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editorial 
Democracy and Minorities


Our heroine, Victoria, is in trouble again. The villain still pursues her. It is all the more distressing that this should happen at a time when she had prospects of a respectable marriage, at a time when her family thought their beautiful tomboy might at last follow the example of her quieter and more homely sisters. Her box was ready, she had kept out of scrapes for a long time, she had been quite civil to the eligible young men of the Junior Chamber of Commerce. Then suddenly, swoop!—with a flourish of his redlined opera cloak, the villain whisked her away. Her distracted aunts found her Walking the Streets. Curtain. It looked as if that mortgage will never be paid.


The villain is the same as ever—the big black-hearted ruffian with the fatal fascination: the noisy minority.


* * *


Such, briefly, is the dramatic story of Victoria's latest fall from grace as reported more in sorrow than in anger by the press, when students demonstrated in protest against the Dutch attack on Indonesia. It was only one more chapter in the sinful life of the Noisy Minority, with his strange power over student clubs, trade unions and other cultural organisations. To the press, and even to our Labour Government, that minority seems an enemy to be defeated at all costs; an enemy who is represented as the foe of democracy.


It is possible to take a different view: that without the noisy but hard-working and vigorous minority, democracy could not survive. Anyone who has belonged to a football club, Ladies' Auxiliary or trade union, knows how easy it is to find vice-presidents and how hard to find secretaries. Someone must do the hard work, sacrifice precious time to a cause other people approved of but don't work for. To that someone, democracy has to mean more than free access to a ballot box, and calls for more effort than that required to cast a vote. The more democratic an organisation is, the more likely is it to fall into the hands of some minority enthusiastic enough to make personal sacrifices. Such people tend to be those who have a busy social conscience: for example, religious people and communists. Why does a beer-loving community like ours put up with our liquor laws? Because the easy-going, beer-loving majority won t organise and work for beer as hard as a socially-conscious minority fights for its dilution. Why does the conservative majority of our Students' Association have to put up with a radical college? For the same reasons.


We say radical college advisedly, because as far as Victoria has any existence at all apart from books and buildings, that existence is embodied in the people enthusiastic enough to put some effort into student activities. Most of these people are socialists or Christians or both.


And so when, organised by the Socialist Club, over three hundred students signed a petition and over two hundred marched the streets protesting against the Dutch attack, it was no mere Socialist Club that spoke out: it was Victoria. If Victoria has a voice, that voice spoke from our banners.





The general meeting held afterwards, when a motion to disaffiliate the Socialist Club was rejected, vindicated the above claim. The conservative students thought at last here was an opportunity to defeat the socialists without any boring mental effort or laborious organisation. All that was necessary was to attend the meeting in large numbers and vote for disaffiliation. The Socialists found themselves suddenly surrounded by strange faces: faces they had never seen before at any student activity. Were these students? Yes, inasmuch as they had paid their fees. Not, if we judge them by their part in university life, their manners at the meeting, or by their hill-billy opinions. ('I take it we all believe in the self-determination of nations? —Cries of '
We Don't!')


Well, they were defeated, morally and numerically. They hurried off home, cursing the unfamiliar interest in politics which had wasted an evening that could have been spent in money-making, cards or cowboy pictures; resolving never to make such fools of themselves again.


Other active minorities, not merely students, are today being attacked more energetically than in the past, precisely because they are becoming stronger. But, be it noted, the most dangerous attack is not a democratic one. Our conservative students, after all, exercised their democratic right to attend a meeting and try to outvote their opponents. Let us hope they profited by the unusual experience. But the active minority whose power in the trade unions is feared by press and parliament are being attacked in a different way: not by fellow unionists exercising their democratic rights, but by non-unionists who would impose laws forbidding unions to elect communists to office. It is claimed that decent unionists are betrayed by presumably indecent leaders. Surely the only remedy for such a state of affairs is for 'decent unionists to attend meetings, if they consider their interests jeopardised by staying away; to come along and be honestly and democratically trounced as their counterparts were at our general meeting.


As for the law demanding a secret ballot of all those affected before a strike can be held, that is indeed a cunning stroke. It appeals to all the democratic instincts of non-unionists and others who don't understand what unions are for or how they work. At the same time, it appeals hugely to the undemocratic instincts of those who would like to see the unions weakened. 1 Under a Labour Government there is no need for strikes' is the frequent assertion of those who forget how horribly impermanent Labour Governments are, and how permanent restrictive laws can be. The measure is intended to take power out of the hands of those who value unionism enough to attend meetings and give it to the indifferent or hostile majority who are unionists only by compulsion.


Were that principle applied to the Students' Association it would take all power away from our general meetings, so that policies could be settled only by a postal ballot of everyone including those who, taking no part in student life and not attending meetings, were neither interested in nor informed about the issues at stake. Were it applied to the Church of England, it would mean deciding church policy by a ballot of all those who write themselves C. of E. in their census papers.


If that is democracy, then it is of a most dangerous and unintelligent kind. It is a voter's responsibility to know what he is voting about, and the only way to know that is to take part in the work of the body in which he has voting power.


Let us recognise that all democratic organisations tend to be run by active minorities, and that there are two ways of preventing this tendency: for the majority to take a more active interest, or for our politicians to pass anti-democratic laws in the name of democracy. The first way is honourable and arduous, the second ignoble and fatally easy.


At Victoria College, in the government of the country, and in trade unions, democracy is not just a privilege. It is a responsibility.
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In Memoriam



Professor 
Sir John Rankine Brown



It is a Brave Man, in an age when functionalism is almost a mania, who will defend the classical tradition in education, and who will say that learning by heart the conjugation of 
amo, or the declension of Xωpa is a suitable preparation for life in the twentieth century. Classical scholarship, that magical horseman who has hard ridden a submissive western world ever since he first leapt from the ashes of Constantinople, five centuries ago, has at last been unhorsed. A knowledge of Cicero is no longer the mark of culture, and the House of Commons, which once rose as one man to finish a tag left in the air by Pitt, might, if placed in a similar position today, be hard put to it to know what language was being used.


And the reasonable person is obliged to recognize that the world is right. Far too much time, far too much effort of able minds, has been mis-spent in deciphering the inscriptions on lavatory walls, and in giving meaning to the pedestrian thoughts of scribblers whose unworthy work has survived by a trick of chance; far too much attention has been paid to the minutiae of scholarship, and the reading into phrases of what never existed in the author's mind. How they would be flattered, the old Greeks and Romans, if they had known the care and study which was destined to be given to their flimsiest thought.


So it is high time that the old runes were exorcised—but it would be unwise to discount every virtue with which the past has endowed the study of Greece and Rome. Greek and Latin are languages, which as much as any others, have expressed the pathos and aspiration of men. Dull would he be of soul who could not hear the fluctuent music of: —


'Multas per gentes et multa per aequoravectus. . .'


Moreover, these two language are the one small but dazzling mirror which flashes back light to us from the dark backward of time. The users are better known to us than our own brothers. They provide us with a standard gauge to measure the progress of the world.


It is pitifully easy for iconoclasts to assail classical education in a country like New Zealand, where roads have never heard the tramp of legions, where you will find no Roman house, dig as deep as you will, and where there are no place names derived from the Latin tongue; easy when the Acropolis is but a name, and where the only sculpture is in crude plaster casts, or in books. He who would teach New Zealanders to love what does not exist for them in their race-consciousness, must have great heart and great patience.


John Brown, fresh from St. Andrews and Oxford, with their all but religious veneration for the classics, must have felt dismayed at the atmosphere in which he found himself, the immature, materialistic atmosphere of New Zealand in 1899. He had to start a tradition with bare hands. The soil was reluctant. With Scotch tenacity he stuck to his task. He was not a man with wide imaginations, cursed with the urge to body forth in words the 'shape of things unknown'. He was content to build slowly, brick by brick, letting the house take what shape it would.


In this way he mentored an inviolate world for close on fifty years and many fine scholars have owed their first steps to him. Many more have owed to him a wider appreciation of art and literature, since, realising the wastage involved in forcing students to learn a difficult tongue, when the real desideratum was an enjoyment of the best in the Hellenic age, he inaugurated a course in Greek history, Art and Literature which answered that very need.


And the man? I found him always kindly, always helpful. Here again he was the Scot, shy, cautious, slow to show his feelings, but with a fund of cynical acerbity. I think he never quite became a New Zealander, but remained for ever hurt by the disrespect we showed for the objects which to him were so precious. But he did not let this interfere



with his interest in his students, and his devotion to his chosen field remained unchanged.


A Knighthood at the end of his many years of service found him like the old gladiaton in Horace's first Epistle: 'Spectatum eatis et rude donatum. The gesture was a wise one. Few people have earned this public recognition so well, few have appreciated it more.


D.M.S.
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The Seasonless




The seasonless go without bread,



They do not feel hunger, nor any



Sensation of heat or cold, colour or light,



Have no hint of the passing of summer,



The conquest and curse of autumn;



They walk the earth without footfall,



Never disturb the leaves on the lost path



That takes them into their knowledge,



Call no wrecked images from night,



Build no hopes upon a dawn.





So go the seasonless, singly, unhanded,



Taking no life from the multiple world,



Seeing no harbours, no ships of night sailing



Past dawning and daylight, past hope of recall:



Theirs is no garden, no quickness of loving



Under the foliage bent to the flower,



Sky cut by trees, immaculate weaving,



Sun beating minds to unified pain;



No joining or parting, gaining or losing,



Only the unredeemable time.




W. H. Oliver
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The Cult of Uncertainty?





This Article is written in the belief that despite the danger of adding to the confusion and rubbish that has already been written about the so-called 'Quest for Certainty', there is a need for an approach to the problem of this quest which is not fundamentally religious, overawed by scientific knowledge, or in fact based on strong attachments to dogmas of any kind.


The article is divided into two parts. In the first, the peculiar nature of this need for certainty, its accentuations and their consequences. in our culture are outlined. In the second, some positive proposals are put forth, in which it is suggested that a more conscious attention to certain psychological needs of individual and social development would have the effect of depriving this 'Quest' of its (emotional) urgency. In consequence there could arise a veritable 'Cult of Uncertainty'. An outlook both consistent with the limited nature of scientific knowledge and providing for this emotional need to feel at home in the Universe.









(1) 
The Need for Certainty.


The past few hundred years have witnessed the growing necessity on the part of Western Man to have very definite beliefs and certainty about the nature of the world, the meaning of life, and so on. It maybe that this necessity has always existed and has merely become more articulate with the spread of education. On the other hand it seems likely that this contemporary urgency has some definite relation to the anxiety provoked by the unstable nature of our economic structure and its outstanding feature, war. Fromm sees the need as a by-product of the growing individual awareness that followed the dissolution of mediaeval group life and the decrease of clerical omnipotence. In any case, whatever the source, the question arises as to the manner in which the 'basic anxiety'—to use Horney's phrase—or its intellectual representation, the need for certainty in cosmic matters, can be met. Is it absolutely necessary that mankind should find an outlet in beliefs the alleged completeness of which goes beyond the boundaries of science? Are closed intellectual systems of thought the only methods of meeting this desire to know for certain one's place in the Universe?


On the whole the answers made by our century to these questions have been in the affirmative. Consider for example the following: Theologies, of course, by their very nature, have always gone beyond fact, seeking to cover with spurious intellectual consistency, areas of human experience which of their own nature defy such complete intellectual systematization in terms of primitive deific symbols. Even more culpable are those scientists who, although expected to abide by the limited nature of their own discoveries, have overlapped into mysticism and anthropomorphism. Within this category fall Jeans and Eddington and even the distinguished Whitehead who, despite the magnificence of much of his scientific and philosophic work, is often, one fears, doing little more than disguising a highly sophisticated animism beneath a mass of abtruse verbiage and pseudo mathematical consistency. Wittgenstein and brother positivists who divide life into inconsistent two and adhere to some species theology or mysticism in one branch of should also be included in this rogues' gallery. In fairness it must be recognized that there are many scientists who correlate a scientific attitude of tolerance and suspended judgment with the recognized limitations of their own knowledge. Deserving a place with the others above, however, are their many narrower minded colleagues, who contributing small atoms, cog-like in some great machine of research have been led by the definiteness of their small amount of information to dogmatize in other spheres of knowledge where they are but amateurs. This is true of many 'specialists', the non-scientific as well as the scientific.


Among the people the story of those 'absolutes' Fascism, Communism, Democracy and Socialism, is only too well known. In all cases there is a need for some absolutely certain intellectual frame of reference which will supply the key to the Universe. At least this is the general trend.


Several centuries ago with science at an immature level of development there would have been ample excuse for continuing to believe in a God, as did Bacon for example. In the 18th and 19th centuries with the acceleration of technological and scientific progress and the accompanied linear conceptions of human history—consider Comte, Hegel, Marx, Spencer—a dogmatic belief that in time science would reveal all, must also be regarded as having been justified. But this is the 20th century. And although science has indeed shown us the only valid means of gaining genuine intellectual (cognitive) knowledge of our Universe and thus automatically excluded all other supposed intellectual sources—for example, mysticism, revelation—it has not given any more grounds for scientific dogmatism than it has for theological dogmatism. Yet despite this men continue to be dogmatists. They continue to couple the need for emotional security and its manifestation, the desire for certainty, with beliefs that are insupportable on a scientific basis.


Two questions arise. The first, whether or not it is possible to meet this need for certainty and yet reconcile the individual to the fact of scientific uncertainty about many of life's most important aspects? The second, the manner in which men have come to be



lieve that certainty can only be achieved in intellectual terms. The second question will be dealt with immediately: the first in a latter section of this article.


The danger here is, of course, over-simplification but a few suggestions are possible.


The answer to our problem must be found ultimately in the view of experience that men have had down the ages. Rightly or wrongly it is assumed that philosophers have given form and expression to notions which are relevant to the needs of their age. Notions which, expressed by them, have gradually become, in a general way, the common coinage of every man.


Our first discovery is the fact that almost from the time of its intitiation philosophy has held a 'mentalistic view' of experience. That is the belief that 'real' knowledge enters primarily through man's cognitive perceptions, not in the first place via his aesthetic, moral, erotic, religious and other experiences as a basis for these perceptions. This outlook has much to do with the original cultural conditions of the Greek City State and the separation of philosophers from the ordinary life of the artisan. It was natural at such a time that these philosophers should regard knowledge of the Universe as something to be gained primarily by the speculative intellect. If we jump 2,000 years to Descartes, the founder of Modern Philosophy, we find the same outlook. Man was still to know his Universe by the intellect alone. Here, however, in the post-Reformation and Renaissance world the new element of individual awareness and correlative insecurity entered in. This new element led philosophy to consider different problems than previously. Thus Descartes' first question is nor 'What is real?' but 'What can I be certain of?' and he decided the only thing he could be certain of was his own speculative existence—his intellect. The question was different but his faith remained the same as that of Plato. The new need for certainty was thus linked with the old method of knowing one's place in the universe.


From that day to this men have continued to believe that the solution of their need for certainty lay in the knowledge provided by their speculative intellect. Philosophical Empiricists and German Rationalists did little more than entrench this belief in the intellect as the primary source of knowledge, and, by axiom, the only way for men to know and feel at home in their Universe. The order of that Universe was to be provided by the speculations of man whether they were the mighty structures of a Kant or one of the smaller theologies of the thousand upon thousand of Christian sects that have sprung to life in the last few hundred years.


Meanwhile although man has been trying to meet his need for security in these intellectual terms, the scientific bases for such solutions have been receding before him. In inverse proportion the insecurity of the modern world has been on the increase. The last phase is a world continually at war in some place or other from 1896 till the present. A world giving evidence of ever increasing irrational fixations to supposedly rational political, religious, national and other systems.


The question rises whether we must be led by this certainty mania, this security drive of our culture-pattern into dogmatism of these various kinds.






(2) 
Cult of Uncertainty.


A little while back we asked whether or not it was possible to meet this need for certainty and yet reconcile the individual to the fact of uncertainty about the ultimate nature of life, human destiny and so on. The answer to be given here is in the affirmative. It depends on the belief that philosophers over the last 2,000 years have formulated a wrong conception of the nature of our knowledge. They have believed that man's knowledge came primarily through his inquiring intellect, whereas since Darwin the biological, anthropological and psychological sciences have made clear that man's knowledge of his world is basically emotional, social, aesthetic, erotic, religious, practical, etc. The way then to overcome man's uncertainty is not to proceed as Descartes, but rather to adjust man more satisfactorily in the emotional and other mentioned ways of knowing. In other words, it is necessary to meet man's non-intellectual needs in non-intellectual terms. Man may well achieve sentient security in the Universe which he will never achieve in rational terms



alone. Philosophy does a disservice to man as it continues in the failure to realize this. Given this basic emotional security and sensitive adjustment, the limited place of intellectual knowledge (science and generalizations consistent with it) may be calmly accepted.


This may be seen more clearly if we realize that no other sphere of experience would alone be expected to tell all about life. For example. Could we achieve security and certainty purely on the basis of aesthetic feelings? Surely not? Then why should we expect it from the intellect alone? In actual fact the limitations of intellectual knowledge are in accord with the limitations of every other modality of experience taken by itself. Certainty and knowledge increase in strength as man develops harmoniously and fully in all aspects of his many-sided nature. Distortions arise as we have seen due to the improper adjustment between types of experience—a key problem which can only be barely indicated here. For example, we have valid religious experiences and valid intellectual (in this case psychological) knowledge. In this instance our intellectual interpretation of the religious experience is required to be in line with the degree of scientific knowledge we have on the matter. On the other hand the reality and vividness (naturalistic) of these religious experiences which add feelings of depth and worthwhileness to life, must not be neglected, by any intellectual interpretation we give these experiences.


It should be emphasized that a view such as this does not belittle the function of intelligence. The main emphasis of this article is on the necessity of development in all areas of experience to answer this quest for certainty—and the intellectual is after all one such area of experience. Any restrictions put upon it are believed to be in accord with its own nature.


It is the religious, as well as aesthetic and erotic areas of experience which offer the less apparent challenge to development. Apart from the traditional over estimation of the place of intellectual development the more obvious challenge is clearly that of providing an economic and social order which ensures individual security and social well being, and thereby greater opportunity for these other types of development. Given this—and that is the immediate task—the aesthetic and other areas may reveal untold possibilities of meaningfulness. The bases of such meaning however begin in the present attempt to adapt oneself for further development—socially by increasing sensitivity to the needs of others, aesthetically by acquiring the necessary skills and appreciations for such development, etc.


But these are only suggestions, for a few modes of experience. They provide a clue to the individual who feels that radical sincerity prevents him going beyond scientific fact. The clue is to a metaphysic of development which is not however something mystical and other-worldly as metaphysics tend to be. Its basis is the ordinary common garden knowledge of psychology. The enrichment and meaning that may result in ordinary life via the adequate development of all potentialities.







Conclusion.


The imperious need of our times for certainty has been demonstrated in historical perspective. It has been suggested that a way to overcome this need is a way generally unrecognized by philosophy. A way that concentrates rather on the development of the cultural, of aesthetic and religious sensitiveness, of social and human feeling. Here is the answer to the need for certainty—but it is given in a different mode from that in which it was sought. There would appear room for endless possibilities, hence optimism. Alternatively in sober mood there is at least a more truthful adjustment to life and the compensation of all round and mature development.


Many people have already recognized these things in a semi-conscious way. The raising of the idea to consciousness, and the immediate pursuit of the worth-while experiences must themselves prove this doctrine false or true.



'However'
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[introduction]





This Article is written in the belief that despite the danger of adding to the confusion and rubbish that has already been written about the so-called 'Quest for Certainty', there is a need for an approach to the problem of this quest which is not fundamentally religious, overawed by scientific knowledge, or in fact based on strong attachments to dogmas of any kind.


The article is divided into two parts. In the first, the peculiar nature of this need for certainty, its accentuations and their consequences. in our culture are outlined. In the second, some positive proposals are put forth, in which it is suggested that a more conscious attention to certain psychological needs of individual and social development would have the effect of depriving this 'Quest' of its (emotional) urgency. In consequence there could arise a veritable 'Cult of Uncertainty'. An outlook both consistent with the limited nature of scientific knowledge and providing for this emotional need to feel at home in the Universe.
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(1) The Need for Certainty






(1) 
The Need for Certainty.


