensive to those, who do not believe in Christianity. Upon this point we do not hesitate to give the Union the lie direct. We do more than that: we challenge the Union to produce one such person, who has felt offended by "A Sonnet." If it can do so, we will recant all that we have said, don sackcloth and ashes, and spend the remainder of our days as humble Christian Unionists. The Christian Union will surely admit that we cannot make a fairer offer than that. For our part we cannot conceive of voluntarily offering to undergo a greater humiliation.


We do not doubt for one minute that the Christian Union feels that it has in its protest the support of large numbers of students. Neither do we doubt that Torquemada and other leaders in the Inquisition, similarly felt that they had behind them the support of large numbers of the populace.


As regards the last paragraph of the letter—we are afraid that we must decline to take this statement seriously: "we feel great reluctance in objecting to anything merely on the ground that it differs from our point of view—and if this were all the peom did, we should probably raise no objection." It is such a statement as that, which makes us feel we are on perfectly safe ground in accusing the Christian Unionists of being Pecksniffs. There is a barefaced hypocrisy about the statement, which makes one's gorge rise.


We wish to add only one thing further—if the Christian Union were right in its protest, and if our view were wrong, then the "Spike" would have to close its pages to some of the finest treasures of English poetry. Shelley



and Swinburne at least would be forbidden a place in our Review. We are unwilling to go into this point at length, because to emphasize it unduly would draw attention from the broad principles concerned, and would lead consideration of the whole question into a narrow groove. Nevertheless in order to show quite clearly the results that would follow from a literal interpretation of the Christian Union's letter, and in order to enable the unbiassed reader to obtain a view of "A Sonnet" in true perspective, we conclude by reprinting "A Sonnet" and by placing in contrast with it the last six lines of Swinburne's "Hymn to Man"—











A Sonnet.




Nay! Christ! I seek no pity at Thy Throne!



Nor do I kneel and make a moan, and show



My heart, with all its heritage of woe



To Thee, whose passion scarce exceeds my own.



Nay! Christ! For now I am a man full-grown,



And take my stand, and hold Thy God my foe



Thy foe and mine, for on Thy Cross I know



Desert'd by Thy God Thou diedst, alone—





So now against the sky I hold my face—



No mercy do I ask, no homage give—



But lift my voice, and cry thro' endless space



I have my right to die—my right to live—



And triumphing—to spurn Him at the end,



Who proved at last to Thee so false a friend.



—R.


"They cry out, thine elect, thine aspirants to heavenwards, whose faith is as flame;


O thou the Lord God of our tyrants, they call thee, their God, by thy name.


By thy name that in hell-fire was written, and burned at the point of thy sword,


Thou art smitten, thou God, thou art smitten; thy death is upon thee, O Lord.


And the love song of earth as thou diest, resounds through the wind of her wings—


Glory to Man in the highest! for Man is the Master of things."
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Athol Hudson

Killed in Action France, 1916.
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Before Dawn






Before Dawn.




God, dear God, come again, come again!



I heard your voice in the silver rain;



Your whispering came, so clear, so clear



It wakened my sleeping soul to hear.



The dream doors opened and I came through



And waked to the dim hushed house and You.



The world was waiting, so quiet, so grey,



That list'ning time before dawn of day—



It knew the wind would a message bring—



The wind that wakens the birds to sing—



But did they know, the grass and the tree



That God was speaking that day to me?



I knelt by the window. Close He came



He touched my forehead and breathed my name,



He passed in a silver mist of rain........



I oped my eyes to the world again—



To the wind of dawn and birds awake



And Day in the East about to break,



And holy joy filling full my heart



That God had spoken to me apart.



—Y.X.Z.
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On Active Service.


Since the last edition of the "Spike" over one hundred additions have been made to the list of those past and present students of the College, who are upon active service. Under the circumstances it has been thought better to publish a complete list, rather than a list of corrections. In this list are included the names not only of those who are now upon active service, but also of those who are in the different training camps.



	Adams, K. E.

	Adlam, R. C.

	Atkinson, G. I.

	Atmore, C. F.

	Aston, W. B.

	Atkinson, S. A.

	Armstrong, P. F.

	Archibald, J. A.

	Anson, G. F. V.

	Baddeley, H. S.

	Barnard, S.

	Batler, C. V.

	Beere R. St. J.

	Bell, G. G.

	Bennett, J. B.

	Berendsen, C. A.

	Bertrand, G. F.

	Bernard, V. R.



	Biss, H. R.

	Biss, J. A.

	Blake, V.

	Boeufve, A.

	Bogle, G. V.

	Bogle, A. H.

	Bogle, G. S.

	Bogle, S.

	Boyee, T.

	Broadgate, F. K.

	Brockett, A. G.

	Bramwell, O. G.

	Butcher, W. L. G.

	Butcher, G.

	Busby, W. B.

	Bastings, L.
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Wellington,21st September, 1916.

Dear "Spike,"—




Extracts from Alan MacDougall's letters will be of abiding interest to his old friends. These will be pardoned for thinking that when he died, Victoria College



lost its most perfect student. In tribute to him, will you publish some extracts from certain recent letters of his which tell of the work he was engaged in and how he viewed it, and which unconsciously body forth those qualities of perception, faith, humour, generosity and noble courage which will keep his memory ever green in the hearts of those who loved him. At the end, with his friends in the line stricken down, he was lonely; and we do well to believe that he has passed into an immortal Fellowship.


I am, etc.,

D.S.S.









On January 31st, 1915, he wrote,

—"What a business! Here I am with a 2nd Lieut's. rank trying to help a lot of decent London cockneys to train for the Front. I have volunteered for service abroad and we shall go as a battalion at the appointed time. We are known to the War Office as the 22nd Royal Fusiliers—recruited chiefly from South Kensington and the more savoury of its environs. Two of the four companies contain a large proportion of Colonials who find themselves amongst us by a rather devious set of routes and circumstances. It's too long a story to go into at the moment. I have no Colonials amongst my lot, who are entirely, as I have said, Cockneys. Their merits are cheerfulness and a variety of acumen peculiar to Cockneys; they grumble heavily at anything unusual but do it all the same and well too as a rule. They are a good lot and I am getting fond of them. We have been down here (in Sussex about thirty miles from Portsmouth) for over two months living in billets and training as hard and constantly as this execrable weather will allow. We have no rifle range—the most serious of our problems; and until we get one, or the use of one for a month or two, we cannot regard ourselves as efficient soldiers, fit for the front. The New Army has had to contend with many difficulties; the surprising thing is that it should have made such headway in the time given. I am inclined to think that the New Army will fulfil expectations if it gets a chance. The material is a vast improvement on that which usually goes through the British Army Mills; they have all got something to fight for now; and the nation is behind them solid as a rock.





The New Armies now muster one million men; we need at least two million. And I don't think we shall get them without conscription, or some form of it. Academically conscription may be a bad thing; but we must have the men. Every officer back from the Front hammers it in; the British Army has done well, but relatively it is a mere drop in the ocean—as yet. The French are looking to us in confidence for help; they refrained from criticism when we failed to send more than half the promised forces in the opening weeks of the war; they redoubled their energies instead; now they look to us to keep our word. There is something very noble in their quiet serenity—no boasting this time, but cheerfulness in abundance and unlimited self-sacrifice. I have a French friend now fighting in the Argonne; he tells me that France is transformed and that 
we don't know what equality means. The order to mobilise came to them as a relief and they mustered their forces calmly, knowing that unless England joined in they would be swamped, but still quite determined to put up as long and hard a fight as they could. Then England after three days of irresolution came in, and during those three days not a murmur from France. Their conduct throughout has been admirable. Then of course there are the Belgians. On the whole, I think it's up to Great Britain to save those who saved her, even if it means conscription and a decrease of profits all round.


I have enjoyed my military experience so far.


* * * * *


We are living in great times. I saw Guy Scholefield a month ago; he said that if he had had his choice of any period of ten years in London, the choice being spread over two centuries, he would have chosen the present decade (1908-1918) in preference to any other, and I believe he is right."


By the close of the year, he had been promoted to a Captain's rank, and after he had been in the front line trenches "from 100 to 60 yards from Fritz, opposite one of the famous names of the war," as he puts it, he wrote on 13th December, 1915:—"Here I am in billets after a short time in the trenches. We have been across the water some little time now and have made our way into the firing line by easy stages, sometimes by train, mostly



on foot. The 'firing line' sounds exciting—so it is; but in a curiously positive and prosaic fashion. The ordinary army routine goes on uninterruptedly almost, in the trenches. Occasionally a shell comes in upon us disastrously and there's a wounded man to be taken back painfully through narrow and muddy communication lanes to the first-aid post. The evacuation of casualties gives me more anxious thought than anything else almost; it's a dreadful business when trenches are wet and falling about one's ears. I had to bind up a case in the front line the other day; we couldn't get the stretcher up and he had to be helped and hauled and carried out. The men are splendid and equal to any task that may be set them.


* * * * *


We shall be in the trenches on Xmas Day, heigh-ho! I don't think there will be much fraternising this year. The Germans are too sick of the whole business. It is much more likely that a batch of them will offer surrender and eat us empty.


* * * * *


We are well fed and clad; frequently well housed in billets, as now, and always pretty happy. It's just as well to try and be happy in the face of the ever present possibilities of this life. The way we look at the facts is that if a Jack Johnson or whizz-bang is addressed to you, it will find you. The goods are always delivered—fatalism of a cheery sort. How one finds out the real men in this sort of work! the cool quiet ones, the gasbags, the dare-devils, the paralytic, the shirkers. From what I know of other battalions I conclude that we are to be reckoned fortunate beyond most in our personnel, both officers and men. We trust each other and we shall back each other.


* * * * *


People at Home send us out lots of comforts—Mrs. Mackenzie's sisters are jewels in this way and I don't know how to celebrate their names fittingly.


This war has knit us all more closely together and taught us lessons of unselfishness and charity. The cause is good, and the memory of our dead is cherished. The whole nation is resolute and calm and ready to bear any burden that aims at the speedy and final solution of the present chaos. One feels that it is well with our nation."





In perhaps his last letter—one written on July 19th last, just two weeks before his death, he says:—"It is curious how the vicissitudes and liabilities of this great storm alter one's scale of values. Most of us, if any of our crowd survive, will apply different standards to life in general after the war is over. In the meantime we take each day as it comes, and keep pretty cheerful. The next few days will see us in the South. The prospects down there leave us calm.


Most of the men whose friendship I valued at Oxford are on the lists, some dead, some grievously wounded. I don't think there is anyone of my real friends actually in the line except possibly a Frenchman; and it's weeks since I heard from him.


* * * * *


I am kept very busy these days. We are moving from village to village every day and this means work for me. Our original battalion has changed considerably. Few of the original officers remain and few of the men. My best subaltern, as fine a boy as ever breathed, was killed ten days ago. I haven't quite realised the fact yet; he was unconscious throughout—which was sad. His expression was more pure and serene than any dead man's I've seen—touched as it were with immortality. We buried the boy quite close to the line, amongst his men and I think all is well with him and them. The Bosch gave us about fifteen minutes for the service and then the machine guns spattered all around and we had to get off. Purely a coincidence, as it was all indirect fire.


We have some Gallipoli men in the Bn.—they say that the Peninsula was rotten; but the shelling and trench mortaring of this line is worse. An artillery barrage is just hell and men pass through it by a miracle. We have however the satisfaction of knowing that we are giving the Bosch as bad as he has ever given us; and he doesn't like it a bit. And so farewell for a bit."


Here follow remembrances to his friends. This is very probably the last letter he wrote to New Zealand.


* * * * *


From a letter of F. E. Mackenzie's, who is now in France, after being through the Gallipoli campaign:—





"You will observe that a line in the daily says 'artillery activity on the whole front' 'small raid repulsed,'—that is all. Well know ye that the trenches are only mud walls and sandbag parapets and no dugouts.


'A Strafe.'


We are all standing to,—ordinary evening stand-to, in the support line; quiet all day, not a sound; just going out to mend wire. Crash! one eight inch and six eighteen pounders are round us with flame on the instant. And then they start,—a hundred guns, I think,—rapid fire. Then great trench mortars and rifle grenades and machine guns. Crash! the whole bay disappears with its garrison. Perhaps six more big ones land behind and before, and that goes on for an hour and a half. The front line is a little ridge of mud and sandbags and blood. The air is reeking with exploding missiles and screaming with shrapnel and sweeping bullets. All communication trenches are blown in and wires out in half a dozen places. Reinforcements come up over the open and all the time the sentries strain out in the darkness and watch for the appearance of the Bosche. In the distance the bombardment rolls like thunder without intermission, but in the middle it is like "The Tempest" played on a Grand by a madman. The shrapnel bursts are like a running succession of staccato notes; the smaller trench mortars and howitzers form the middle theme, and the big stuff—eight and ten inch—form the bass chords. And they make the place rock and heave.


Well, the Huns didn't get in, though they got a bombing post in No Man's Land; there are signs of a splendid fight there, which of course was out of the shell area. And then the relief parties get to work. In the morning the report is perhaps 16 missing: at midday the digging party have brought it down to eight; at night still four missing.


Slowly fatigue parties rebuild the line and some other sector gets its gruelling. Of course the Huns get theirs too. Well, that is just a little raid. You wonder how anyone can survive, but, as you know, there are wonderfully few casualties in artillery strafes. The war can



never be won by big guns alone. You feel a miserable helpless mite as you go round to help men or crouch in a bay knowing you must get it. You give up all hope and trust it will be quick. There are some wonderful deeds of heroism, some of which may perhaps be recognised. Our bit did not get the strafe very badly!


* * * * *


Extract from letter received from T. D. Hall, dated 12th July:—"There is still some feeling between Boer and Britisher here, so far as one can judge from one or two conversations I have had. Some of the latter have no time for anybody Boer. I gather too that the Hertzog element is still fairly strong here, and there are frequent rumours of trouble. The Boers are wonderfully tenacious of their nationality and General Botha himself will direct all his efforts towards maintaining in South Africa the Africander ideals, and hopes that the two races will combine to form a South African nation, an integral part of the British Empire, but having its own definite national characteristics. .... At Cape Town we had a good deal of time on shore and some of us took the opportunity of engaging a motor-car for a trip around the mountain—fifty miles. It is the finest drive I have ever taken—first along a coast road gradually rising up to the top of the mountain spur, whence we had a magnificient view of beaches and a sea of vivid blue. At Hout Bay we met a number of returned men from East Africa and had a talk with them. On Monday evening, Neville Wright and I, after a day spent sight-seeing at Grote Schuur and elsewhere, were given permission to go to a Peter Dawson concert which we enjoyed very much. On Tuesday we pulled out—after having heard of the beginning of the offensive which greatly excited us, as you may imagine."


* * * * *


K. S. Caldwell writes from "Somewhere in France." "I expect I had better tell you a little about our getting here. Needless to say the change is very much to everyone's liking so far, though the weather leaves a good deal to be desired. However, that will anon improve. "We folded our tents" &c. and left Egypt on the 5th April and,



fortune of the right kind being specially attendant upon me, I was detailed for and proceeded with an advanced party to Port Said (the rest left from Alexandria) and embarked upon a magnificent Atlantic liner the "Franconia." Our run across to Marseilles was a five days' spell of unbroken bliss. The ship was unimpeachable, the weather faultless and our work absolutely nil. What more could man desire? We arrived off Marseilles Heads on Wednesday morning, butting into about as sweet a little gale as anyone could wish to meet anywhere. It put Wellington's utmost effort absolutely in the shade. This necessitated our anchoring on the Western side of the Harbour under shelter of the hills where we loafed all day. By Thursday morning the conditions had so far improved as to enable us to berth and disembark during the early part of the day. Here to our surprise and gratification we found that duties would detain us in Marseilles for some five or six days, so we proceeded to make ourselves comfortable at the best Hotel. In spite of our work and our unsympathetic English-Office superiors we managed to see the main features of interest in the city and had a really good time for a week. It is a remarkably pretty place in many ways but as far as inhabitants go, a most unholy mixture—still it was a great relief to get among white people again. One thing surprised me considerably and that was the roughness of the country—why it knocks Wellington all to pieces. Last Tuesday we got under way for the North, having completed our job. I am now comfortably settled down in a ripping little billet in a tiny village up north. Life, I can tell you, is so far tip-top up here."


* * * * *


N. L. Wright writes from "somewhere at sea." "It is good that we have had something to relieve the monotony and what I have seen of Africa has quite charmed me. I will start from our arrival at Durban, the most charming town I have ever seen. We reached this place on the 27th June. From the distance we could see ranges of hills backed by a range of mountains. As we drew near, the town appeared to be built on the flats at the foot of two converging ranges of hills.





The entrance to the harbour is narrow and on the side opposite the town there are whaling slips. On these slips were two huge whales and we afterwards found out that this is an important whaling centre. As we drew in between the two breakwaters we could see the harbour opening out. It is very pretty but shallow in many places and so not safe. We were afterwards marched down to the beach, which spreads out in front of the whole city. On our way back we passed along the Marine Parade. It is very fine. It fronts the finest lot of hotels I have ever seen. For beauty and variety of architecture, nothing in New Zealand can compare with these. I was surprised at the large number of hotels, but this is really a seaside resort for the cities of Johannesburg and Pretoria. During the winter months, when snow falls at these places, people flock to Durban and all the hotels are filled. We were dismissed and looked out for a rickshaw but had to take a tram car (which was free to us). We had a look round the city and were chiefly struck by the beautiful Town Hall. It is really a huge place, about twice as big as our new Parliament Buildings. On the whole it is a very progressive and finely built place. Next day we got leave from 9 a.m.–2 p.m. as the boat was due to leave early in the afternoon. We were advised to visit the Berea or the residential part of the town. So we took a tram car and set out. It was a most delightful ride and a beautiful one. The houses were mostly very fine, quite a different style of architecture from our houses. They are built here as cool and airy as possible, so that wide verandahs and high rooms are popular. The vegetation is really gorgeous. In this tropical clime the flowers are mostly bright-coloured and large. There was one large flower about 10-12 inches across, searlet colouerd; another creeper has long golden bell-shaped flowers and others are equally beautiful. On the way we stopped at the Zoo, which is much larger than our own and of course of more interest to us because of the strange animals. On our way back to catch the tram, a lady asked us to afternoon tea, but we could not spare the time. The people at this place really treated us splendidly; quite a number of men were from New Zealand having settled here after the Boer War.





Athol Hudson writes from the Mediterranean Sea. "I believe we are off to War in earnest at last. Anyway you will know long before this reaches you. To-day we passed the Greek island Crete, and saw snow-capped mountains—a welcome change after Egypt's sand. Everyone was sick of Egypt, the 7th Reinforcements had been there since November—five months of it they had, while we of the 9ths had found two quite sufficient. Of course it was interesting, these places always are, and Cairo was an education in many ways. For about a month we were camped on the east side of the Canal. All the shipping came through at night; each liner had a powerful searchlight on its bows, which lit up the banks for a mile ahead. As they passed our pickets the passengers would throw cigarettes at the troops, while our men wrapped their letters round cartridges and threw them on board, trusting to the picker up's posting them at the first port. Everyday, aeroplanes used to fly overhead on their journey to the Turkish lines some 100 miles away. I think the Turks realise that we are too well prepared for them to even hope of making a successful attack. The lower class Egyptian would interest you; his commercial instincts are highly developed, though his methods of satisfying them lack refinement. In the soldiers he sees a good thing and makes the most of it. Curiously enough he can always pick the new arrivals and fleece them accordingly. On our first day in Cairo, three of us went for a short drive in a "garry" and after some discussion decided to leave the fare to the driver. 40 piastres he said (8/.). Well, we thought we would give him 15, but seeing a native policeman handy, asked him what the total fare should be. Now the native policeman never allows himself to be allied with what he thinks the weaker side, so he manfully supported us and said 3 piastres."


* * * * *


K. Henderson writes from France. "The shelling is something awful. Artillery has made leaps and bounds since the beginning of the war. One can have no ideas of what high explosive shells are like unless one experiences it. The other afternoon another officer and I were caught in a communication trench in the middle of a German strafe of 5.9 inch high explosive shells. We had to lie flat down on the duck boards and couldn't move for twenty



minutes. These enormous shells are coming over every few seconds—some bursting in front of us and some behind—we got absolutely covered in earth. The concussion of the explosion is something awful. When it was finished we got up and thanked heaven that none had actually landed on us. One had landed in the communication trench about ten yards further on. The nervous strain was awful. About seventy shells must have landed within a radius of fifty yards while we were there. ... N. S. Johnson is away just now at a school for a month's course. He left at beginning of the month. Ken Clayton is still alive and kicking."


* * * * *


Extract from a letter from A. B. Sievwright:—"Things have not gone well with this Company since we reached France, especially as regards officers. As a matter of fact I am the only one left of those who came from Egypt. Two have crossed the great divide. One is detached for another Company, and Capt. Narby, our O.C. went away on the 16th with appendicitis. He will probably be away some time. Thus, by a process of exhaustion, I am O.C. of the Wellington West Coast Coy. holding a few hundred yards of the great Western Battle front......My duties entail general supervision of the trenches and I am always on the move, and what little sleep I get is broken. I have a couple of hundred men to look after—clothe, work, feed, sleep, besides the getting up of everything for our defence. I wish I could give you details, but that cannot be till "aprés la guerre." But this I can say—my men, N.C.Os. and officers are just great. They are in fine spirit, wellfed and well-clothed. They know we are on the winning side. They see that we are masters of the air—for they have seen duels in the air victorious to our side, and also the falling in flames to the ground of balloons used by the enemy for observation. It was indeed a grand sight to see four of these destroyed by incendiary bombs dropped from aeroplanes. Our men also see that we are putting over shells at the rate of 5 to 1. Our Artillery is superior to that of the Bosche. They have seen the trenches of the Hun pummeled by our devastating trench mortars and sand bags going fifty feet in the air. Our machine gunnery is excellent and our snipers have done so well that the Hun daren't show an eyebrow over his parapet.