The past few hundred years have witnessed the growing necessity on the part of Western Man to have very definite beliefs and certainty about the nature of the world, the meaning of life, and so on. It maybe that this necessity has always existed and has merely become more articulate with the spread of education. On the other hand it seems likely that this contemporary urgency has some definite relation to the anxiety provoked by the unstable nature of our economic structure and its outstanding feature, war. Fromm sees the need as a by-product of the growing individual awareness that followed the dissolution of mediaeval group life and the decrease of clerical omnipotence. In any case, whatever the source, the question arises as to the manner in which the 'basic anxiety'—to use Horney's phrase—or its intellectual representation, the need for certainty in cosmic matters, can be met. Is it absolutely necessary that mankind should find an outlet in beliefs the alleged completeness of which goes beyond the boundaries of science? Are closed intellectual systems of thought the only methods of meeting this desire to know for certain one's place in the Universe?


On the whole the answers made by our century to these questions have been in the affirmative. Consider for example the following: Theologies, of course, by their very nature, have always gone beyond fact, seeking to cover with spurious intellectual consistency, areas of human experience which of their own nature defy such complete intellectual systematization in terms of primitive deific symbols. Even more culpable are those scientists who, although expected to abide by the limited nature of their own discoveries, have overlapped into mysticism and anthropomorphism. Within this category fall Jeans and Eddington and even the distinguished Whitehead who, despite the magnificence of much of his scientific and philosophic work, is often, one fears, doing little more than disguising a highly sophisticated animism beneath a mass of abtruse verbiage and pseudo mathematical consistency. Wittgenstein and brother positivists who divide life into inconsistent two and adhere to some species theology or mysticism in one branch of should also be included in this rogues' gallery. In fairness it must be recognized that there are many scientists who correlate a scientific attitude of tolerance and suspended judgment with the recognized limitations of their own knowledge. Deserving a place with the others above, however, are their many narrower minded colleagues, who contributing small atoms, cog-like in some great machine of research have been led by the definiteness of their small amount of information to dogmatize in other spheres of knowledge where they are but amateurs. This is true of many 'specialists', the non-scientific as well as the scientific.


Among the people the story of those 'absolutes' Fascism, Communism, Democracy and Socialism, is only too well known. In all cases there is a need for some absolutely certain intellectual frame of reference which will supply the key to the Universe. At least this is the general trend.


Several centuries ago with science at an immature level of development there would have been ample excuse for continuing to believe in a God, as did Bacon for example. In the 18th and 19th centuries with the acceleration of technological and scientific progress and the accompanied linear conceptions of human history—consider Comte, Hegel, Marx, Spencer—a dogmatic belief that in time science would reveal all, must also be regarded as having been justified. But this is the 20th century. And although science has indeed shown us the only valid means of gaining genuine intellectual (cognitive) knowledge of our Universe and thus automatically excluded all other supposed intellectual sources—for example, mysticism, revelation—it has not given any more grounds for scientific dogmatism than it has for theological dogmatism. Yet despite this men continue to be dogmatists. They continue to couple the need for emotional security and its manifestation, the desire for certainty, with beliefs that are insupportable on a scientific basis.


Two questions arise. The first, whether or not it is possible to meet this need for certainty and yet reconcile the individual to the fact of scientific uncertainty about many of life's most important aspects? The second, the manner in which men have come to be



lieve that certainty can only be achieved in intellectual terms. The second question will be dealt with immediately: the first in a latter section of this article.


The danger here is, of course, over-simplification but a few suggestions are possible.


The answer to our problem must be found ultimately in the view of experience that men have had down the ages. Rightly or wrongly it is assumed that philosophers have given form and expression to notions which are relevant to the needs of their age. Notions which, expressed by them, have gradually become, in a general way, the common coinage of every man.


Our first discovery is the fact that almost from the time of its intitiation philosophy has held a 'mentalistic view' of experience. That is the belief that 'real' knowledge enters primarily through man's cognitive perceptions, not in the first place via his aesthetic, moral, erotic, religious and other experiences as a basis for these perceptions. This outlook has much to do with the original cultural conditions of the Greek City State and the separation of philosophers from the ordinary life of the artisan. It was natural at such a time that these philosophers should regard knowledge of the Universe as something to be gained primarily by the speculative intellect. If we jump 2,000 years to Descartes, the founder of Modern Philosophy, we find the same outlook. Man was still to know his Universe by the intellect alone. Here, however, in the post-Reformation and Renaissance world the new element of individual awareness and correlative insecurity entered in. This new element led philosophy to consider different problems than previously. Thus Descartes' first question is nor 'What is real?' but 'What can I be certain of?' and he decided the only thing he could be certain of was his own speculative existence—his intellect. The question was different but his faith remained the same as that of Plato. The new need for certainty was thus linked with the old method of knowing one's place in the universe.


From that day to this men have continued to believe that the solution of their need for certainty lay in the knowledge provided by their speculative intellect. Philosophical Empiricists and German Rationalists did little more than entrench this belief in the intellect as the primary source of knowledge, and, by axiom, the only way for men to know and feel at home in their Universe. The order of that Universe was to be provided by the speculations of man whether they were the mighty structures of a Kant or one of the smaller theologies of the thousand upon thousand of Christian sects that have sprung to life in the last few hundred years.


Meanwhile although man has been trying to meet his need for security in these intellectual terms, the scientific bases for such solutions have been receding before him. In inverse proportion the insecurity of the modern world has been on the increase. The last phase is a world continually at war in some place or other from 1896 till the present. A world giving evidence of ever increasing irrational fixations to supposedly rational political, religious, national and other systems.


The question rises whether we must be led by this certainty mania, this security drive of our culture-pattern into dogmatism of these various kinds.
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(2) Cult of Uncertainty




(2) 
Cult of Uncertainty.


A little while back we asked whether or not it was possible to meet this need for certainty and yet reconcile the individual to the fact of uncertainty about the ultimate nature of life, human destiny and so on. The answer to be given here is in the affirmative. It depends on the belief that philosophers over the last 2,000 years have formulated a wrong conception of the nature of our knowledge. They have believed that man's knowledge came primarily through his inquiring intellect, whereas since Darwin the biological, anthropological and psychological sciences have made clear that man's knowledge of his world is basically emotional, social, aesthetic, erotic, religious, practical, etc. The way then to overcome man's uncertainty is not to proceed as Descartes, but rather to adjust man more satisfactorily in the emotional and other mentioned ways of knowing. In other words, it is necessary to meet man's non-intellectual needs in non-intellectual terms. Man may well achieve sentient security in the Universe which he will never achieve in rational terms



alone. Philosophy does a disservice to man as it continues in the failure to realize this. Given this basic emotional security and sensitive adjustment, the limited place of intellectual knowledge (science and generalizations consistent with it) may be calmly accepted.


This may be seen more clearly if we realize that no other sphere of experience would alone be expected to tell all about life. For example. Could we achieve security and certainty purely on the basis of aesthetic feelings? Surely not? Then why should we expect it from the intellect alone? In actual fact the limitations of intellectual knowledge are in accord with the limitations of every other modality of experience taken by itself. Certainty and knowledge increase in strength as man develops harmoniously and fully in all aspects of his many-sided nature. Distortions arise as we have seen due to the improper adjustment between types of experience—a key problem which can only be barely indicated here. For example, we have valid religious experiences and valid intellectual (in this case psychological) knowledge. In this instance our intellectual interpretation of the religious experience is required to be in line with the degree of scientific knowledge we have on the matter. On the other hand the reality and vividness (naturalistic) of these religious experiences which add feelings of depth and worthwhileness to life, must not be neglected, by any intellectual interpretation we give these experiences.


It should be emphasized that a view such as this does not belittle the function of intelligence. The main emphasis of this article is on the necessity of development in all areas of experience to answer this quest for certainty—and the intellectual is after all one such area of experience. Any restrictions put upon it are believed to be in accord with its own nature.


It is the religious, as well as aesthetic and erotic areas of experience which offer the less apparent challenge to development. Apart from the traditional over estimation of the place of intellectual development the more obvious challenge is clearly that of providing an economic and social order which ensures individual security and social well being, and thereby greater opportunity for these other types of development. Given this—and that is the immediate task—the aesthetic and other areas may reveal untold possibilities of meaningfulness. The bases of such meaning however begin in the present attempt to adapt oneself for further development—socially by increasing sensitivity to the needs of others, aesthetically by acquiring the necessary skills and appreciations for such development, etc.


But these are only suggestions, for a few modes of experience. They provide a clue to the individual who feels that radical sincerity prevents him going beyond scientific fact. The clue is to a metaphysic of development which is not however something mystical and other-worldly as metaphysics tend to be. Its basis is the ordinary common garden knowledge of psychology. The enrichment and meaning that may result in ordinary life via the adequate development of all potentialities.
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Conclusion





Conclusion.


The imperious need of our times for certainty has been demonstrated in historical perspective. It has been suggested that a way to overcome this need is a way generally unrecognized by philosophy. A way that concentrates rather on the development of the cultural, of aesthetic and religious sensitiveness, of social and human feeling. Here is the answer to the need for certainty—but it is given in a different mode from that in which it was sought. There would appear room for endless possibilities, hence optimism. Alternatively in sober mood there is at least a more truthful adjustment to life and the compensation of all round and mature development.


Many people have already recognized these things in a semi-conscious way. The raising of the idea to consciousness, and the immediate pursuit of the worth-while experiences must themselves prove this doctrine false or true.



'However'
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"Incantation"






"Incantation"




Indefinably alter me,



Slipping unnoticed on the last



Finger of my heart's hand; cameo—



Quiet on my finger, still, as the



Prayer of a gentle nun falls on the



Quiet dust-pattern in chapel-sun.



Cover my eyes with your breathing;



Smile, while the slow swell of a



Cool, gold sunrise, feeling to



Bottom valley, fingers my soul, and



I, in my wonder, will loosen



Inside me under your first lips'



Touch, marvelling slightly.



Curtain my sight with your hair's fall,



Silken, smoother than all amber



Your sun-fine hair. If I can clamber



On the great heights of your cool brow,



And wrap myself in the soft incense



Of your life-warmth, heart-leaping,



Now and forever am I won, conquered



By quiet new tones of hands and breath.




Godfrey Wilson
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Answers





Answers




I



'Action' murmured the lips of the poet and action, softly,



To the wanderer bending before the incomprehensible cavern,



And 'action' again faintly, from the caverns behind the cavern,



Unfathomable cells of unlistened-to weavers of theories



The un-read, misled theologians, and the long-forgotten philosophers.





II



'Action' whispered those lips pale in the darkness



Do you indeed closed marble eyes, see clearly?



Is it the key to the wanderers life you are seeking



On escape to an earth of fantasy fleeting and shadow



Built into dreams by your subtle imagination



From a lovely look half seen on half-known faces



From a creek or sky-torn tree in once-glimpsed places?








[image: Mary]

Mary


Phillip C. Alve
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Cascade


D. C. Ball









III



The wanderer leans on the rock by the oracle's temple



Black hole in the black hill blackly shrouded



By yews whose limbs are ebony and leaves jet frozen—



There only the sky, half cloudy, half starry, is beautiful.





IV



I too have wandered the dim paths sometimes—



Precious is light that shines in darkness—



Street lamp through trees, through mist quieter than raindrops,



Scent of flowers in a shut room entered in darkness,



Beam of a car on the wall of a child's room, flashing,



Lustre of pearls clasped to the sea's grey bosom.





V



Not joy only, not laughter solely



A gay voice bantering,



Smile of a friend, warmly;



No, not love only,



Not love only, but peace



And a deeper contentment.





VI



'Tis here, on this high hill, matters not which hill,



Sea cliff, rise on the plain, what you will,



Only—overhead a broad sky sweeping



Down in blue stretches to the earth's crumples, leaping



Angrily up from dull green of gorse hedges



With scarcely a tinge of sunlight, silver on the cloud edges.



Only one breath of wind, secrets to whisper



No truant spirit near, that will not list her



A new bloom on the summer weeds that was dew at seven



And clean air, stolen by thought from an unbreathed heaven:



Take these from this high hill and, wanderer, taking



Find peace that shall still be peace when your heart is breaking.




E. Entrican
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Film Societies in New Zealand






[The importance of the film as a factor in education has been frequently stressed by educationists. Its great possibilities have been recognised, but too little has been done to change them to actualities. The work of amateur organisations such as the Film Institutes in seeking to make the film a valuable art-form and a creative force in education, is already having an important effect on the public attitude to films in this country. The




suggestion that the universities should undertake a systematic study of the film as an art, even as part of the arts course} makes this report of special interest.—Ed.]





The history of film societies in New Zealand is not a lengthy one. The first move was made in Wellington in October, 1945, when the Wellington Film Institute was formed (to quote from its constitution)' ... an association of people who are interested in the motion picture as art, entertainment and education, and whose object is to encourage higher public standards in the motion picture and protect the interests of the "consumer" (i.e. the average picture-goer). To this end it is proposed to:—(1) Provide for members and friends regular screenings of worthwhile films (particularly 16 mm.) not normally available: (2) Supply reliable information about current cinema entertainment with particular reference to its suitability for children; (3) Promote public screenings of special films when opportunity arises, and (4) Co-operate with other societies with similar objects, with a view to forming a N.Z. Film Institute which may link up with the British Film Institute.'


When drafted, this programme looked more like a ten-year plan, but so rapid has been the growth of the movement that all this and more has already been done.


Other centres soon followed Wellington in forming similar associations and in January, 1947, delegates from the five societies then in operation (i.e. Auckland, Wellington, Christchurch, Dunedin and Invercargill) met in Wellington to form a N.Z. Film Institute to co-ordinate their activities. Dr Ellis from Dunedin was elected as the first president. Since January the number of societies has increased to about twenty with a membership of approximately five thousand. A town's small size seems to be no obstacle, for even Hawea Flat in Central Otago has its own society.


The offer of films from various legations was deeply appreciated, for this rapid growth strained the available 16 mm. film resources of the country almost to their limits. This is not to be wondered at as most societies have screenings at least once a month. During 1946 copies of some of the great classics of the silent era were purchased and more are on order. New Zealand audiences have now had a chance to see such films as 
Battleship Potemkin (Russia, 1926), 
The Cabinet of Dr Caligari and 
Metropolis (Germany) and 
Italian Straw Hat from France. Now this source is to be extended, for the British Film Institute has offered to make available, on permanent loan, copies of most films in the lending section of the British National Film Library. Certain films, particularly some from America, will not be available, but most of the early classics and some modern films can be obtained. The most serious gap now is the difficulty of securing copies of the more modern foreign films.


In an effort to provide the public with reliable information on current film trends, bulletins are issued by the larger societies and it is possible than an official publication of the New Zealand Film Institute may be produced.


The success of the two Film Festivals put on by the Dunedin Film Society has done much to show the film trade that the movement is not hostile to its interests and that a higher public standard in film appreciation can also be good box-office. So popular, in fact, were these festivals, that both Wellington and Auckland have now been offered facilities to hold similar functions in the very near future.


Nor have the interests of children been neglected. A survey of the Children's Cinema Clubs of New Zealand has been undertaken by the N.Z. Film Institute. The plan, which has the backing of the educational authorities, is that a careful survey, by specially qualified researchers, of the type of programme shown at these clubs and the audience reaction, will be made over a period of about six months. The findings of this survey will then be published by the Institute.


At the conference at which the N.Z. Film Institute was formed a project was outlined of setting up some form of Travelling Fellowship in film art. The plan was to bring to N.Z. some world authority on films to give a series of lectures at each of the University centres. The idea has been very favourably received and a good deal of progress has already been made in this direction. The atti-



tude of the University has from the beginning, been a co-operative one towards all aspects of the Institute's work.


Two other items, not directly connected with the Film Societies, but still of interest to them, are the lunch-hour film shows put on each Wednesday by the staff of the Wellington Public Libraries, and the recent formation of a Wellington Amateur Film Unit, an association which aims to pursue the study of films by making them. It is yet too early to say whether the latter will be a success, but unless the present enthusiasm cools, I think it can look forward to a happy future.


T. H. Qualter.
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New Departure




New Departure




When smoke has shot through floor cracks,



Through the vast



Ignominy of wasteful paradise,



I have cried a panic truce



Upon my spendthrift solitude.





When the bulb has bitten life



From the hard soil,



I have said a last goodbye



And turned to nourish



The green stalk with my barren flesh.





When a voice has crossed the counterpoint Of melodies,



Unmingled and risen opposing,



I have heard no more music



Only the lone voice striving to me.





If a ghost shall enter my room



And I find books



Unable to quell the questioner,



I will burn the lettered past



And break my will upon the ghostly future.




W. H. Oliver
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"I will make your limbo..."




"I will make your limbo..."




I will make your limbo have no burden



And reconcile forgetfulness with sleep,



Though hostile angels may attack your pardon



I will take them and their hate away.



You will have no solitude to weep,



For I will fill your day with company.





You will never recognise the prison



For I will place my shadow on your eyes,



Make your ears deaf to torment and derision








With my lost language made a world away.



You will never hear another's cries,



For I will fill your day with company.





Life in the end, with patience and fruition



Takes imperfect messengers to rest,



Reckons my equal voice a woman's portion,



Though now this speaking takes my love away.



You on earth are never all distressed,



Nor can I fill your day with company.




W. H. Oliver
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Koru and Acanthus




Koru and Acanthus




I



Forsaking Man and Man's left-handed works—



Retiring in a temper and a shiver—



The over-goaded god, the suffering sun,



Lowers himself with a curse in the cold river;





And dusk, eliminating unessentials,



Sets out the symbols that the times contrive:



A pillar battered by a Visigoth,



A casa shattered by a one-o-five.





A lying decade, a deciduous



Epoch, splits and withers in the frost



While these acanthus leaves uncurl, asserting



Green values of the marble past.





Time does not weary or condemn



The cool acanthus, enviously viewed



By men whose common epitaph libels



The mellow pleasures of decrepitude:





To sit upon a pyramid of years,



Warming the old flesh in remembered noons!



Lucky the wise old whose spry spirit



Strives independent of their bones;





Lucky who in marble may bequeath



Works at whose defiance of decay



The great galoot, triumphant dirty death



Looks sheepish and takes himself away.





Antiquity is new to us: there's little



But Korotangi and the Tamil bell,



A Spanish helmet, certain storied axes



And venerable piles of pipi shell.





But everywhere in the over-crowdedNorth



When someone digs a hole or blasts a cliff,



Some archaeologist will fossick forth



A bowl, a bangle or a hieroglyph





And show us, after photographs are made



And gentle fingers clean away the rust,



How chipped and broken bits of beauty last



When cities full of evil fall to dust.





We have seen the smiling wise of a waste Egypt



Rise up and teach us virtues, though the hand



That wrote '1 lived' has lain three thousand years



Dried to leather in its tomb of sand.





Nor can the suffocating centuries



Conceal their present liveliness: to me it is



Ever remarkable what grace they gave



Their fox-and cat-and poultry-headed deities.





We have seen the works of faith—undivided



Faith in God and man's reasoning:



Faith that moved merchants and persuaded



Heavy stone to soar aloft and sing.





And we have found, as Florence found of old,



That new regard for the world and one another



When a sheep-dog blinked amid the glass and gold



And a figure in a fresco called us Brother.





(Brother, also, to the kid comparing



Our canned carne with his empty guts:



The possible Leonardo, senza scarpe;



The Botticelli picking up our butts.)





We have known the days of no faith and bad faith,



Confusion sown where rational credence fails,



Half-held beliefs shored up by interest



And bitter poets gnawing their finger-nails,





Dreaming of hooded hordes and dried lilacs;



A layer of lies stifled our energies



In a smothering scum, as over the clean sea lie



Acres of oil where the little blue penguins freeze.





Time has laid waste the old Egypt;



Time and long war have laid waste



Europe, evil wrecking much evil,



And much good not easily replaced.





But from the slow poison and fierce flame



Some of the old good may yet come



Through—like beauty whispering out of Memphis



When Pharaoh and his ministers are dumb;





May come through, take new life and flourish



For the young Europe now fighting free,



And new eyes behold with new wonder



My bedraggled, beloved Italy.





II



I hear a muted, looted fisarmonica



And voices, unmistakable somehow,



Singing.' Kua he te shape o Cinderella



I te son-of-a-gun,' they sing. And now








Among the twilight ruins I think of dawn



On a country poor in ruins, many wide



Sea-miles away, where trees on papa cliffs



Are shedding crimson stamens in the tide.