Yesterday afternoon the Bosche opened with shrapnel very suddenly just where I was directing some strengthening works. There was a scatter, and luckily none was hit, but I got around a sand-bagged corner just in time. A few nights ago I took out 20 men to put up wire in front of our line. We were just finishing when we were spotted and the Bosche opened with a machine gun, after putting up flare lights to locate us. We all dropped flat on the ground, but that was little protection as the ground at this point is perfectly level right up to the opposing trenches. However he stopped after a burst or two. We had just finished when along came the rat-tat-tat of cracking bullets again just a couple of feet over our heads. When the gun paused I ordered the men in over the parapet, while my N.C.O. and I waited behind to see them safely in. They got in all right and we were just following when swish swish—they came again. My nose was on the grass in about 2 seconds and I got the fright of my life when a bullet struck an iron standard just at my side. Another pause came so the two of us moved back slowly and carefully. I was just crossing an old trench when the machine gun opened again. I dived head first straight into that old trench—but it was soft and slimy. I was covered with mud from head to foot. It was simply a miracle none of us was hit. The fellows treated the whole thing as a joke and were ready to go out over the parapet the next night to continue the job. However there is one pleasing feature about warfare in France. We live well. Just listen to our daily menu—breakfast, 8 a.m., Quaker oats, fried eggs and bacon, and toast with as much tea and bread and butter and jam, as we can manage. Lunch at 1 p.m., soup made from tablets with barley added, followed by meat and vegetable hash. Dinner at 7 p.m., roast beef and roast potatoes, and onions with stewed (dried) apricots and sago or rice. In addition we often get cabbages, rhubarb, cherries, gooseberries and even strawberries from orchards round about our trenches. Our orderlies wander about and do well at the foraging game...... It seems strange getting the English papers in the trenches. But every night about midnight I get one of the best London dailies sent to me by my Quarter-Master Sergeant when he sends up the men's rations. Thus for instance I get Monday morning's paper at mid



night Tuesday. Sometimes it is the "Daily Telegraph" or perhaps the "Daily Mail" or "London Times."


F. L. G. West writes from School of Musketry, Hythe, Kent. "I'm a worker at last, after nearly 9 months' sick leave, and to break me in gently I have been taking a course here. We work from 9 till 5 and have about 5 exams.


Down here we are quite close to Dover (now noted in the geography books for its Sunday Air Raids!) and to Folkestone. I was in the latter place yesterday and while sitting at lunch in the Hotel Metropole on the front, saw my first ship sunk! There are crowds of destroyers and small trawlers and things about, but this cargo steamer turning over, caught our eyes and we watched it disappear gracefully. Then everybody went on with their lunches! And in the morning's paper there were two lines "Dover reports "St. Cecilia" sunk (Lloyd). Shows how used we are getting to boats going down! Don't even know whether it was mined or torpedoed. I expected to see a few German aeroplanes, but evidently they had a holiday this Sunday.


From one or two things I hear, I have not the least doubt that a landing is expected on the coast soon. I hope they make up their minds quickly as I am only here another week!


West also writes from Salisbury. "I have at last again been declared "fit for general service"; but so far I have only got as far as the "Command Depot" at Codford near Salisbury. From here I pass to the Training Camp at Sling and from there in due course (which means any old time in the next 6 months) I pass to France. Salisbury Plain is a great spot at this time of the year. On the night of my arrival two of us went into a field adjoining our camp and picked 54 varieties of wildflowers in bloom. There are about a dozen camps or blocks of huts for about 1000 men each near where we are, and only about two of them are occupied. The air of desolation and the thoughts it gives rise to almost make me break into a poetical lament on the passing of K's. army:




"And, little town, thy streets for evermore



Will silent be; and not a soul to tell



Why thou art desolate, can e'er return."



But its much simpler to steal from Keats.


By the way, it is Keats, isn't it?
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Wellington,21st September, 1916.

Dear "Spike,"—




Extracts from Alan MacDougall's letters will be of abiding interest to his old friends. These will be pardoned for thinking that when he died, Victoria College



lost its most perfect student. In tribute to him, will you publish some extracts from certain recent letters of his which tell of the work he was engaged in and how he viewed it, and which unconsciously body forth those qualities of perception, faith, humour, generosity and noble courage which will keep his memory ever green in the hearts of those who loved him. At the end, with his friends in the line stricken down, he was lonely; and we do well to believe that he has passed into an immortal Fellowship.


I am, etc.,

D.S.S.
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On January 31st, 1915, he wrote





On January 31st, 1915, he wrote,

—"What a business! Here I am with a 2nd Lieut's. rank trying to help a lot of decent London cockneys to train for the Front. I have volunteered for service abroad and we shall go as a battalion at the appointed time. We are known to the War Office as the 22nd Royal Fusiliers—recruited chiefly from South Kensington and the more savoury of its environs. Two of the four companies contain a large proportion of Colonials who find themselves amongst us by a rather devious set of routes and circumstances. It's too long a story to go into at the moment. I have no Colonials amongst my lot, who are entirely, as I have said, Cockneys. Their merits are cheerfulness and a variety of acumen peculiar to Cockneys; they grumble heavily at anything unusual but do it all the same and well too as a rule. They are a good lot and I am getting fond of them. We have been down here (in Sussex about thirty miles from Portsmouth) for over two months living in billets and training as hard and constantly as this execrable weather will allow. We have no rifle range—the most serious of our problems; and until we get one, or the use of one for a month or two, we cannot regard ourselves as efficient soldiers, fit for the front. The New Army has had to contend with many difficulties; the surprising thing is that it should have made such headway in the time given. I am inclined to think that the New Army will fulfil expectations if it gets a chance. The material is a vast improvement on that which usually goes through the British Army Mills; they have all got something to fight for now; and the nation is behind them solid as a rock.





The New Armies now muster one million men; we need at least two million. And I don't think we shall get them without conscription, or some form of it. Academically conscription may be a bad thing; but we must have the men. Every officer back from the Front hammers it in; the British Army has done well, but relatively it is a mere drop in the ocean—as yet. The French are looking to us in confidence for help; they refrained from criticism when we failed to send more than half the promised forces in the opening weeks of the war; they redoubled their energies instead; now they look to us to keep our word. There is something very noble in their quiet serenity—no boasting this time, but cheerfulness in abundance and unlimited self-sacrifice. I have a French friend now fighting in the Argonne; he tells me that France is transformed and that 
we don't know what equality means. The order to mobilise came to them as a relief and they mustered their forces calmly, knowing that unless England joined in they would be swamped, but still quite determined to put up as long and hard a fight as they could. Then England after three days of irresolution came in, and during those three days not a murmur from France. Their conduct throughout has been admirable. Then of course there are the Belgians. On the whole, I think it's up to Great Britain to save those who saved her, even if it means conscription and a decrease of profits all round.


I have enjoyed my military experience so far.


* * * * *


We are living in great times. I saw Guy Scholefield a month ago; he said that if he had had his choice of any period of ten years in London, the choice being spread over two centuries, he would have chosen the present decade (1908-1918) in preference to any other, and I believe he is right."


By the close of the year, he had been promoted to a Captain's rank, and after he had been in the front line trenches "from 100 to 60 yards from Fritz, opposite one of the famous names of the war," as he puts it, he wrote on 13th December, 1915:—"Here I am in billets after a short time in the trenches. We have been across the water some little time now and have made our way into the firing line by easy stages, sometimes by train, mostly



on foot. The 'firing line' sounds exciting—so it is; but in a curiously positive and prosaic fashion. The ordinary army routine goes on uninterruptedly almost, in the trenches. Occasionally a shell comes in upon us disastrously and there's a wounded man to be taken back painfully through narrow and muddy communication lanes to the first-aid post. The evacuation of casualties gives me more anxious thought than anything else almost; it's a dreadful business when trenches are wet and falling about one's ears. I had to bind up a case in the front line the other day; we couldn't get the stretcher up and he had to be helped and hauled and carried out. The men are splendid and equal to any task that may be set them.


* * * * *


We shall be in the trenches on Xmas Day, heigh-ho! I don't think there will be much fraternising this year. The Germans are too sick of the whole business. It is much more likely that a batch of them will offer surrender and eat us empty.


* * * * *


We are well fed and clad; frequently well housed in billets, as now, and always pretty happy. It's just as well to try and be happy in the face of the ever present possibilities of this life. The way we look at the facts is that if a Jack Johnson or whizz-bang is addressed to you, it will find you. The goods are always delivered—fatalism of a cheery sort. How one finds out the real men in this sort of work! the cool quiet ones, the gasbags, the dare-devils, the paralytic, the shirkers. From what I know of other battalions I conclude that we are to be reckoned fortunate beyond most in our personnel, both officers and men. We trust each other and we shall back each other.


* * * * *


People at Home send us out lots of comforts—Mrs. Mackenzie's sisters are jewels in this way and I don't know how to celebrate their names fittingly.


This war has knit us all more closely together and taught us lessons of unselfishness and charity. The cause is good, and the memory of our dead is cherished. The whole nation is resolute and calm and ready to bear any burden that aims at the speedy and final solution of the present chaos. One feels that it is well with our nation."





In perhaps his last letter—one written on July 19th last, just two weeks before his death, he says:—"It is curious how the vicissitudes and liabilities of this great storm alter one's scale of values. Most of us, if any of our crowd survive, will apply different standards to life in general after the war is over. In the meantime we take each day as it comes, and keep pretty cheerful. The next few days will see us in the South. The prospects down there leave us calm.


Most of the men whose friendship I valued at Oxford are on the lists, some dead, some grievously wounded. I don't think there is anyone of my real friends actually in the line except possibly a Frenchman; and it's weeks since I heard from him.


* * * * *


I am kept very busy these days. We are moving from village to village every day and this means work for me. Our original battalion has changed considerably. Few of the original officers remain and few of the men. My best subaltern, as fine a boy as ever breathed, was killed ten days ago. I haven't quite realised the fact yet; he was unconscious throughout—which was sad. His expression was more pure and serene than any dead man's I've seen—touched as it were with immortality. We buried the boy quite close to the line, amongst his men and I think all is well with him and them. The Bosch gave us about fifteen minutes for the service and then the machine guns spattered all around and we had to get off. Purely a coincidence, as it was all indirect fire.


We have some Gallipoli men in the Bn.—they say that the Peninsula was rotten; but the shelling and trench mortaring of this line is worse. An artillery barrage is just hell and men pass through it by a miracle. We have however the satisfaction of knowing that we are giving the Bosch as bad as he has ever given us; and he doesn't like it a bit. And so farewell for a bit."


Here follow remembrances to his friends. This is very probably the last letter he wrote to New Zealand.


* * * * *


From a letter of F. E. Mackenzie's, who is now in France, after being through the Gallipoli campaign:—





"You will observe that a line in the daily says 'artillery activity on the whole front' 'small raid repulsed,'—that is all. Well know ye that the trenches are only mud walls and sandbag parapets and no dugouts.


'A Strafe.'


We are all standing to,—ordinary evening stand-to, in the support line; quiet all day, not a sound; just going out to mend wire. Crash! one eight inch and six eighteen pounders are round us with flame on the instant. And then they start,—a hundred guns, I think,—rapid fire. Then great trench mortars and rifle grenades and machine guns. Crash! the whole bay disappears with its garrison. Perhaps six more big ones land behind and before, and that goes on for an hour and a half. The front line is a little ridge of mud and sandbags and blood. The air is reeking with exploding missiles and screaming with shrapnel and sweeping bullets. All communication trenches are blown in and wires out in half a dozen places. Reinforcements come up over the open and all the time the sentries strain out in the darkness and watch for the appearance of the Bosche. In the distance the bombardment rolls like thunder without intermission, but in the middle it is like "The Tempest" played on a Grand by a madman. The shrapnel bursts are like a running succession of staccato notes; the smaller trench mortars and howitzers form the middle theme, and the big stuff—eight and ten inch—form the bass chords. And they make the place rock and heave.


Well, the Huns didn't get in, though they got a bombing post in No Man's Land; there are signs of a splendid fight there, which of course was out of the shell area. And then the relief parties get to work. In the morning the report is perhaps 16 missing: at midday the digging party have brought it down to eight; at night still four missing.


Slowly fatigue parties rebuild the line and some other sector gets its gruelling. Of course the Huns get theirs too. Well, that is just a little raid. You wonder how anyone can survive, but, as you know, there are wonderfully few casualties in artillery strafes. The war can



never be won by big guns alone. You feel a miserable helpless mite as you go round to help men or crouch in a bay knowing you must get it. You give up all hope and trust it will be quick. There are some wonderful deeds of heroism, some of which may perhaps be recognised. Our bit did not get the strafe very badly!


* * * * *


Extract from letter received from T. D. Hall, dated 12th July:—"There is still some feeling between Boer and Britisher here, so far as one can judge from one or two conversations I have had. Some of the latter have no time for anybody Boer. I gather too that the Hertzog element is still fairly strong here, and there are frequent rumours of trouble. The Boers are wonderfully tenacious of their nationality and General Botha himself will direct all his efforts towards maintaining in South Africa the Africander ideals, and hopes that the two races will combine to form a South African nation, an integral part of the British Empire, but having its own definite national characteristics. .... At Cape Town we had a good deal of time on shore and some of us took the opportunity of engaging a motor-car for a trip around the mountain—fifty miles. It is the finest drive I have ever taken—first along a coast road gradually rising up to the top of the mountain spur, whence we had a magnificient view of beaches and a sea of vivid blue. At Hout Bay we met a number of returned men from East Africa and had a talk with them. On Monday evening, Neville Wright and I, after a day spent sight-seeing at Grote Schuur and elsewhere, were given permission to go to a Peter Dawson concert which we enjoyed very much. On Tuesday we pulled out—after having heard of the beginning of the offensive which greatly excited us, as you may imagine."


* * * * *


K. S. Caldwell writes from "Somewhere in France." "I expect I had better tell you a little about our getting here. Needless to say the change is very much to everyone's liking so far, though the weather leaves a good deal to be desired. However, that will anon improve. "We folded our tents" &c. and left Egypt on the 5th April and,



fortune of the right kind being specially attendant upon me, I was detailed for and proceeded with an advanced party to Port Said (the rest left from Alexandria) and embarked upon a magnificent Atlantic liner the "Franconia." Our run across to Marseilles was a five days' spell of unbroken bliss. The ship was unimpeachable, the weather faultless and our work absolutely nil. What more could man desire? We arrived off Marseilles Heads on Wednesday morning, butting into about as sweet a little gale as anyone could wish to meet anywhere. It put Wellington's utmost effort absolutely in the shade. This necessitated our anchoring on the Western side of the Harbour under shelter of the hills where we loafed all day. By Thursday morning the conditions had so far improved as to enable us to berth and disembark during the early part of the day. Here to our surprise and gratification we found that duties would detain us in Marseilles for some five or six days, so we proceeded to make ourselves comfortable at the best Hotel. In spite of our work and our unsympathetic English-Office superiors we managed to see the main features of interest in the city and had a really good time for a week. It is a remarkably pretty place in many ways but as far as inhabitants go, a most unholy mixture—still it was a great relief to get among white people again. One thing surprised me considerably and that was the roughness of the country—why it knocks Wellington all to pieces. Last Tuesday we got under way for the North, having completed our job. I am now comfortably settled down in a ripping little billet in a tiny village up north. Life, I can tell you, is so far tip-top up here."


* * * * *


N. L. Wright writes from "somewhere at sea." "It is good that we have had something to relieve the monotony and what I have seen of Africa has quite charmed me. I will start from our arrival at Durban, the most charming town I have ever seen. We reached this place on the 27th June. From the distance we could see ranges of hills backed by a range of mountains. As we drew near, the town appeared to be built on the flats at the foot of two converging ranges of hills.





The entrance to the harbour is narrow and on the side opposite the town there are whaling slips. On these slips were two huge whales and we afterwards found out that this is an important whaling centre. As we drew in between the two breakwaters we could see the harbour opening out. It is very pretty but shallow in many places and so not safe. We were afterwards marched down to the beach, which spreads out in front of the whole city. On our way back we passed along the Marine Parade. It is very fine. It fronts the finest lot of hotels I have ever seen. For beauty and variety of architecture, nothing in New Zealand can compare with these. I was surprised at the large number of hotels, but this is really a seaside resort for the cities of Johannesburg and Pretoria. During the winter months, when snow falls at these places, people flock to Durban and all the hotels are filled. We were dismissed and looked out for a rickshaw but had to take a tram car (which was free to us). We had a look round the city and were chiefly struck by the beautiful Town Hall. It is really a huge place, about twice as big as our new Parliament Buildings. On the whole it is a very progressive and finely built place. Next day we got leave from 9 a.m.–2 p.m. as the boat was due to leave early in the afternoon. We were advised to visit the Berea or the residential part of the town. So we took a tram car and set out. It was a most delightful ride and a beautiful one. The houses were mostly very fine, quite a different style of architecture from our houses. They are built here as cool and airy as possible, so that wide verandahs and high rooms are popular. The vegetation is really gorgeous. In this tropical clime the flowers are mostly bright-coloured and large. There was one large flower about 10-12 inches across, searlet colouerd; another creeper has long golden bell-shaped flowers and others are equally beautiful. On the way we stopped at the Zoo, which is much larger than our own and of course of more interest to us because of the strange animals. On our way back to catch the tram, a lady asked us to afternoon tea, but we could not spare the time. The people at this place really treated us splendidly; quite a number of men were from New Zealand having settled here after the Boer War.





Athol Hudson writes from the Mediterranean Sea. "I believe we are off to War in earnest at last. Anyway you will know long before this reaches you. To-day we passed the Greek island Crete, and saw snow-capped mountains—a welcome change after Egypt's sand. Everyone was sick of Egypt, the 7th Reinforcements had been there since November—five months of it they had, while we of the 9ths had found two quite sufficient. Of course it was interesting, these places always are, and Cairo was an education in many ways. For about a month we were camped on the east side of the Canal. All the shipping came through at night; each liner had a powerful searchlight on its bows, which lit up the banks for a mile ahead. As they passed our pickets the passengers would throw cigarettes at the troops, while our men wrapped their letters round cartridges and threw them on board, trusting to the picker up's posting them at the first port. Everyday, aeroplanes used to fly overhead on their journey to the Turkish lines some 100 miles away. I think the Turks realise that we are too well prepared for them to even hope of making a successful attack. The lower class Egyptian would interest you; his commercial instincts are highly developed, though his methods of satisfying them lack refinement. In the soldiers he sees a good thing and makes the most of it. Curiously enough he can always pick the new arrivals and fleece them accordingly. On our first day in Cairo, three of us went for a short drive in a "garry" and after some discussion decided to leave the fare to the driver. 40 piastres he said (8/.). Well, we thought we would give him 15, but seeing a native policeman handy, asked him what the total fare should be. Now the native policeman never allows himself to be allied with what he thinks the weaker side, so he manfully supported us and said 3 piastres."


* * * * *


K. Henderson writes from France. "The shelling is something awful. Artillery has made leaps and bounds since the beginning of the war. One can have no ideas of what high explosive shells are like unless one experiences it. The other afternoon another officer and I were caught in a communication trench in the middle of a German strafe of 5.9 inch high explosive shells. We had to lie flat down on the duck boards and couldn't move for twenty



minutes. These enormous shells are coming over every few seconds—some bursting in front of us and some behind—we got absolutely covered in earth. The concussion of the explosion is something awful. When it was finished we got up and thanked heaven that none had actually landed on us. One had landed in the communication trench about ten yards further on. The nervous strain was awful. About seventy shells must have landed within a radius of fifty yards while we were there. ... N. S. Johnson is away just now at a school for a month's course. He left at beginning of the month. Ken Clayton is still alive and kicking."


* * * * *


Extract from a letter from A. B. Sievwright:—"Things have not gone well with this Company since we reached France, especially as regards officers. As a matter of fact I am the only one left of those who came from Egypt. Two have crossed the great divide. One is detached for another Company, and Capt. Narby, our O.C. went away on the 16th with appendicitis. He will probably be away some time. Thus, by a process of exhaustion, I am O.C. of the Wellington West Coast Coy. holding a few hundred yards of the great Western Battle front......My duties entail general supervision of the trenches and I am always on the move, and what little sleep I get is broken. I have a couple of hundred men to look after—clothe, work, feed, sleep, besides the getting up of everything for our defence. I wish I could give you details, but that cannot be till "aprés la guerre." But this I can say—my men, N.C.Os. and officers are just great. They are in fine spirit, wellfed and well-clothed. They know we are on the winning side. They see that we are masters of the air—for they have seen duels in the air victorious to our side, and also the falling in flames to the ground of balloons used by the enemy for observation. It was indeed a grand sight to see four of these destroyed by incendiary bombs dropped from aeroplanes. Our men also see that we are putting over shells at the rate of 5 to 1. Our Artillery is superior to that of the Bosche. They have seen the trenches of the Hun pummeled by our devastating trench mortars and sand bags going fifty feet in the air. Our machine gunnery is excellent and our snipers have done so well that the Hun daren't show an eyebrow over his parapet.





Yesterday afternoon the Bosche opened with shrapnel very suddenly just where I was directing some strengthening works. There was a scatter, and luckily none was hit, but I got around a sand-bagged corner just in time. A few nights ago I took out 20 men to put up wire in front of our line. We were just finishing when we were spotted and the Bosche opened with a machine gun, after putting up flare lights to locate us. We all dropped flat on the ground, but that was little protection as the ground at this point is perfectly level right up to the opposing trenches. However he stopped after a burst or two. We had just finished when along came the rat-tat-tat of cracking bullets again just a couple of feet over our heads. When the gun paused I ordered the men in over the parapet, while my N.C.O. and I waited behind to see them safely in. They got in all right and we were just following when swish swish—they came again. My nose was on the grass in about 2 seconds and I got the fright of my life when a bullet struck an iron standard just at my side. Another pause came so the two of us moved back slowly and carefully. I was just crossing an old trench when the machine gun opened again. I dived head first straight into that old trench—but it was soft and slimy. I was covered with mud from head to foot. It was simply a miracle none of us was hit. The fellows treated the whole thing as a joke and were ready to go out over the parapet the next night to continue the job. However there is one pleasing feature about warfare in France. We live well. Just listen to our daily menu—breakfast, 8 a.m., Quaker oats, fried eggs and bacon, and toast with as much tea and bread and butter and jam, as we can manage. Lunch at 1 p.m., soup made from tablets with barley added, followed by meat and vegetable hash. Dinner at 7 p.m., roast beef and roast potatoes, and onions with stewed (dried) apricots and sago or rice. In addition we often get cabbages, rhubarb, cherries, gooseberries and even strawberries from orchards round about our trenches. Our orderlies wander about and do well at the foraging game...... It seems strange getting the English papers in the trenches. But every night about midnight I get one of the best London dailies sent to me by my Quarter-Master Sergeant when he sends up the men's rations. Thus for instance I get Monday morning's paper at mid



night Tuesday. Sometimes it is the "Daily Telegraph" or perhaps the "Daily Mail" or "London Times."


F. L. G. West writes from School of Musketry, Hythe, Kent. "I'm a worker at last, after nearly 9 months' sick leave, and to break me in gently I have been taking a course here. We work from 9 till 5 and have about 5 exams.


Down here we are quite close to Dover (now noted in the geography books for its Sunday Air Raids!) and to Folkestone. I was in the latter place yesterday and while sitting at lunch in the Hotel Metropole on the front, saw my first ship sunk! There are crowds of destroyers and small trawlers and things about, but this cargo steamer turning over, caught our eyes and we watched it disappear gracefully. Then everybody went on with their lunches! And in the morning's paper there were two lines "Dover reports "St. Cecilia" sunk (Lloyd). Shows how used we are getting to boats going down! Don't even know whether it was mined or torpedoed. I expected to see a few German aeroplanes, but evidently they had a holiday this Sunday.


From one or two things I hear, I have not the least doubt that a landing is expected on the coast soon. I hope they make up their minds quickly as I am only here another week!


West also writes from Salisbury. "I have at last again been declared "fit for general service"; but so far I have only got as far as the "Command Depot" at Codford near Salisbury. From here I pass to the Training Camp at Sling and from there in due course (which means any old time in the next 6 months) I pass to France. Salisbury Plain is a great spot at this time of the year. On the night of my arrival two of us went into a field adjoining our camp and picked 54 varieties of wildflowers in bloom. There are about a dozen camps or blocks of huts for about 1000 men each near where we are, and only about two of them are occupied. The air of desolation and the thoughts it gives rise to almost make me break into a poetical lament on the passing of K's. army:




"And, little town, thy streets for evermore



Will silent be; and not a soul to tell



Why thou art desolate, can e'er return."



But its much simpler to steal from Keats.


By the way, it is Keats, isn't it?
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Roll of Honour.



	Gerald Innes Atkinson

	Valentine Blake

	Henry Barnard

	Stafford Bogle

	Noel Fletcher Burnett

	Herman Stuart Baddeley

	R. G. Blaikie

	Archibald Geoffrey Brockett

	William Thomas Dundon

	Sydney Robert Ellis

	Thomas Fawcett

	Oscar Freyberg

	John Hannington Goulding

	Vincent John Baird Hall

	George McLachlan Hogben

	Athol Hudson

	George Covell Jackson

	Ian Douglas Jameson

	William Henry Morris

	John Edmund Mills

	A. A. Macarthur

	Malcolm McCartney

	Alan MacDougall

	Donald Eric Caithness Mackay

	Kenneth Munro

	Donald Kellway Pallant

	Charles Ernest Pallant

	Reginald P. Quilliam

	Helger Bro Randrup

	William Bramwell Rule

	Henry Allan Shain

	Ingelow Penrose Dunbar Stocker

	Philip Gardiner Tattle

	Lionel George Taylor

	Alister McLean Thompson

	Holloway Elliott Winder





Alan MacDougall.


When the war came Alan MacDougall enlisted, as we knew he would. The announcement of his death in action in France will have brought up in the minds of many of us memories which have long been treasured and which will now be held inviolate.


It is not my intention to deal here with his scholastic record at school and at college, his many prizes, his First Class Honours, his Research Scholarship, culminating in that Empire prize, the Rhodes Scholarship; nor with his subsequent career in England, proceeding in brilliant stages till it came to an end which, though sadly early, was more brilliant and inspiring than them all. I shall merely endeavour to give, in a manner which must necessarily be entirely inadequate, a brief impression of those characteristics of his that made him so attarctive to all who met him, to all who knew him so lovable.


It was his attractive personality that first appealed to one and once one had been drawn to him by that, it did



not take long for the deeper seeds of friendship to take root and flourish. Quiet in manner and speech, earnest, almost wistful in expression, he had a ready smile that was a delight to see.


Of his faculties, that which stood out above all others was the critical. He saw through all the shams and affectations of mankind, perhaps a little too much, for in his affections there were no half-lights; he liked or he disliked, he did not merely tolerate. I think he has never lost a friend. It was the application of this highly developed critical faculty transferred from the man to the works of man, that helped to place him in the high position he had attained in his profession and to win him the praise and admiration of the highest authorities in the branches of knowledge that he studied. Yet, analytical as its inclination was, his mind ever saw and seized upon opportunities for usefulness of a constructive nature.


To see him was to recognize the strength of will, the fearlessness, and the determination that were always with him in all he undertook. One knew that he would see it through. And all this though he was physicallly not particularly strong. I remember once, when we were sitting for Honours in English, how we came out of the examination room together after a three hours paper, and started to talk about the questions set. We immediately discovered that he had in error been given the Senior Scholarship paper to answer. Mr. Joynt was communicated with, permission was obtained after a thoroughly keen and enjoyable argument between Alan and the supervisor, and Alan sat straight on for another three hours with the Honours paper and got his First Class.


Those who have played with or against him on the green fields can appreciate his quality in these branches of his activity. He played for all he was worth and he always played the game. Much above the average as a bowler, at cricket he helped the club whereof he was one of the founders to many a joyous victory or participated in many a joyous defeat. At hockey, at half or in goal, he played an equally brainy game. He never lost his head. One can well understand how his Commanding Officer, writing after Alan's death, refers to his young captain not only as a personal friend but as an exceptionally



efficient officer. None but would gladly entrust his life to his care.


It was curious to notice how even in his earlier days here, men much older than he seemed to regard him as their adviser on the field and off, and that quiet philosophy of his, often expressed in trenchant phrase, was always at their service. To those who were privileged to know him intimately, a day spent in his company listening to his sane and calm opinions on men and things touched ever with his abundant sense of humour, was a joy to be long remembered.


He was at Victoria College while it was still young, while its traditions were forming, its course being set, and how great his influence has been only the Professors and those old students who were there with him can fully realize; to try to set it down on paper would take the life out of it all. But if we feel that there is a spirit about our College of which we as its students may be justly proud, then that is but a tribute to the work in which Alan MacDougall played so large a part.


Alan, you have left a gap in the hearts of your friends of Victoria College that can never be filled. But the winds that blow through this building of ours are the cleaner and purer, the memories that cling to its halls and walls are the sweeter because you have sojourned amongst us, and in the warp ond woof of that tradition which is growing up in our midst, and which will be forever with us, your hands have spun of the finest gold.


—S.E.






Eric Mackay.


D. E. C. Mackay entered Victoria College in March, 1907, coming from the Hokitika High School, at the age of 17. He remained five years at the University, taking his LL.B. degree and playing a leading part outside as well as inside the lecture halls. "Mac" played his first game of football for the College as a member of the III.B. team, and in a couple of seasons had gained a place in the seniors, making a name for himself as a fast and hardworking forward. He was one of the original members of the Cricket Club and played for the 1st XI. several



seasons, both in Club and inter-College contests, wielding a vigorous bat and being a bowler of no mean order. Tennis, hockey, shooting, golfing, biking—nothing athletic came amiss to Mac, who put up some good performances in the way of walking tours.


His love for the out-o'-doors did not hinder him from taking a share in Capping and kindred festivities, as singer, actor, or author; he contributed at times to "The Spike," and prose or verse was always sure of a welcome.


After leaving College he spent several months in Victoria, and on his return took up the law as his profession, being with Messrs Spence and Stanford, of Stratford at the time of his enlistment in May, 1915. Mac. had been for a time a member of the old O.T.C. at College, and had not been long in camp when he was promoted sergeant, with which rank he left New Zealand with the 8th Reinforcement. And now comes news of his death last June from wounds received in action "somewhere in France."


Those who knew him well need not to be told that he died as he lived, cheerfully and courageously, prepared to face the task before him and see it through, admitting no thought of defeat or withdrawal. Good old Mac.! He was ever the same bright, cheery, open-hearted good comrade, whose laugh was a tonic to banish dull care, a staunch friend and a true one. His going leaves us with a sense of irreparable loss.


G.H.N.






Athol Hudson.


Through the death in action of Lieutenant Athol Hudson, New Zealand Rhodes Scholar for 1915, not only do his relatives and friends mourn the loss of one whom to know was to love, but also our Alma Mater mourns the loss of one of her most brilliant sons; one whose career gave great promise of bringing honour to his College and to his native land.


On coming to Victoria College in 1912, Hudson specialised in Science, and soon attracted the attention of his Professors to his unusual ability. He passed his College examinations with first class passes, and became recog



nised as one of the strongest science students that had ever attended the College. At the time of his leaving for the Front, Hudson was engaged on important research work in the Chemistry Department, and was preparing to sit for the Senior Scholarship Examinations in Chemistry and Physics.


In the domain of sport, Hudson made a name for himself throughout New Zealand as a champion distance runner. He won in turn the Victoria College Championship, the University Championship, the Provincial Championship, and the New Zealand Championship in the long distance events, having established record time for the University. He also won the New Zealand University Lightweight Championship in Boxing, and achieved considerable success as a swimmer. Football, cricket, and tennis also claimed him as a devotee. His physical stamina was marvellous; the most gruelling exertion always found him smiling. But more admirable than his successes were his high ideals in sport. He always played the game for the game's sake; and, while ever on his mettle to pull off victory, yet was ever chivalrous to an opponent. Among sportsmen, he was recognised as one who stood for all that was characteristic of a manly man, devoted to manly sport for its own sake.


Probably never has the New Zealand Rhodes Scholarship Selection Committee selected a candidate so completely meeting Cecil Rhodes' ideal as it did when selecting Hudson to be the Rhodes Scholar for 1915. Not only had he wonderful ability as a scholar, and prowess as an athlete, but above all, he had a charming personality. He was always anxious to help others, but hated any form of publicity; his modesty and retiring disposition were sometimes mistaken for reserve by those who did not know him. His self-sacrificing nature; his keen desire to co-operate in all College activities; his kindly courtesy; the depth and dignity of his character, earned for him the confidence, respect and affection of all who knew him.


On the outbreak of war, Hudson promptly joined the Samoan Force as a private, although doing so meant sacrificing much. In Samoa, he was noted for his unflagging energy, and cheery disposition under irritating conditions of life.





On returning to New Zealand, he took up study for a short time; but soon felt the call of Empire again, and in July 1915 he once more put his own interests aside, and went into camp as an N.C.O. in the Eighth Reinforcements. Sitting for a Commission he came out head of the examination list, and finally left New Zealand as a Lieutenant in the Rifle Brigade. Those in camp with him, both here and abroad, spoke glowingly of his success as an officer. But he had but little time to prove his worth in the trenches before his career was brought to a close. He was leading a patrolling party on an expedition in No-Man's Land when, while close to the enemy's trenches, the party was heavily bombed. Although survivors returned to look for their leader, no trace of poor Hudson could be found; and, after this lapse of time, it must unfortunately be presumed that he was killed. Those of us who had the privilege of knowing him will always retain a memory of him as one of the finest men of our student days.


—G.G.G.W.
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Alan MacDougall.


When the war came Alan MacDougall enlisted, as we knew he would. The announcement of his death in action in France will have brought up in the minds of many of us memories which have long been treasured and which will now be held inviolate.


It is not my intention to deal here with his scholastic record at school and at college, his many prizes, his First Class Honours, his Research Scholarship, culminating in that Empire prize, the Rhodes Scholarship; nor with his subsequent career in England, proceeding in brilliant stages till it came to an end which, though sadly early, was more brilliant and inspiring than them all. I shall merely endeavour to give, in a manner which must necessarily be entirely inadequate, a brief impression of those characteristics of his that made him so attarctive to all who met him, to all who knew him so lovable.


It was his attractive personality that first appealed to one and once one had been drawn to him by that, it did



not take long for the deeper seeds of friendship to take root and flourish. Quiet in manner and speech, earnest, almost wistful in expression, he had a ready smile that was a delight to see.


Of his faculties, that which stood out above all others was the critical. He saw through all the shams and affectations of mankind, perhaps a little too much, for in his affections there were no half-lights; he liked or he disliked, he did not merely tolerate. I think he has never lost a friend. It was the application of this highly developed critical faculty transferred from the man to the works of man, that helped to place him in the high position he had attained in his profession and to win him the praise and admiration of the highest authorities in the branches of knowledge that he studied. Yet, analytical as its inclination was, his mind ever saw and seized upon opportunities for usefulness of a constructive nature.


To see him was to recognize the strength of will, the fearlessness, and the determination that were always with him in all he undertook. One knew that he would see it through. And all this though he was physicallly not particularly strong. I remember once, when we were sitting for Honours in English, how we came out of the examination room together after a three hours paper, and started to talk about the questions set. We immediately discovered that he had in error been given the Senior Scholarship paper to answer. Mr. Joynt was communicated with, permission was obtained after a thoroughly keen and enjoyable argument between Alan and the supervisor, and Alan sat straight on for another three hours with the Honours paper and got his First Class.


Those who have played with or against him on the green fields can appreciate his quality in these branches of his activity. He played for all he was worth and he always played the game. Much above the average as a bowler, at cricket he helped the club whereof he was one of the founders to many a joyous victory or participated in many a joyous defeat. At hockey, at half or in goal, he played an equally brainy game. He never lost his head. One can well understand how his Commanding Officer, writing after Alan's death, refers to his young captain not only as a personal friend but as an exceptionally



efficient officer. None but would gladly entrust his life to his care.


It was curious to notice how even in his earlier days here, men much older than he seemed to regard him as their adviser on the field and off, and that quiet philosophy of his, often expressed in trenchant phrase, was always at their service. To those who were privileged to know him intimately, a day spent in his company listening to his sane and calm opinions on men and things touched ever with his abundant sense of humour, was a joy to be long remembered.


He was at Victoria College while it was still young, while its traditions were forming, its course being set, and how great his influence has been only the Professors and those old students who were there with him can fully realize; to try to set it down on paper would take the life out of it all. But if we feel that there is a spirit about our College of which we as its students may be justly proud, then that is but a tribute to the work in which Alan MacDougall played so large a part.


Alan, you have left a gap in the hearts of your friends of Victoria College that can never be filled. But the winds that blow through this building of ours are the cleaner and purer, the memories that cling to its halls and walls are the sweeter because you have sojourned amongst us, and in the warp ond woof of that tradition which is growing up in our midst, and which will be forever with us, your hands have spun of the finest gold.


—S.E.
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Eric Mackay.


D. E. C. Mackay entered Victoria College in March, 1907, coming from the Hokitika High School, at the age of 17. He remained five years at the University, taking his LL.B. degree and playing a leading part outside as well as inside the lecture halls. "Mac" played his first game of football for the College as a member of the III.B. team, and in a couple of seasons had gained a place in the seniors, making a name for himself as a fast and hardworking forward. He was one of the original members of the Cricket Club and played for the 1st XI. several



seasons, both in Club and inter-College contests, wielding a vigorous bat and being a bowler of no mean order. Tennis, hockey, shooting, golfing, biking—nothing athletic came amiss to Mac, who put up some good performances in the way of walking tours.


His love for the out-o'-doors did not hinder him from taking a share in Capping and kindred festivities, as singer, actor, or author; he contributed at times to "The Spike," and prose or verse was always sure of a welcome.


After leaving College he spent several months in Victoria, and on his return took up the law as his profession, being with Messrs Spence and Stanford, of Stratford at the time of his enlistment in May, 1915. Mac. had been for a time a member of the old O.T.C. at College, and had not been long in camp when he was promoted sergeant, with which rank he left New Zealand with the 8th Reinforcement. And now comes news of his death last June from wounds received in action "somewhere in France."


Those who knew him well need not to be told that he died as he lived, cheerfully and courageously, prepared to face the task before him and see it through, admitting no thought of defeat or withdrawal. Good old Mac.! He was ever the same bright, cheery, open-hearted good comrade, whose laugh was a tonic to banish dull care, a staunch friend and a true one. His going leaves us with a sense of irreparable loss.


G.H.N.
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Athol Hudson.


Through the death in action of Lieutenant Athol Hudson, New Zealand Rhodes Scholar for 1915, not only do his relatives and friends mourn the loss of one whom to know was to love, but also our Alma Mater mourns the loss of one of her most brilliant sons; one whose career gave great promise of bringing honour to his College and to his native land.


On coming to Victoria College in 1912, Hudson specialised in Science, and soon attracted the attention of his Professors to his unusual ability. He passed his College examinations with first class passes, and became recog



nised as one of the strongest science students that had ever attended the College. At the time of his leaving for the Front, Hudson was engaged on important research work in the Chemistry Department, and was preparing to sit for the Senior Scholarship Examinations in Chemistry and Physics.


In the domain of sport, Hudson made a name for himself throughout New Zealand as a champion distance runner. He won in turn the Victoria College Championship, the University Championship, the Provincial Championship, and the New Zealand Championship in the long distance events, having established record time for the University. He also won the New Zealand University Lightweight Championship in Boxing, and achieved considerable success as a swimmer. Football, cricket, and tennis also claimed him as a devotee. His physical stamina was marvellous; the most gruelling exertion always found him smiling. But more admirable than his successes were his high ideals in sport. He always played the game for the game's sake; and, while ever on his mettle to pull off victory, yet was ever chivalrous to an opponent. Among sportsmen, he was recognised as one who stood for all that was characteristic of a manly man, devoted to manly sport for its own sake.


Probably never has the New Zealand Rhodes Scholarship Selection Committee selected a candidate so completely meeting Cecil Rhodes' ideal as it did when selecting Hudson to be the Rhodes Scholar for 1915. Not only had he wonderful ability as a scholar, and prowess as an athlete, but above all, he had a charming personality. He was always anxious to help others, but hated any form of publicity; his modesty and retiring disposition were sometimes mistaken for reserve by those who did not know him. His self-sacrificing nature; his keen desire to co-operate in all College activities; his kindly courtesy; the depth and dignity of his character, earned for him the confidence, respect and affection of all who knew him.


On the outbreak of war, Hudson promptly joined the Samoan Force as a private, although doing so meant sacrificing much. In Samoa, he was noted for his unflagging energy, and cheery disposition under irritating conditions of life.





On returning to New Zealand, he took up study for a short time; but soon felt the call of Empire again, and in July 1915 he once more put his own interests aside, and went into camp as an N.C.O. in the Eighth Reinforcements. Sitting for a Commission he came out head of the examination list, and finally left New Zealand as a Lieutenant in the Rifle Brigade. Those in camp with him, both here and abroad, spoke glowingly of his success as an officer. But he had but little time to prove his worth in the trenches before his career was brought to a close. He was leading a patrolling party on an expedition in No-Man's Land when, while close to the enemy's trenches, the party was heavily bombed. Although survivors returned to look for their leader, no trace of poor Hudson could be found; and, after this lapse of time, it must unfortunately be presumed that he was killed. Those of us who had the privilege of knowing him will always retain a memory of him as one of the finest men of our student days.


—G.G.G.W.
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With the New Zealanders




With the New Zealanders.


(
From the "Spike's" Unofficial War Correspondent.)


We arrived at Suez on Wednesday, March 15th at 8 a.m. Our first notification that we were near port was the appearance of several dhows, curious affairs, with one or two large triangular sails each of which had a large red spot in the centre. In the distance behind the wharf lay the Canal, and every eye was strained eagerly to catch a glimpse of it. Some distance from the wharf lay the town of Suez itself; but the fates had destined we were not to see it. At 4.30 p.m. we landed and entrained immediately, our "carriages" being open goods trucks, with sides about 2½ feet high. Having waited for the remainder of the (censored) to entrain, we set off for our destination—the camp of the New Zealand Division at Moascar. Our rations consisted of ½ tin of bully beef and 6 hard biscuits per man. We ran straight through Suez without stopping, and at once began to come upon camp after camp of troops—white and native



—alongside the railway line. There were camel corps, infantry, and mounted units. Everywhere were armed men. Everywhere in the twilight, camp fires twinkled, horses neighed. Anon the cheers of some regiment would greet us as we passed. Alongside this display of armed force, we felt very insignificant indeed. At length, so chilly became the atmosphere, we donned overcoats and attempted to sleep. This was managed with more or less success, until finally at 10-15 p.m. we arrived at Moascar, quite close to the township of Ismailia. At 11-25 p.m. we commenced the march to our bivouac, a distance of some six miles. At first we tramped through the clogging sand, then on to a hard road, through Ismailia, then between groves of trees until at last we reached the Canal at a place known as Ferry Post. We crossed the Canal over a pontoon bridge, plugged through more sand for a couple of miles, past what seemed to us the outskirts of civilisation, until at length, having passed the last line of Rifle Brigade tents, we were halted on an expanse of sand and were told—"Your bivouac is here." A courteous officer of the Brigade supplied us with some dixies of tea, and at 2.35 a.m. we turned in on the sand, with the clear star-studded sky for a coverlet.


When we awoke next morning, chilled with the dew we realised that we were on the historic Sinai Peninsula; and, to mix ancient with very modern history, we learned that a few miles further on were the trenches dug in 1915 on the occasion of the Turkish assault on Egypt. We remained only three days in this position, and on the Sunday shifted camp to Moascar, occupying the lines vacated by the 5th Australian Field Ambulance. Within a few days the whole of the New Zealand Division had assembled there, and we continued our training on the sandy waste known as Moascar. Of the training here, the less said the better. It was alright in its way, but the continuation of elementary squad drill well-nigh broke the hearts of the men. We had a couple of good field days, which broke the monotony of drill and lectures; and when the weather became too hot for parades (between the hours of 10.30 a.m. and 3.30 p.m.) we went down to Lake Timsah for a bathe.


About half-an-hour's walk from our camp was the



township of Ismailia—a dirty, dilapidated hole, with still dirtier shops and filthier natives. I spent one afternoon there and it was quite enough for me.