A land whose songs are yet to sing, a land



Of virgin peaks and unimagined palaces:



Whose 'possumbilities escape in tangled



Native and exotic truths and fallacies;





Where old manners lie but thinly over



A new people of uncertain promise;



Where paspalum and purple clover cover



A jittery volcano's recent pumice.





Mostly indeed there is a pleasant harmony



Of local and imported, old and new,



And in an economic, ethnic dove-cote



Diverse details amicably coo:





Farms, where the casual cabbage-tree with spritely



Asterisk enlivens quiet meadows;



Creeks with the evergreens in spring politely



According precedence to English willows;





The modern school with a motto from antiquity



(Maori or Latin) graved above the entrance;



The rail-car, the mountain-house, the hiccupping



Tui reeling in the rhododendrons.





III



All very elegant; very



Agreeable to visitors: few mark



How the old, the new and the mixture



Struggle with each other in the dark;





How little plump anomalies burrow,



Breed, and emit queer smells;



And a yellow perennial paradox



Blooms where we planted something else;





How the normal's derided and denied



By new facts uneasily reported:



The moose among the heifers, stupefied,



And the dog doubtful if he should have brought it.





We drain old swamps; model dairies



And snug hygienic piggeries are planned:



But as the peat sinks the old heathen



Stumps arise to struggle for the land.





The old gods hanker for the spoils



We have taken, and will not let us be:



Waiapu comes a-reeving from the hills



And sweeps our mangold-paddock out to sea.





There are new stresses threatening the concrete



We thought indubitably sound;



There are hopes whose green grass yellows



As the wire-worm wriggles underground.





IV



Hopes: common cargo since the first



Arrivals made out their future home,



Saw the kura flaming on the coast



And cast their parrot feathers on the foam;





Beginning long ago the first changes



In a changing, astonishing New Zealand:



Bringing a land acquainted with the seasons



The fun and colour of a coral island.





Came the pakeha, the bumptious and the timid.



Some brought useful luggage, others not:



Hopes and albums, rabbits, prejudices



Parsons, roses, measles and the bot.





People of Europe's most insipid period:



Heavy Fathers, snivelling Mary Anns,



The County Failure, the odd revolted Butler,



But no sinful colourful Gauguins.





Believers who had never built cathedrals,



Unbelievers feeling weak and beaten,



Brought alike the old family furniture:



Not antique, but thoroughly worm-eaten.





The rich, the down-at-heel, the poor-genteel—



The old strata—settled down together,



Replaced the pleasant pagan aroha



With a circumspect loathing for each other.





And the songs unsung, the gold imaginings,



Were banished with a wet, dimmed radiance



To the wry life of slum window-boxes,



A pestered little hope of red geraniums.





V



The tune changes. In a vision once



I saw a certain Polynesian maid—



Ano te kiri! me he kotuku—



The poi flying from her shoulder-blade.





The words you sing, e hine, the waves utter



Moving along channels among the rocks,



And in the swirl of the wind, the swirl of your dress,



I have heard the same frisk and rattle' of flax.





But the tune is one known in tall cities



And the arcs light you with the same carbons



That even now transfix night bombers



And sweep nightly mine-infested harbours.





You are given our grief by a world ever devising



New beauty to embitter each new hour,



Designing love to deepen hate, opposing



Honey and poison in the phormium flower.





You are fallen upon an age past singing



And past caring for the poi's magic—



Will you be there in the new age, bringing



Your words like ferns to grace the new music?





Or be remembered only as one who strayed



Awhile among our griefs, and only traces



Record your passing, as there wandered once



Among the river reeds a weeping Isis?





VI



You who carved the acanthus, you who raised



Rebellion against death in the pictogram,



You who dug ideas from the ruined forum—



You, my neighbour on the Wadestown tram—





You who manned the little ships, and painted



Riverside madonnas in their blue



Dresses—you who reasoned about planets,



You, my comrade in the cactus—you





Whom people honour when they suddenly



Caress the green marble of San Miniato,



You who sailed fantastic miles with nothing



But nerve and the edible rat and sweet potato—








You today the soiled, unshaven



Ulysses, rise! Outface



The yogi and the well-dressed bourbon



Who sit in the brave man's place,





Thriving on each bold blunder,



Spreading the story you are dead—



you the mocker of gods, fire-finder



And fisher-up of islands, lift your head.





I know you, saw you stand undefeated



Beside the maquisard and partisan.



I recognise in you the frustrated,



Illimitable love of man for man,





The love that sang in epics or cathedrals—



The same love, banished from the state,



That stammers back violent in machine-guns



And explodes under viaducts of hate.





I know, far away from these sad



Civilisations, a place where that love



Could find scope without dynamite;



Where there are few ruins, and room to move.





Room for the good of thunder-struck Europe



Without its errors; room to use the new



Life rising under the falling towers



And the beautiful hopes of steamer and canoe;





To build the white wharves of a new Carthage;



To gladden a sky more vast



With the lost constellation of virtues



Men wept for in the widowed past;





To reconcile in the one rich design



The old and the new with forms entirely ours,



And find a new beauty in our own



Unemphatic but insistent flowers.



H.W.G.



The koru is the spiral design used in Maori art.


A Sheep-dog blinked, etc. Giotto. I believe, was the first European artist since classical antiquity to paint a dog, or. for that matter, a real-looking man. The life of St. Francis was the main subject of his frescoes.


Carne—Meat; senza scarpe—without shoes. Very familiar words to N.Z. soldiers in Italy.


Hooded hordes, and lilacs: See "The Waste Land."


Kua he te shape, etc: "The shape of Cinderella has been changed by the son-of-a-gun." A low Maori song.


Kura: Red feathers for the hair were prized in Hawaiki. but on seeing the bright red (kura) of the pohutukawa. the members of one expedition threw away their plumes.


Aroha means more than our word "love" usually conveys. It includes the ideas of charity and sympathy.


Ano te kiri, etc: "How beautiful. Like a white heron." A remark applied to Hinemoa in Grey's "Nga Mahi a Nga Tupuna."


San Miniato: A twelfth century romanesque church which anticipates by some centuries the spirit of the Renaissance.


Falling towers: See "The Waste Land."


Lost constellation: See Purgatorio, Canto I. "I considered the other pole and saw four stars never seen except by the first people. The sky seemed to delight in their burning. O widowed northern region, deprived of these." Dante identified the four stars of the Southern Cross with the pagan or cardinal virtues
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Concerning Mr Porter



Looking Back on one wet afternoon upon the forty-seven years that had been his life, Charles Porter realised with surprise how little meaning any part of it had to which he could not attach the small and unsure image of his wife. From this small image in his mind emanated a glow which suffused all that part of his life which it had touched, and cast into a grey unimportance the twenty-eight years which had preceded his marriage.


Debating the point Mr Porter had to admit that from the moment he met Mildred he had felt different. For one thing she was the first ever to call him Charles.


'Call me Charlie' he had said jocularly when they were introduced in the house of a mutual friend. He hadn't been feeling jocular and, in fact, knew better than anyone how ill the air became him. So immediately he had blushed and felt miserable. 'Oh no,' she replied, looking very serious as if it were a matter of some importance.'Everyone is called Charlie. I think Charles is so much more—well, dignified.'


Mr Porter wondered if he had fallen in love with her at that moment or at the musical evening at the same home a few weeks later. Mildred was playing the piano when he arrived and as he stood in the doorway listening the first great longing of his life had come to him, that of becoming a small adoring part of Mildred's life. Then, in the applause that followed, he became miserably conscious of his unheroic appearance and of the stubborn inkstain that constant scrubbing could not obliterate from one tenuous finger.


The memory of that inkstain brought Mr Porter back to reality. He looked at his third finger and the inkstain was still there. Well, not the same one, he thought. But it comes to the same thing. And a lot you've brought



her, my lad. But then I didn't know how things were going to turn out. He stared absentmindedly at a half empty bottle of red ink. Funny, I seem almost scared now that it has happened. I suppose I sort of can't believe it after all these years. But it will be wonderful being able to tell her. Mr Porter shook himself irritably and began to add up another column of figures.


The remainder of the afternoon seemed interminable. At the end of it the clerk next to him took his glasses off, and, as he polished them, peered short-sightedly at Mr Porter.


'You know, if I didn't know you so well he said I wouldn't think anything was wrong. Lots of people—Jack, for instance—think things don't worry you just because you don't feel it. But you have been fidgetting all afternoon. What is it?'


'Nothing,' said Mr Porter hurriedly. He glanced at his watch, said 'Oh, time to be off' and slipped off his stool.


'You knew that already' said his friend who had a practical mind. Mr Porter didn't answer because he was thinking how nice it would be to tell someone what was on his mind. Besides, the reference to Jack irritated him. So instead of getting his hat and coat he stood where he was and looked rather angrily at Mr Colquhoun.


'I suppose Jack and them think I like the work here too' he said. 'I don't know. Youngsters seem funny these days. Why should I like being punctual and conscious any more than them? It's just that I know what pays and they don't. But I'm human, all the same. I like doing the things I want to do and going where I want to go. But life isn't that easy, George.' His voice rose in self-pity and Mr Colquhoun looked at him in astonishment. Mr Porter began to walk up and down and when he spoke again it was in a voice tinged with some satisfaction.


'But now I have got what I want' he said. 'I've worked hard and now I've got my reward.'


These extraordinary remarks could mean only one thing to Mr Colquhoun. He took his glasses off again.


'You're not thinking of leaving, Charlie? he said in alarm.' Most unwise, I assure you. We've been together a long time now. Not that I mind but .... I mean .... how-have you saved enough to retire on? Mr Porter looked at him in surprise.


'But I'm not leaving he said.' Whatever gave you that idea?


'Good heavens! What gave me that idea? You walk up and down saying you don't like working here and that you have now got what you want and so on. What else was I to think?' Mr Colquhoun masked in indignation the fright that Mr Porter had given him.


'I'm sorry George. You know I wouldn't run out on you. Not without warning, anyway.'


'I don't know' said George. 'I don't know at all, I'm sure.' He did a small addition on a piece of blotting paper and Mr Porter could see that he was upset. Poor old chap, he thought, I suppose I was a bit sudden for him. He coughed with embarrassment.


'I wasn't going to tell you George' he said. 'It's rather silly. That is, you'll think it silly. My wife plays the piano very well. I've been saving up to buy her one There was a short silence.


'You've been saving up to buy your wife a piano' George repeated slowly. 'But . . . but that's ridiculous. You get the same pay as me and have to pay rent as well. You can't afford it.'


'But that's just it' said Mr Porter.' I can now. I've been saving solidly for the last ten years.' He stopped, seeing that his friend's face was registering only concern.


'I know it seems ridiculous' he went on after a moment's silence, 'But you hardly know the facts of the case.'


'Haven't you ever had a piano? asked Mr Colquhoun.


'Yes, we had to sell it.'


'Well, can't you pick up a cheap second hand one? I did that for my wife.' Mr Porter winced.


'No' he said. 'I couldn't—wouldn't. They're hard to get anyway.'


'I might be able to get around Alice and get her to part with ours. She never plays it. You could pay what you thought it was worth.'


'No' said Mr Porter almost curtly. 'You're very kind, George. Thanks. But I don't



want a second hand piano. If I had've I could have bought one a couple of years ago. He suddenly felt the futility of getting George to understand and wished that he had never spoken.


'I'd better be getting along' he said. 'See you tomorrow.' Mr Colquhoun watched him leave the room, then shook his head and sighed.


Outside the office building, although it was cold and misty, Mr Porter breathed a deep sigh of relief. Removed from the discomfort of Mr Colquhoun's gaze and the restraint of the office surroundings he was able to release the excitement that had been pent up within him ever since he had been paid that morning.


The pleasant tenor of his thoughts was interrupted for the second time that afternoon in the tram that was taking Mr Porter home. Swaying suddenly at a bend it upset his balance, making him lurch heavily against the back of a seat and involuntarily clutch its hand grip. In doing this, however, he found himself sharing it with a small sticky hand. A quick tremor of disgust ran through Mr Porter and he hurriedly withdrew, looking to see whose hand he had touched. It belonged to a small freckled boy who was chewing gum and hadn't even noticed the intrusion.


Mr Porter looked at him as one would at an insect of unsocial habits. He had never liked children. They're always so dirty, he told himself, and he looked away out of the window. But the incident kept on reminding him of the one thing he wanted to forget, the one memory he thought he had successfully combatted. It was of the tenth year of their marriage—the year in which Mildred had had a son. He still had a dismal picture of him self standing over the bassinet that held his son and hating him with an intensity which he could scarcely conceal. Any paternal pride that he might have had was soon swamped in the anxiety of a difficult birth and was further lessened by a latent jealousy which suddenly sprang up as he looked at his son for the first time.


'It's all my fault' he had kept on repeating to himself, and he hoped that it would die. So that when it did die a few hours later and Mr Porter turned in relief to his wife, found only a torn, inconsolable woman, he was struck with guilt and growing remorse. In the subsequent long illness and convalescence it was perhaps this reaction which kept Mrs Porter alive, because one dim view of her husbands distorted, fearful face convinced her that he could not do without her.


There was a second picture in Mr Porter's mind. It was of his wife lying in bed, her hands moving restlessly above the bedclothes and saying 'You must sell the piano, Charles' Mr. Porter could not think of anything to say in answer for they both knew that her piano was the only thing they possessed which could pay the hospital expenses.


'Ring Mrs Smythe. She still wants it.' Mr Porter looked at the floor and was silent.


'My baby and now my piano' she said, but without emotion, as if she was too tired to feel what the words meant. She put out her hand and pressed Mr Porter's gently.


'Dear Charles' she said, and then went on gazing listlessly at the ceiling as if he wasn't there. Mr Porter had tiptoed away, hot tears stinging behind his eyes.


The tram slowed down for Mr Porter's stop. This is ridiculous, he said to himself. The past is the past. Over and done with, that's what I say. He got off and watched the tram slipping into the deepening fog for a moment before pulling his coat collar closer about his ears and setting off briskly down a side street. Here you are, he went on, moping about the past and this is the present, and tomorrow is Millie's birthday, and look at the surprise you've got for her, my lad.


The house he rented was at the end of the small, dimly lit street, and similar in construction to most of the houses along the left side. Like most of them, also, there were no lights on in the front of the house because the kitchen was the warmest and most comfortable room in the house.


Mr Porter s hand was trembling and in the dark had a little trouble finding the keyhole. Inside there was a light half way down the passage leading to the kitchen which lit up a heavy hat stand, the only piece of furniture in the minute hall. There was a sound of frying coming from the kitchen. Steak and onions, thought Mr Porter mechanically as
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he took off his hat and coat.


The kitchen door opened and Mrs Porter looked through, her hand on the door knob. 'Oh Charles, it's you' she said. 'You came in so quietly.'


'Did I?' Mr Porter looked at her and could not say any more. She waited for him to kiss her. She looked unusually flushed and Mr Porter pinched her cheek gently.


'We're looking very bonny tonight' he said. She didn't answer but drew him into the warmth of the kitchen and pushed him into his favourite chair.


'You must be cold' she said, then she turned her back on him and bent over the stove. Mr Porter looked at her for a moment, aching with love. Now that the time for telling her had come he felt strangely tongue tied. He cleared his throat.


'Will tea be long?' he asked and the sound of his own voice gave him courage. 'Mildred' he went on in a sudden burst, 'I—er . . I've got a surprise for you.' She swung round quickly.


'How did you know?' she said. Did you get a letter too?' How excited she looks thought Mr Porter, and a thousand anguished thoughts chased themselves through his head. She knows. She can't. That's why she looked so flushed. Who else would give her a surprise? He felt a sudden weight of dread.


'Did I know what?' he stammered. She stepped back and stood looking at him as if she had been trapped into saying something that she had not meant. Oh dear, Mr Porter thought miserably. I wish she wouldn't shut herself up so.


'About the money' she said slowly, as if unwilling to show an emotion which he could not share, but she could not hide the excitement in her small, thin face. 'You remember cousin Dorothy' she said. 'Poor thing, she's been dying for simply ages. She's very fond of me, so she says, and when she heard about my piano, selling it I mean, she said she'd like to give me another someday.' Mrs Porter looked down at her hands. 'I never told you. I didn't want any charity of course. And just think Charles, she's remembered my birthday ever since one time I stayed with her as a little girl. This came today,' and she pulled it out of her apron pocket. 'I thought you must have one too. I don't know why. You looked excited too, that's why I—. Anyway she's sending me some money for a piano. A new one. I forget how much. Here—read it,' and Mrs Porter thrust the crumpled letter into Charles' hand.


'I went in this afternoon and have just about decided on one' she said.


For a moment Mr Porter sat looking at her as if he had not understood. He opened his mouth and then shut it again. His wife looked at him in dismay.


'Oh Charles, read it' she said. 'You surely don't think I'm being extravagant, do you? I want a piano so much. I haven't many pleasures, and ten years. It's a long time.' Mr Porter patted her hand and blinked. He could not look her in the face. 'Of course. I know. Ten years is a long time,' he said, and then after a moment's silence, 'A very long time.'


'Oh, the onions!' said Mrs Porter in sudden panic, and as she stood at the stove stirring them she found herself able to tell Charles without feeling too guilty how she had longed for a piano all these years. Dear Charles, she felt sure that he would understand.


Mr Porter listened to what she was saying by a great effort of will, and by an even greater effort he was able to smile at her when at last she turned and waited for him to speak.


'I know how you feel' he said, and his mind kept on saying, I can buy something else with it. I can buy something else with it. All he knew was that he could never tell her, for suddenly all his sacrifice didn't seem to mean anything anymore.


'Darling Charles' said Mrs Porter and she went and kissed him.


'Tell me,' she said presently, 'what is your surprise? I don't know why I thought you'd know about mine. I suppose because I've been thinking about it all day


'Surprise?' said Mr Porter and his eyes dropped to the floor. He thought desperately but no inspiration came.


'I—er,' he began, and then he had it. 'No' he said suddenly as if he had quite made up his mind, 'Not till tomorrow. Your birthday isn't till tomorrow. I won't have any cheating.'





What a child he is, thought Mrs Porter, looking at him affectionately.


'Oh God prayed Mr Porter, for his mind was blank, 'think me up something in the night.'



J.R. Minogue
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Incantation For the use Of Opossums




Come sweet sun with warming beams,



Wake the trapper from his dreams.



Evening's embers, glowing hot,



See his boots be frozen not.



Kindling, kindle cheerfully,



Hurry with his cup of tea.





Sing sweet birds a lively lay,



Speed the trapper on his way.



Lawyer-vine and supple-jack,



Cumber not the trapper's track.



(Even furry paws may feel



Cold when caught in freezing steel.)





Quickly, quickly let him slay,



Get his pelts and go away;





Then, while thinking of his cheque,



Fall and break his bloody neck.




H.W.G.
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Epitaph For An American Bomber



Tokyo, March 1945




In this enemy city where your winged danger



brushed night skies in catherine-wheel crescendo



to light these candles these obsequies these tremendous



inorganic pillars of anger




and our hearts hallowed it, tautstrung like antennae



to hope or horror for the B-29 burning



o disastrous nightship drinking white fire and turning



quenched now, in the dark bay.



The song of young fliers drowns in the dirge of Icarus.



But we, on a ruined morning in windy Tokyo,



cannot breathe for the ashes that choke our sorrow



and a grief beyond tears



for what we have seen: these shadow-shapes in file



picking their lost way dazed among dead who are lucky



and may not watch, as we must, a blind man breaking



the rag doll that was a child.




James Bertram
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'When the gymnasium was first built it no doubt sufficed for the existing needs of the students. But the passage of the years has seen a huge growth in the Association s numbers and activities; what did for yesterday is hardly sufficient for today and will not serve for tomorrow.'





It would be impossible to find anyone to disagree with these words, written by E. G. Budge in the 1934 issue of 
Spike. Indeed, the delay in constructing the new building caused by the war, together with the rapid expansion of the College Roll since the end of the war have combined to make the Gymnasium more inadequate than could have been considered possible in 1934.


Soon after the opening of the present Gymnasium in 1909 suggestions were made that plans for its successor be considered. It is not the purpose of this short essay to describe in detail the development of these plans, but it is desirable that the present students should have some knowledge of the events of the more recent past, since it will be their responsibility to raise the money required to make the project financially sound.


What can be termed the modern phase in the history of the new building started at the Annual General Meeting of 1935, which instructed the incoming Executive to reconstitute the Building Committee. The new Committee, composed of representatives of the College Council, Professorial Board, past and present students and the Executive, met for the first time in November of that year.