Here are one or two incidents, which tend to increase or lighten the tedium of the soldier's life. One extract— Saturday, 18th March—from my diary—"Saturday morning was full of the usual "messing about" to which soldiers seem continually to be subjected. The tents we pitched on Friday were ordered to be struck. They were struck. The Sergeant-Major and I proceeded to lay out lines by means of pegs. Half-finished—C and M come along and say it must be done in another way. And they had previously ordered the first way! Voila! We proceeded with the second way. Halfway through the job—C and—M call for us. They want it done differently. We pull up all pegs and proceed, after two hour's foolish measuring with a tape, to lay out the camp. We were getting on very well when an officer's voice is heard—"Pitch no more tents. Strike tents and pack them. Pack kits and prepare to move in half an hour." This was the last straw. I was inarticulate with "soft murmurings." Then, it was only an advance party which moved off—after three hours!—and the tents had to be pitched that night owing to heavy rain."


Another incident, which dispels the once current rumour that bad feeling still exists between Australians and New Zealanders. One evening, just after tea, when we were lying in our tents and enjoying a perfect smoke, word was brought to us that an Australian Brigade had arrived near our camp, and that many men had been forced to drop out, completely exhausted, along the line of march. They had been marching in from Tel el Kebir all day long, under a blazing Egyptian sun and with full packs up. There were very few halts and the result was that even the strongest began to feel fatigued. Immediately we sent out three waggons and several stretcher parties, only to find that the men of the Rifle Brigade were also out with filled water bottles to help the Australians. Our men brought in a number to camp, and we established a temporary hospital on the following day. Others, able to walk, were taken to the tents occupied by our men and the Riflemen, who did all in their power to cheer the Aus



tralians, and minister to their bodily wants. And the Cornstalks did appreciate the little we did. The next morning, the Brigade had to resume its march, and, to do so, had to pass between our lines and those of the Rifle Brigade. We lined up to watch them pass. Suddenly a voice from their ranks shouted—"Three cheers for the New Zealanders, boys." And a triple crash from the still weary infantrymen of Australia brought everyone out of their tents. Our fellows answered; and so it continued, cheers and answering cheers, until the whole brigade had passed. It was good; only the extravagance of some of the compliments paid us, made us feel a little uncomfortable, as we had done very little. "Good bye and good luck, New Zealand! We'll see you later on. You'll do us"; and then the rear of the brigade swung by, followed by its waggons and carts.


We visited the pyramids. Our first view, at a considerable distance away, excited us not a little; but the actual visit was rather disappointing. There are too many camel-drivers, donkey-drivers, photographers 
et hoc genus omne—and they drive one nearly frantic. In the Pyramid of Cheops we saw what had once been the tombs—now robbed to fill the museums. But what a mind it was that conceived the plan of building them! And what years of toil and labour to complete them! One can only repeat the trite phrase—I hate it but have none better—they are unique.


Ever since we arrived in Egypt, we heard that we were going to France, and we now found that this was a certainty. We knew before we arrived that the New Zealand Forces were being reorganised, but we had no idea how thoroughly it was being done. A Division—three infantry brigades—had been formed. Each Brigade had its own transport, engineers and field ambulance. In addition, the strength of the artillery had been considerably increased, until, when we arrived, there were 15 batteries. One mounted unit was also to travel to France, the remainder being retained in the Ferry Post Zone at the Canal. I might mention here that, in order to complete the required numbers for the second infantry brigade and for the artillery, many of the mounted infantry had been transferred to these branches. On Monday 3rd April, three days prior to our leaving Egypt,



General Sir Archie Murray inspected the whole of the New Zealand Division. It was a grand sight. It sent little shivers of pride all up and down my spine. 'Tis true that as far as numbers go we are a mere handful, but we hope to make good on the Western Front. Our infantry is magnificent to look on. I don't say this merely because I am a New Zealander, but because it is really true. I am sure they will prove themselves in France.


Moascar cannot be described. It can merely be cursed. Imagine just one sandy waste, with a railway line running between two lines of encampments. In the distance, though not so very far away, is the Canal. Two cruisers are seen at anchor there: while the squat form of a monitor—heavily armoured—forms a distinct contrast to the trimmer lines of the speedier vessels. At night, the searchlights from the warships are unceasing in their restless activity. Steamers are continually passing up and down the Canal. When one stopped to think of the tremendous amount of shipping, that passed daily up and down the Canal, and of the number of vessels we had seen during our six weeks' trip, one could not help realising that it was a silent but eloquent tribute to Britain's sea power.


Talking of sea-power and submarine danger and such like, one rather good story is told from our boat. About two days out from Auckland one young fellow commenced a letter to his mater. It began thus—"We are now approaching the danger zone. So far we have sighted no submarines"!


In Egypt I met many V.C. men, among them the following:—K. Caldwell, A. Hudson, F. E. McKenzie, W. Dudson, A. G. Brockett, F. W. Goodbehere, A. Curtayne, D. M. Yates, W. T. McCaw, L. Wardrop, S. Dempsey, O. G. Bramwell, N. Johnston, K. Clayton, K. Henderson, J. Bennett, F. M. Martin, I. Robinson, R. W. Reed, P. B. Cooke, A. Boufvé, W. H. Stainton, J. A. Cowles, B. Lankshear, T. O'Shea.


One thing might interest people in New Zealand. "Wet" canteens were established in our camps in Egypt, and I make bold to say that drunkenness was practically non-existent there. It seems to be a pity that they are not established in New Zealand. There would then be no need for this nonsensical talk of closing hotels at 6



p.m.—not that there is any need at all even now. Do the people of New Zealand think soldiers are men or children? If they heard the expression of opinion of the men in France, they would surely stop to think.


On Tuesday, April 4th, we struck tents, and packed away, so that everything would be ready for moving off...........It was beastly cold and we were glad when our train rattled its way into Alexandria at 1.20 a.m. At 2 a.m. we embarked on the T.S. Minnewaska, a 14,000 ton Atlantic liner now being used as a transport. At first I was appointed Ship's Provost Sergeant, and there were 1,800 troops on board. Fortunately or unfortunately, my Section O.C. was appointed M.O. for ship, and I had to take over the ship's hospital. This was a catch, and I had a fairly easy time during our five days trip. Throughout the whole of the voyage we had to wear our life-belts, the only times when we were permitted to lay them aside being during meal hours and when we "turned in" for the night. Even then they had to be placed where we could get them right away. This was very necessary, as the submarines were fairly active in the Mediterranean. A strong convoy was provided for us during the most dangerous part of our journey, and our ship steered a zig-zag course throughout the voyage. A submarine guard was on duty all the time, and no lights were permitted on board after sunset. To us the voyage was uneventful, one incident alone disturbing the monotony.


We carried a 4.7 inch gun in the stern, and one day it was decided to fire a couple of practice shots. A target was thrown overboard. Everything was calm and still, and those not on duty were dozing or reading or yarning, when the bang of the 4.7 brought them to their feet with a start. Seeing nothing unusual, some sat down again, but immediately, bang she went again, and consternation was visibly written on the faces of a great number, while others hurried from below to see the "submarine." As a matter of fact, a submarine (German) was captured nine miles south of our port of debarkation, about two days after our arrival, and on the same day as the arrival of another of our transports.


We arrived at 6 p.m. at our port of disembarkation. Coming along the coast and up the harbour, we had a grand view. That delicious and insouciant bird, the



censor, will not permit me to mention names; but I may tell you that we passed the castle in which Monte Christo was imprisoned. Do you remember your Dumas? Of this town without a name I will write later.
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In Tuskegee




In Tuskegee.





"
And in Tuskegee, Alabama, Booker Washington founded a "College for the education and improvement of the Negro race."


(
Extract from Plunket Medal Oration.)







In Tuskegee, in Tuskegee,



(The name it was appealed to me),



I met a little nigger boy



And he it was revealed to me



The never-ending source of joy



That purely flowed without alloy



In Tuskegee, in Tuskegee.





"Twas there that water-melons grew,



Green eggs that Alabama laid



For little nigger boys to chew



And mammies to make marmalade;



Great water-melons cool as dew



To hide within so none could see



The brown young cheeks in Tuskegee.





"Twas there that chickens used to hop



With tail astern and chin afore



For little nigger boys to pop



Behind their little pinafore,



And none to cry upon them "Stop!"



No chickens under locks and key



Allowed to live in Tuskegee.





In Tuskegee, in Tuskegee,



They've built a great big College there



And wise and learned men employ



To teach the fruits of knowledge there.



I wonder if they've half the joy



Of that one little nigger boy



I've told about, who used to be



In Tuskegee, in Tuskegee.



(The name it was appealed to me).



—S.E.
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A Vignette






A Vignette.


A beautiful spring day in Northern France; birds whistling sweetly among the trees. A thrush carols as if he would burst his throat. Everything is calm and still.—


Suddenly a harsh laugh grates on the ear. A sharp word of command heard from a distance, and then hell breaks loose. Several batteries of our big guns in front of us open fire. The songs of the birds no longer gladden one's ear.


On the right and to the rear, duller explosions in quick succession are heard. Small clouds of woolly, black smoke tell us that the enemy's shrapnel is searching our trenches. At the same time columns of smoke and showers of mud and earth thrown high into the air show us where the Huns' high explosive is landing. God help the infantry. Shot after shot from the German guns falls along a frontage of about 300 yards, and the dull boom, always followed by the geyser-like showers of earth, continues without cessation for what seems to us an interminable period.


A few minutes' waiting, and our batteries open out again. We feel much more satisfied as we hear above us the "whizz," "whew-ew-ew," "whirr-rr," of our shells on their way towards the trenches of the unspeakable Fritz.


Another pause in the devilish din—this time longer than before. Quiet prevails again. A cuckoo sounds his cheerful note. A sparrow struggles with a piece of straw, and at last carries it off in triumph. A faint "mee-ow," a scratching at my putties, and I look down to see a tiny scrap of a kitten crying pitifully in its endeavour to climb up my leg and attract attention. He is one of two families—one family of four, orphans; the other of three, with a sad-eyed sandy cat for mother. They have made our sand-bagged brick-kiln their home, and regard us as their natural protectors and food providers. I stoop down and pick up the little morsel of fur, tuck him in the hollow of my arm, and his cries of self-pity change to purrings of satisfaction. A huge rat, seated on a small bank about five yards away, gazes impudently at me. He



is evidently pleased with himself and with the world at large, and is enjoying the mild sunshine. Once more the twittering and singing of the birds. I gaze around, drinking in the scene. "God's in His Heaven, all's right with the world."


A discordant note! A melancholy frog croaks dismally in a marsh close by. Then again, this time without warning, pandemonium is let loose. Shells screech and wail overhead, as if they were damned souls whose crimes were too black even for hell. Kitty snuggles closer in my arm and continues to purr contentedly.


Our despatch rider, coming in at that moment jumps from his bicycle to report. "Cars will be here in a few minutes." Then, with a sob as he turns away, "They got my brother yesterday."


Two of my bearers emerge from the communication trench, followed closely by another squad. Two bloodstained and seemingly lifeless forms are on the stretchers. I rise to my feet, and place my furry friend, who squeaks his puny protests, gently but firmly on the ground, and turn to my work.—"C."
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Looking Towards Mana




Looking Towards Mana.




Drowsy I lie upon the sun-kissed hill,



And listen to the surging of the sea,



And watch the wind tossing the manuka,



And leaves a-glisten on the ngaio-tree.





Mana, flat-topped and barren, faces me—



An isle prosaic, though the sky-line shows



Hills blue and misty, faint and fair as dreams,



White clouds a-trail, melting in mountain snows.





Like to the clouds, and shadows born of them



That make the green waves purple as they pass



Spring-thoughts o'erthrong me, as I lie a-dream,



Transient, fleet—wind-ripples on the grass.



—M.L.N.
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A Ride






A Ride.


(
Translated from the French of de Maupassant.)


The poor couple managed, with difficulty, to make both ends meet on the husband's small salary. Since their marriage, two children had been born, and what began by being "narrow circumstances" had developed into penury; the quiet, shame-faced, hidden penury of gentle folk who try to keep up appearances.


Hector de Gribelin had been brought up in the country, on his father's little property, and educated by an old tutor, a clergyman. The family was not well off, just able to live in a decently presentable way. At twenty, an appointment had been found for him, a clerkship at a hundred a year in the Admiralty. He drifted on to this sandbank in the way so many men drift: all in fact who are not prepared from the start for the rough and tumble of life, all whose outlook on the world is misty, who know nothing of its shoals and currents: those who have not been fitted from childhood for some definite special occupation and filled with strenuous determination to face the struggle: those in whose hands no tool, no weapon has been placed.


The first three years he spent in the office were horrible.


He met a few family friends, people behind the times and poorly off, like himself; people who lived in dreary, respectable, old-fashioned streets. These were the society he had: gentlemen in poor circumstances, humble, and proud, knowing nothing of the modern world, living on the top floors of large sleepy-looking houses. The flats in these houses, from top to bottom, were occupied by well-connected people, but money did not seem much more plentiful on the first floor than on the sixth. The families that lived there had once been prosperous, but the force of old undying prejudices, the everlasting anxiety to live up to aristocratic traditions, kept the men from doing anything and brought poverty in its train.


Among these acquaintances of his, Hector de Gribelin met a girl, well-born and poor like himself, and married her.





In four years of married life, two children were born.


Another four years passed. Pressed down by poverty, their only amusements were a walk in the public gardens on Sundays, and an occasional night at the theatre, say once or twice in the season, when someone in the office had a pass to give them.


But just as spring was coming round again, Hector's chief gave him some extra work, which brought him an unexpected fee of twenty pounds.


He brought the money home to his wife and said to her


"Henrietta, my dear, we ought to do something now we've got this. We might have some sort of excursion for the children."


After long discussion they decided on a picnic.


"Look here," said Hector, "once in a way won't hurt us. We'll hire a trap for you, the children, and the servant. I'll get a horse to ride from the livery stables. A ride will do me good."


All the week nothing was talked about but the picnic.


Every evening when Hector came home from the office, he caught up his eldest son, set him astride on his knee, and jumped him up and down as high as he could, saying:


"That's daddy riding to the picnic, next Sunday." And the little beggar spent all day astride a chair, dragging it round the room, shouting


"Daddy on a gee-gee! Daddy on a gee-gee"!


Even the maid of all work looked at the master with interest and wonder, when she reflected that he was going to ride beside the trap; at meal-times, she listened to him talking horses, and telling stories of his feats of horsemanship, years ago, at his father's home. He'd had a good training, never fear! Once he had the horse between his knees, there wasn't much he was afraid of, not he.


Then he would rub his hands together, and say to his wife:


"Now I tell you what I'd really like; I'd like to get a horse not too easy to manage. You'll see how I can ride, and if you like, we might come back by the Park about the time people are driving back. We'll be making a good effect, and it might be a good thing to come across



some one from the office. That's the sort of thing makes a man respected by his superiors in the office."


The appointed day came, and with it the trap and also the horse. He went downstairs at once to have a look at his mount. He'd got his wife to sew straps to the bottom of his trousers, and carried a crop, bought the day before, under his arm.


He lifted the horse's feet, one after the other, and ran his hand along to the knee, felt his neck and ribs, prodded his haunches, opened his mouth, examined the teeth and announeed the animal's age; then, as the family reached the bottom of the stairs, he delivered a sort of half-theoretical, half-practical lecturette on horses in general, and this horse in particular, which he declared a very superior specimen of the race.


When they were all comfortably in their seats, he looked to see if the girths were tight enough, rose high on one stirrup and dropped down into the saddle.


The horse at once began to play up and all but threw him.


"Whoa, mare, easy, whoa, mare" Hector tried to soothe it, feeling rather upset.


As soon as the horse had quieted down and the rider regained his self-possession, he asked


"Is everybody ready?"


To which all replied together "Yes."


Whereupon he gave the order,


"Off!" and the party moved away.


Every eye was fixed on him. He trotted along, rising very high in the stirrups: every time he dropped back into the saddle, the recoil instantly sent him flying sky-high. Every few minutes he looked as if he must tumble on to the mane: his eyes were fixed, staring straight ahead: his features drawn, his cheeks pale.


His wife had one of the children on her knees, and the maid the other: both of them kept on saying, "Look at daddy! look at daddy!"


The two youngsters, intoxicated with pleasure and motion and fresh air, joined in with shrill shouts. At last the horse got restive owing to the noise, and started galloping. In his efforts to check the horse, Hector's hat fell off, and the driver had to jump down from his seat and pick it up. When Hector had taken the hat



from him, he called out to his wife, from far behind:


"Stop the children screaming, can't you? You'll end up by making him bolt!"


They lunched on the grass, under the trees, with provisions they had brought in a hamper.


Although the driver was looking after the three horses, Hector jumped up every few minutes to see if his mount had everything it wanted; he patted its neck and fed it on bread and cake and sugar. He said,


"By jove, this horse can trot and no mistake. I must say he rather shook me up at first. But as you saw I soon found my seat. Now he knows his master, and won't try any more tricks."


They came back by the Park, as had been arranged.. The huge drive was swarming with carriages. Along the sidewalks there was an endless crowd of people on foot, stretching out like two interminable black ribbons. The whole scene was bathed and flooded in sunshine, which flashed back from the varnished panels, the polished steel of the harness and the brass handles of the carriage doors. The whole mass of people and carriages and horses seemed to be throbbing with the exhilaration of light and movement. In the distance, the obelisk towered up out of a golden haze.


Hector's horse, as soon as they reached the drive, suddenly developed an unexpected energy. He picked his way at a fast trot through the maze of wheels, making for his stable, in spite of all Hector's efforts to make him go slow.


Soon the trap was left far, far behind; and now, when he reached the Trades' Hall, the horse, seeing the open square before it, plunged off to the right and broke into a gallop.


An old woman in an apron was just crossing the road in leisurely fashion, exactly in front of Hector, who was bearing down on her at full speed. Being quite unable to control the animal, he began screaming at the top of his voice:


"Hi! you there! Hi! Look out!"


Perhaps she was deaf. At any rate she quietly continued on her way, till the horse struck her with his chest, going as hard as a steam engine, and sent her flying head over



heels to lie in the gutter a dozen yards away.


People shouted: "Stop him! Stop him!" and Hector, in desperation, clung with both hands to the mane, shouting "Help!"


A fearful shock sent him shooting like a cannon-ball over the head of his steed, and dropped him right into the arms of the policeman who had thrown himself in the horse's way.


In a moment, an angry crowd collected round him, shouting and waving their arms. One old gentleman in particular seemed furiously indignant: an old gentleman wearing a large star on his coat, who had a long white moustache. He said over and over again


"By Gad, Sir! a fellow who can't ride better than that should stay at home. A fellow who can't manage a horse, sir, coming and killing people in the street!"


Four men stood round the old woman and lifted her up. She looked as if she was dead, with her sallow face and her bonnet all awry and grey with dust.


"Take the woman to a chemist's" ordered the old gentleman, "and we'll go to the police station."


Hector marched off, with a policeman on each side of him: a third policeman led the horse. The crowd followed. Suddenly the trap with the family drove up. His wife jumped down, the maid lost her head, the children howled. He explained that he was just coming home: that he'd upset an old woman: that it was nothing.


They went on, distracted.


At the police-station the business was soon settled. He gave his name, Hector de Gribelin, clerk in the Admiralty: and they waited for news of the injured woman. The policeman who had gone to enquire came back. She had recovered consciousness, but complained of great internal agony. She was a charwoman, 65 years of age, Mrs. Simon by name.


On hearing she was not dead Hector plucked up courage again, and undertook to pay the expenses of medical attendance. Then he flew to the chemist's. A crowd was blocking the entrance. The old woman was lying helplessly in an arm-chair, groaning; her hands hung down listless, her face had lost all expression. Two



doctors were examining her. No limbs were broken, but there might be internal injuries.


Hector spoke to her:


"Are you in much pain?"


"Oh, yes, sir!"


"Where?"


"Feels like as there was a fire burnin' in me stummick, sir."


One of the doctors came up to him and said:


"Are you the person responsible for the accident?"


"Yes."


"This woman ought to be sent to a private hospital. I can recommend an establishment where the charge is six shillings per diem. Would you like me to make the necessary arrangements?"


Hector thanked him, greatly relieved, and went home with his mind at ease. He found his wife in tears, and comforted her.


"It's nothing at all. The Simon woman is better already. In three days' time there won't be a sign of it left. I've sent her to hospital: it's nothing at all."


Nothing at all!


After leaving the office next day he went to enquire about Mrs. Simon. He found her engaged in drinking beef tea, and looking as if she enjoyed it.


"Well," said he, "and how are you?" She answered,


"It aint no better, sir. I'm feelin' awful agony, sir. It aint no better."


The doctor was unable to give an opinion as yet. Complications might have arisen.


Three days later, Hector called again. The old woman's complexion was improving, and her eyes looking bright and clear. As soon as she saw him, she began groaning. "I won't never be fit to move again, sir. I won't never be fit to move, not till I ends my days, sir." A cold shiver ran down Hector's spine. He asked for the doctor. The doctor shrugged his shoulders: "My dear sir, I can't tell. There's no knowing how the case stands. When they try to lift her up, she yells. They can't even move the couch she's lying on without piercing screams. I'm bound to believe what she tells me: one can't see



inside a patient. I've no right to suppose she's telling lies until I actually see her walk."


The old woman lay and listened, never moving, with expressionless eyes.


A week went by: a fortnight: a month. Mrs. Simon never left her couch. She ate five meals a day, grew stout, chatted cheerfully with the other patients, and seemed contentedly resigned to her bed-ridden state; in fact she seemed to look on it as a well-earned rest, after fifty years spent in climbing up and down stairs, making beds, carrying coals from floor to floor, sweeping and scrubbing and the like.


Hector in desperation came to see her every day. Every day he found her peaceful and contented, declaring she could not make the slightest movement.


Every evening his wife, miserably anxious, poor soul, asked him


"How about Mrs. Simon?" And every time he had to give the same despondent answer


"No change, none whatever!"


They got rid of their servant, whose wages were becoming too heavy an item. They were even more economical than before. The whole of the extra work money had long since gone.


Then Hector summoned four famous doctors to a consultation about the old woman. She let them examine her, feel her, auscultate her, thump her; watching them the while with ferret eyes. At last one of them said:


"She must be made to walk."


"I can't do it, gen'elmen, please kind gen'elmen, I can't nohow."


They took hold of her under the arms, raised her up, and dragged her along for several steps. But she slipped out of their hands and fell heavily to the ground, uttering such appalling yells that they carried her back to the coach with infinite care.