The first consideration was the site, and after a good deal of discussion the site of the present building was chosen. This was duly approved by the Council, and plans were drawn which involved excavation to the level of the tennis courts and the removal of another slice from the hill behind. Various schemes were proposed for raising the money required, but they were not all approved, and no appeal was launched. It was gradually realized that the preliminary plans were inadequate and by 1938 the whole scheme had been abandoned in favour of building on the fourth tennis courts and the piece of land between the courts and McKenzie Terrace.


This plan was not popular with Mr G. F. Dixon, who had been prominently associated with the digging of the tennis courts and was unwilling to see one of them sacrificed, even for a students' building. When the outbreak of war delayed the plan Mr Dixon directed his attention to the possibility of another site on the College property. In 1944 his ideas were presented to the Committee in the form of a plan for a building on the hillside between the tennis courts and Salamanca Road, and extending from McKenzie Terrace to the main doors of the College. This site, which has great architectural possibilities, was soon approved, and attention was directed to the important question of the architect to be commissioned for the work.


This question has had the attention of the Council for the past two years, but no decision has been reached. The only progress toward the building during this time was the announcement in 1946 that the Government had agreed with the suggestion made by a deputation from the College Council and would pay a subsidy at the rate of two pounds for one on the first £20,000 raised by the students. While the initiative and enthusiasm of the Council in obtaining this extra Government assistance is greatly appreciated, it is regrettable that the Executive request for the appointment of the architect should have been treated so unimaginatively.


The attitude of the student body has been clearly defined, and the unanimous resolution from the 1947 Annual General Meeting showed that the Executive were justified in their insistent request for the appointment of Mr E. A. Plischke.


It is beyond dispute that no architect in New Zealand today is as well qualified to design an outstanding building, and one which will bring credit upon the students' Asociation and the College. Mr Plischke had wide experience on the Continent before he came to New Zealand in 1939 and he has brought to his work in this country ideas



which had placed him in the forefront of European architects before the war. Trained at the famous Vienna school, he has built in both Austria and Germany, and his work has been widely photographed and discussed in the architectural press.


To have the opportunity of a building designed by a man of Mr Plischke's vision and ability is the greatest good fortune and the student body should be satisfied with no less. The final decision rests with the College Council where there is already a considerable measure of support for the appointment of Mr Plischke. Until a majority of the Council can be educated to a favourable opinion the Executive would do well to ignore the gloomy prophecies of those who see disaster in any proposal to employ a person born outside the British Commonwealth. This may mean further delay, but it is better to delay than to waste money on a building which is not quite first rate.


When the new Building Committee assembled in 1935 it was thought that five or six years would be sufficient to get the building started. Although the outbreak of war made this impossible it was still hoped to make the opening one of the ceremonies marking the Golden Jubilee of the College in 1949, but the difficulties of building in post war New Zealand soon reduced this expectation to that of laying the foundation stone. Even this modest aspiration has now been abandoned and it is impossible to tell when work will begin.


In the meantime the need is for more money, and until the balance in the Building Fund has been doubled the students of 1947 will not be able to blame the College Council or the Building Controller for the delay.



I. McDowall
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If you wept under a brazen bough



Your eyes would never be dry,



But if you laugh in the wilderness



A bush will spring in your sight,



Will flower with flame for company,



And burden your years with light.





When you have said, there's no more love,



And you've gone out alone to mock,



I've put a candle in your hands



And an altar before your might,



So the steady flame would burn your eyes,



And burden your years with light.





So now when you ask for darkness to come



And fill your eyes with rest,



I'l1 point to the woman over the flame



Who stands between you and the night,



And when you know you never can change,



And your years will be burdened with light.




W. H. Oliver
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The Seventh Day




The water wriggles and, familiar, slaps



The sleeping tug. The skipper's washing flaps,



Primly and wind-bloated, to the west.



Jelly-fish float blousy in the tide,



Try to go, but never quite decide,



For it is Sunday, and a day of rest.





A sailor lolls over the squat ship's side



And trails a line, and knows that he is eyed



Long by girls who seem to love the sea.



Arm in arm they saunter, nose in air,



Scarlet jacketed, and blonde of hair



For it is Sunday and a kiss is free.





A pigeon sidles to investigate



A Hindu chopping spotties up for bait,



Dirty and inscrutable. Alone



Mirrored in scum his likeness undulates,



Slowly stills. The bead-eyed pigeon waits



For it is Sunday and the gulls still moan.





The townmen loiter on the wharves and stare,



And guess what ship is whose and why it's there,



Wondering if they'll ever sail away,



And while the water winks a leery eye



Law on a bicycle rides stiffly by,



For it is Sunday and crime doesn't pay.




Jan Minogue
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Sleeplessness




Some shrill interrogating wind incessant cries



Without—within—Or never there at all!



What sick dejection rides upon my eyes



Absurdly overwhelming with accumulated woe



These fancies as they rise.



Tomorrow's wave crests to the midnight hour.



Crash on my brow. Crash the grey green arching dream



Of seasalt glory cleanly down, and drown



My fever pain with tears.



Two hyacinths, hung in a jar, sigh in the dark,



Till the room moves in sorrowing slow blue tune:



Sleep folds frozen into a pillow of rain



Strung like a necklace of pain—round and around.



Sharp seed beds of nerves prickle and shiver and die



The window is gone—no voice need cry.



Only the curtain falls, like snow piled over deep,



Slipping, wider-folding-down slow gentleness of sleep.




P
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A Prelude For Contemporary Lovers




True constancy in love's a sport



For poets to report.



They act it out in mind,



For frailty's all the facts can find.



And who will not at last be forced



To lose an image or be lost?



What worlds are his that won't be taught



That even an evil fact's caught



But fancy fickle and wild



Is the random poet's child?





Can thought be separate from the act?



If thought's befooled by fact.



Is fancy fool to thought?



If there's no worth where worth is sought.



These contraries one life must hold;



Now fancy fair for truths untold



Must make a logic living lacked



And test a world no worlds enact,



Making poet child



And all his visions wild.





Can I love and yet lack sense?



Lust's the recompense.



Is lust the soul of love?



Sense at last knows no remove.



So if she still must loving be



She's constant to two, never to me;



But going next in sad pretence,



She's fickle twice to save offence



And constancy's defiled



To gain what it reviled.





Yet, to me she's heaven and earth,



A coinage and a worth,



The vision that abounds



Where tell-tale fancy fact confounds,



And delight's half-heart remorse



That fact itself's the proof of loss.



But that she's love, 'tween heaven and earth



Charming fact with worth,



Tells—oh sweetly—fancy's child



Is she, that heaven and earth exiled.





True constancy. What hope there lies,



What humour sure replies.



Here are my heart and soul,



But head's the third that keeps them whole.



How can I gaily break my heart








To spread sad truth o'er every part?



Oh how shall I weep at truth's demise,



That grants glad love mere vision's prize,



Weep for love that smiled,



By constancy beguiled.




P. Wilson
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'Hands which breathe union



And are never nearer than trembling



In pillory-pain or ruin-rack



Fumble for fulfillment



And never are fulfilled.



Constricted love is slowly withdrawn



To popish-narrow seclusion.



My senses acclaim the act of wishing



For trees, skies, God, you,



But head and dreams are cleft.



The one red leaf on a barefoot tree



Like fraudulent fruit falls quietly.'



R.W.B.
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They Stood in the roadway, looking at the retreating bus.


'Well,' said Carol, 'To put the obvious into words, we missed it and that means waiting exactly fifty minutes for the next one. What shall we do to fill it in?'


Ritchie shrugged his shoulders. 'I'll let the lady decide', he said.


They were only slightly annoyed. It was a holiday, a fine hot autumn afternoon, and if they were late in starting there was no reason why they shouldn't be late in leaving tennis, provided they were back in time to change and be at the party by nine o'clock. Ritchie offered Carol a cigarette. She shook her head so he lit one for himself and they stood listening to the scraps of conversation left by the people as they eddied past on their way to the parade. 'Father's wearing his new brown suit . . . Irene's baby . . . much colder last night . . .'


'Shall we go along for a while, too?' Carol suggested.


Ritchie nodded. 'May as well. There's a conspiracy to keep us here, so we had better make the most of it.'


They joined in the drifting crowd. 'You know,' he continued, 'Perhaps people aren't supposed to play tennis today, and we are being punished for our crimes against society.'


Carol looked at him and gave a gurgle of laughter.


'In that case, society and my father are of the one mind,' she said. 'When I told him this afternoon that I was going to play tennis he asked me didn't we young people ever think of anything besides our own pleasure.'





'What did you say?'


'Oh, I asked him didn't he and a few million other men fight to make the world safe for just that.'


'Scarcely the answer soothing!'


'I'll say not! Probably he was feeling rather noble after going to the dawn parade this morning. Mother was late in calling him and he didn't have time for any breakfast first. Result—he came home with a soldier-done-his-duty air and a splitting headache, and had to take a couple of aspirins. I had just got up. Oh, I laughed.'


'And how long does this Anzac spirit last, Carol?'


'For a few days yet. Tonight he'll go to a reunion and get gloriously high and then suffer the next day. He does it every year. All these returned soldiers make an excuse out of it, and their wives don't seem to mind. When I was a little kid I saw him come home blotto one Anzac night and I wouldn't kiss him for weeks afterwards.'


Ritchie grinned. 'I hope the tables weren't turned last Saturday night then?' he said.


Carol laughed with a trace of embarrassment. 'No. I'll tell you a secret, Ritchie. Don't tell the crowd, but that stuff of Bobbie's I was drinking must have been stronger than I knew. The only way I could get upstairs was on my hands and knees, and I didn't even try to get undressed! Luckily for me, when Mother came in next morning I had the bedclothes pulled right over me. When she didn't see my evening dress on the floor she actually said that I was becoming tidy at long last! Poor Mother!'


They were close to the roped-off area now. People were jostling and pushing for positions, occasionally with force, but always with good humour.


'It's a holiday crowd,' Ritchie observed.


'They only see this sight once a year and they intend to enjoy it, but decorum prevents their acknowledging pleasure.'


'At the reading of a will you could scarcely jump for joy when you heard you had come in for a couple of thousand pounds. It's the same thing now,' Carol said.


Ritchie gravely patted her head. 'A fine analogy, young lady. I loved him living but I loved him a damned sight more dead!'


Carol mock-curtsied.


'We can't get any further. I wonder if we can see the show from here?'


It was late when they arrived, so they were forced to stay some rows from the front. Ritchie, being tall, was able to see quite well.


The Memorial, from the base of which the service would be conducted, was in a triangle formed by the intersection of three streets now closed to traffic. These streets were thronged with people; others were standing on the roofs of nearby buildings, but perhaps the most popular stand was that provided by the rising banks of some grounds on the North side. These wore a picnic air with families on rugs, couples close together, children playing and being hushed. Cameras were being examined and aimed, and in empty patches the cropped, thick grass was almost hidden by used packets and discarded programmes.


The base of the Memorial was splashed in intricate, patterned colours of the placed wreaths—fresh and beautiful colour-offerings. As they watched more wreaths were placed. As each was laid the name of the donor was announced and Ritchie noticed most were prominent citizens or business establishments. He idly wondered what standing was necessary for the privilege of giving a wreath. Then, too, the different attitudes of those doing the actual laying interested him. He saw a young man scarcely older than himself, in a smooth and perfectly tailored uniform lay an expensive looking wreath with precise, expert movements, snap a salute and step down. Following him, an old lady moved slowly up the steps and handed her wreath to an attendant to place for her. She stood with bowed head for a long minute and went back down the steps like a communicant returning from the altar.


Ritchie became aware of two women behind him. They were talking about the best sorts of meals to give their families. One, with a shrill and domineering voice, was saying loudly: 'Good solid food is what a man needs. I believe in giving my family meat three times a day. I don't hold with these fancy things.' The scorn in her voice was as obvious as Ritchie imagined her overeating to be.


Yes, but ... I only thought that for a
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change . . . might be nice . . .' The other voice trailed off.


'Ritchie,' Carol said, touching his arm,


'You haven't forgotten me have you?'


'Of course not. Why?'


'Nothing, except that I can't see a damn thing. Not a damn thing but rows of heads and collars and shoulders. And I 
do want to see the wreaths. There are some lovely ones, I know. Stand still a moment.'


She put her hand on his shoulder, jumped up to win a quick look, and flashed him a smile.


'See anything?'


'Yes. Looked like the rear end of an elephant—probably a woman laying down a wreath!'


Ritchie burst out laughing, causing some of the people to turn their heads their way. The woman with a shrill voice said loudly,


'Young people these days have no respect or even common decency. Laughing like that 
here! It was different when we were young, my dear.' The other woman said nothing. Ritchie felt his face go red. I suppose it isn't quite the thing to do,' he said softly to Carol. 'After all, a lot of the people here did lose someone and, well, it must be hard on them.'


Carol said audibly: 'Bloody old cat! Tight corsets and a tighter halo. At home she wears neither! 'She thought for a while and then went on more quietly.' Surely, those who did lose somebody have got over it by now. Even if they haven't they don't want to do their mourning in public. You said before that they come only for the show. Of course they do! This is a break for them today, the same as tennis is for us. It's only once a year they have the chance to see uniforms and watch real military bands and have some parson telling them how brave our boys were. They're always especially pleased with that bit because it is an indirect compliment to them. Think at the reflected thrill they get out of it. I know, my mother is the same. She never met my father until afterwards but I'm sure that now she believes he went away just for her sake, and that she shared in all the anxieties the wives of that time had. But you and I would be hypocrites if we pretended we felt more than just an academic sorrow for those" gallant lads' 'who didn't come back. They were unlucky, that's all, and anyway, it's a long time ago now.'


She drew a deep breath. 'Gosh, that's quite a speech . . . Oh, who is that going past now, Ritchie?'


'The last crowd. Scotties. Look, if I put the racquet case on its side you could stand on that and see what's doing.'


He stood it up. 'Now take my arm. Steady does it.' She put her arm around his shoulders to steady herself and left it there.


'It's lucky you're a lightweight. Can you see?'


'Yes, thanks. I'm conspicuous here though. A bit leggy.'


'Don't pretend that worries you. With your legs!'


She looked down complacently. Carol was nineteen, two years younger than Ritchie. She was small and blonde and pretty, and she knew the brief tennis outfit she wore suited her very well. Ritchie was aware of her breasts beneath her thin shirt. They stood out firmly, almost pushing. He moved a little closer until he could feel her body against him. Her arm automatically tightened around him. He felt the sun hot on his bare head and arms and suddenly a wave of exultation raced through him. He was glad, glad to be young and healthy and free, and he knew himself to be contemptuous of this stolid crowd around him. He knew that it cared as little as he did for the ideals being given lip-service to at this parade, but he and his generation did not have to hide their feelings.


'Look! Carol exclaimed. 'Oh, look at him!'


Before a contingent of men carrying a banner inscribed with an historical legend marched a pipe band, and before the pipe band was the drum-major. He marched some steps ahead of the others, and in the bright sunlight the flamboyant skin he wore, his splendid physique, harsh, craggy head, and above all his isolation, made him one apart and splendid.


The woman with the shrill voice squealed out with delight: 'Isn't he just 
marvelous!'


'Doesn't he look fierce?' Carol whispered.


'Hello! Have you got it too?' Ritchie



asked. 'I wonder if he looks so good in a natty gent's suit, inexpensively priced?'


Don't say that,' Carol protested. 'You spoil it all.'


Why? Weren't you saying a few minutes ago that this is all just show? And now you want to praise it.'


'I don't. But as a show it is good. And he is so different from all them,' and she gestured towards the body of men his band led.


'They're tired-looking and slow. They aren't young men, they are getting old. I don't like to see them trying to resurrect a life that has been over for twenty years. There is something pitiful about it.'


The men straggled past, more or less in step, as she was talking about them. Some were well-dressed, some shabby; some walked self-consciously, others marched stiffly with swinging arms. Some of the men were drunk and most were sober; one or two had empty sleeves pinned to their coats, and a few limped. They all wore decorations.


A woman called to one. 'Yoo-hoo George!' One of the marchers looked her way, half-smiled and quickly averted his face.


Ritchie felt Carol shaking with suppressed laughter.


'Poor dear! she said. It's rather hard to imagine they did all the things we read and hear about. I suppose they did. Fighting and loving. In days of old when knights were cold! I wonder if the chap who wrote that rather revealing war novel I read a while back is so playful now? His friends here don t look so lively.'


'If they were you would only call them nasty old men.'


'I certainly would if they tried it on me!'


When this last section of men, with some confusion of false halts and turns, was drawn up in place a minister stepped up to the microphone on the Memorial base. The commentator announced the name of the minister who would conduct the service. A gargantuan cough burst from all the speakers, making them jump, and they looked towards the minister who stood patiently waiting for the crowd to settle into quiet. His white, thin fingers were deftly sorting a sheaf of papers. When he finished, he glanced at his wrist watch and began to speak.


We are here today, my brethren, in solemn and proud memory of those kin of ours who, some two decades ago, paid the supreme . . .


Ritchie thought how necessary a stock-in-trade a clerical voice was for a minister, to be pulled out on business days like today and on Sundays. This man's voice was slow and even and practised, with the prolongation of terminal vowels peculiar to his profession.


'... were young men who had not tasted to the full the cup of life when they were called away into the greater Life . . .'


I won't be like that, Ritchie thought. No uniforms and being led off to a war, with all the humiliations and monotony that went with it. No. That's not my lot.


'... duties were heavy and exacting, and they performed them in a way which made their name a glorious one throughout the entire world—a name which will live through the years with ever-increasing glory. They fought and died so 
we might live the lives denied 
them, that we might be spared the evil fruits of an ungodly crop 
they destroyed. We thank thee, O God, that they have not fought in vain. But let us never forget the price of the freedom they bought so dearly is our eternal vigilance, and the exercise of justice and charity. And, most necessary of all, the teaching of the words of Lord Jesus Christ to all races on earth.'


He paused for a while and Ritchie considered what he had said. Yes, he thought, the old boy is right in a general sort of way. Eternally vigilant—that's why we have members of parliament and hold conferences and all that sort of thing. To see we don't go to war again. It's working all right now and 1 don't see why it shouldn't in the future. A war wouldn't really be possible now, anyway, with all the new weapons they have invented. This bit of bother in Europe now—The speaker recommenced. 'This is the day that has been set aside in memory of those husbands and sons and comrades of ours. Therefore let us first join together in the Lord's Prayer.' He bowed his head.


'Let's go before they start, Ritchie' Carol whispered.' It's almost time for the next bus and we must not miss that one.' She jumped off the case and they made their way through the crowd with difficulty, pushing



past people with bowed heads. As they went down the street, the brassy chant of the preacher and the low, harmonizing mutter of many voices accompanying his, grew fainter and fainter until they merged in with the surge of the city that never quite dies out on any day.


Carol danced along beside Ritchie.


'We just got out of there in time,' she observed.' Another minute we would have been caught and singing Onward Christian Soldiers!' She laughed merrily and pointed to a shop window.


'Look at that calendar-they've got the last two numbers around the wrong way!'


Ritchie looked and smiled.


'What year are we in, then?' he asked. '1936 or 1963?'


'Who knows—or cares! Come on, there's the bus.'


And the two very young people jumped in the bus and went to tennis.



By J. O'Hagan
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Verse and Prose



Those who think there is not a widespread interest in writing in this country should see the mail we receive at the Caxton Press. There do, indeed, seem to be far more New Zealanders writing verse than there are reading it. I am not for the moment talking about standards: it is, I'm afraid, impossible for me to think as highly of what is submitted to us as do the authors themselves. But I begin with this statement firstly because nearly all the good writing comes from the university or its graduates, and secondly because I want 
Spike readers to realise that I bring to the judgment of their verse and prose an eye that is not a little glazed, and a resignation as patient (rolling mss. out of the door) as that of Sisyphus.


First helping to write and edit them, and later in the meaner task of printing them, I have had a good deal to do with university magazines and reviews. And I have always been rather impressed by 
Spike. Through Victoria College seems to blow a fine breeze of freedom, not without the acrid smoke of hard-hitting controversy. I am not pretending that undergraduate writing is on the whole anything remarkable. If it suffers from the faults of youth, those are faults that time will soon remedy. But I have noticed, particularly from Victoria, a vigour and persistence that will, it is to be hoped, become firmly established as a tradition. And over the last few years there has been verse of very interesting quality.


So to my judgments.


Of the verse in this issue, I find 
A Prelude for Contemporary Lovers quite the best. The parsley wreath (or whatever it is) goes there fore to P. Wilson. In arriving at this decision I have been influenced not merely by the metrical fluency—the rhyming itself is very well handled, and the balance between long and short lines struck with a good ear—but also by the writer's achievement in controlling the logic of his argument, a feat not to be despised in these days of subconscious and cinematographic verse-writing. I hear echoes in his poem, wholly admirable echoes. In subject, argument and verse-form it reminds me strongly of the Caroline poets:




('But with his keener eye



The axe's edge did try!)



Here is Mr Wilson:




These contraries one life must hold;



Now fancy fair for truths untold



Must make a logic living lacked



And test a world no worlds enact,



Making poet child



And all his visions wild.



And the whole poem displays the discursive fluency of Horace in the least tiresome of his epistles and satires. (Though in structure



it may resemble more the Odes.)


Mr W. H. Oliver commands attention, and not alone by his productivity. But I sometimes feel he has a rush of blood to the head. It is natural that undergraduate poets, if male, should be bent on uttering the unutterable, pondering the imponderable, and comprehending the incomprehensible. (If female they turn with a certain wistfulness to trees.) And Mr Oliver, though I always enjoy his verse, seems to me to be a little over-insistent on his poetic inspiration. He has a use of imagery and language that commands respect, but I must confess that I am rather too simple-minded always to see what he is driving at. 
New Departure is a series of images woven round an attitude. It is an insistent 'I' poem, and on reaching the end of it I found myself not much caring where Mr Oliver departs to. (One of us is too great an egotist.) I hope the author will forgive me when I say that his work is too often ruined by this kind of attitudinising. It's just bad acting. For instance, ghost or no ghost interrupting his swot, he is 
not going to burn the lettered past ':it is more likely that he will get through every subject and let the ghostly future look after itself. In the same way 
Advice (badly titled) starts off with six good lines. It looks interesting, until Mr Oliver rushes on to the stage with a few props. 
The Seasonless (whoever they may be), catalogues a number of images. It is well done; but Mr Oliver puts up his images only to shy bricks at them: they are all negatived, by the nature of the poem. He tells us all the things the seasonless don't do; and it is with some disappointment that we find them with 'only the unredeemable time Even we seasonable folk find time just that.


After Mr Oliver's experimental aviation, it is a relief to turn to Jan Minogue's 
The Seventh Day. It is of the sea, salty. We can all enjoy it for what it is, not for what the author hopes we think it will be. And anyone who thinks the writing of good couplets too easy can just keep on trying.


Godfrey Wilson's 
Incantation shows that he is not yet disillusioned (though 'sun-fine hair' is sharply excellent). It is a high fervour, but it leaves me cold. And 'the great heights of your cool brow 'on which the poet clambers (the wrong word because of its association with' clammy), induces a feeling of dizziness. I'm not being flippant when I say that the girl sounds too tall.


With 
Koru and Acanthus Mr Gretton has modestly called for small type. But it is a very large sheet he writes on. This is an ambitious poem. It is not easy, even in a long poem, to compare impressions of two different worlds. And Mr Gretton, to emphasise this difference, sometimes picks over his comparisons too closely. In spite of 'bitter poets gnawing their finger-nails, 'I find part one very attractive. But there are infelicities in the succeeding sections. (But, Mr Gretton, 'the casual cabbage-tree with spritely/Asterisk succeeds admirably!) Objectively written, and with some debt, surely, to Allen Curnow's earlier attitudes, the poem shows Mr Gretton discontented with the social security life. Personally I prefer the sharp satiric scalpel to a rather hopeless and resigned statement of the shortcomings of our life. After a good deal of analysis, and a last section of positive affirmation (and of sustained merit, too) it is only by inference that Mr Gretton tells us what to do about it. He has a fox-hole, but he won't say where it is. This is not a finished poem, but it is an intensely interesting one.


Miss Entrician (though belonging to the I too school, one degree worse than the 'O' poets) has written a very good poem. There is no clumsiness here. The first two sections of 
Answers have an elusive quality, and the climax of the poem, though the answer appears to be nature-study, is fine descriptive writing with a very satisfying last couplet.


The prose entries have given me a spot of bother. Some people want their work judged but not printed, other printed but not judged. It is all very confusing. But of the printed work 
Time Past, Time Future by J. O'Hagan should get any prize-money offering. This story exemplifies what I said about Victoria College in my opening remarks. It shows a disregard for conventions more firmly established than religion, but it is not satiric, and the irony where it occurs is a sympathetic one—that recoils (as irony does) in a nicely engineered denouement.


The conflicting ideals and loyalties of two



generations are the theme, the one of withered hopes allied to exalted necrophilia and the poignancy of memories (together with all the irrelevance that goes with them), the other a youthful confidence in youth's logic and clarity of vision. Both dialogue and incident are convincing. But this is a story that needs little analysis. It may startle or offend people (part of the necessary technique, this) but afterwards they will think it over. Mr O'Hagan would have brought a thin smile to the lips of Thomas Hardy.


As in her verse, so in her prose. Jan Minogue brings sympathy, observation and humour to bear on Mr Porter. It is unimportant as a story—just easy, pleasant reading of the kind one doesn't somehow expect in a university magazine. Mr Porter is a pathetic and insignificant little figure. The author holds him up by the scruff of the neck for us to see, gives him a smack on the bottom, an affectionate tweak on the ear, and one or two loving smacks over the face. Thus we observe his behaviour, and find, to our surprise, that there's not a squeak out of him. Mr Porter is one of those who Suffer in Silence.


Two outstanding stories were submitted by Bruce McLeod, but they are not for publication. What follows is therefore between Mr McLeod and myself. 
The Other Half deals with the life of a bookie's tout in a pub. This specimen is well known to all of us who are not too rarified to lean up against a bar, but I have not seen him indigenously portrayed before. The conversation and the atmosphere and the background noises are just right (it is more than sacriligious to demand a drink in a pub while a race is being broadcast). The bookie is a good New Zealander; he entertains no thoughts that are not hard and simple, and they are all devoted with a beautiful objectivity to adding a few more notes to the roll in his pocket. Plot there is none: this is a portrait of a type, and a very illuminating one.



A Spot of Faith, by the same writer, centres on the faith-healing racket. That has been dealt with before; but Mr McLeod does it freshly, in the first person, and with restrained humour. It is, indeed, not the humour of things that affects the 'I' of the story, but the ridiculousness. The central figure, a disabled soldier, is made acutely uncomfortable by his sister, his surroundings and himself. But there's a smart save at the end, and not by the Brethren.






Photography


The judge for the Photographic Competition was Mr Brian Brake of Spencer Digby's Studio. His general comment was that the standard of the entries was not high although there were several prints showing promising ability. Technically, the prints were fair, but there is still room for great improvement in their composition. Mr Brake said that more attention should be given to obtaining a better quality negative to suit a desired grade of paper.


'Use the makers' formula for negative and photographic emulsion until you have become thoroughly familiar with its characteristics. Composition and conception cannot be derived from textbooks but must be gained though experience and a familiarity with the works of accomplished photographers and artists.'


The awards were as follows:—


1st—'Mary', by Phillip C. Alve.


'A charming study of a little girl with her doll in pleasant surroundings conveying to the beholder a homely atmosphere. Technically, it is very good, but could have been improved by printing in the top right-hand corner to concentrate the interest on the face.'


2nd—'Cascade', by D. C. Ball.


'The quality of this print is quite good in parts. The dark mass of trees on the right-hand side should have been lighter and the rock on the extreme left darker, improving the tonal balance and composition of the picture.'


3rd—(No title), J. G. Luckock.





'The conception of this study was high but fell down technically because of the bleached out portion of the background. The composition is good although the dark suitcase at the base of the picture is unfortunate. A darker background behind the patient would have been an improvement to this pleasing study.'


'The majority of the prints entered would have been improved by suitable mounting
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Miss Entrician (though belonging to the I too school, one degree worse than the 'O' poets) has written a very good poem. There is no clumsiness here. The first two sections of 
Answers have an elusive quality, and the climax of the poem, though the answer appears to be nature-study, is fine descriptive writing with a very satisfying last couplet.


The prose entries have given me a spot of bother. Some people want their work judged but not printed, other printed but not judged. It is all very confusing. But of the printed work 
Time Past, Time Future by J. O'Hagan should get any prize-money offering. This story exemplifies what I said about Victoria College in my opening remarks. It shows a disregard for conventions more firmly established than religion, but it is not satiric, and the irony where it occurs is a sympathetic one—that recoils (as irony does) in a nicely engineered denouement.


The conflicting ideals and loyalties of two



generations are the theme, the one of withered hopes allied to exalted necrophilia and the poignancy of memories (together with all the irrelevance that goes with them), the other a youthful confidence in youth's logic and clarity of vision. Both dialogue and incident are convincing. But this is a story that needs little analysis. It may startle or offend people (part of the necessary technique, this) but afterwards they will think it over. Mr O'Hagan would have brought a thin smile to the lips of Thomas Hardy.


As in her verse, so in her prose. Jan Minogue brings sympathy, observation and humour to bear on Mr Porter. It is unimportant as a story—just easy, pleasant reading of the kind one doesn't somehow expect in a university magazine. Mr Porter is a pathetic and insignificant little figure. The author holds him up by the scruff of the neck for us to see, gives him a smack on the bottom, an affectionate tweak on the ear, and one or two loving smacks over the face. Thus we observe his behaviour, and find, to our surprise, that there's not a squeak out of him. Mr Porter is one of those who Suffer in Silence.


Two outstanding stories were submitted by Bruce McLeod, but they are not for publication. What follows is therefore between Mr McLeod and myself. 
The Other Half deals with the life of a bookie's tout in a pub. This specimen is well known to all of us who are not too rarified to lean up against a bar, but I have not seen him indigenously portrayed before. The conversation and the atmosphere and the background noises are just right (it is more than sacriligious to demand a drink in a pub while a race is being broadcast). The bookie is a good New Zealander; he entertains no thoughts that are not hard and simple, and they are all devoted with a beautiful objectivity to adding a few more notes to the roll in his pocket. Plot there is none: this is a portrait of a type, and a very illuminating one.



A Spot of Faith, by the same writer, centres on the faith-healing racket. That has been dealt with before; but Mr McLeod does it freshly, in the first person, and with restrained humour. It is, indeed, not the humour of things that affects the 'I' of the story, but the ridiculousness. The central figure, a disabled soldier, is made acutely uncomfortable by his sister, his surroundings and himself. But there's a smart save at the end, and not by the Brethren.
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The judge for the Photographic Competition was Mr Brian Brake of Spencer Digby's Studio. His general comment was that the standard of the entries was not high although there were several prints showing promising ability. Technically, the prints were fair, but there is still room for great improvement in their composition. Mr Brake said that more attention should be given to obtaining a better quality negative to suit a desired grade of paper.


'Use the makers' formula for negative and photographic emulsion until you have become thoroughly familiar with its characteristics. Composition and conception cannot be derived from textbooks but must be gained though experience and a familiarity with the works of accomplished photographers and artists.'


The awards were as follows:—


1st—'Mary', by Phillip C. Alve.


'A charming study of a little girl with her doll in pleasant surroundings conveying to the beholder a homely atmosphere. Technically, it is very good, but could have been improved by printing in the top right-hand corner to concentrate the interest on the face.'


2nd—'Cascade', by D. C. Ball.


'The quality of this print is quite good in parts. The dark mass of trees on the right-hand side should have been lighter and the rock on the extreme left darker, improving the tonal balance and composition of the picture.'


3rd—(No title), J. G. Luckock.





'The conception of this study was high but fell down technically because of the bleached out portion of the background. The composition is good although the dark suitcase at the base of the picture is unfortunate. A darker background behind the patient would have been an improvement to this pleasing study.'


'The majority of the prints entered would have been improved by suitable mounting
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She was waiting; continually her dark eyes sought the gates to the play-ground, while her foot shaped a useless pattern on the gravel. When the nun spoke to her she glanced up with an eye which was resentful and sullen.


'You, Arlette, must lead the altos, and make sure, you others, that you keep in time with her over the "
vole, vole, vole".'


The girl nodded.



'Oui ma soeur.'


Then she glanced at the gate and back again. Taller than any of the other pupils, she had a poise which did not quite belong to the school-girl. She had southern beauty-dark skin, soft brown hair, and eyes that flickered in a brown lustre, moreover she was conscious of her beauty, and often her delicate fingers would stray to a curl that had escaped from under her broadbrimmed hat. But her maturity went no deeper than that, for she obeyed the black-gowned nun blindly, and when she moved, she moved as a child, loosely and diffidently.


'We'll try it again, then,' said the nun, and raising her hand in the air she gave them the first note of the song. It was barely finished when a small khaki van edged through the gate and rolled across the playground. Obviously the girl had only waited for this. The faint squeak of the brakes as the van paused at the gate had first drawn her attention; now she did not take her eyes away. As it rolled nearer, she examined the two men in the front seat, but, apparently unsatisfied, she searched the back, and when, after a moment or two, two men jumped down, she gave a scarcely audible sigh, and unwittingly, her left hand began to toy with a string of beads over her bodice.


The younger girls flocked round the van, gazing curiously at the large packing cases which held the recording unit of the nearby army base. The men in the unit had come to make a recording of the French children singing. With the van came the two officers of the unit, and two others, one a driver, and the other an interpreter, hardly more than a boy. The two officers climbed out and one commenced to open up the boxes containing the apparatus, while the other came up with the interpreter, who asked the nun in French if they could see the Sister Superior.



'Mais oui, attendez un moment,' she replied, tilting her white panama back wearily. Arlette, watch the children for a moment, while I go and get the Sister Superior.'


'Oui ma Soeur.'


The girl had never taken her eyes away from the young interpreter; she spoke meekly, but with a fulness of tone, which bespoke the volume of her emotions. The interpreter, happening to glance up, caught her eye and smiled swiftly. She blushed under her brown skin and turned away to her companions, who whispered, 
'C'est lui, n'est-ce pas?' She said nothing. Her thoughts fled tumultuously back to her first meeting with Ronnie, as she called him, with the rolled 'r' which made the name like a charm.


Now the Sister Superior, an inwardly happy, girlish person, with silver-rimmed spectacles, came bustling up from another class, her black robes spurting in front, as her feet kicked beneath.


'
Bon jour, Messieurs,'she said breathlessly.


'I hope that everything is ready. The girls have been practising for hours.'



'Merci, ma Soeur,' replied the interpreter politely. Turning to the mechanic, he asked:


'Ready, Jim?'


'Sure, let them go,' the latter answered.


'But they'd better give it a trial run through first.'


Good, I'll ask them to try it now.' Turn-



ing to the nun in charge of the class, he asked: 
' Ma Soeur, do you think that you could try it through once, so that we could test the machine?'



'Bien sur, M'sieur,', said the nun. She raised her hand and the girls sang. Arlette sang with her eyes on the ground, but every few seconds she cast them up through the screen of her dark lashes, and looked longingly at the interpreter. He smiled briefly once or twice, and then feeling embarrassed, looked away. Finally, in distress, she kept her eyes fastened on the ground.



'C'est trés bien,' encouraged the nun when the trial was over. 'Sing as well as that next time and the record will be wonderful.' The Sister Superior smiled approvingly. She was very benign and lovable.


'Are they ready? 'whispered the officer in charge to the interpreter.


'Yes.'


'Well, tell them to start when I lower my hand,' and he lifted his right hand in the air and looked at the stopwatch in the other. All those eager faces except one were turned to him, as the turn-table started revolving. Then the hand fell.



'Douce Calédonie, pays baigné d azur,' they sang, their lively faces concentrating on making the sounds, their eyes flickering to and fro among the men opposite them. Again Arlette sought the eyes of her lover, but their glances met only for a second and then his gaze passed on over the others.


The girl began to feel oppressed, even miserable. 'Why can't he look at me? He ought to smile, Oh darling, smile,' she thought, and to her it sounded as though she had spoken aloud. Now her lithe body was quivering with her longing and her misery. She moved from side to side, like a bow. She touched her hair, and her hand wandered over her dress. She felt like a spring which cannot release itself. Again and again her lover's eyes passed over her without expression.


That song finished and they commenced another with the same procedure. It was a delightful melody called 
'L'Hanneton,'—Cockchafer,' and three girls, among them Arlette, sang as altos. On that white plateau of a playground it was a pure and lovely thing to hear the contrasting voices rising in the air like differently toned bells.





'Hannetoriy vole, vole, vole,




Va par çi, va par là,'



they sang, while Arlette kept her eyes lowered. 'Why doesn't he look at me?' she moaned.


They came to the end of the song, and the rapt faces changed and became curious and playful. The mechanician made a few adjustments, and then said to the interpreter:


'Tell them that we'll play it back.'



'Ma Soeur, we will play the record now, and you will see how well the children have sung.'


The Sister nodded excitedly, and explained to the children, and then composed herself to listen.


Down came the needle and the strains of the first song came floating back. The girls gaped for a moment in wonderment, and then collapsed in giggles.



'Ecoutez! Ecoutez!' they whispered. 'Listen!'



'Hanneton, vole, vole, vole,' they heard and even the nun was in fits of laughter, but it was suppressed in accordance with her position.


Arlette felt a sudden desire to giggle with the others, but could not, and the result was almost to cry. She saw the Sister Superior, so kind, so benign, laughing with the nun who had led the singing; she saw the other girls turning amongst themselves and giggling. She felt some of them nudge her. Once, furtively, she loked up at Ronald. He and the officer were laughing at the children.





'Va par çi, va par là.' ....



The giggles of the others echoed the song, but Arlette did not move. She was entranced like someone faced with sudden, overwhelming fear. Through her body had run a slight stir, the stir of creation. It had been ecstasy and it had been pain. Above all it was unknown. It left her void and waiting, but with a knowledge that filled her and overflowed, like one's arms in a fever. It made her blind. There was no happiness in her soul, no smile on her face. In her thoughts



there was a painful confusion, for she knew that she was a mile above these giggling children, and yet simultaneously, she felt that they had all turned against her; even the face of the kindly Sister Superior had become a mask of iron which detested her. She wanted the song to end.


Dorian Saker.
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Master of Arts With Honours—Borchardt, Dietrich Hans, Third Class in Philosophy; Cody, Patricia Susan, Third Class in Education; Evison, Frank Foster, Second Class in Mathematics; Gruber, Sigmund, Second Class in Philosophy; Holly-man, Kenneth James, First Class in French (Awarded Special Travelling Scholarship); Holm, Margaret Hazel, Second Class in English; Kay, Barbara Helen, Second Class in History; Magee, Shirley. Third Class in History; Morris, Beverley Jean, Third Class in Education; McBean, John Stuart, Third Class in History; McKenzie, Peter Rutherford, Second Class in History; Robb, James Harding, First Class in Philosophy (Awarded Special Travelling Scholarship) : Scoones, Stewart Thomas Henry, Third Class in French; Trapp, Joseph Burney, First Class in English; Hanlon, Peter James, Second Class in English; Ponton, Francis Arthur, Second Class in History.




Masters of Arts—Cooper, Alan William, in Education; Pettit, Phyllis Muriel, in History; Taylor, Beryl Jean, in Education.