After consulting, they gave a non-committal opinion: deciding, however, that she was unfit for work.


When Hector brought home the news to his wife, she dropped into a chair, gasping out


"Wouldn't it be cheaper to have her here?"


"What d'you mean? Here, in the house?" asked



Hector in horror-struck tones.


But she had already resigned herself to the inevitable, and as the tears suffused her eyes, answered gently,


"It's not my fault, you know, dear."
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She Clothed Herself in Dreams




She Clothed Herself in Dreams.




She clothed herself in dreams all magical—



Did ever Princess in a tale of old



Show half so daintily and rare as she



A lily exquisity—all white and gold?





Or like a shadowed tree, mysterious;



Eyes dark as pools where fallen stars do sleep;



A dim white face and smile inscrutable,



And hair whose strands a subtle fragrance keep.





With little hands so white and slim, yet strong



To take a heart and break it—willed she so—



And moods when laughter bubbled in the throat



And love was answered with a teasing, "No."





She hung a silver mirror in her heart



And in her dreams paced slowly there and smiled;



While other shadows thronging, paid her court,



And all who looked upon her were beguiled.



* * * * *




A little smile strays on her unkissed lips.



So drab and dull she looks, and yet it seems



As though some pale joy lingers in her life—



Unloved she sits, and clothes herself in dreams.



—A.O.
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Some Islands and Islanders




Some Islands and Islanders


Many millions of years ago, God made some islands—slim little islands, and he hid in them wonders and many beauties, tender and terrible as a human heart can be. Some of the islands were set in the Southern Seas, away at the world's edge; while the others nestled in the North, sheltering near the broad lands of a continent.





Only the Gods of the Brown People know what happened in these islands as the great years moved by:—how a nation rose in the north and lived and battled and became mighty; and how the tribes wandered to the south and dwelt there in happiness, but never became a nation.


White people knocked at the gates of the north, but few or none were permitted to enter, for the brown people there were wary and hated and suspected the ways of the west. But to the south they came first in their tens, then in their hundreds, then in their thousands. In vain the valiant defence, the eager-hearted fighting of the brown folk there! The white people vanquished them, and now they are withering away like the russet leaves of Autumn, while their conquerors flourish like the green bay-tree.


Now in less than a century the Southern Isles are sown with townships, intersected with railways, hills have been levelled, swamps drained, viaducts built, roads formed, land reclaimed from the sea, and green forests burnt that sheep may roam the grass. Of the people who have effected all this—some died to prepare the way for those who followed, many suffered hardships, many gave their strong, good years for others. They builded with their hands; they planned with all the wisdom of their minds, and they gave to their descendants a land of beauty and pleasantness—a land of sweet living where there are less injustices and fewer burdens than older lands bear. And because these Southern Isles are pleasant ones, the islanders are growing drowsy in their well being; they give little thought to to-morrow's weather, nor watch the cloud that gathers in the North.


In the Northern Isles there was an awakening among the brown people. They had hitherto stayed ever home lovers, passionate patriots, and they had multiplied exceedingly in their land of blossoms and snow. They wished for wider power, but they waited with their inscrutuble patience until the time was ripe, and they will, if need be, wait yet again. They watched, they studied the ways of the white folk; they took to themselves all that they thought good; they rejected what was useless or unprofitable, be it religion or invention. They startled the world in one war, and took unto themselves a goodly



little territory in their neighbour-continent. Yet still they are seeking for a country whither to send the many who are cramped in the little homeland; still are they seeking to extend their cunning trade; still are they seeking to strike the blow that will acknowledge them a leading nation of the world. So they work, and watch and wait.


The Southern Isles are very beautiful—so the brown people hear in the north. Therefore they visit them— merely for beauty's sake. The impassive-looking little folk roam about as much as they can, peering here, there and everywhere, seeking beauty in camps, near forts and in the speeches of Cabinet ministers. They are very friendly people—the brown folk—so they let the southern people have their brittle matches, their flimsy dolls and a thousand varieties of bric-à;-brac at very low prices. They are very scientific, the brown folk, so they try to find out by means of floating bottles how the currents flow round the Southern Isles, and the people there are pleased to tell them all particulars.


And when the Great War is over, what will the brown folk do? They have grappled to their soul with hoops of steel one nation of the north; they have earned a lesser, but still a great gratitude from another, and that other is the Motherland of the Southern Isles. Only to send ships, only to trade—that is all the brown people want! "Dixerunt." But an inch can become a yard, though it's long in the growing. But the brown people are patient and they are cunning, while in the southern isles there is little guile.




Nons verrons ce que vous verrons!
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A Triolet




A Triolet.




Be she ne'er so kind and fair



Do not trust her, I entreat you.



She's unstable as the air;



Be she ne'er so kind and fair,



Still she's fickle. So beware



Of the wiles with which she'll meet you



Be she ne'er so kind and fair,



Do not trust her, I entreat you.—F.R.
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Refugees in Russia






Refugees in Russia.






We have very kindly been given access to a number of letters from Theodore Rigg. who is now in Samara, Southern Russia. We have made the following extracts from them, knowing that our readers will find them full of interest.—
Ed. Spike.





Buzuluk, Samara Govt., June 8th: The Russians are the most hospitable people in the world. Since arriving in this country, we have been treated like princes. Here in Bazuluk we caused the sensation of the war and in our visits to the country districts round Bazuluk, we were assured that we were the first Britishers to set foot in the village Yesterday we went to see a train-load of refugees (700 in number) who were coming into the Samara Govt. They had spent the winter in Turkestan, having been sent there from Poland when it was invaded by the Germans last year. The refugees on this train were mainly women and children, delighted to get back to a cooler climate and hear their own language spoken again.


I think I mentioned in my last letter that we were leaving Samara for the country districts of the Government. The Governor arranged a very interesting trip for us in the district adjacent to Samara in order to see something of refugee conditions there.


We proceeded down the Volga on one of the fine river boats running between Niji Novgorod, Astrakan. This boat was driven by steam (a paddle-steamer) but burnt oil. It was a great surprise to see how big the Volga is so far from the Caspian Sea. Here at Samara the river must be over a mile wide. From the start the journey was full of interest. On the quay could be seen Persians, Mohammedans, with their white turbans, Tartars with their Chinese type of face, Baskers with their dark features, and lastly the Russian peasant. The Russian is stolid in appearance with broad and large puddingy features......


As we were going down stream and as the current was running very strongly we quickly reached our destination, Vladmirovka. about 3 p.m. Here the authorities had been notified of our arrival and we were met by the



Chief of Police for the district. Two fine carriages were waiting and we were soon galloping off to Ekaterinovka, where we were staying the night.


We were taken to the Visitors' house in this village and were greeted by the head-man, the doctor and a whole string of lesser officials. The head of the village, who had been notified by the Governor that we had come to inspect refugees from Poland, placed himself at our disposal and we went from point to point of interest for several hours. We first visited three large houses that had been converted into barracks for refugees, the number of refugees in each house varying from 30 to 70. The first house that we visited was occupied by Polish people —the Poles are invariably kept separate from the Russian refugees as the former follow the Roman Catholic faith while the latter are members of the orthodox Greek Church. The Poles, too, differ from the Russians in their manner of preparing food and consequently they have to keep separate kitchens running for these two main types of refugees. The Poles proper come from the western part of the invaded country while the Russians come from the eastern—from Grodno, Holm, Minsk, Lublin, etc.


These particular Polish Refugees were bright and intelligent—mainly women and children with a sprinkling of old men. Their lodgings, with fuel and oil are arranged for them by the village authorities. Each refugee in addition receives 4d. per day for the purchase of food. There is a good deal of squabbling among refugees and peasants in regard to the payment of work. The refugees complain of delay in payments of their allowances and the non-supply of clothing. Their complaint is in general just and it is really too bad that these unfortunate people should not have been better provided for.


We met many interesting cases among the refugees. One smiling woman was so thankful that she had managed to bring all her children alive with her, though they all had a dreadful time on their long retreat.


It was in this village that we saw our first peasants house. They usually consist of three rooms There is a comparatively large entrance-hall which opens on to the yard. It is used for storage of goods, 'washing, etc. The



entrance hall opens into the main living room—in this case 14-ft. square. It contained the immense brick oven in one corner and a low broad wooden bench in another. The centre of the room was occupied by the dining-table. The room is kitchen, dining and sleeping room. The living room opened into the third room of the house, called the red room, for the floor is invariably painted with a reddish-brown paint. It is the show room of the house and. contains the dearest household possessions. In one corner will always be found an Ikon and if a visitor enters the room he is always honoured by being placed under the Ikon.


This trip to Ekaterinovka took slightly more than twenty-four hours, but it would take too long to tell of the many incidents packed into it. Since leaving Samara we have made a. very interesting tour of the Bazuluk district, where we are proposing to commence work shortly.
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Love's Wizardry




Love's Wizardry.




The silence rosing on a bunch of cloud



Above quick seas that stain pink cheeks of shell



On shrouding drifts of sand. The silence proud



Which every heartbeat knows, but will not tell,—





That silence have I felt beneath your spell,



O Wizardry of Love, one day you take



And wrap my gold and purple in a shroud,



The next you plunge them in a radiant well.





A shroud, a radiant well, a silence deep;



In truth, I cannot fathom what you are.



Horizons purple, seas in gold light break,



And over all there hangs a silent star.



—M.E.H.
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From an Anzac's Diary




From an Anzac's Diary






Dear Spike,




You have requested me to forward you an article on the war. Perhaps the most real contribution I can send you is a few extracts from the little blood-stained diary I brought with me off the Peninsula. The bracketed statements represent subsequent additions.



—
F.H.J.











(The Landing at Anzac, 25th April, 1915.)


This entry to my diary I am making in a small dugout on the hills of Gallipoli, with shrapnel bursting overhead every few minutes. The baptism of fire—and now we know what that means—came very suddenly after so many months of inaction. Sunday morning saw us in sight of the Gallipoli heads; the far-off roar of the big guns was audible at intervals and even in the bright sunlight the gun-flashes were visible. Gradually we came up and joined a huddled fleet of transports off the west coast. We could see the battleships and destroyers close in to the cliffs; a ballon ship and the sea-plane ship were near by; the naval guns spoke voluminously and from the lulls came the malignant coughing of the rifles. At 9 a.m., word having come aboard that the Australians had landed safely and captured some guns, we descended on to barges and transferred without delay into a pinnace and half a dozen tow boats that came alongside. The boats contained several equipments belonging to those wounded while landing earlier in the morning. We were more fortunate and although a little shrapnel burst in the sea near by we were not hit. The boats grounded, we filed over the bows, jumped into the sea and formed up on the beach, where there was a large number of Australians, Indians, mules and guns.


[I obtained a fine series of photos of this landing, and as I have ascertained that we were absolutely the first batch of New Zealanders to land on Gallipoli the series is probably unique. West was the 3rd New Zealander ashore, and other V.U.C. boys in the detachment included F. E. Mackenzie, S. T. Seddon, Holger Randrup.]


With full packs, rifles, spades, water skins and three days' rations, we climbed a low ridge and awaited orders. From here we had a splendid view of the scene. Far off, out of range of the shells from the Narrows, lay the transports; destroyers, pinnaces and tows came up to the beach; there the throng of soldiers formed up after disembarking; by the water lay an Australian strangely oblivious of it all. To the left was a small knoll entrenched by the Turks; to the right was a gun emplacement; below, the swiftly stablished wireless droned away like an energetic bluebottle buzzing against the window pane;



bullets zipped over our heads with startling viciousness; behind, the rifles coughed and snapped in the hills and valleys.


[Let it be understood that the actual landing at Anzac was nothing terrible: our battalion suffered only one casualty. All the fighting was done about half a mile inland, where the casualties among both the Australians and New Zealanders were enormous.


From here Ave moved round to the left, returned and climbed the steep heights to Plugge's Plateau right over Anzac Cove.]


At the top we came under an increasing shrapnel fire: personally I was too tired with the climb to notice it. We got a breather, scrambled through the barrage of fire and found ourselves on the edge of a bluff looking down into the main valley. Stray bullets whistled over us in swarms but the principal feature of the entertainment was the shrapnel which played on us like a watering can. There were three of us together; we paused to see where the others had gone; a shrapnel shell shattered the atmosphere around us; I discovered I was quite whole and decided that the best thing for a target to do was the disappearing trick. We went down and over the cliff; a bullet to the right, another to the left, a slide, a jump and a slither and we were at the bottom, watching the bullets rattling against the rocks and cliff in angry showers.


[Here Vince Hall was mortally wounded.]


We passed by a concealed Turkish tent, avoided a minefield and threaded up the valley to the firing line. Wounded men were coming down in scores (shall I ever forget them?) and pleading for reinforcements for their mates..........


[We were now at the most advanced point of the line beyond Quinn's Post. I doubt the truth of the story that isolated bodies of Australians got nearly across the Peninsula as the main Turkish Army was encamped between us and that town. The country was rugged, and the more level parts were covered with scrub about three feet high.]


We crept out through the scrub and lined a cart track: bullets were coming fast and we could see nothing to fire at: to have stood up would have been suicide. I took the place of a man badly wounded in the back; the man to



my left was killed, and one directly behind me was wounded; an Australian officer giving orders fell dead. I experienced a puny rage at being unable to do anything and— went to sleep. Soon after we crawled back some ten yards and lined a weak defensive position with our bayonets. Nothing happened. The expected charge did not arrive and the Turks in ignorance of our weak un-flanked position continued to pour lead over our heads as we waited grimly with our rifles. Mac. (Frank Mackenzie) had had a warm time: the men by his side had both been wounded, one fatally.


Then came night and a cessation of fire. We advanced and brought in our wounded: our idea was still to get across the peninsula. We poured heavy fire into the darkness where we knew the enemy were advancing. But they outflanked us and again we retired to where we had left our wounded, and there we dug in. The Turks came up to within twenty yards and did likewise.


We poured streams of lead into the moving Turks, or in the direction of their voices or their rifle flashes. By their jabbering they must have outnumbered us by 6 to 1. No reinforcements came up; the wounded died slowly behind and among us. Our blood was fired with a cold desperate resolution to sell ourselves as dearly as possible —Bullets tore the air into ribbons above us, or snapped the twigs before us or licked the earth into flame beside us. We knelt amidst a chaos of wounded, with the earth for a breastwork, and rifles to the right and left of us flashing their gleaming portents through the darkness. Crouching in the cold wet earth, damp from the drizzling rain we yearned for a hot-blooded charge, but Major Dawson, the hero of the situation, wisely restrained us. [I think that even through the worst of that long night the idea of getting forward was uppermost in our minds.] We sent forward occasional scouts: the Turks did the same. They pretended at times to be Indians, come from the Cape; at any moment we expected the English forces to link up with our right; Incessantly we fought through to the cold grey dawn which we expected would herald a Turkish charge. Then, in the morning light the "Lizzie" commenced to belch the vials of her wrath over our heads. The huge 1,950-lb. shells



passing to their unknown destination, cleared the ridge just above us. They were a nightmare, and their fearful whirring vibration sent the blood flying away from one's heart, leaving it flutter a few seconds before resuming its normal action. Smaller shells passed over us into the Turkish positions causing a brief darkening of the atmosphere .......


A Turkish machine gun presently began to enfilade our position. Poor old— fell a couple of yards beside me, gasped and lay still, his wonted smile still on his face. Two or three others went down, and in a few seconds the major, acting with incredibly swift judgment, had us out of the position and crawling up a couple of slight gullies where the machine gun could not harm us........ Towards noon the Australians reinforced us and our men were withdrawn. We tumbled into the nearest ditch or gulch, with stray bullets pattering above us, and slept....... We could not lay claim to that traditional lack of downheartedness which is the vociferous heritage of the British soldier. After twenty-four hours of hard, desperate fighting against huge odds the laws of reaction left us jaded and jagged. By nighttime (of the 26th) we found that one third of our platoon was out of action, and that seemed typical of the battalion....


Worthy of the highest praise was the work of the Army Medical Corps............


The Turks were undoubtedly courageous and tenacious, except when it came to charging of facing the bayonets......... But it is of the Australians that one can wax enthusiastic. Their charge into that rough country will become historical. Absolutely reckless of danger they drove the Turks with cries of "Yalla" Imshee!" (Get out!) and cheerfully jested of "getting to Constantinople before the pubs close"!


* * * * *


May 2. A short service was held to-day "just as we sat" in our dug-outs. The rattle of the musketry and the bass notes of the shrapnel served for an organ as we sang "Lead Kindly Light." One heart-felt prayer at least



was joined in with everyone,—a prayer for those of our comrades who had given up their lives on the hills above. I do not think that any who survive will forget this service. A hale-fellow-well-met is the New Zealand soldier, and a careless man in his talk; he has broad views of right and wrong, and he treats life with a happy levity. But the deep undercurrent flows within none the less deeply for being concealed from the light of day............


It is hard to grasp in one's mind that this is not a picnic. Hereby are glades where satyrs and fairies might dance at noontide; below is an ideal bathing place except for a machine gun that plays on one corner. In the offing lie forty transports and a few warships,—a glorious naval display in the early morning light. Then the blood-red sunset over Imbros! A benevolent. Government sends along a goodly stock of provisions to our picnic party, and these we cook as we boil our billy. "And the price we pay is a man per day" sent off to the hospital-ship with a stray bullet. The Gods have the matter in their hands, so why worry?


Well, dear Spike, though I have trespassed unduly on your space, I have told you only very little of what took place on Gallipoli. I must mention that Holger Randrup met his death on the daisy patch at Cape Helles, and that Tom Seddon and Frank West were wounded in the same locality. Frank Mackenzie and I were wounded on the same day (June 4) and Inder on the previous day. Lionel Hall, Delamore, George Seddon, Cash, Elder, Howard and several others were going strong when I left, and at times we had quite a little re-union of V.U.C. boys in Rest Gully. I saw Barnard, Dundon and Jackson on Gallipoli before they were killed. Gallipoli was a failure, but it is not the only failure that the earth has seen. A failure that ended in a cross some 2,000 years ago produced the greatest religion that mankind has possessed, and I am convinced that the life-blood that appears so fruitlessly shed on Gallipoli will be the greatest factor we have yet seen in the consolidation of our Empire.
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Dear Spike






Dear Spike,




You have requested me to forward you an article on the war. Perhaps the most real contribution I can send you is a few extracts from the little blood-stained diary I brought with me off the Peninsula. The bracketed statements represent subsequent additions.



—
F.H.J.
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(The Landing at Anzac, 25th April, 1915.)






(The Landing at Anzac, 25th April, 1915.)


This entry to my diary I am making in a small dugout on the hills of Gallipoli, with shrapnel bursting overhead every few minutes. The baptism of fire—and now we know what that means—came very suddenly after so many months of inaction. Sunday morning saw us in sight of the Gallipoli heads; the far-off roar of the big guns was audible at intervals and even in the bright sunlight the gun-flashes were visible. Gradually we came up and joined a huddled fleet of transports off the west coast. We could see the battleships and destroyers close in to the cliffs; a ballon ship and the sea-plane ship were near by; the naval guns spoke voluminously and from the lulls came the malignant coughing of the rifles. At 9 a.m., word having come aboard that the Australians had landed safely and captured some guns, we descended on to barges and transferred without delay into a pinnace and half a dozen tow boats that came alongside. The boats contained several equipments belonging to those wounded while landing earlier in the morning. We were more fortunate and although a little shrapnel burst in the sea near by we were not hit. The boats grounded, we filed over the bows, jumped into the sea and formed up on the beach, where there was a large number of Australians, Indians, mules and guns.


[I obtained a fine series of photos of this landing, and as I have ascertained that we were absolutely the first batch of New Zealanders to land on Gallipoli the series is probably unique. West was the 3rd New Zealander ashore, and other V.U.C. boys in the detachment included F. E. Mackenzie, S. T. Seddon, Holger Randrup.]


With full packs, rifles, spades, water skins and three days' rations, we climbed a low ridge and awaited orders. From here we had a splendid view of the scene. Far off, out of range of the shells from the Narrows, lay the transports; destroyers, pinnaces and tows came up to the beach; there the throng of soldiers formed up after disembarking; by the water lay an Australian strangely oblivious of it all. To the left was a small knoll entrenched by the Turks; to the right was a gun emplacement; below, the swiftly stablished wireless droned away like an energetic bluebottle buzzing against the window pane;



bullets zipped over our heads with startling viciousness; behind, the rifles coughed and snapped in the hills and valleys.


[Let it be understood that the actual landing at Anzac was nothing terrible: our battalion suffered only one casualty. All the fighting was done about half a mile inland, where the casualties among both the Australians and New Zealanders were enormous.


From here Ave moved round to the left, returned and climbed the steep heights to Plugge's Plateau right over Anzac Cove.]


At the top we came under an increasing shrapnel fire: personally I was too tired with the climb to notice it. We got a breather, scrambled through the barrage of fire and found ourselves on the edge of a bluff looking down into the main valley. Stray bullets whistled over us in swarms but the principal feature of the entertainment was the shrapnel which played on us like a watering can. There were three of us together; we paused to see where the others had gone; a shrapnel shell shattered the atmosphere around us; I discovered I was quite whole and decided that the best thing for a target to do was the disappearing trick. We went down and over the cliff; a bullet to the right, another to the left, a slide, a jump and a slither and we were at the bottom, watching the bullets rattling against the rocks and cliff in angry showers.


[Here Vince Hall was mortally wounded.]


We passed by a concealed Turkish tent, avoided a minefield and threaded up the valley to the firing line. Wounded men were coming down in scores (shall I ever forget them?) and pleading for reinforcements for their mates..........


[We were now at the most advanced point of the line beyond Quinn's Post. I doubt the truth of the story that isolated bodies of Australians got nearly across the Peninsula as the main Turkish Army was encamped between us and that town. The country was rugged, and the more level parts were covered with scrub about three feet high.]


We crept out through the scrub and lined a cart track: bullets were coming fast and we could see nothing to fire at: to have stood up would have been suicide. I took the place of a man badly wounded in the back; the man to



my left was killed, and one directly behind me was wounded; an Australian officer giving orders fell dead. I experienced a puny rage at being unable to do anything and— went to sleep. Soon after we crawled back some ten yards and lined a weak defensive position with our bayonets. Nothing happened. The expected charge did not arrive and the Turks in ignorance of our weak un-flanked position continued to pour lead over our heads as we waited grimly with our rifles. Mac. (Frank Mackenzie) had had a warm time: the men by his side had both been wounded, one fatally.