Bachelors of Arts—Abraham, Piers Lionel Ronald; Arya, Elizabeth; Austin, Nelle Anita (nee Bowater); Bateman, James Alder; Bell, Nola Elizabeth; Bennett, Dorothy May; Benstead, Florence Jocelyn (Senior Scholar in French); Bradshaw, John Thomas; Carpenter, William Thomas; Corkill, Barbara Helen; Davies, Dorothy Avonia; Dennis, Isobel Patricia; Dowrick, Harold Innes; Easterbrook-Smith, Winston Herbert Barnett; Eichelbaum, Mary Max; Ewen, John Findlay; Flaws, Eric Munro Pickering; Goodall, John Ernest; Gordon, Joan Grace; Gordon, Leslie Geoffrey; Goss, Diana Mary; Gretton, Harold William; Hay, Keith Miller (Awarded Special Ex-Serviceman's Senior Scholarship in History); Herbert, Cedric King; Hopkirk, Robert Dudley; Irwin, Marie Mildred (Senior Scholar in Education); Johnstone, Gilbert Carswell; Latham, Edgar Allen; Lowe, Patricia Margaret (nee Hildreth); Mabbett, William Haslett (Senior Scholar in German); Macnab, Janet Shirley; Matthews, Katherine; Mete-Kingi, Marie; Milburn, James Dalton; Miller, John Owen; Mitchell, Peter Alexander; Moore, Albert Charles; Morris, Peter Gillard; Myers, Annette Rae; McLeod, Norman Lloyd; McMillan, Hector Thomas; Oliver, William Hosking; Palmer, Eric Percival; Pearce, Alison Joan; Pearson, Lloyd George Alexander; Ramage, Donald James; Rich, Vivienne Mary; Robb, Margaret Ruth; Ross, David Hargreaves; Ruben, Ellen-Rita; Russell, Ruth Marjorie; Senk, Norman John Frank; Spinley, Betty Martha (Senior Scholar in Philosophy, additional); Taylor, Joan Elizabeth; Wards, Ian McLean; Warner, Gunter; Watt, Rosemary Jean; Williams, John Cyprian Phipps; Williamson, John Hawthorn; Wilson, Patrick Seymour; Wood, Yolande Nathalie; Woodward, John Bethell; Zander, Channa; Diprose, Kenneth Frank; Dronke, Adolph John; Gilmore, Harold Meredith; Girling-Butcher, Patricia; Hynes, Colyn Mary; Lang, Henry George; Larsen, Colin Rutherford; McDonald, George Norman (Senior Scholar in History); Roth, Herbert Otto; Scott, Thomas Henry; Standish, Michael Wordsworth; Sutton, Alan Howard; Taylor, Andrew (Awarded Special Ex-Serviceman's Senior Scholarship in Education); Wilson, Peter Marcus.




Masters of Science With Honours—Beck, Alan Copland, Second Class in Geology; Bogle. Gilbert Stanley, First Class in Chemistry (Rhodes Scholar); Caverhill, Alan Ryton, First Class in Chemistry; Garrick, Robert Arthur, Second Class in Physics; King, David Thane, Second Class in Physics; Land, Mary Edith, Third Class in Zoology; Marsh, Benjamin Bruce, Third Class in Chemistry; Munster, Raymond John, Third Class in Physics; McLaughlin, Robert Joseph William, First Class in Geology (Sir Julius von Haast Prize—Geology); Northey, Roy Douglas, First Class in Physics; Ross, Desmond Joseph, First Class in Chemistry; Rothbaum, Henry Peter, Second Class in Chemistry; Laird, Marshall, Second Class in Zoology; Leatham, Edward Harry, Third Class in Physics; Ziman, John Michael, First Class in Physics.




Masters of Science—Armstrong, Philip Jason, in Mathematics; Butchers, John Barnard, in Chemistry; Smyth, Francis Mornington, in Mathematics; Johnston, Walter Thomas Goring, in Chemistry.




Bachelors of Science—Anderson, Lionel Barwood; Balham, Ronald Walter; Brown, Colin Garvin; Bruce, Kenneth; Cooper, Nancy Alison; Couper, Robert Ashley; Davidson, Mavis Melville; Fraser, Gloria Isabelle Anne; Greig, Harry Esmond Morpeth; Grigg, Russell Mowbray; Hall, Eric Ogilvie (Senior Scholar in Physics—Equal); Harris, Peter Graham; Hawke, John Clement; Healy, William Bernard; Keys, Peter Brian; Lowe, Vivienne Myra; Manchester, Frank Derek; Martin, William Reginald Bulmer; Milnss, Douglas Sigley; Mountier, Neil Saxby; McConnon, Peter Alan; Nash, Bryan Desmond; Parsons, Arthur Disson; Penhale, Hugh Russell; Roberton, Thea Diana (nee Muir); Roberts, Max Erie; Simmers, Mary Glen; Campbell, Basel Colmar; Gerson, Thomas; Hornibrook, Norcott de Bisson; Stuckey, Robert Gordon (Awar-



ded Special Ex-Serviceman's Senior Scholarship in Geology).




Masters of Laws With Honours—Casey, Maurice Eugene, Second Class in Constitutional Law etc., Contracts and Torts, Trusts; Cullinane, Bernard Jeremiah, Second Class in Constitutional Law etc., Contract and Torts, Negligence, etc.




Bachelors of Laws—Bennett, John Alexander Lowbridge; Clinkard, Ian Gray; Crutchley, Edgar Stanley James; Daniell, Richard Mellor; Gordon, Peter McKay; Highet, Joseph Malcolm Henry; McEwen, Jock Malcolm; Oakley, John Hayward; Papps, Lyndsay Mason; Poole, Marcus John Quentin; Scott, Kenneth Gillanders; Smith, William Guy; Taylor, Douglas Archibald; Turnbull, Christopher Stuart; Young, Peter Thomas; Scott, John Vivian.




Master of Commerce With Honours—Waite, William Norman, Second Class in Economics and Economic History.




Bachelors of Commerce—Alcorn, James Allan; Bowick, William Athelstan; Clark, Walter Arthur; Hammond, Godfrey Bruce; Lovelock, Martyn Howard; Milne, Leonard William; McDonald, Graham Comrie; McHugh, Neal John; O'Brien, Kevin Benjamin; Poole, Owen Francis Alfred; Reeves, Richard Restless; Steele, Robert William; Tindill, Eric William Thomas; Wing, Murray Gordon; Keall, Norman Cross; Moyle, John James; Regan, Arthur Joseph; Tricklebank, William; Watson, Ian Robert.




Diploma in Education—Apperley, Errol Ronald; Dowrick, Harold Innes; Morris, Beverley Jean.







Degrees Conferred at Other College Ceremonies




Master of Arts—Ensor, Mildred Mary, in Economics.




Bachelors of Arts—Durrant, Robert George; Feary, John Alexander; Richardson, Joan Margaret.




Master of Science With Honours—Harrison, Roy Alexander, Third Class in Zoology.




Bachelors of Science—Wearne, William Maxwell; Wilson, Wilfred Travis.







Degrees Already Conferred




Master of Arts With Honours—Bailey, Marion Oliver, Third Class in English.




Masters of Arts—Chorlton, Jerome Roger Max, in English; Stone, Sylvia Helen, in French and German; Willoughby, Herbert Jefficote, in Education.




Bachelors of Arts—Allen, Robert Henry; Austin, Geoffrey Francis; Burton, George Cyril; Cargo, Allan; Coleman, Francis Edward; Eichelbaum, Catherine Vera; Fussell, Albert Thomas; Haig, Norman Thomas; Helean, William Brindsley; Hosking, Francis Alan Bovaird; Leigh, Kenneth Stuart; MacFarlane, Margaret Aroha; Marrs, Robert Stuart Patrick; Marshall, John Ross; McConchie; Horace Edgar; Northey, John Frederick; O'Hagan, James Patrick; Orgias, John; Pownall, Brenda Marie; Rowse, Donald Jack; Salkeld, Margaret Eva; Stout, John David; Whitcombe, Joan Mary Somerset; Young, Joan Marie.




Bachelors of Science—Davy, Colin James; Dickinson, Patrick; Overton, Bernard George; Turney, Thomas Albert; Wickens, Arthur Stewart.




Doctor of Laws—Miles, James William Yexley.




Bachelors of Laws—Atkins, John Augustus; Hewat, Robert Philip Humphries; Ralfe, Terrance Grant; Smythe, Peter Kenneth Hugh; Wicks, John Sutherland.




Bachelors of Commerce—Berg, Lawrence Charles; Bullot, Bertrand Reidhaar; Colclough, Leonard Leighton; Day, Cecil Charles; de Lambert, Robert Terence Creagh; Fraser, Kinnear George; Gibson, Malcolm James; Gustofson, Raymond Daniel; Harbord, James William; Hargreaves, Gordon Harold; Lowe, William Stanley; Ludwig, Max Frederick; MacLennan, Alistair Donald; McLeod, Stanley Alfred; O'Connor, Cyril Francis; Purdie, Norman Lambert; Rigg, Elgar John; Robertshawe, Richard Edward Ralph; Sharrock, Edmund Collin; Smith, Ronald Joseph; Stace, Vernon Desmond; Walls, James Reginald; Wilkinson, George.







Diplomas Issued Since Graduation Ceremony 1946




Diploma of Honours—Vincent, Charles Holmes, Second Class in Physics.




Diploma in Education—Brooker, Frederick John; Jillett, Douglas Mcllvride; Newick, Reginald Harold Tui; Shaw, George William; Schulze, Robert Blair; Taylor, Beryl Jean; Watts, Edward James.







Scholarships and Prizes Conferred Later in Year


Special Ex-Servicemen's Scholarship in Law: P. B. A. Sim; French Government Scholarship: S. T. H. Scoones; Post-Graduate Scholarship in Science: J. M. Ziman; Sir George Grey Scholarship: J. C. Hawke; Sir Robert Stout Scholarship: E. O. Hall; Alexander Crawford Scholarships: P. Whittle (Science), A. K. McGill (Arts); Emily Lilias Johnston Scholarships: Koi H. Taylor (Women), A. G. MacDiarmid (Men); Lissie Rathbone Scholarship: Barbara E. Stewart; Jacob Joseph Scholarship:




[bookmark: t1-body-d23-d4b]

B. J. Cullinane; Lady Stout Scholarship: Vivienne M. Rich; McCallum Scholarship in Law: R. G. Collins; Bruce Dall Prize: E. A. Hutt; John P. Good Prize: Thora Marwick; Macmorran Prize for Mathematics: P. Whittle; N.Z. Institute of Chemistry Prize: Thora Marwick; Butterworth Prize in Roman Law: P. B. A. Sim; Brown Prize in Classics: R. G. G. Coleman; Kirk Prize in Biology: Barbara H. Croker; William Purdie Bursary: E. B. Robinson; National Research Scholarships: R. D. Northey (Physics), R. J. W. McLaughlin (Geology).
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Master of Arts With Honours—Borchardt, Dietrich Hans, Third Class in Philosophy; Cody, Patricia Susan, Third Class in Education; Evison, Frank Foster, Second Class in Mathematics; Gruber, Sigmund, Second Class in Philosophy; Holly-man, Kenneth James, First Class in French (Awarded Special Travelling Scholarship); Holm, Margaret Hazel, Second Class in English; Kay, Barbara Helen, Second Class in History; Magee, Shirley. Third Class in History; Morris, Beverley Jean, Third Class in Education; McBean, John Stuart, Third Class in History; McKenzie, Peter Rutherford, Second Class in History; Robb, James Harding, First Class in Philosophy (Awarded Special Travelling Scholarship) : Scoones, Stewart Thomas Henry, Third Class in French; Trapp, Joseph Burney, First Class in English; Hanlon, Peter James, Second Class in English; Ponton, Francis Arthur, Second Class in History.




Masters of Arts—Cooper, Alan William, in Education; Pettit, Phyllis Muriel, in History; Taylor, Beryl Jean, in Education.




Bachelors of Arts—Abraham, Piers Lionel Ronald; Arya, Elizabeth; Austin, Nelle Anita (nee Bowater); Bateman, James Alder; Bell, Nola Elizabeth; Bennett, Dorothy May; Benstead, Florence Jocelyn (Senior Scholar in French); Bradshaw, John Thomas; Carpenter, William Thomas; Corkill, Barbara Helen; Davies, Dorothy Avonia; Dennis, Isobel Patricia; Dowrick, Harold Innes; Easterbrook-Smith, Winston Herbert Barnett; Eichelbaum, Mary Max; Ewen, John Findlay; Flaws, Eric Munro Pickering; Goodall, John Ernest; Gordon, Joan Grace; Gordon, Leslie Geoffrey; Goss, Diana Mary; Gretton, Harold William; Hay, Keith Miller (Awarded Special Ex-Serviceman's Senior Scholarship in History); Herbert, Cedric King; Hopkirk, Robert Dudley; Irwin, Marie Mildred (Senior Scholar in Education); Johnstone, Gilbert Carswell; Latham, Edgar Allen; Lowe, Patricia Margaret (nee Hildreth); Mabbett, William Haslett (Senior Scholar in German); Macnab, Janet Shirley; Matthews, Katherine; Mete-Kingi, Marie; Milburn, James Dalton; Miller, John Owen; Mitchell, Peter Alexander; Moore, Albert Charles; Morris, Peter Gillard; Myers, Annette Rae; McLeod, Norman Lloyd; McMillan, Hector Thomas; Oliver, William Hosking; Palmer, Eric Percival; Pearce, Alison Joan; Pearson, Lloyd George Alexander; Ramage, Donald James; Rich, Vivienne Mary; Robb, Margaret Ruth; Ross, David Hargreaves; Ruben, Ellen-Rita; Russell, Ruth Marjorie; Senk, Norman John Frank; Spinley, Betty Martha (Senior Scholar in Philosophy, additional); Taylor, Joan Elizabeth; Wards, Ian McLean; Warner, Gunter; Watt, Rosemary Jean; Williams, John Cyprian Phipps; Williamson, John Hawthorn; Wilson, Patrick Seymour; Wood, Yolande Nathalie; Woodward, John Bethell; Zander, Channa; Diprose, Kenneth Frank; Dronke, Adolph John; Gilmore, Harold Meredith; Girling-Butcher, Patricia; Hynes, Colyn Mary; Lang, Henry George; Larsen, Colin Rutherford; McDonald, George Norman (Senior Scholar in History); Roth, Herbert Otto; Scott, Thomas Henry; Standish, Michael Wordsworth; Sutton, Alan Howard; Taylor, Andrew (Awarded Special Ex-Serviceman's Senior Scholarship in Education); Wilson, Peter Marcus.




Masters of Science With Honours—Beck, Alan Copland, Second Class in Geology; Bogle. Gilbert Stanley, First Class in Chemistry (Rhodes Scholar); Caverhill, Alan Ryton, First Class in Chemistry; Garrick, Robert Arthur, Second Class in Physics; King, David Thane, Second Class in Physics; Land, Mary Edith, Third Class in Zoology; Marsh, Benjamin Bruce, Third Class in Chemistry; Munster, Raymond John, Third Class in Physics; McLaughlin, Robert Joseph William, First Class in Geology (Sir Julius von Haast Prize—Geology); Northey, Roy Douglas, First Class in Physics; Ross, Desmond Joseph, First Class in Chemistry; Rothbaum, Henry Peter, Second Class in Chemistry; Laird, Marshall, Second Class in Zoology; Leatham, Edward Harry, Third Class in Physics; Ziman, John Michael, First Class in Physics.




Masters of Science—Armstrong, Philip Jason, in Mathematics; Butchers, John Barnard, in Chemistry; Smyth, Francis Mornington, in Mathematics; Johnston, Walter Thomas Goring, in Chemistry.




Bachelors of Science—Anderson, Lionel Barwood; Balham, Ronald Walter; Brown, Colin Garvin; Bruce, Kenneth; Cooper, Nancy Alison; Couper, Robert Ashley; Davidson, Mavis Melville; Fraser, Gloria Isabelle Anne; Greig, Harry Esmond Morpeth; Grigg, Russell Mowbray; Hall, Eric Ogilvie (Senior Scholar in Physics—Equal); Harris, Peter Graham; Hawke, John Clement; Healy, William Bernard; Keys, Peter Brian; Lowe, Vivienne Myra; Manchester, Frank Derek; Martin, William Reginald Bulmer; Milnss, Douglas Sigley; Mountier, Neil Saxby; McConnon, Peter Alan; Nash, Bryan Desmond; Parsons, Arthur Disson; Penhale, Hugh Russell; Roberton, Thea Diana (nee Muir); Roberts, Max Erie; Simmers, Mary Glen; Campbell, Basel Colmar; Gerson, Thomas; Hornibrook, Norcott de Bisson; Stuckey, Robert Gordon (Awar-



ded Special Ex-Serviceman's Senior Scholarship in Geology).




Masters of Laws With Honours—Casey, Maurice Eugene, Second Class in Constitutional Law etc., Contracts and Torts, Trusts; Cullinane, Bernard Jeremiah, Second Class in Constitutional Law etc., Contract and Torts, Negligence, etc.




Bachelors of Laws—Bennett, John Alexander Lowbridge; Clinkard, Ian Gray; Crutchley, Edgar Stanley James; Daniell, Richard Mellor; Gordon, Peter McKay; Highet, Joseph Malcolm Henry; McEwen, Jock Malcolm; Oakley, John Hayward; Papps, Lyndsay Mason; Poole, Marcus John Quentin; Scott, Kenneth Gillanders; Smith, William Guy; Taylor, Douglas Archibald; Turnbull, Christopher Stuart; Young, Peter Thomas; Scott, John Vivian.




Master of Commerce With Honours—Waite, William Norman, Second Class in Economics and Economic History.




Bachelors of Commerce—Alcorn, James Allan; Bowick, William Athelstan; Clark, Walter Arthur; Hammond, Godfrey Bruce; Lovelock, Martyn Howard; Milne, Leonard William; McDonald, Graham Comrie; McHugh, Neal John; O'Brien, Kevin Benjamin; Poole, Owen Francis Alfred; Reeves, Richard Restless; Steele, Robert William; Tindill, Eric William Thomas; Wing, Murray Gordon; Keall, Norman Cross; Moyle, John James; Regan, Arthur Joseph; Tricklebank, William; Watson, Ian Robert.




Diploma in Education—Apperley, Errol Ronald; Dowrick, Harold Innes; Morris, Beverley Jean.
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Degrees Conferred at Other College Ceremonies




Master of Arts—Ensor, Mildred Mary, in Economics.




Bachelors of Arts—Durrant, Robert George; Feary, John Alexander; Richardson, Joan Margaret.




Master of Science With Honours—Harrison, Roy Alexander, Third Class in Zoology.




Bachelors of Science—Wearne, William Maxwell; Wilson, Wilfred Travis.
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Degrees Already Conferred




Master of Arts With Honours—Bailey, Marion Oliver, Third Class in English.




Masters of Arts—Chorlton, Jerome Roger Max, in English; Stone, Sylvia Helen, in French and German; Willoughby, Herbert Jefficote, in Education.




Bachelors of Arts—Allen, Robert Henry; Austin, Geoffrey Francis; Burton, George Cyril; Cargo, Allan; Coleman, Francis Edward; Eichelbaum, Catherine Vera; Fussell, Albert Thomas; Haig, Norman Thomas; Helean, William Brindsley; Hosking, Francis Alan Bovaird; Leigh, Kenneth Stuart; MacFarlane, Margaret Aroha; Marrs, Robert Stuart Patrick; Marshall, John Ross; McConchie; Horace Edgar; Northey, John Frederick; O'Hagan, James Patrick; Orgias, John; Pownall, Brenda Marie; Rowse, Donald Jack; Salkeld, Margaret Eva; Stout, John David; Whitcombe, Joan Mary Somerset; Young, Joan Marie.




Bachelors of Science—Davy, Colin James; Dickinson, Patrick; Overton, Bernard George; Turney, Thomas Albert; Wickens, Arthur Stewart.




Doctor of Laws—Miles, James William Yexley.




Bachelors of Laws—Atkins, John Augustus; Hewat, Robert Philip Humphries; Ralfe, Terrance Grant; Smythe, Peter Kenneth Hugh; Wicks, John Sutherland.




Bachelors of Commerce—Berg, Lawrence Charles; Bullot, Bertrand Reidhaar; Colclough, Leonard Leighton; Day, Cecil Charles; de Lambert, Robert Terence Creagh; Fraser, Kinnear George; Gibson, Malcolm James; Gustofson, Raymond Daniel; Harbord, James William; Hargreaves, Gordon Harold; Lowe, William Stanley; Ludwig, Max Frederick; MacLennan, Alistair Donald; McLeod, Stanley Alfred; O'Connor, Cyril Francis; Purdie, Norman Lambert; Rigg, Elgar John; Robertshawe, Richard Edward Ralph; Sharrock, Edmund Collin; Smith, Ronald Joseph; Stace, Vernon Desmond; Walls, James Reginald; Wilkinson, George.
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Diplomas Issued Since Graduation Ceremony 1946




Diploma of Honours—Vincent, Charles Holmes, Second Class in Physics.