Then came night and a cessation of fire. We advanced and brought in our wounded: our idea was still to get across the peninsula. We poured heavy fire into the darkness where we knew the enemy were advancing. But they outflanked us and again we retired to where we had left our wounded, and there we dug in. The Turks came up to within twenty yards and did likewise.


We poured streams of lead into the moving Turks, or in the direction of their voices or their rifle flashes. By their jabbering they must have outnumbered us by 6 to 1. No reinforcements came up; the wounded died slowly behind and among us. Our blood was fired with a cold desperate resolution to sell ourselves as dearly as possible —Bullets tore the air into ribbons above us, or snapped the twigs before us or licked the earth into flame beside us. We knelt amidst a chaos of wounded, with the earth for a breastwork, and rifles to the right and left of us flashing their gleaming portents through the darkness. Crouching in the cold wet earth, damp from the drizzling rain we yearned for a hot-blooded charge, but Major Dawson, the hero of the situation, wisely restrained us. [I think that even through the worst of that long night the idea of getting forward was uppermost in our minds.] We sent forward occasional scouts: the Turks did the same. They pretended at times to be Indians, come from the Cape; at any moment we expected the English forces to link up with our right; Incessantly we fought through to the cold grey dawn which we expected would herald a Turkish charge. Then, in the morning light the "Lizzie" commenced to belch the vials of her wrath over our heads. The huge 1,950-lb. shells



passing to their unknown destination, cleared the ridge just above us. They were a nightmare, and their fearful whirring vibration sent the blood flying away from one's heart, leaving it flutter a few seconds before resuming its normal action. Smaller shells passed over us into the Turkish positions causing a brief darkening of the atmosphere .......


A Turkish machine gun presently began to enfilade our position. Poor old— fell a couple of yards beside me, gasped and lay still, his wonted smile still on his face. Two or three others went down, and in a few seconds the major, acting with incredibly swift judgment, had us out of the position and crawling up a couple of slight gullies where the machine gun could not harm us........ Towards noon the Australians reinforced us and our men were withdrawn. We tumbled into the nearest ditch or gulch, with stray bullets pattering above us, and slept....... We could not lay claim to that traditional lack of downheartedness which is the vociferous heritage of the British soldier. After twenty-four hours of hard, desperate fighting against huge odds the laws of reaction left us jaded and jagged. By nighttime (of the 26th) we found that one third of our platoon was out of action, and that seemed typical of the battalion....


Worthy of the highest praise was the work of the Army Medical Corps............


The Turks were undoubtedly courageous and tenacious, except when it came to charging of facing the bayonets......... But it is of the Australians that one can wax enthusiastic. Their charge into that rough country will become historical. Absolutely reckless of danger they drove the Turks with cries of "Yalla" Imshee!" (Get out!) and cheerfully jested of "getting to Constantinople before the pubs close"!


* * * * *


May 2. A short service was held to-day "just as we sat" in our dug-outs. The rattle of the musketry and the bass notes of the shrapnel served for an organ as we sang "Lead Kindly Light." One heart-felt prayer at least



was joined in with everyone,—a prayer for those of our comrades who had given up their lives on the hills above. I do not think that any who survive will forget this service. A hale-fellow-well-met is the New Zealand soldier, and a careless man in his talk; he has broad views of right and wrong, and he treats life with a happy levity. But the deep undercurrent flows within none the less deeply for being concealed from the light of day............


It is hard to grasp in one's mind that this is not a picnic. Hereby are glades where satyrs and fairies might dance at noontide; below is an ideal bathing place except for a machine gun that plays on one corner. In the offing lie forty transports and a few warships,—a glorious naval display in the early morning light. Then the blood-red sunset over Imbros! A benevolent. Government sends along a goodly stock of provisions to our picnic party, and these we cook as we boil our billy. "And the price we pay is a man per day" sent off to the hospital-ship with a stray bullet. The Gods have the matter in their hands, so why worry?


Well, dear Spike, though I have trespassed unduly on your space, I have told you only very little of what took place on Gallipoli. I must mention that Holger Randrup met his death on the daisy patch at Cape Helles, and that Tom Seddon and Frank West were wounded in the same locality. Frank Mackenzie and I were wounded on the same day (June 4) and Inder on the previous day. Lionel Hall, Delamore, George Seddon, Cash, Elder, Howard and several others were going strong when I left, and at times we had quite a little re-union of V.U.C. boys in Rest Gully. I saw Barnard, Dundon and Jackson on Gallipoli before they were killed. Gallipoli was a failure, but it is not the only failure that the earth has seen. A failure that ended in a cross some 2,000 years ago produced the greatest religion that mankind has possessed, and I am convinced that the life-blood that appears so fruitlessly shed on Gallipoli will be the greatest factor we have yet seen in the consolidation of our Empire.
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A Sonnet






A Sonnet




And is it so, that on this same rich earth,



Beneath the same rich sky, the same rich stars,



Great hearts can break their alabaster vase



To pour such precious ointment on our dearth,



And we still show the wizened ridge of mirth,



The dusty underwhirl of small low prayer,



The seedless dream, the interloping tare,



The loosened sapless root of aimless worth?



And can the priceless vases drop their blood,



The alabaster walls still break and start,



While we but shrink in drouth, and live no part



In nurturing a sweeter crop of food



For humankind than this poor underwood



Of old-time growth that covers our true heart,?



—M.E.H.
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Life's Grey Raiment.




Life's Grey Raiment..




In the faint light of morn



She enters silently,



A rose child clothed with dawn



Transparently.





Through the blue mist of pain



She, suffering palely,



Like the rose-flower in rain,



Droops frailly.





Golden halo of dreams



She wears as wistfully,



The sheen on the rose gleams



Effulgently.





Rose, gold, blue, commingling,



Into luminous grey,



Leads maiden, flower, singling



None in decay.



—
E.R.D.
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A Picture






A Picture.


"This," said the artist, affectionately squeezing the waist of a slender tube that looked as though it had had an interesting past, "is Prussian Blue."


"And as such, liable, under the present circumstances, to summary arrest." I made a rapid pass at it, but it was too quick for me and, eluding my grasp, hastily joined the colours. Our acquaintance having been of the briefest, I was unable to pick it out. Perhaps that was it gambolling with the gamboge or warming itself by the burnt sienna, but I couldn't be sure. Anyhow the India ink could be trusted to deal with it effectually when the time came.


We were sitting, the artist and I, in the middle of a grassy patch in a large rambling garden, and she was busily engaged in preparing to transfer the beauties of a magnolia tree in full bloom to her canvas. The canvas was preparing itself too. The sun was shining, the birds were birding, the buds were budding, and the magnolia tree was offering no objections, so the conditions were perfect. Disguised as an intelligent patron of the arts, I was offering advice and criticism in alternate gouts, of which, indeed, the artist, to do her justice, took but little notice.


"The orchestra seems to be making a terrible noise tuning up," I said, watching the mixing process on the palette. At that moment my voice was drowned by the cries of a lusty young magenta who seemed to have sprung from nowhere. The ghosts of all the socks and ties I had ever worn passed before me in rapid review.


"Now we're ready," sighed the artist at last, selecting a tall, handsome brush with silky brown hair, whom she introduced as George. "Would you belive it, we painters employ a huge army of men in the darkest spots of Africa, whose sole occupation it is to load the last straw upon the camels' backs. Without them we should never have a sufficient supply of brushes."


George preened himself a little and then dived into it. He presently emerged looking slightly green about the whiskers.


For a while I watched the artist's light hand flying



here and there over the canvas. The haunted oak in the foreground on the leg side was already full grown and the magnolia tree was beginning to sprout. George was about done for. "What is a futurist," I asked, while Henry, young, fresh, debonair, was being pressed into service, or more accurately, into oil.


"A futurist," replied the artist, "is one who represents the subject he paints by its effect."


"Ah, I see. So if he wishes to paint a portrait of the family cat, he simply depicts the family mouse going at top. Or if his subject is a pretty girl," I bowed to her as politely as my position would allow, "he will merely give us a dashing blade. I bowed to myself also as politely as my position would allow, "looking dreamily, lingeringly, hungrily, into space. Below will appear as usual, I suppose, the legend 'Portrait of a young Lady,' and Sir John Collier will grow green with envy."


The artist said nothing but gave an extra thoughtful dab to the canvas before her. I looked and beheld the magnolia tree in the prime of its life. It was now time for the magnolias themselves to appear, and for this ticklish business Percy, who was slightly more refined than either of his predecessors, was asked to step forward.


"The futurist interests me greatly." I continued, "but the post-futurist is hard upon his heels. He has reversed the operations of the futurist and represents an effect by its cause. I have seen a picture called 'Daddy's not home yet,' in which the only figure on the canvas was home yet, in which only figure on the canvas was that of a large bottle of beer, while the great war picture 'When Nations meet,' of which the critics said that it brought to them the boom of guns and the drip of blood might to those ignorant of post-futuristic art, seem nothing but a portrait of Kaiser Bill."


"Tosh" said the artist, and with a final thoughtful dab the last magnolia was safely brushed into place. Her work was done, and the result being pleasing to behold, I offered to carry it home. George, Henry, and Percy were mollified with a little turpentine, and returned to their bunks in the box, tired but happy. Then the artist and I made for our train.


We had a further opportunity of admiring the picture from a slightly different viewpoint on the way home. It



gave a wonderfully clear reverse impression on the back of the gentleman who leant against it in the crowded carriage, and he might well be said to have carried summer with him wheresoever he went. Should he be ill-advised enough to sue the artist for damages, I have been retained to counter-claim for the value of one magnolia tree done in oils upon serge. In which case he will have to appear in court as an exhibit duly mounted and framed.


—R.A.
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The Capping Ceremony




The Capping Ceremony.


It. would seem, however, that our Graduates are no longer "capped": they are "presented." And that is our first grievance. We do not wish to probe old sores, but, for the life of us, we cannot see why the expression "Capping Ceremony" should be allowed to sink into oblivion. It certainly has far more significance for all concerned—the Graduates, the students, and even the public—than the present idiotic term—"Public Presentation"—whose sole recommendation so far as we can see is its alliterative nature. And even then, any piffling penny-a-liner paddling in the puddles of Grub Street could produce a more alluring alliteration. Nor would we have it thought that we are advocating a return to the formality of the old Capping Ceremony conducted by the New Zealand University. Heaven forbid! But two things we do advocate—that there should be retained the expression, "Capping Ceremony"—a term conveying a definite meaning and of mellow sound in the ears of University men—and we suggest that there is considerable room for improvement in the form of the present "Public Presentation."


Over two years have elapsed since the Senate abandoned the Capping Ceremonies conducted under its auspices. Time has dissipated any grievances, which may have been felt, and it is now open to the local Colleges, whose choice is entirely unfettered, to institute a Capping Ceremony, which shall be based upon and combine the best features of Capping Day in the Universities of the Old Country. It is quite time that this makeshift Public Presentation (Hades!!) were banished into the Limbo of dead, forgotten things.





We have another grievance. To formulate it may seem to some high treason, but we shall do so. Some of the songs sung at the Pub. Pres. were unduly long, notably, the Song of Victoria College, "Revels" and "Absent Friends." Each of these could be profitably shortened by deleting at least one verse. Also, so it seems to us, (tell it not in Gath!) the Final Chorus (Tune— "The Old Brigade") isn't all it's "cracked up" to be. To our mind a genuine Song of Victoria College has yet to be written. Why we should have adopted the music of the "Old Brigade" goodness only knows! Mr. W. H. Stainton could have written for us far more inspiring and appropriate music. However, to return to the Capping Cere.—we mean the Pub. Pres.: this began at 8.15 p.m. on Friday 23rd June. For some reason it was not held in the Social Hall at Victoria College but in St. John's Hall. We do not know why: we can only assume that the reason for this was that the authorities thought that the Social Hall was too convenient, and would save too much of the trouble for which we should all gladly search in these days, or perhaps they were under the impression that several ambles up and down one of the longest and most appallingly dreary flights of stairs it has ever been our misfortune to see, would be a good thing for the nimble undergraduate. The Social Hall would have provided ample accommodation for all, and— but there, let's ha' done.


The programme commenced with the singing of two College songs—"Song of Victoria College" and "Gaudeamus Igitur " As we have said, the Song of Victoria College is at least a verse too long, and towards the end it dragged. Despite the fact that the Students Association had been fortunate enough to secure the services of Mr. E. F. Waters as Conductor, the old tired feeling manifested itself in both these songs. For many years the men have refused positively to lend their full share of assistance, and this year was no exception. There were quite a large body of male students present, but it never made itself felt in the different choruses.


Mr. Clement Watson, Chairman of the Victoria College Council, then addressed the gathering. He dwelt upon the democratic nature of a University such as ours,



where there are no bars to keep out anyone who should desire to peruse the "book of knowledge fair," and he urged the Graduates to take their places as leaders of the people. After mentioning the College's lengthening Roll of Honour, Mr. Watson referred to the different ways in which assistance had been given the Government by the Professors and Students of the faculty of Science. The Hon. J. A. Hanan, Minister of Education, congratulated the Graduates upon their success, and the Dominion on having them. He laid emphasis upon the need that would arise for University men after the war. Germany had shown us to what a great extent it was possible for the University to influence popular thought. He looked to our University men to embody the ideal of service to humanity.


His Excellency the Governor—the Earl of Liverpool— spoke for a few minutes on humorous lines. He referred to the College Roll of Honour, the advance of the South Russian Army in Bukowina, and stated that two Japanese training ships would be visiting Wellington during the following week. He hoped that they would go away again (encouragement from the back) he thought that they would. (More gentle applause). Then followed the presentation of the Graduates of the year to their Excellencies. This being the most important business of the evening, no time or idle ceremony was wasted upon it. Indeed the presentation was over so quickly that very many did not realise that it had even begun. In fact so small a figure was cut in the Pub. Press, by this part of the evening's programme, that we feel that an apology is expected of us for referring to it at all.


Thereafter two other songs—"Absent Friends" and the "Final Chorus"—were sung, and the Pub. Pres. concluded with the singing of "God Save the King."—"x
2y."
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The Concert — "The Concert," Thursday June 22, 1916




The Concert


"The Concert," Thursday June 22, 1916.


Some people thought the Minister for Education a little hard upon the educational methods of the Dominion, when in his first speech after taking office, he said severe things concerning the teaching of the English language.



However, I feel inclined to agree with him that there certainly is "something rotten in the state of ......?" if the word "Concert," which my dictionary defines as "a musical entertainment or harmony," can be used by so learned a body as the V.U.C.S.A. to describe a performance consisting of three plays from all of which "the concord of sweet sounds" was conspicuously absent! Might one suggest to the Free Discussion Club that they would be performing a patriotic duty by devoting an evening to the consideration of "the probable result to the world of this tendency to misuse words so noticeable among the Truly Great of all Modern Nations?"


Still my preliminary disappointment over I settled down comfortably (can one be comfortable on these benches?) to enjoy and of course criticise the entertainment provided: two plays by Miss Jennings, "The Rest Cure," "Between the Soup and the Savoury: and Arthur Morrison's "That Brute Simmons," all most truly studies in discord.


The Nursing Home of the type shown in "The Rest Cure," called into being by patients of whom Clarence Reed with his imaginary ailments is a well drawn specimen, was well known in the far off days of leisure before the war. Doctors, nurses, patients all played the game of make believe, generally to the complete satisfaction of everyone. Worn out relatives gladly encouraged them, feeling like the wife in the play, that even the high fees demanded were worth while to secure a month's freedom from attendance on the patient.


The staging was admirable. That spotless ward, those immaculate uniforms, that irritating bell! All nursing homes I ever visited have those hand bells, I suppose because they annoy only the ringers, their weak tinkle, being barely audible outside the room.


Miss Hammond's conception of the bright, smart talkative nurse who believes in "amusing" her patient was well sustained. She will, I hope, give us other opportunities of enjoying her breezy cheerfulness. Mrs. Coleridge's playing of the part of the rough but kind hearted ward-maid was a good piece of character study. Her disgust when she discovered that her pity had been wasted on a perfectly healthy "heart" was very naturally



expressed. Miss P. Nicholls has a talent for portraying "dark eats" (I quote from the play bill) and in both plays her studies were amusing and convincing. Miss Reed, the much enduring wife of the patient, though a small part was well played by Miss Gill. Mr. Broad must learn to moderate that line voice of his. Throughout the play he was much too boisterous and his study was not convincing. He should have remembered that after all his "nerves" were a pose and meant only to impress his public and his wife—once she had left the home there was no more need to insist upon them.


"Between the Soup and the Savoury" is a really clever psychological study of certain fairly common types, not markedly feminine. The three characters in the play are very well contrasted and give scope for sympathetic acting. The caste on this occasion was a strong one. Miss M. Nicholls, as the pleasant-voiced, kindly cook, proud of her "light hand" and possessed of that personal dignity so well known to mistresses, who interviewed the originals of those "Morning Post" advertisements:— "Good cook, pastry, entrees, experienced manager," took one straight into the English upper class kitchen dead to "Punch." Ada, the correct parlourmaid, whose excellent waiting and well cleaned plate make many an anxious hostess overlook pertness and other small vices was also done justice to by Miss P. Nicholls. Emily with her nervous humility and pathetic desire to be as other women, called forth all one's sympathy. Miss Lyon's interpretation, otherwise good, failed I thought, towards the end. She did not show enough shame when making her confession. In fact that part of the scene was underplayed by both cook and Emily. The cook had an opportunity she did not use of expressing the kindly nature she really possesses, and Emily, freed from Ada's cynical presence, should have become the broken hearted child she really was, whom Marie might have comforted without loss of dignity in Ada's absence.


"That Brute Simmons" gave Mr. Broad his chance. His voice could be used to advantage, (though he shouted overmuch at times) and the part of the blustering and would-be courageous sailor, who nevertheless collapsed at the meme sight of his former wife, suited him. Mr. Lawson as the henpecked, cowed, simpleminded husband



of the truculent 'Annah was good, though his nervousness and want of dignity was perhaps somewhat overdone towards the end of the play. 'Annah left one speculating upon the just retribution in store for the Cabinets of the future when she and her fellows lead the opposition in the Dominion Parliaments of the reconstructed Commonwealth.


With so much good work on the stage, it is impossible not to regret that the exhuberant spirits of a small section of the audience at the back of the hall should have found expression, which must have been most disconcerting to the actors and trying to the many visitors present. Still with such good and plentiful fun as that provided it was impossible not to enjoy oneself. May all V.U.C.S.A. "Concerts" in the future be as successful.


—Playgoer.
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Honorary Life Membership.


On looking through the pages of "Hermes," we see that Sydney University has conferred upon its students who are upon active service, the distinction of Honorary Life Membership. This seems to us a very graceful tribute, and one that would be highly appreciated by those past and present members of Victoria University College, who are upon active service. Prior to its incorporation the Students' Association made provision in its rules for Honorary Life Membership, but the rules bearing upon this were omitted when the Students' Association became incorporated. We think that the amendment of the constitution to provide for the admission to Honorary Life Membership of the Students' Association of Graduates and Undergraduates, who are at the front, would meet with the approval of all students, and, as a small mark of distinction, would be appreciated by the crusaders themselves. We hope that the suggestion will be taken up officially by the Executive, which will have plenty of time to bring forward a scheme by the date of the next annual general meeting.






The Franchise.


We omitted in the first number of the "Spike" to
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Students' Association Executive, 1916.







report a motion, that came up for discussion at a special general meeting held early in the first term. The purpose of the motion was to extend the rules governing eligibility for membership of the Students' Association—the intention being that Freshmen, who had paid their subscriptions, should be allowed to vote at the annual meeting, and should be given a limited representation upon the Executive. Much that was said in favour of the motion was very true and sound. Such a reform would tend to increase interest among Freshmen in the work of the Students' Association: it would be only fair to extend to a large body of students the right to vote upon affairs that would intimately concern them. Nevertheless, an amendment to the motion revealed one vital weakness in the proposed reform. The amendment was that Fresh men should not be allowed to vote in the election for Life Membership, the reason being that they would not have that degree of knowledge of past students, which would enable them to form a judgment. The movers of the motion accepted the amendment, thereby revealing the fact that it was patent even to them that the Freshman would inevitably be incompetent to form an opinion upon many of the questions, that would arise for discussion. Other amendments restricted the scope for the motion still more, and finally, after it had been amended out of recognition, the motion was dropped. We think that every credit is due to those, who brought up the subject for discussion but our own view is that the change contemplated by the motion would have been a retrograde step.






Trees.


For some time past, the Tennis Club has been severely exercised in its mind over the pine trees, that form a group to the north west of the tennis courts. The Club thinks that, from the aesthetic point of view, the trees are not an improvement to the appearance of the College. It bases its objection to the trees, however, not upon this, but upon the fact that play upon the courts is greatly interfered with by the shadow cast by the trees. We feel a good deal of sympathy for the Tennis Club in its protest. We frankly confess that we think the pines form the ugliest thing in the way of arboreal decoration that we have yet seen, nor can we discover any good reason in



the way of sentiment, that should induce the Council to retain them. Much has been done by the Council to improve the grounds, and for this we are grateful, but surely the Council could devise some substitute for the present pines. A rumour was circulated some months ago that the Council was going to build a retaining wall to prevent the periodical subsidence of the clay banks above the Tennis Courts. Nothing has yet been done, however, though the Tennis Club still cherishes the fond hope that the work may be completed this year.
 

[
This is not our view. See correspondence —
Present Editor Spike.]
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["
Disgusted" aptly voices the opinion of a large number of correspondents, whose letters want of space forbids us to publish.— 
Ed.]






Wellington,
20th September, 1916.

Dear Mrs. Spike,—




D'ye mean to say they'd cut them down, those trees that overlook the town, and all because they spoil the light in that one corner to the right! Why, do they know those trees have stood, the faithful remnant of a wood, while we were still the old clay patch, without a wall, without a thatch! Those trees looked on and softly swayed with pleasure while our Stone was laid. Those trees have cast their welcome shade upon that treasured Old Brigade to whom we're all eternal debtors, who worked on Saturdays in sweaters and cut their leisure moments short to pick away another court that these disgruntled boys might play their tennis on a distant day; the Frog and Dixon, big Gillanders, and men who're fighting now in Flanders. Our glorious dead, what would they say if those old trees were cut away! And if with light they interfere, what of the games of yesteryear, as good as any that they play on that same tennis court to-day? "Our roll, is young, a little pup, and wants traditions growing up," so say they all and then they frown and straightway want to cut them down.


Dear Mrs. Spike, I'm growing old and may perhaps be rather bold the younger blood to chide and scold, but rather than those trees cut down, I'd see them 
There and frizzling brown, and if they think they're going to get 'em, why dammit woman, don't lot's let 'em. Let's fight against it till we're busted.




I am, dear lady,


Yours, 
Disgusted.




[
Mrs. Spike" entirely agrees with "Disgusted" and thanks him for his vigorous expression of opinion —
Ed.]










Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Spike: or, Victoria University College Review, October 1916

Debating Society







Debating Society.





"
Those who know do not speak, those who speak do not know—
Lao Tzu.







[image: Urquent Rustice Sane]


Since last report the progress of the Debating Society has been somewhat uneven and it must be regretfully admitted that the high hopes raised by the success of the early part of the season have fallen sadly short of realization. There is no reason for dissatisfaction with the reception given to the Presidential address or the Short Vacation Readings, although these meetings could have been better attended, but out of five debates dating from June 17th only two can be said to have received a reasonable amount of support. What is the reason for this apathy? Is it because the time is not proper to the discussion of problems unconnected in some immediate way with the present world-convulsion, or is it because in view of the suddenly great importance which has attached to physical force, polemic force is to be considered of very small account? The times are out of joint, undoubtedly, but the Debating Society is of an importance second only to the scholastic function of the College and should not be neglected by men (especially) who desire to obtain the greatest practical benefit (as well as enjoyment) from their all-too-fleeting hours spent at Salamanca.


A lessened interest showed first in the meeting of 17th June when Mr. Archer, seconded by Mir. Grieve, moved "That the present expenditure of the New Zealand Government upon free education is justified by its results" and Mr. Casey, seconded by Mr. Saker, opposed. Perhaps the postponement of this meeting from the pre-ceding Saturday caused the fall in the attendance or it may be that very few people were interested either in education or the New Zealand Government. The debate,



however, was good, and the standard of speaking high. The decision of the Judge (Mr. T. Neave) was: Casey, Saker, Cooper, Archer and Ross (equal), and Wilson.


On 24th June, a week later and only one day after the end of the capping orgies, a minimum attendance debated (so to speak) the question "That moving picture entertainments exercise a greater influence upon human thought than literature does," which was moved by Mr. Rogers, seconded by Mr. Cooper, and opposed by Miss Neumann, seconded by Miss Norman. The principals and one or two others spoke well, but as the total male audience was eight and each one had to be compulsorily induced to ascend the platform, it is to be readily understood (and perhaps forgiven) that the standard of the average meeting was not maintained. When the murmur had subsided, the Judge (Mr. C. E. Stathain, M.P.) made the following award: Mr. Evans, Miss Neumann, Miss Norman, Mr. Rogers and Mr. Wilson; and his comments and suggestions were perhaps the best the society has had the fortune to listen to this season.


During the Short Vacation the Reading Circle held two meetings, which were fully successful. The plays read were " Mrs. Dot," on Friday 30th June, and "The Amazons" on Friday 7th July. It is proposed to continue these readings through the Long Vacation and all interedted should keep an eye on the notice board.


On 22nd July (Second Term), Miss Daniell, seconded by Mr. Broad, moved "That the activities of women resulting from the present war conditions will beneficially affect the human race," and Miss J. Park, seconded by Mr. Watson, opposed. There was a really satisfactory attendance at this debate and the question was well threshed out. Eight other speakers took part and the gymnasium clock, which had been recently "repaired," joined in and struck 598 times (apply to chairman for verification), before it was finally carried out. The five speakers placed by the Judge (Mr. J. W. Black) were Mr. Hoard, Mr. Jenkins, Miss Park and Mr. Watson (equal), Miss Daniell and Mr. Archer.


The meeting on 5th August was almost equally satisfactory. On this occasion the question "That post-bellum restrictions on German trade would be against the best interests of the British Empire" was moved by Mr. Jenk



ins, seconded by Mr. Ross, and opposed by Mr. Watson, seconded by Mr. Cocker. Six others took part and the motion was lost. The Judge (Mr. H. F. von Haast) placed the following speakers: Watson, Archer, Jenkins, Cooper and Cocker. In the course of his remarks Mr. von Haast suggested an uncomfortable and unpatriotic sobriquet as deducible from the initials of a certain prominent member of the Society.


On Friday August 19th, in Classroom VIII. of the College building, Professor D. M. Y. Sommerville gave his Presidential address before a fairly good attendance of members and others. The subject of the address was "Spiritualism and the Fourth Dimension" and the Professor developed his subject with a simplicity of explanation, a profusion of diagram and a dry humour that we could heartily wish to encounter again. In order to gain an idea of life on a higher dimension, said the Professor, we must first get an idea of life on a lower dimension. A worm closely confined in a tube had one degree of freedom; a flatfish on the surface of the water had two directions in which it could move; if to a two dimensional inhabitant of Dr. Abbott's Flatland (which is a place where a sort of tiddleywink lives) the freedom of movement possessed by a three-dimensional human being would appear miraculous, why could there not be possible a dimension additional to our north and south, east and west and up and down—a sort of "throughth," along which beings could progress with a freedom impossible to us? Some people had thought so and one astute individual—a spiritualist—had gone so far as to discover and control beings belonging to a fourth dimension; and the inevitable German professor had written a laborious work describing the feats and experiments of this ultra-clever conjurer. The existence of the fourth dimension had been a theme of violent controversy some 30 years ago and its literature was enormous; but very few people believed in it to-day."When Cheshire Cats ' quoted the Professor in conclusion "were an every-day occurrence, then we would be able to believe in a space of four dimensions." In moving a hearty vote of thanks, the Chairman threw out the sordid suggestion (quite unnecessary from a member of the legal profession) that a select class be formed for the study of fourth-dimensional



methods of extracting coins from safes, etc. It is saddening to observe the decline which has occurred in the ideals of University students within the last few thousand years.


The last meeting up to time of writing was held on September 2nd, when Mr. Jackson, seconded by Mr. Evans, moved "That the interests of citizens would be best served by municipal control of the distribution of food supplies" and was opposed by Mr. Kay, seconded by Mr. Schmidt. Five other members took part. The attendance was very poor and the quality of the frequent interruptions was poorer. But boys will be boys and really, intense study does exhaust the mind! The Judge (Mr. F. V. Waters) commented very closely on the diction and pronunciation of the speakers and placed the least offending as follows: Archer, Gardiner, Evans, Kay and Jackson.
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The Plunket Medal Contest.





"
Oratores audias perfundere voces dignas Cicerone."





Owing to the exigencies of the war the Plunket Medal has not been competed for since 1913, but this year it was decided to hold the 10th Annual Contest on September 16th, and the excellent result proved the wisdom of the decision.


The ceremony was perhaps not quite such an ordeal to the speakers as usual, as it was held in the familiar Gymnasium Hall, accustomed ground to debaters. An unusual feature of the contest was the stage—empty, but for the chairman. There were not the customary serried ranks of professors and other dignitaries, the front ones apprehensive of toe-treadings or of sudden blows from the energetic arms of competitors. There were only six speakers on this occasion, and one of them, Mr. J. A. Ross (who was to speak on Sir Geo. Grey) was unfortunately absent through illness. The three judges appointed were: The Rev. Mr. A. M. Johnson, M.A.: Messrs. T. M. Wilford, M.P., and Clement Watson, B.A.


Proceedings commenced with a short address by the chairman of the Debating Society, Mr. G. G. Watson, who outlined the history of the medal, and referred to the plaint of the Press that competitors often recited



rather than orated, and he defended the practice of memorising speeches on set occasions such as this. In mentioning past contests the chairman made such flattering allusions to the subsequent careers of previous winners that one felt the gaining of the Plunket Medal was a high step up the ladder of fame. At the conclusion of his remarks he called upon Mr. K. G. Archer, the first of the competitors, to speak on Booker Washington.


Before severally criticising the speakers we should like to criticise them collectively. In acting it is essential to excellence to 
forget one's audience, in oratory to 
remember it. In both, one is aiming at the same result—to play upon the audience as upon an instrument, but the means are different. In oratory it is the appeal direct. But on Saturday night we were seldom directly appealed to by the speakers. They left us on-lookers instead of making us participators in their emotions. Then too we cannot agree with Mr. T. M. Wilford on the subject of elocution. In his remarks that gentleman reminded us of "Sir Oracle"—"When I ope my lips let no dog bark." He confused elocution with enunciation. We agree with the judges that the enunciation was good, markedly so—but elocution is made up of a great many more factors. Pitch, modulation, inflection, phrasing, emphasis, all these are of the utmost importance, yet almost every speaker on Saturday evening showed ignorance of their value, and yet some of those speakers have been gifted with voices capable of fine effect. An accompaniment of elocution— gesture, was another weak point. If some of the speakers would study gesture before a looking-glass they would probably learn "to hold the mirror up to nature" by "suiting the action to the word, the word to the action." As yet, they are strangely at variance. We should also like to suggest that there is room in a speech for humour as well as pathos. Almost all the speakers were determinedly serious—but then that is a characteristic of youth in its moments of inspiration.


The first speaker was Mr. K. G. Archer, who chose for subject the great negro, Booker Washington. Mr. Archer well deserved a place among the first three contestants. He has an excellent voice, clear and ringing, but he pitched it too high and occasionally adopted the tone parsonical. His speech was not an oration—it interested the audience but did



not grip them. It was uneven, held many ill-chosen words and came occasionally near to bathos, nor did it give a clear impression of Washington's personality. But his chief fault lay in his gestures. They were stiff, jerky, and almost invariably inapt. Mr. Archer, however, can easily cure his faults—none of them great—and then his merits will be more clearly seen. With his excellent voice, once he realizes its possibilities, he should do much.


Mr. Cooper next spoke on Lord Roberts. He was happy in his choice of subject, and thrice happy in the possession of a rich and sonorous voice, which, however, he pitched too low, and he kept to sepulchral tones all through his speech. For the main part he spoke slowly and with feeling, but his speech was marred now and again by sudden little rushes of quick words—almost a gabble. The matter of his speech was good, not sensational, but sincere. His gestures were few, but quite fitting. Mr. Cooper has great possibilities before him and showed more promise than any other speaker.


Mr. E. Evans, the winner of the medal, spoke on Garibaldi. Mr. Evans has a weakness for Italian Heroes —we remember a good speech of his on Cavour some years ago. Except in the matter of voice and presence, Mr. Evans outdistanced all the other competitors. His voice is not strong and is too high-pitched, but he knew how to modulate it and showed good variety of tone, though he made use somewhat too frequently of "tears in the voice" and became distressingly plaintive. At first his hands looked unhappy, but as he warmed to his speech, they lost their stiffness and his gestures were most apt. His speech was easily the best-written and showed dramatic feeling and intensity and he ended with a good climax. We believe his award to be most just.


The fourth speaker, Mr. L. K. Wilson, who spoke on Cecil Rhodes, gave a scholarly and well-written speech, but his delivery did not do it justice. Its good points were lost because his manner was too subdued and his voice too faint and breathless. It improved as he went on, but was never really clear and resonant. His pauses were too long, his voice seemed so suspended that one grew fearful that his memory had failed him. When his voice and manner become as good as his subject-matter Mr. Wilson will be an excellent and compelling speaker.







[image: The Graduates, 1916.]

The Graduates, 1916.







Mr. G. T. Saker, on the subject of Socrates, provided the audience with some welcome mirth. His references to the notorious Xanthippe and his question" Who am I?" were alike received with hilarity. In common with most of the other speakers Mr. Saker kept his voice too level and his gestures were inapt. His speech was not well-constructed, the beginning and end were both weak, but his vocabulary was good and his speech was refreshingly spontaneous and did not sound laboriously "learnt," as some of the others did.


Mr. T. M. Wilford, M.P., spoke on behalf of the judges and made known their award:—(1) Mr. E. Evans; (2) Mr. G. O. Cooper; (3) Mr. K. G. Archer. Hearty cheers (called for by Mr. Wilford, who now took charge of proceedings) were given for the three placed first, and after a brief criticism of the speakers, Mr. Wilford slowly presented the medal to the winner, who was again heartily cheered, and proceedings terminated.
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Hints to Judges.


We have made a few random notes in connection with the Plunket Medal Contest and we feel that from them recommendations for future Judges might be drawn up.


Criticism is, of course, what we appreciate more than anything from the Judges and for this reason some suggestions might be given to those gentlemen to indicate what we expect. Thus:—


Mr. "A". This speaker fair to middle. Started at the beginning and proceeded well to the end. (Anything more caustic is probably to be avoided).


Mr. "B." Not so good as Mr. "A," and therefore after careful consideration have unanimously decided that he shall not receive so many marks as Mr. "A." (Then the Judge should explain this novel system of marking.) The Judge will then proceed to present the medal. (Note carefully this ceremony). The successful contestant will be arraigned before the audience on the stage in such a that way the Judge will be particularly conspicuous. The Judge will then endeavour to solicit from the embarrassed youth the information that his (the contestant's) name



is Tom. When the youth, even for the sake of escape, is unwilling to be so untruthful as to shoulder himself with such a burden in life, the Judge, in desperation, will at length present the medal, after enquiring for what Society or Committee he is acting.



Note.—There is, however, one feature of this year's contest that we do not wish to perpetuate. We refer to the practice of perpetrating at the end of the evening jokes the point of which, like the orator's gestures, come late. It proved most disastrous. Many of our sober-minded students instead of being possessed of the joke while yet in the gym. were seized with convulsions when on their way home and lay prostrate until the early hours of the morning. This is indeed to be discouraged.
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Women's Social Investigation League


Although the newly formed organization know as the Social Investigation League is not properly speaking, a College Club, we are taking this opportunity of drawing the attention of past as well as present women-students to our aims and activities.


The inaugral meeting of the league was held in the Women's Common Room at College on August 11th, and there was a large attendance of women-students and others interested in the formation of such a society. The chairwoman briefly addressed the meeting, showing the need of women taking a more active part in affairs social and political and of doing their utmost to secure good legislation on matters concerning the welfare of women and children, and the social health of the community. After a good discussion it was unanimously decided that a league be formed and an executive was elected and instructed to draw up a constitution to be submitted at the next General Meeting.


By this constitution the aims of the league are:—(1) To educate members in their social and civic duties; (2) To create a wider scope for women in public life; (3) To originate or take part in such public work or movement as may be thought desirable by members.





The means whereby this is to be effected are:—


	
Educativs:— Literary, lectures, circles for investigation Women's Parliament.

	
Legislative:—All laws, especially those affecting the interests of women and children.

	
Co-operative :—Assistance of Trades' Unions; support of other women's organizations.




It is hoped that many past women-students will join this league. A University College is in many ways an ideal spot for the formation of such a society, and when students leave their College they can carry with them to all parts of the Dominion their ideas and hopes. Any evil that needs exposure, any problem that needs investigation should be made known to the league—which will do its best to remedy things. It is composed of humble individuals, for the most part, and they know that their work will be painfully slow—but in spite of that it is work well worth doing and they appeal to all who can to help in it.


Miss K. Mackenzie, Kelburn Parade, is Hon. Treas. of the League, and the annual subscription is 1/6. The officers are as follows:—President: Mrs. A. R, Atkinson; Vice-Presidents: Mrs. T. A. Hunter, Mrs. Sommerville, Misses McLean, England and Hetherington.



Executive:


Chairwoman: Miss M. L. Nicholls; Vice-Chairwoman: Miss Coad. Hon. Sees.: Misses E. Crawford and D. Hues ton. Hon. Treas.: Miss K. Mackenzie. Committee: Misses Crabb and Ross.
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Free Discussions Club.





"
Discite, miseri et causas aqnoscite rerum."—
Persius.





The Fourth Discussion, held on June 6th was on the subject of "Prayer," and was introduced by Miss H. Ross. In her paper she briefly sketched the history of prayer, and examined the claims of Christianity with regard to prayers and their answers. Of the two main classes of prayer, the answers to those embodying a petition could be explained very simply and satisfactorily, as the result of human action rather than of supernatural action, and to those of a devotional nature as due to



psychological influences whose nature, while not always quite clear, is still in the realm of natural science, and in the fairway to elucidation.


The Fifth Discussion held on June 16th was on "The Historicity of Jesus."Mr. H. S. Tiby gave the opening paper, and he dealt principally with the historical references to Jesus, but the discussion was confined chiefly to the trustworthiness of the Gospels as evidence. The similarity between the ideas in the Christian religion and ancient myths was shown. Passages from the New Testament which are evidently authentic, and passages which must have been inserted since the writing of the books were quoted by Miss England. She also showed how our Christmas and Easter were fixed at Pagan festival times, the Summer Solstice, and the Equinox.


The Sixth Discussion, held on July 21st, was introduced by Miss Braddock, the subject being "The Genesis of Religious Ideas." Miss Braddock outlined methods of attack, 
e.g. study of religions among primitive peoples; but she considered the best method was the appeal to psychology by the study of the child mind which is to a great extent a recapitulation of "the mental" life of the human race. She showed that the principal doctrines of Christianity existed prior to the origin of Christianity, and that analagous doctrines existed in other religions which could all be related to a common origin. The discussion centred round the advisability of the Church by means of missions thrusting an advanced religion on untutored and undeveloped minds.


The Seventh Discussion, on August 4th was on "Eugenics," and Mr. Purdie gave an opening address.


Mr. Purdie gave as the reason for studying Eugenics the necessity for increasing the happiness of the race. He treated the subject from the point of view of evolution, and dealt with the theories of selection. He gave as proofs of the degeneracy of the race—the birth of less fit and more unfit—the injudicious methods of modern philantrophy—modern war.


The methods suggested to overcome these difficulties were—(1) Education as to laws of heredity. (2)Higher ideals in selection (not for social position). (3) Prevention of reproduction by the insane and those with incur



able hereditary diseases, etc. In the discussion, good legislation was suggested as one of the solutions.


The Eighth Discussion one on "Conscription" was held on August 25th. Miss L. Crabbe gave the opening paper. She put forward the various arguments against conscription. e.g. The difference in fighting power of willing and unwilling men, and the fact that those who compel others to go are themselves guilty of murder if the conscripted men are killed or kill any of the enemy. Also, in a conscripted state, the status of woman is lowered; and again allowance must be made for conscientious objectors who do not belong to definite creeds.


Miss Crabbe recognised certain advantages from conscription, but she thought the disadvantages far outweighed these.


Professor Hunter put forward the idea of National Service, under which each one would do what he is best fitted to do, and then there would be no difficulty about men going to war.


England's relation to other countries was discussed, and in this connection her folly at the present time in giving her trade to Japan.


The Ninth Discussion on September 1st was on Maeterlinck, and Mr. Tocker gave the opening paper.


Mr. Tocker gave a brief sketch of Maeterlinck's Works, and then dealt with his book "On Death." From this book he set forward the possibilities for the Hereafter. These Maeterlinck considered as four. (1) Total Annihilation; (2) Individual Immortality with remembrance of this life; (3) Individual Immortality with no knowledge of this life; (4) Immortality with a consciousness quite different from our present one. He advocated the fourth, discarding the first three as impossible.


A lively discussion followed, on the state after death, whether there should be individual immortality, or a universal consciousness, and as to the nature of this consciousness.


The subjects yet to be taken are:—September 15th. That it is in the best interests for the welfare of a modern state that its women be eligible for election to Parliament. Leader, Miss England. September 29th, Modern Christian Theology. Leader, Mr. Archer.
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Christan Union






Christan Union.


As the College year has nearly passed we may attempt to estimate the outward success of our work. The inner and more lasting effects we hope will defy measurement.


The fortnightly meetings have been fairly well attended and all the addresses have proved very interesting. It is a pity that more college students do not attend these meetings since the addresses are both instructive and helpful. We feel that at college, as nowhere else, students have an opportunity of studying the religious problems of the day in a manner specially suited to student needs. The Union has been fortunate in having addresses from many of Wellington's leading clergymen and most advanced thinkers.


As regards Bible study, the number of students who at first attended Study Circles was very large. Later, owing to the departure of men for camp and to the approach of examinations, these numbers decreased. Throughout the year, however, the problem has been, as ever, the great time difficulty. We cannot but feel that this is a problem which students of V.U.C. will, sooner or later, be called upon to face fairly and squarely. Present conditions make it the almost inevitable tendency of the student, in striving, quite rightly, we hold, to fulfill the claims of his material life, to crush out all consideration of the claims of the spiritual.


During the past three months we have been fortunate in having two visits from Mr. Wisewould, general secretary for the A.S.C.M. His first visit was a brief one but we made this an opportunity of introducing him to the students. During his official visit later in the year Mr. Wise would visited all the men's Study Circles and addressed a large number of students at the Wellington Training College.


Following the example of other Australian Universities our union with the assistance of the Wellington Provincial Council of the S.M., arranged a meeting of supporters and friends of the S.M. at Victoria College on Saturday, August 19th. Addresses were given by Dr. Sprott, Bishop of Wellington, Miss Birch, Secretary of the Y.W.C.A. and Mr. Wisewould.


Early in the second term, some of the officers of the



men's branch of the Union held a small retreat at Makara and we cannot over-estimate the strengthening and deepening results of a few days so spent.


Like all other College bodies, the Christian Union is feeling the far-reaching effects of the war. It daily grows more evident that the chief work of the Union for some time to come will be the forging of strong communication links between the past and future. The obvious way to do this is for the leaders of the movement to concentrate their efforts on the freshmen of each year and even on the higher forms of secondary schools.
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Chess and Draughts Club.



The activities of the club during this term have consisted chiefly in occasional games, but it is hoped that the Tuesday evening meetings will be resumed. We are sorry to report the loss of our secretary, Mr. Tily, who is now in camp. Our hearty thanks are due to him for his excellent work in founding and organising our club.


Students are reminded that the club is intended specially for beginners. Those who are interested, but who have not reached the lofty heights of the "beginner" stage, are heartily invited to join and learn. Willing helpers will be found in members of the committee.