Diploma in Education—Brooker, Frederick John; Jillett, Douglas Mcllvride; Newick, Reginald Harold Tui; Shaw, George William; Schulze, Robert Blair; Taylor, Beryl Jean; Watts, Edward James.
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Scholarships and Prizes Conferred Later in Year


Special Ex-Servicemen's Scholarship in Law: P. B. A. Sim; French Government Scholarship: S. T. H. Scoones; Post-Graduate Scholarship in Science: J. M. Ziman; Sir George Grey Scholarship: J. C. Hawke; Sir Robert Stout Scholarship: E. O. Hall; Alexander Crawford Scholarships: P. Whittle (Science), A. K. McGill (Arts); Emily Lilias Johnston Scholarships: Koi H. Taylor (Women), A. G. MacDiarmid (Men); Lissie Rathbone Scholarship: Barbara E. Stewart; Jacob Joseph Scholarship:
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B. J. Cullinane; Lady Stout Scholarship: Vivienne M. Rich; McCallum Scholarship in Law: R. G. Collins; Bruce Dall Prize: E. A. Hutt; John P. Good Prize: Thora Marwick; Macmorran Prize for Mathematics: P. Whittle; N.Z. Institute of Chemistry Prize: Thora Marwick; Butterworth Prize in Roman Law: P. B. A. Sim; Brown Prize in Classics: R. G. G. Coleman; Kirk Prize in Biology: Barbara H. Croker; William Purdie Bursary: E. B. Robinson; National Research Scholarships: R. D. Northey (Physics), R. J. W. McLaughlin (Geology).
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Club Notes





Socialist Club


The club got into its proper stride during the past year. Speakers at regular fortnightly meetings included Mr B. Skilton on Trade Unionism in New Zealand, Mr A. Vogt on the United Nations Organisation, and Mr 
A. H. Scotney who spoke on 'How right was the Left?' This latter address found such universal appeal that it is intended for publication in pamphlet form. This will undoubtedly serve as a useful contribution to the mooted University Press. The Club has gained considerably in popularity and support. The average attendance at Meetings this year was 80.


Our experiment in holding lunch-hour meetings for the benefit of full-time students proved a considerable success. The first such meeting, when Mr James Bertram spoke on 'Civil War in China,' revealed that full-timers, when locked out of the library, are capable of taking a deep interest in world events.







Table Tennis Club


Table Tennis has definitely come into its own at 
V.U.C. From a club of one team and six players pre-war, the Club has grown to nine teams and over 50 members—the third largest in Wellington. Next season the probabilities are the Club will be even larger.


A particularly healthy sign this season has been the success of the lower grade teams in the inter-club competition. At the time of writing Ken Hayes' '
E' grade, Jack Walls' '
F' grade and Alex McIntyre's '
G' grade teams have excellent chances of finishing the season at the top of their section. There is much potential higher grade material in these teams, which augurs well for the future.


A note to tennis enthusiasts—if you play a reasonable game of tennis there is no reason why you cannot become a more than competent table tennis player. Next season we want more players, particularly women, and we believe University can win the Wellington Club Championship.







Rowing Club


A year ago the Rowing Club was taken to task for lack of effort. During the past season the Club has indeed taken new life. Members have been keen; they have trained hard and rowed far; they have worked strenuously on the boat: under a vigorous club captain there has been engendered a spirit of willingness and co-operation which has sown good seeds for the future.


But not all things were done that the Club would have liked to do. Some new members were obtained but not nearly enough. And, of course, the position at Tournament was disappointing.


It was a pity that the new Tournament fours race could not be rowed. Here again a larger membership would have helped for it is hoped to develop Tournament rowing into a minor regatta.


One member again won the trophy offered by the Star Boating Club for the most improved oarsman and others had their successes in Club races.


Now that the Club has had its renaissance, let it strive to maintain goodwill and secure those oarsmen without whom its main function is lost.







Law Faculty Club


During the past twelve months the Club has met with steady support from students, and its functions have been very successful.


Four moots were held during 1946 and a Trusts moot was held on June 12th of this year in the small Court Room and was well attended. Mr R. C. Christie generously agreed to act as Judge and the Counsel were Messrs Barton, Grace, O'Flynn and Poole. A Torts moot is planned for August or September and it is hoped to have several more moots in November after the University examinations.


The Annual Dinner was held at the Grand Hotel on the 13th December last. A very large number of members attended and it was without doubt a most successful function.


As the number of students in the Law Faculty is now very large the outlook for the future of the Club is bright and it is hoped that we shall soon regain our position as one of the most active Clubs in the College.







Swimming Club


The 1946-47 season was one of the most successful years for the Swimming Club for some considerable time. Although our membership has not increased, the Club enjoyed a great deal of success in championship and club competition races. Des. Dowse was particularly successful in that he won two Centre championships, was twice second at the New Zealand Championships, established a new New Zealand record for 440 yards breaststroke, won the N.Z.U. 220 yards breaststroke title and gained his V.U.C. and N.Z.U. blues. Nanette Broom also performed well and was the individual winner in the Peck Shield Harbour Race. Numbered among our successes was the 100 yards Men's Centre Backstroke Championship, won by Des. Dickson, while
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our Water Polo team did particularly well. For their enthusiasm special mention is also due of Doug. West, Bob. Smith, Peter Fleische and Cath Eichelbaum.


The Committee hopes that the new season will be even more successful than the last and that more students will take part in Club activities.


The following were awarded blues:—



V.U.C. Blues



	D. Dowse

	L. Piper

	N. Broom




N.Z.U. Blues



	D. Dowse.
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Maths. and Physics Society


During the year the Club has endeavoured to carry on the policy laid down by previous executives, namely to provide lectures and discussions which will foster interest in the subjects of Mathematics and Physics. Lectures which have been so far delivered are as follows:—


Mr G. Eiby— 'Time and Frequency Measurements.'


Mr W. F. Kerr— 'Ships and their Magnetic Fields.'


Mr D. T. King— 'Pulses.'


Mr I. Dick— 'Biometrics in New Zealand.'


Mr N. Ryder— 'Industrial Electronics and its Future.'


A visit was made to the Dominion Physical Laboratory where we saw the way in which Physical and Mathematical knowledge and skilled engineering techniques are being applied in the solution of many problems of importance to industry in New Zealand. We hope to pay further visits to places of interest to the Society, and also intend to provide one or two instructional film evenings later in the year.







Rugby Football


Though the overall performance of the Club has not been as good as was hoped at the beginning of the season, the record of at least one team, the Colts' 
XV, is worth commendation. The Club began the season with a membership of approximately 150 and entered seven teams in the Wellington Rugby Union's competitions.


Senior A: Despite the fact that, apart from the absence of three players, the personnel of this side is the same as that of last season, at no time has the team shown form comparable to that of last year. It now occupies a comparatively lowly place on the championship ladder.


Senior B: Though this team has not won many matches, the members still retain their enthusiasm, if not, perhaps, the encouraging form shown in the Club trials. Several individuals, however, have shown most encouraging form.


Junior A: A very good set of forwards and some competent backs have kept this fifteen in a creditable place, and the side has been unlucky in losing several games by margins varying from one point to three.


Junior B: The social team of the Club appears to play 'Kiwi' or social rugby at will, and, though not winning a great number of matches, remains undeterred. On some Saturdays the social team's scrum must easily be one of the heaviest in the grade.


Third A: Sustained its first defeat recently and has built up an extremely fine record, having scored nearly one hundred points, as against less than twenty scored by its opponents. A really solid forward pack, supported by excellent backs is the secret of this team's success.


Third B: One of the more enthusiastic fifteens, the third grade B team has, in addition to losing many games very narrowly, won a good proportion of its fixtures. It has also contrived to look after itself and develop team-spirit with some degree of success.


Third C: The last of the Club's sides has not been over successful, but has won at least one game by a thirty-point margin. A few of this team set a very good example of conscientiousness and keenness, and show considerable promise.


Club coaches this year have been Messrs J. H. Parker, H. E. Moore, F. R. Macken, W. G. Smith, B. L. Hurrell, O. J. Creed, E. G. Kedgley, G. D. Duncan, and Rev. M. G. Sullivan.



College Games—


v. Auckland at Wellington, lost 9—12.


v. Massey at Palmerston North, won 14—5.



Representative Honours—


Town v. Country: R. B. Burke (Captain).


Wellington v. Manawatu: O. S. Meads, M. F. Radich, A. S. Macleod.


Wellington v. Taranaki: O. S. Meads, A. S. Macleod, R. T. Shannon.


Wellington v. Canterbury: R. B. Burke (Captain).


North Island Varsities: A. S. Macleod, M. F. Radich, R. Jacob, R. T. Shannon, O. S. Meads, S. S. Kurtovich.


N.Z.U.: A. S. Macleod, R. Jacob, R. T. Shannon, O. S. Meads.







Men's Basketball Club


This popular indoor sport (appearing in 
Spike for the first time), is certainly on the up-grade, as the Club now fields four teams compared with two last year.


Some new blood available has built the standard of play up remarkably, which may help our Tournament chances a great deal. There were doubts of the advisability of entering four teams, but the justification was upheld, as the teams concerned held a good standard of attendance.


The 'A' team under Brian Beecroft just missed selection into the A grade, but now look as though they will win the Wellington B grade competition.


The 'B's' had a few depletions during the season, but showed rare form at times. Unfortunately they were playing C grade which was a bit high for them.


The best team of the Club for improvement and keenness, goes to the 'C' team, ably led by Trevor Turner. Some of them had played a little before and with this year as an apprenticeship, there is no doubt that many of them will be representing V.U.C. in the future A teams. During the year they were promoted from D to C grade.


The 'D's' have been very consistent too, their knowledge of play having improved a great deal to well hold their own in the D grade.
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If we maintain our four team strength or improve, the future may see V.U.C. well on the map for Men's Indoor Basketball.
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Tramping Club


This is possibly the only sporting club in the College which operates the year round. We claim, too, that it offers a greater variety of experience and activity to its members than do other clubs and pastimes—activity varying from the relaxation of an easy Sunday stroll to the real adventure of a difficult climb in the Southern Alps; experience varying from learning how to light a fire in the rain to knowing what to do and how to behave in the face of desperate tragedy.


Since the appearance of 
Spike 1946 the Tramping Club has experienced an active and varied nine months during which the post-war increase in numbers and enthusiasm have not waned. The large and enthusiastic ski trips of last winter were followed by the usual two months of preparing for and sitting examinations during which the nearest to tramping activity achieved by most members is to snatch a few moments occasionally from the welter of books to dream of green valleys and snowy peaks. Then followed preparation for the large Christmas trips, and get-fit campaigns, the training trips on the rocks at Titahi Bay, the checking over of gear, the booking of passages, the ordering of food, the planning of climbs and excursions. Two parties of twenty members each spent their holidays in the heart of the Southern Alps.


It is well known that our Club suffered a grave and bitter loss when one of those parties was involved in an accident on the Neumann Range. Roy McGregor Dixon and Stanley Charles Allaway were killed. In them we have lost two excellent friends and Club members. We have elsewhere and often expressed our sorrow. It will receive future expression in tangible ways. Though overshadowed by this tragedy, which occurred at the end of the holiday, these two trips were otherwise successful and we propose to make similar expeditions this year, needless to say redoubling our care and precautions which, let it be said, were never inconsiderable.


Meanwhile our ski-ing enthusiasts are being favoured with a good snowy winter and are making full use of it both in organised club parties and in smaller private groups.


Besides major excursions far afield and winter sports activities, the Club has carried on a wide programme of week-end tramps and Sunday walks. There have so far this year been five major official week-end excursions in the Tararuas, including a Southern crossing by a big party in February, and popular trips to Waitewaewae and Totara Flats on Anzac and King's Birthday week-ends. A full programme is planned for the balance of the year.







Photographic Club


Again this year, the Photographic Club has been handicapped by the lack of a Darkroom. Our hopes last year of having one set up in part of the basement of Weir House, proved somewhat premature. Now, however, official permission has been granted the Club for the use of this basement, and we are much indebted to the College Council for their consideration, and especially to the Students' Association representative on the Council who brought the request before the Council. It is hoped to have the darkroom finished during the third term so that it should be ready for use during the summer vacation, when it should prove most useful.


Club meetings held so far this year have included addresses by Mr. H. Farmer MacDonald, on 'Composition', Mr. Brian Brake of Messrs. Spencer Digby's on 'Studio and Darkroom Technique', Mr H. B. Holgate, 'On Purchasing a Camera', and by Mr J. W. Chapman-Taylor on 'Films and Filters'. We are much indebted to these speakers for their most informative and instructive talks. The latter two of these are intended to be part of a progressive series on amateur photography for both beginners and and advanced workers.


Good cameras are difficult to obtain and unduly expensive at the present time and for the benefit of those who are deterred by these facts they should bear in mind that with a little instruction, guidance and experience, they would be surprised at what may be accomplished by even a modest Brownie, provided that they do not attempt subjects too difficult. In any case, a simple box camera is the best with which to commence.


Particularly noticeable at Club meetings has been the almost complete absence of women members.


There were a disappointing number of entries in the 
Spike Competition this year. For the awards and judge's comments, see elsewhere in this issue.







Soccer Club


This is the fifth year since the Club's inauguration and it now seems firmly established with three regular teams; Senior, Second and Thirds, all functioning with reasonable success in their respective grades. New players with or without experience are always welcome. The second-grade team may be considered as the coaching ground where rough raw-material is broken from the brutal coarseness of a rugby-impregnated culture into the more precise skills necessary for expertness in Association football.


The senior team has found difficulty in regaining the combination lost by the absence of the late Roy Dickson killed in a mountaineering tragedy on the Southern Alps last Christmas. Roy had a particularly valuable strong clearing kick, and, even more important, a resolute and determined spirit which helped us out of many a tight difficulty in front of the goal mouth. In an attempt to capture something of his spirit the Club has initiated the construction of a memorial album composed of articles and photos to be sent to his parents in Scotland from whom he had been absent since 1940—a war refugee. It is no exaggeration to say that his loss has had a deadening effect on the rest of us—in some vague way the game is not the same.


The visiting South Africans provided most of us with some valuable points on how the game should be played and also threw into sharp contrast the sheer lack of professional coaching which our Club suffers. Despite this, however, we have managed to carry away Tournament honours both times since the Tournament was initiated and we have every hope of doing as well this year.
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Philosophic Society


Of all societies a 'Philosophic' may claim as its own the question—' Why?' And, this being the inaugural year, the quest for foundations is particularly relevant. The Club's activities—the study groups on Whitehead, the Pragmatists and Wittgenstein and next year the Greeks and Hume and his period, together with papers delivered and books discussed, give in themselvs no answer to the question as to whether or not the Club has any guiding philosophy. It could hardly be expected of a newly founded group that they should have as yet any definite set of basic principles, though it may be thought that in time they would develop these.


Paradoxically enough, however, it is already possible to schematize the general philosophic nature of the Club, and say at the same time that this very nature is likely to prevent it from moving towards any greater degree of philosophic definiteness than is already apparent.


For this is essentially an enterprise in learning.


The unspoken premise is the belief in a many-sided human nature, some aspects of which may realise themselves in all, or selections from our activities. But we think of the Society as only one agent in the development of this multi-faceted being. There are aesthetic, social and other cores of experience best discovered and nourished in other settings. Ours is a limited function. Development then should follow not so much in the Club's philosophy but in the individuals who attend it.


As a club we exist only to nourish the question 'why? 'in its various forms, not, however, to give an answer to that question conceived as a whole. Such a question is hardly appropriate to philosophic maturity. There are, however many specific questions and answers the knowledge and learning of which alongside the knowledge and learning in other aspects of experience may help to increase our understandings.


But perhaps there is more than this. The development of the individual is after all only such in abstraction. The Club must be expected to gain in content correlative with the development of its members. This is true even if its functions remain constant as outlined above. The paradox is resolved by the fact that the Club's function is after all—development. Who can thus forecast its future for— 'given the vigour of adventure, sooner or later the leap of imagination reaches beyond the safe limits of the epoch, and beyond the safe limits of learned rules and taste. It then produces the dislocations and confusions marking the advent of new ideals for civilized effort.'







Women's Basketball Club


Off to an early start last year's Club members began earnest practising in February preparing for Easter Tournament. A foretaste of the Club spirit that has revived this year was the way those not selected for the Tournament team turned up to give the selected team practice. These early efforts were rewarded, not by any glowing victories (we lost all games) but by the fact that every game the V.U.C. team played was well contested; we achieved 'Tournament standard' this year and hope to complete our recovery by some substantial wins next year.


It was decided not to field a Senior A team this year but to conserve and train our available talent in two Senior B teams and a Junior team. The Association, however, saw fit to place our second Senior B team in the Intermediate grade with the result that some very good players have not been in our Senior team. But because of the experience of the Tournament team, due to prior practice, it was able as the Senior B team to begin the season well and maintain a good footing throughout. Its record at the time of writing is four wins and three losses, not startling but very good, compared with last years 'no wins'.


The Intermediates suffered some reverses early in the season, but once they grew together as a team their scores were phenomenal, 31—5, 21—6.


The Junior team has been handicapped throughout the season by the lack of good goalies, but they have been superior in most games in fieldwork.


V.U.C. rarely gets past the rep. trials in basketball but this year we can boast three representatives, Julie Dean, selected for Senior B was promoted to the Senior A Tournament team for Wellington, June Scott (Intermediate), and Miriam Drain (Junior).


The increased vigour of the Club is shown, not only in successes and representatives, but also in the good Club practices we have held at St. Joseph's at 8 p.m. on Mondays. These have been worthwhile because on almost every occasion we have had two full teams.


We are very grateful to the coach, Mr Budden, for the time he has devoted to our Club.







Political Science Society


The agitation at the beginning of this year for Faculty and Departmental committees had an offshoot in the establishment of a Political Science Society early in April. The aims of the Society are to hold regular discussion meetings on topical political subjects led by prominent speakers; to strive for the establishment of a departmental committee for the Political Science department; to urge students in other departments to form societies similar to this one; to publish a journal containing original research by students of the College into current political problems; and to press for an honours stage in the department.


Four meetings of the Society have been held to date. All have been well attended both by students of the department and by other students interested in politics. The first meeting, held on April 22 was addressed by Dr Dean McHenry of the University of Southern California on 'Politics—American Style'. Dr McHenry gave a very clear outline of the history of the American Constitution, and told about the political scene in America today. He gave us his views on the possibility of an American Labour Party, which he said was not likely to materialise for some time. The Society was very fortunate in gaining such a well-informed speaker for its inaugural meeting. Mr E. Theiler, the Swiss Consul to New Zealand, told us of the growth of democracy in Switzerland in our second meeting. When asked why women did not have a vote in Switzerland he gave a very convincing explanation. Further speakers have been Mr Owen Davies of 
Unrra who spoke of the present situation in Germany, and Mr T. McCombs, M.P., who took us behind the scenes in the Labour Party.
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The Society would like to put on record its sincere thanks to the members of the staff of the Political Science Department. They gave us every encouragement when we were forming the Society and have helped us considerably throughout the year.
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Hockey Club


Although the Club has gained in numerical strength since last year, entries in the local competitions were reduced to six teams. Even with this limitation, most of the lower-grade teams have had difficulty in fielding eleven men every week. A further handicap for these teams is the lack of goal-keepers, and it says much for their enthusiasm that they have registered quite a few successes despite the empty goal behind them. The second eleven is stronger than it has been for many years, and should give a good account of itself in the Winter Tournament to be held in Wellington this August.


At the beginning of the season, the Senior Eleven could field only three members of last year's team, and consequently it has taken some time for an effective combination to be evolved, although the coaching of Gil Johnstone and Hec. Lawry, who have both won senior representative honours this season, has already resulted in an improvement in tactical play.


The annual match against Massey was won by Victoria 3—2. The lavish hospitality shown to our team on that occasion will long be remembered.


In the 1946 Tournament, under the leadership of Harry Scott, who gained an N.Z.U. Blue for his fine performances, Victoria fielded an untried team, yet succeeded in coming second equal. This year the Tournament team will be substantially the same as has been fielded in the Senior competitions.







Women's Hockey Club


Judging by competition points this season 'the game's the thing' seems to be the motto of the Varsity Club. Considering that it has the second largest membership in Wellington it is perhaps surprising that our teams do not top the grades. But it must be realised that very few of the Freshers joining the Club each year have played hockey before and secondly a large percentage drop out of regular Saturday play owing to pressure of work. And thirdly, until this year it has been the custom for the more experienced players on graduating to leave the Club and either drop out of hockey or complete their career in another Club. The decision of the Club this year to amend this state of affairs has been a wise one and should bear fruit in the coming season. With success adorning the efforts of the present keen players, enthusiasm may be awakened in the more dormant members.


Four teams have been entered in the local competitions with varying degrees of moderate success. Were the May vacation, Kings Birthday weekend and Mid-term break to be eliminated, I feel sure hockey in the College would thrive. Perhaps someone with initiative will put forward a motion at the next A.G.M.