The following problems are recommended for study:—



	1.
	White: K at KB6; pawns at KKn6, KKn5, KKn4.
Black: K at KRsq.




White to move and win.




	2.
	White: K at KKn sq; B at K sq.
Black: K at KR6; pawns at K Kn 7, K B6, K7.



Black to play and win.


Solution of problem in "Spike" of June, 1916:—





	
White.

	
Black.





	Kn—B4

	K—Kn8





	Kn(B4)—K3

	K—R8





	K—Kn4

	K—Kn8





	K—R3

	K—R8





	Kn—B4

	K—Kn8





	Kn(B4)—Q2

	K—P8





	Kn—Kn3(ch.)

	K—Kn8





	Kn—B3(mate).

	






Note that white could not mate if the black pawn were off the board.


The solution of the second problem is too long for insertion. The key move is P—B 7
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Glee Club





"
God giveth speech to all, song to the few."







[image: Female academic writing on music score]


Though our membership is not as great as it was last term—examinations of course loom large—the enthusiasts who remain, have made the club a very active one. Just before vacation, we gave a concert in the Y.M.C.A. Hall at Trentham Camp, and had a most enjoyable time. Our Annual Concert to the Missions to Seamen, was held on Thursday, August 17th. Though our audience was fairly small, we had our usual amount of fun. During the interval, a prize for the funniest short story was offered, and this competition together with the asking of conundrums provided much amusement.


Our evening at the Soldiers' Club was an entirely novel experience. Not only were we responsible for the entertainment, but we had also to provide and dispense tea and supper to the soldiers. Operations were commenced at 4 p.m., with the cutting of sandwiches and the setting of the table. From 6 o'clock till 7.30, the men came in in relays for their tea, and we were kept busy making tea, and replenishing innumerable empty cups. Entertaining the men was an easy problem, for we simply gave them a few glees, some popular songs, and played cards with them. From 9.30 till 11 we dispensed supper, and we were very busy right up till train time.


By far our best concert this year was given at Trentham Camp on August 26th, the programme consisting of glees, vocal solos, duets, quartets, and recitations.



As usual we were entertained at supper in the Officers' Mess.


Our warmest thanks are due to the following ladies who have assisted us at these concerts:—Misses Marie Fix, E. Smith, J. Petrie and L. Martin. We are very grateful to Miss Wood for having acted as chaperone so willingly on all these occasions.


Our Annual College Concert will be held on the last day of terms examinations, and the proceeds will go to the College Patriotic Fund. We are looking forward to the trip to Porirua, when Degree examinations are over, and we are contemplating another visit to the Missions to Seamen, and to Trentham.
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Graduates' Association.


It is regrettable to record that this year has witnessed a distinct decrease in the membership. A reminder is again given to all graduates (and especially to those resident in Wellington) that the welfare of the association is really dependent on them, and that the first and easiest thing to do in order to assist the association is to join it.


The committee early in the term was invited to consider a motion to be moved by Mr. H. F. von Haast at the next meeting of the Senate relating to a proposed University Roll of Honour. The proposal was welcomed by the committee, and it was decided to offer to undertake the work of supplying biographies and photographs, where such are required, of each graduate from the College, and of obtaining all other requisite information relating to the graduates.


Another matter which the committee has taken up is that if increasing interest in the work of the College, of acting as a medium between the public and the College. It has been decided, wherever possible, to arrange for meetings to be held at the College under the auspices of the Graduates Association, at which distinguished visitors to Wellington, or prominent local authorities be invited to deliver addresses. It was hoped that arrangements might be made with Mr. Lionel Curtis to deliver an address during his stay in Wellington, but it was found that this was impossible.
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Tennis Notes




[image: Man and woman playing tennis]


In spite of the very appreciable falling' off in membership caused by the war and the consequent decrease in income, the club is in a strong financial position. The credit balance, as shown at the last annual general meeting, held on the 5th September last, amounted to £416 18s. 5d. As there is a prospect of a further decrease in membership during the coming season, all tennis-players among the present students are asked to support their College Club.


Naturally, considering the large number of our more experienced players who are on active service or in camp, the standard of play has fallen considerably. However, as many of the members are keen enough to devote a portion of their time to the volleying-board, it can be safely assumed that a great improvement will shortly make itself manifest.


An adequate supply of balls has been ordered for the coming season but, if the war continues, it is probable that great difficulty will be experienced in obtaining them next year.


At the last annual general meeting the following officers were elected:—President: Professor Sommerville; Vice-President: R. A. Howie; Hon. Secretary: L. J. Edmondson; Hon. Treasurer: S. A. Wiren; Committee: Misses D. Atmore, M. Sievwright and E. W. J. Fenton, H. D. C. Adams, R. V. Kay, L. K. Wilson. Hon. Auditor: S. Eichelbaum.
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Football




[image: Two men playing rugby]


The hope expressed in these columns in the last issue of the "Spike" that the College would "pull off" the championship, has unfortunately not eventuated. It is still a hope, and nothing more. Nevertheless, the College has every reason to be proud of the fight put up by its team. It seemed in the early stages of the game that the team would at least be a runner up for championship honours; but with the vacation set in that "dry rot" which has always nipped the 'Varsity's chances in the bud. We were unfortunate too, in that we drew all the stronger teams in the competition during the vacation— Selwyn, Oriental and Petone in succession.


The standard of play was throughout the games not, of course, up to that of the senior games in pre-war days; but there was plenty of fast, open play as well as some good, hard tussles in the scrums. The college team, provided its members trained moderately, is quite the equal of any team in the competition. In speed it is, taken collectively, easily superior to any other team. Its forwards are fairly hefty and capable of great work. The backs have a fine turn of speed; but through lack of practice, and incidentally combination, the value of the speed is to a great extent, lost.


An endeavour was made to run a junior team; but this had to be abandoned owing to the lack of interest displayed. It is a pity that those who could not obtain a game in the first team could not sink their dignity for the sake of the college and play junior. There were not a few players who were kept back from playing junior



for this very reason and such a spirit is very regrettable in men who have gone through good secondary schools.


At the request of the Rugby Union a list of past and present members of the club who have offered their services to their country was compiled. An endeavour was made to bring out an accurate list, but this we were unable to do owing to lack of records. So far as could be ascertained, one hundred and twenty-five members of the club are either away at the front or have enlisted. Of these one hundred and twenty-five, twelve have been killed. This is indeed a record of which the club may be justly proud.


The following were the games played:—
v. Athletic, won 19-3. This was the first game of the season and strangely enough the College team proved to be in better form than its opponents. The game was marked by fast back play—Lyes and Barker being conspicuous amongst the backs, while Churchhill worked heroically amongst the forwards. Tries were scored by Lyes (2) Barker McKenna and Churchhill. McKenna converted two.



v. Old Boys, won 18-6. In the first spell the Old Boys had the advantage of a fairly brisk breeze and managed to register 6 points against us. The tune was changed, however, when College turned round to the wind. By hard play our forwards tired the opponents, pushing them all over the field. Tries were scored by O'Sullivan, Dickson, Barker and Archer. Two were converted by McKenna.



v. Poneke, won 22-3. This game was the most unfortunate and unsportsmans-like game of the season. It resembled rather a rough and tumble melleE than a game of rugby. Perhaps the wait of half an hour for the referee tried the tempers of both teams.



v. St. Patrick's College, won 40-3. The whole team played in fine style, the forwards letting the ball out to the backs whenever an opportunity offered. The pack when in possession of the ball couldn't be stopped. O'Sullivan (3), Dickson (3), Lyes (2), Maxwell (2), Barker, Churchhill scored. Churchhill and McKenna converted one goal each.



v. Selwyn, lost 8-3. This game proved to be one of the hardest fought games of the season. The forwards who had had their ranks depleted owing to the vacation



were not able to withstand the onslaught of the Selwyn pack and consequently any advantage we may have had over them in the backs was lost owing to the half being smothered before he could get rid of the ball. The only try for the College was scored by Dickson.



v. Oriental, lost 6-5. We quote the Free Lance:— Considering the adverse circumstances, the players in this game gave a splendid display of football. "Keep it open and fast" was apparently the order, for both teams did their best to keep the game up to this standard, and they succeeded well in their endeavour—so well that the spectators enjoyed the game, and were loud in their approval.


Oriental won by the narrowest of margins—6 points (two tries by Pratt) to 5 (try by O'Sullivan converted by Russell). They should probably have won by more, considering the opportunities they had, but the University fellows deserve full credit for the fine defence they put up.



v. Petone, lost 30-4. The College with a "vacation team" played a plucky though a losing game, and given a little more luck would have considerably reduced Petone's lead. Somehow the forwards didn't seem to be able to stand up to their opponents and the motley crew that made up the backs made little better showing. Jackson and O'Sullivan defended valiantly. Riley potted from in play.



v. Wellington, won 14-3. After a succession of defeats the result of this game was refreshing. The score at half time was in favour of Wellington but as usual the "College" team settled down to business in the second spell. The ball came out fairly well but many chances were missed owing to some of the backs sticking to the ball. This is a fault which the whole team suffers from. Churchhill's score was a great one. He ran through the whole team. Other scores were obtained by McKenna, Adams, and O'Sullivan. Russell converted one.



v. Hutt, won 5-3. This was one of the surprise games of the season. Although the team only numbered thirteen a run-over game was expected. The tables were however turned and it was only through a beautiful kick by Russell that we were able "to pull off" a win. Francis of All Black fame proved a tower of strength to the Huttites.






v. Wellington, won 22-6. The College team excelled itself. From the start the backs and forwards worked together as they had never done before. When the ball came out, the backs whipped it across the field in great style. The passing was equal to any ever witnessed in the pre-war games, the ball passing through the hands of every back. The play of Cullen was nippy and full of life. He stood out among a team of good players. Churchhill, Prussing and O'Sullivan were at their best. Tries were scored by O'Sullivan (2), Ryan (2), Cullen and Maxwell.


There remain several matches in the competitions to be decided.
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Re-Union





"
You will hear familiar laughter and the same old student songs, that were hurled from roof and rafter in the days where youth belongs—S.E.





Arrangements are now well under way for holding the College Re-Union. A committee consisting of ten members was set up early in the term. Five of these are members of the Executive—Misses E. Crawford and M. Richmond, and Messrs R. V. Kay, C. H. E. Stack, and L. J. Edmondson—and five are representatives of the Graduates Association—Misses M. E. Hales, and G. F. Cooke, and Messrs S. Eichelbaum, G. G. G. Watson and P. B. Broad. The committee has held several meetings, as a result of which it has been decided to hold a College Re-Union as soon as possible after the war. The function is to extend over three days—Thursday, Friday, and Saturday for preference—and the programme is provisionally as follows:—


On the Thursday at 11 o'clock a Civic Reception for all the visitors will be held in the Concert Chamber of the Town Hall. Between 12.30 and 2 o'clock a procession, along the lines of the Capping Carnival Procession, will take place through the main streets of the City. At 3 p.m. a Garden Party will be given, and at 8 p.m. a College Carnival will be presented in the Town Hall, or other convenient hall.


On Friday morning, the unveiling of an Honours



Board, commemorative of those who are now fighting for their country, will take place. In the afternoon a Sports Meeting will be held on Kelburne Park, and visitors will be entertained at afternoon tea at the College. At 8 p.m. in the Town Hall a Re-Union Ball will be held.


On Saturday morning the Re-Unionists will be ferried over to Day's Bay. Luncheon and afternoon tea will be provided, and it is hoped to obtain the use of the Tennis Courts for the whole day. In the evening a Re-Union Dinner will be held.


This is a brief sketch of some of the features of the proposed College Re-Union. The guests-of-honour at it will of course be those past and present students, who have returned to New Zealand after serving their native land in the field of battle, but every past and present student must bear in mind that the success of the Re-Union depends on him. We want every past and present student of the College present, not at one or two, but at every one of the functions, which we have mentioned.


The next point is that of finance. It is quite clear that a Re-Union to consist of the functions we have described, will demand the expenditure of a considerable sum of money. In point of fact the Re-Union Committee, after having carefully considered the disbursement sheets of earlier Capping Carnivals and Easter Tournaments, came to the conclusion that the Re-Union would mean incurring an expenditure of approximately £260. The question therefore came up for decision—how was this sum to be provided? From the Carnival the profit could be reasonably estimated at £120, and it has been decided to make up the balance by charging all but the guests of honour for admission to some of the functions, viz: the Ball, the Dinner, and the Day's Bay excursion. A Re-Union ticket, admitting the holder to every function, will be provided for those, who care to take advantage of this convenience.


As regards the time for holding Re-Union, the months of March or September were at first advocated, but after consideration, the conclusion was come to that, it must be held at the end of the first term of the College year, that is to say, in May or June. The probabilities point to the fact that Re-Union will have to be held at the same time as the Capping celebrations. It would seem that



there is every advantage to be obtained from such an arrangement, and no disadvantage. If that arrangement be carried out, the Capping functions will come in very pleasantly and harmoniously as complementary to Reunion. Assuming that the war were to end sometime in 1917, the earliest date upon which it would be possible to hold Re-Union would be in May, 1918, and that month has been provisionally determined upon by the Committee. But our readers will understand that such a date is purely provisional. The Committee does not think that it can possibly be held earlier: the course taken by the war during the next few months will establish whether it will not be imperative to hold Re-Union later.










Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Spike: or, Victoria University College Review, October 1916

Memorial Meeting




Memorial Meeting.


Between the hours of 5 and 6 o'clock on Friday, the 4th August, the second Anniversary of the declaration of war, some 200 students and ex-students with their friends assembled in the College Gymnasium to attend a Memorial Meeting in honour of the men of Victoria University College who had given their lives whilst serving their country. To enable as many students as possible to be present the Professorial Board generously consented to suspend lectures for that period.


The opening address of the Chairman of the Professorial Board—Professor Garrow—and the Intercessional Service conducted by His Lordship the Bishop of Wellington were the essential features of the meeting. A list of those collegians who have fallen during the war was read and suitable hymns, and at the conclusion, the National Anthem, were sung.


Professor Garrow paid tribute to the great sacrifice made by those who have enlisted for service and especially by those who have given their lives in the Empire's struggle for freedom. The thanks of all are due to Dr. Sprott for conducting a service which was most fitting to the occasion.


The meeting was indeed one "unique in the history of the College" and one which all of those present will ever remember, for though short, it was at the same time sincere, and characterised by a depth of feeling which indicated that one and all fully realized its nature.
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Hockey




[image: Men playing hockey]


Hockey in the College and in Wellington generally is not in a happy position. The war is probably the cause, but more particularly the rule of the Wellington Hockey Association which is the outcome of war conditions. We are of the opinion that the rule is harsh and unfair. It has, at any rate, served to deal to the game in Wellington, a blow from which it will be difficult to recover. It has kept off the fields numbers of men who though rejected from military service would yet have done good work on the hockey ground, and numbers too who, while waiting to be called up, would have enjoyed a game, assisted younger players, and kept hockey in Wellington in a more vigorous and healthy state than it is found to-day. But the rule stands and how short sighted and suicidal it has been is seen to-day. We do not assert that the Association was mistaken in imposing restrictions but we are convinced that those which were imposed were unreasonable and unnecessary. All must surely recognise how grossly unfair it is to deprive a man, unfit for military service of the ability and the right to preserve his present fitness and possibly improve his stamina by indulging in a healthy sport, and how unjust is the action of a body which debars men who have answered the call from pursuing their favorite game before they leave for camp. The Association did attempt to provide for these but they have not played; young players have received no help and the game has gone to the wall. We trust that if present conditions obtain in the 1917 season, and we



hope they may not, that this rule of the governing body will be rescinded.


But in the college the rule of the Association does not account for a great deal of the lack of interest in games. There are some who do not. appear to realise that they have a duty in this respect both to themselves and to their college. We do not maintain that it is the duty of all such to play hockey, but hockey is one of the recognised institutions of this college and is certainly deserving of more support than it has obtained during the 1916 season.


We experienced a great loss when our captain, J. Archibald, left college to go into camp. He was our tower of strength, as safe a back as has played in any team during this season and we could not replace him.


A record of matches played would be interesting but we do not propose to supply one. Suffice it to say that our team has not won distinction. It has seldom managed to muster eleven strong and has never been able to practise during the week. A record of its doings (or misdoings) would be out of place. The team, if it has done nothing else, has served to preserve a place for 'Varsity on the hockey grounds of Wellington so that the colours of the college are still known even if they are not feared as of old. We have tried to keep alive a club which was in the past one of the best and most favourably known in the district.


We wish to congratulate the V.U.C. Ladies' Hockey Team on their achievements. They are at the moment of writing, second on the list, with a game yet to play. We trust the trophies which at. present adorn the hall at college may remain there. The team has also the unique distinction of having five probable representative players in its ranks. Finally we wish to express our special thanks to Sir Robert Stout. Sir Robert has for very many years shown much interest in the University Hockey Club and this year was no exception. Our best thanks are due to him for the acceptance of the position of patron of the club and for his very substantial financial assistance. We wish to thank also all those gentlemen who accepted office on the committee of the club and who in any way assisted us to "carry on."










Victoria University of Wellington Library




The Spike: or, Victoria University College Review, October 1916

Ladies' Hockey Club






Ladies' Hockey Club.


This year the players, though quite as keen, have not been as successful as last season's members. Most of our players joined the club this year and have worked well at the game. Six of our members held positions in the Local Representative Team, viz.:—Misses Bingham, Gallagher, Haase, Mander, Murphy, and Wallace.


In the early part of the season the Ladies' and Men's teams met for a friendly match out at Karori, the latter team winning the game. All spent an enjoyable afternoon and we hope that the match will become an annual event.


We were unfortunate in losing the Cup in the Competition this year. The games were keenly contested and it was only after a hard fight that Ramblers defeated us, and we now hold only the Runners-up trophy.
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An April Day. — (Oxford, 1915.)




An April Day.


(Oxford, 1915.)




Soft as a pearl the sun shone in the sky,



The veiling clouds with radiance were bright



And gave a softer beauty to his light.



One scarce could hear the softly murmured sigh



The tender little wind gave, stealing by.



It kissed caressingly the blossoms white



In which the orchard boughs were freshly dight



And in a swoon of love, there seemed to die.





I walked beside the river softly gray



And listened to a church's chiming bell



That called whoever heeded, there to pray.



A healing sense of Peace on all did dwell,



War, madly-waging, seemed whole worlds away—



Yet. through those dreaming hours, myriads fell.


—M.L.N.
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[image: Lady and Gentlemen Students Don't waste time reading the opposite page. Devote your time to better advantage purchasing from DAVIS & CLATER MERCERS. HATTERS, HOSIERS & GENERAL OUTFITTERS 216 LAMBTON QUAY WELLINGTON N.B. —Blouse, Skirt and Dress Makers.]
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Answers-to-Correspondents.




[image: Men standing in a row]


Great-great-grandfather: (1) Undoubtedly 267 employees could be paid their wages in five minutes in a space of four dimensions. But do not worry; you did very well and will very likely do better when you become accustomed to appearing in public. (2) You display incomparable sagacity in declining to adopt "Get German Goods" as a motto.


Prof. Br--n: You mention that she changed her dress. It was probably a case of "protective colouring." Consult Prof. Kirk on the theory of evolution. A practical solution would be to hold a dress-parade before lectures.


L. J. Ed--n-s-n: Yes, we consider that it was hardly fair; but, as he said, when you do come to use a razor you will find that it is not improved by being used for manicure purposes.


Rev. B. H. W--d: We are of the opinion that fainting in the library should be sternly discountenanced. Possibly the ghostly silence of that eerie spot had something to do with it. Don't forget the Anti-shouting laws.


Prof. H - nt - r: "The purpose of ethics is to enable one to know a good man when one sees him." we are no longer at a loss to account for the predominance of women students in that branch of philosophy.


Prof. K - - k: Hints to Senior Biology Students. "Though the closeness of the condenser burners does not seem to have any effect on your heads there is a noticeable effect on other woodwork." We accept your explanation that this "hint" was for medical students only.


T. M. W-lf-fd: Chairman of Plunket Medal Judges. Heard but not understood—"Gilbert was standing on the footsteps of his Ciub." Now, quite frankly, what about the preparation of this impromptu?


Prof. McK—-ie: No, we cannot publish statistics showing Professorial attendances at College functions. "Your shocking example might lead some of the young Professors astray. G. T. S-k-r: Sorry we are unable to solve your problem, Who am I?" Suggest applying to Society for Protection of Orphans.


Prof G-rr-w: We don't publish a market report but have drawn the attention of the Criminal Law Class to what you said about the fall in eggs.





R. Y. K-y: The answer to your problem (If one student makes a Working Bee, how many make a Tennis Party?) depends entirely on the type of student.


G.G.S.R-b-s-n,: Rather, the use of the expression—"My oath"—is most reprehensible. Probably he doesn't know the meaning of it. Do you? Yes, we think that if any (Tub Secretary should so far forget himself as to use the expression—"Well I'm —"—you would be quite justified in removing the offending notice.


Prof. E-st-r—d. We are not prepared to dispute the point. It may be a matter of taste, whether arsenic is a mineral or not, but under the circumstances we would prefer that it should be your taste rather than ours.


W. Str-wb - - ge. We do not fancy that dramatic verse can be much in your line. Why not try a simple lyric? However, we are so grateful for receiving any contributions from students, that we print here two excerpts. We suggest that you should avoid the personal note in future contributions.



Strawbridge (solo):—




"When Strawbridge sings



Above the engine's



roar, The soul of melody enchantingly doth soar:



When Strawbridge sings.





The lathe takes on a duller note,



The motors then more smoothly mot



While up aloft the chemists gloat



When Strawbridge sings"




Chorus of Chemistry Students off stage—




"O, for a harp, a flute, a lyre,



A spade, a pick, or gun entire



That we might vent our bursting ire



When Straw bridge sings.



But feudal days are now no more:



We cannot steep our hands in gore—



We'll just send water through the floor,



When Strawbridge sings."
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The Editor begs to acknowledge with thanks the receipt of the following exchanges:—Hermes (Sydney University) :; Southlandian; Taranakian; Otago University Review; W.S.S. Review (Adelaide); W.G.C.; Canterbury Agricultural College Magazine; Melbourne University Magazine; Kiwi; Wanganui Collegian; Scindian.
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