While local competition hockey must of necessity be the life-blood of the Club, our duty and pleasure to sister Colleges have not been neglected. A team travelled to Massey College where it was entertained royally and rewarded Massey's efforts by defeating their team 5—2 in the best display of hockey put on by any Victoria hockey team this season. During Mid-term break Canterbury College sent a team to play our Third grade team, over whom they were the victors by 2 goals to nil. It was very pleasing to see the way in which our team entertained their visitors. We understand the Canterbury team enjoyed themselves as much as we did having them.


Although we have been unable to procure a regular coach for the season, our thanks are due to Miss Charles for her encouragement and advice on Saturdays, Ralph Keen for helping beginners on Tuesday afternoons and Mr Jacobson and his hockey boys at the Sports' Centre who have made hockey a more exciting game than we have previously known it.







The Literary Society


This Society came into existence at the beginning of the year to satisfy the need for some club which would encourage and stimulate literary activity and interests within the College. Since its inception two major meetings with non-student speakers have been held—Professor Gordon on "Katherine Mansfield," and Mr. James Bertram on "W. H. Auden." One broadsheet has been published and another will be out in the 2nd Term. The most productive work of the Society has probably been in organising Study Groups of about a dozen members each on particular topics, three such groups being at present: "New Zealand Poetry," "Blake," and "Elizabethan Drama." The general procedure here is for members to prepare in turn a talk on some particular aspect, which is then followed by discussion.


The Society's existence has undoubtedly been valuable to students in stimulating thought on literary topics, in providing in the "Broadsheet" facilities for local publication which are not always available in "Salient," and in promoting through active study and discussion a deeper knowledge of some authors and fields of writing. On the other hand it has not yet been successful in reaching the average moderately interested student except through the "Broadsheet" and talks given by out-side speakers. On its activities for the rest of this year, and the beginning of the next, will depend the Society's future—whether it becomes a fruitful and stimulating club, or a small clique. At the moment, the enthusiasm of some of its members, the quality of work being done by some, both in verse and prose, the earnest desire for the representation of all opinions, and above all, the crying need for some organised discussion and argument on literary topics, indicate that the Society's importance will steadily increase.







Student Christian Movement


V.U.C.S.C.M. has spread its attention and interest over a wide range of topics and activities this year, and has received new impetus since the appointment of the Rev. Martin Sullivan as full-time Chaplain, in whom has been fully demonstrated the value of a Chaplain's leadership.


Several of the talks and discussions this year centred round different faculties in the University
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and their relationship with religion. The Rev. J. M. Bates made a very able estimate of religion as a science, while keen discussion was aroused by a talk by Mr. J. Robb on psychology and religion. The Rev. L. N. Watkins, also, traced the connection between music and religion through the ages. Aspects of the Church in other countries were covered in talks such as "The Church in Germany," by Mr N. Davis, who had been working with 
Unrra in Germany, and in an enlightening presentation of the problems of India, by the Rev. Morton Ryburn. The interest in German students has been furthered by the starting of a correspondence with the S.C.M. branch in Germany. The focus at May Camp was on the University, its position in the community, and on the position of the student in the University. The weekend camp at Wallis House in July approached the problem of suffering, both in its personal aspects, which included a talk by Mr Sullivan dealing with 
C. S Lewis's book, 'The Problem of Pain,' and in relation to the suffering of nations, which was discussed by Mr O. E. Burton.


The two study circles which have been held during the year, one by Mr Sullivan on Doctrine, held two nights in the week, and the other by the Rev. J. Nairn on the 'Gospel of St. John,' have both been steadily well-attended and introduced worthwhile discussion.


Religious literature has been effectively introduced into the year's programme. A reading of one of Dorothy Sayers' plays in the series 'The Man Born to be King,' was read by 
Scm-ers before Easter; and readings by students of selected passages of prose, poetry and drama have made an interesting contribution to the thought and discussion of the two camps.


Social services in and beyond the University have been continued this year, and include the compiling of a student handbook and the conducting of an information bureau at the beginning of the year. The large number of books which passed this year through the Second Hand Bookstall, run by the S.C.M., indicate its increasing value to students. Assistance has also been given in sewing and packing to Corso and in the organisation of I.S.S.


The four S.C.M. Services during the year have included the Commissioning Service of Mr Sullivan, held at St. Peter's Church and attended by large numbers. The major service of the year, the World Student Day of Prayer, which was held at St. Paul's Pro-Cathedral, was also well attended.


New plans for S.C.M. activities are in progress and an increasing membership of students prepared to take an active part in both the spiritual and practical sides of the movement forecasts its growth in active strength.







The Evangelical Union


In the first week-end of March, following the resumption of University, thirty students from Training College and-Victoria College met together at Otaki to discuss plans for the year's activities, and also to consider the rsponsibilities of Christian students in their University life. We were pleased to have with us Mr C. K. Bycroft, M.A., our Graduate President for 1947.


Following this house party we have been holding two Bible Study Groups every week led by the students themselves, and also three meetings for prayer. These have proved to be of great benefit to all who have attended. Sunday teas and services have also been events of note, one being held in conjunction with the visiting Inter-Varsity Fellowship Missionary team. Their visit to Wellington resulted in a marvellous time of fellowship, and the addresses from Miss Hill, China Inland Mission, Dr. Hallam Howie, China Inland Mission, and Mr. Roland Harries, of the Sudan, will not be easily forgotten.


The highlight of the year has been the Inter-Varsity Fellowship Conference, held in May at Dunedin. Everything, including the unpredictable Dunedin weather, aided in making the conference successful for the 120 students gathered at John McGlashan College. We were pleased to have with us the Rev. Basil Williams, an ex-Travelling Representative of the New Zealand Inter-Varsity Fellowship, now carrying out the same type of work in Australian universities. The comparisons he made between Australian and New Zealand student bodies and activities were most interesting and it was felt that both sides would benefit greatly from a closer liaison.


Before the end of the year it is proposed to hold a week-end house party at Wallis House. The Rev. J. H. Deane, principal of the Bible Training Institute in Auckland, and the Rev. Boggis, of Palmerston North, will be the speakers.







Biological Society


This Society has had an active year and has had a stimulating effect on the whole College. Activities began with the A.G.M., at which Mr. W. H. I. Dawbin gave a talk on his sojourn in the Auckland Islands, illustrated with slides and films.


The next talk was given by Miss Ralph on the trip to Canada. As the Biological Society instigated this trip we were pleased to have an account of the wonderful experiences the party had, from their leader.


The first field trip was a tramp to the Tararuas at Anzac week-end, and about 16 Biologists spent the week-end most profitably at Tauherenikau hut, studying the fauna and flora of the area.


A feature of interest was the talk on sex given to women students by Mrs Cochran, the author of 4 Meeting and Mating.'


A Sunday trip to Red Rocks on June 22 was held to study marine life. Dr. Fell led this trip and it was a great success, over thirty biologists and geologists attending.


The Brains Trust, held on June 23, attracted large crowds. The Society was fortunate in securing for the trust some of the brightest members of the staff. Some of Mr Munro's remarks will be long remembered, and some of Dr. Newman's answers have become favourite by-words in the Biology Block. All the students who packed into the Biology room on that night went away stimulated and enlivened.


A valuable field trip was made to Field Hut (in the Tararuas near Otaki Forks), the week-end before mid-term week. Miss Mason from the Botany Division was an able leader and answered many questions on the bush. Much time was spent botanising, but variety was gained by ski-ing, tramping, cooking, and generally enjoying camp life.




[bookmark: t1-body-d24-d20b]

An afternoon visit to Wallaceville Animal Research Station, by 45 keen biologists, was enjoyed. The party was divided up and shown around the research station and events concluded with afternoon tea being provided.


The Society hopes to run a trip to the Whaling Station at Tory Channel during the August vacation, and also a trip to Kapiti Island after finals.


The Scientific publication being brought out by the Society will be available by the beginning of next term.
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Debating Society


The popularity of the Debating Society has con tinued this year with audiences that packed the gym. There have been many new speakers and the number of speaking members has remained at about 50.


Owing to the number of clubs that use the gym on Friday evenings it has not been possible to hold as many debates as in previous years. In spite of this a number of varied and topical subjects have been debated, some of which were:—


'That the foreign policy of the 
U.S.S.R. is detrimental to world peace'; 'That the foreign policy of the U.S.A. is detrimental to the United Nations 'Organisation '; 'That Atheism is justifiable'; 'That Militant Unionism is a threat to the welfare of New Zealand'; 'That the emancipation of women is breaking up family life'; 'That Euthanasia is desirable'; 'That the Legislative Council should be abolished.'


During the Second Term an evening of Impromptu Debates was held. The Plunket Medal oratory contest was held on Saturday, July 12. It was won by J. Milburn who spoke on Ramsay MacDonald. The judges were Mrs Z. Mountjoy, the Rev Martin Sullivan and Dr A. M. Finlay, M. P. Leonard Samuj who spoke on Rabindranath Tagore was placed second and Bill Hume, speaking on L. E. C. Oates, third.


Victoria College was placed first and third in the Bledisloe Medal oratory contest. Brendan O'Connor, speaking on Thomas Bracken, was the winner and Kevin O'Brien, whose subject was Timi Kara, was placed third. Our Joynt Scholl representatives were Kevin O'Brien and Frank O'Flynn, who won second place for the College.
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Socialist Club


The club got into its proper stride during the past year. Speakers at regular fortnightly meetings included Mr B. Skilton on Trade Unionism in New Zealand, Mr A. Vogt on the United Nations Organisation, and Mr 
A. H. Scotney who spoke on 'How right was the Left?' This latter address found such universal appeal that it is intended for publication in pamphlet form. This will undoubtedly serve as a useful contribution to the mooted University Press. The Club has gained considerably in popularity and support. The average attendance at Meetings this year was 80.


Our experiment in holding lunch-hour meetings for the benefit of full-time students proved a considerable success. The first such meeting, when Mr James Bertram spoke on 'Civil War in China,' revealed that full-timers, when locked out of the library, are capable of taking a deep interest in world events.
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Table Tennis Club


Table Tennis has definitely come into its own at 
V.U.C. From a club of one team and six players pre-war, the Club has grown to nine teams and over 50 members—the third largest in Wellington. Next season the probabilities are the Club will be even larger.


A particularly healthy sign this season has been the success of the lower grade teams in the inter-club competition. At the time of writing Ken Hayes' '
E' grade, Jack Walls' '
F' grade and Alex McIntyre's '
G' grade teams have excellent chances of finishing the season at the top of their section. There is much potential higher grade material in these teams, which augurs well for the future.


A note to tennis enthusiasts—if you play a reasonable game of tennis there is no reason why you cannot become a more than competent table tennis player. Next season we want more players, particularly women, and we believe University can win the Wellington Club Championship.
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Rowing Club


A year ago the Rowing Club was taken to task for lack of effort. During the past season the Club has indeed taken new life. Members have been keen; they have trained hard and rowed far; they have worked strenuously on the boat: under a vigorous club captain there has been engendered a spirit of willingness and co-operation which has sown good seeds for the future.


But not all things were done that the Club would have liked to do. Some new members were obtained but not nearly enough. And, of course, the position at Tournament was disappointing.


It was a pity that the new Tournament fours race could not be rowed. Here again a larger membership would have helped for it is hoped to develop Tournament rowing into a minor regatta.


One member again won the trophy offered by the Star Boating Club for the most improved oarsman and others had their successes in Club races.


Now that the Club has had its renaissance, let it strive to maintain goodwill and secure those oarsmen without whom its main function is lost.
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Law Faculty Club


During the past twelve months the Club has met with steady support from students, and its functions have been very successful.


Four moots were held during 1946 and a Trusts moot was held on June 12th of this year in the small Court Room and was well attended. Mr R. C. Christie generously agreed to act as Judge and the Counsel were Messrs Barton, Grace, O'Flynn and Poole. A Torts moot is planned for August or September and it is hoped to have several more moots in November after the University examinations.


The Annual Dinner was held at the Grand Hotel on the 13th December last. A very large number of members attended and it was without doubt a most successful function.


As the number of students in the Law Faculty is now very large the outlook for the future of the Club is bright and it is hoped that we shall soon regain our position as one of the most active Clubs in the College.
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Swimming Club


The 1946-47 season was one of the most successful years for the Swimming Club for some considerable time. Although our membership has not increased, the Club enjoyed a great deal of success in championship and club competition races. Des. Dowse was particularly successful in that he won two Centre championships, was twice second at the New Zealand Championships, established a new New Zealand record for 440 yards breaststroke, won the N.Z.U. 220 yards breaststroke title and gained his V.U.C. and N.Z.U. blues. Nanette Broom also performed well and was the individual winner in the Peck Shield Harbour Race. Numbered among our successes was the 100 yards Men's Centre Backstroke Championship, won by Des. Dickson, while
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our Water Polo team did particularly well. For their enthusiasm special mention is also due of Doug. West, Bob. Smith, Peter Fleische and Cath Eichelbaum.


The Committee hopes that the new season will be even more successful than the last and that more students will take part in Club activities.


The following were awarded blues:—



V.U.C. Blues



	D. Dowse

	L. Piper

	N. Broom




N.Z.U. Blues



	D. Dowse.
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Maths. and Physics Society


During the year the Club has endeavoured to carry on the policy laid down by previous executives, namely to provide lectures and discussions which will foster interest in the subjects of Mathematics and Physics. Lectures which have been so far delivered are as follows:—


Mr G. Eiby— 'Time and Frequency Measurements.'


Mr W. F. Kerr— 'Ships and their Magnetic Fields.'


Mr D. T. King— 'Pulses.'


Mr I. Dick— 'Biometrics in New Zealand.'


Mr N. Ryder— 'Industrial Electronics and its Future.'


A visit was made to the Dominion Physical Laboratory where we saw the way in which Physical and Mathematical knowledge and skilled engineering techniques are being applied in the solution of many problems of importance to industry in New Zealand. We hope to pay further visits to places of interest to the Society, and also intend to provide one or two instructional film evenings later in the year.
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Rugby Football


Though the overall performance of the Club has not been as good as was hoped at the beginning of the season, the record of at least one team, the Colts' 
XV, is worth commendation. The Club began the season with a membership of approximately 150 and entered seven teams in the Wellington Rugby Union's competitions.


Senior A: Despite the fact that, apart from the absence of three players, the personnel of this side is the same as that of last season, at no time has the team shown form comparable to that of last year. It now occupies a comparatively lowly place on the championship ladder.


Senior B: Though this team has not won many matches, the members still retain their enthusiasm, if not, perhaps, the encouraging form shown in the Club trials. Several individuals, however, have shown most encouraging form.


Junior A: A very good set of forwards and some competent backs have kept this fifteen in a creditable place, and the side has been unlucky in losing several games by margins varying from one point to three.


Junior B: The social team of the Club appears to play 'Kiwi' or social rugby at will, and, though not winning a great number of matches, remains undeterred. On some Saturdays the social team's scrum must easily be one of the heaviest in the grade.


Third A: Sustained its first defeat recently and has built up an extremely fine record, having scored nearly one hundred points, as against less than twenty scored by its opponents. A really solid forward pack, supported by excellent backs is the secret of this team's success.


Third B: One of the more enthusiastic fifteens, the third grade B team has, in addition to losing many games very narrowly, won a good proportion of its fixtures. It has also contrived to look after itself and develop team-spirit with some degree of success.


Third C: The last of the Club's sides has not been over successful, but has won at least one game by a thirty-point margin. A few of this team set a very good example of conscientiousness and keenness, and show considerable promise.


Club coaches this year have been Messrs J. H. Parker, H. E. Moore, F. R. Macken, W. G. Smith, B. L. Hurrell, O. J. Creed, E. G. Kedgley, G. D. Duncan, and Rev. M. G. Sullivan.



College Games—


v. Auckland at Wellington, lost 9—12.


v. Massey at Palmerston North, won 14—5.



Representative Honours—


Town v. Country: R. B. Burke (Captain).


Wellington v. Manawatu: O. S. Meads, M. F. Radich, A. S. Macleod.


Wellington v. Taranaki: O. S. Meads, A. S. Macleod, R. T. Shannon.


Wellington v. Canterbury: R. B. Burke (Captain).


North Island Varsities: A. S. Macleod, M. F. Radich, R. Jacob, R. T. Shannon, O. S. Meads, S. S. Kurtovich.


N.Z.U.: A. S. Macleod, R. Jacob, R. T. Shannon, O. S. Meads.
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Men's Basketball Club


This popular indoor sport (appearing in 
Spike for the first time), is certainly on the up-grade, as the Club now fields four teams compared with two last year.


Some new blood available has built the standard of play up remarkably, which may help our Tournament chances a great deal. There were doubts of the advisability of entering four teams, but the justification was upheld, as the teams concerned held a good standard of attendance.


The 'A' team under Brian Beecroft just missed selection into the A grade, but now look as though they will win the Wellington B grade competition.


The 'B's' had a few depletions during the season, but showed rare form at times. Unfortunately they were playing C grade which was a bit high for them.


The best team of the Club for improvement and keenness, goes to the 'C' team, ably led by Trevor Turner. Some of them had played a little before and with this year as an apprenticeship, there is no doubt that many of them will be representing V.U.C. in the future A teams. During the year they were promoted from D to C grade.


The 'D's' have been very consistent too, their knowledge of play having improved a great deal to well hold their own in the D grade.
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If we maintain our four team strength or improve, the future may see V.U.C. well on the map for Men's Indoor Basketball.
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Tramping Club


This is possibly the only sporting club in the College which operates the year round. We claim, too, that it offers a greater variety of experience and activity to its members than do other clubs and pastimes—activity varying from the relaxation of an easy Sunday stroll to the real adventure of a difficult climb in the Southern Alps; experience varying from learning how to light a fire in the rain to knowing what to do and how to behave in the face of desperate tragedy.


Since the appearance of 
Spike 1946 the Tramping Club has experienced an active and varied nine months during which the post-war increase in numbers and enthusiasm have not waned. The large and enthusiastic ski trips of last winter were followed by the usual two months of preparing for and sitting examinations during which the nearest to tramping activity achieved by most members is to snatch a few moments occasionally from the welter of books to dream of green valleys and snowy peaks. Then followed preparation for the large Christmas trips, and get-fit campaigns, the training trips on the rocks at Titahi Bay, the checking over of gear, the booking of passages, the ordering of food, the planning of climbs and excursions. Two parties of twenty members each spent their holidays in the heart of the Southern Alps.


It is well known that our Club suffered a grave and bitter loss when one of those parties was involved in an accident on the Neumann Range. Roy McGregor Dixon and Stanley Charles Allaway were killed. In them we have lost two excellent friends and Club members. We have elsewhere and often expressed our sorrow. It will receive future expression in tangible ways. Though overshadowed by this tragedy, which occurred at the end of the holiday, these two trips were otherwise successful and we propose to make similar expeditions this year, needless to say redoubling our care and precautions which, let it be said, were never inconsiderable.


Meanwhile our ski-ing enthusiasts are being favoured with a good snowy winter and are making full use of it both in organised club parties and in smaller private groups.


Besides major excursions far afield and winter sports activities, the Club has carried on a wide programme of week-end tramps and Sunday walks. There have so far this year been five major official week-end excursions in the Tararuas, including a Southern crossing by a big party in February, and popular trips to Waitewaewae and Totara Flats on Anzac and King's Birthday week-ends. A full programme is planned for the balance of the year.
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Photographic Club


Again this year, the Photographic Club has been handicapped by the lack of a Darkroom. Our hopes last year of having one set up in part of the basement of Weir House, proved somewhat premature. Now, however, official permission has been granted the Club for the use of this basement, and we are much indebted to the College Council for their consideration, and especially to the Students' Association representative on the Council who brought the request before the Council. It is hoped to have the darkroom finished during the third term so that it should be ready for use during the summer vacation, when it should prove most useful.


Club meetings held so far this year have included addresses by Mr. H. Farmer MacDonald, on 'Composition', Mr. Brian Brake of Messrs. Spencer Digby's on 'Studio and Darkroom Technique', Mr H. B. Holgate, 'On Purchasing a Camera', and by Mr J. W. Chapman-Taylor on 'Films and Filters'. We are much indebted to these speakers for their most informative and instructive talks. The latter two of these are intended to be part of a progressive series on amateur photography for both beginners and and advanced workers.


Good cameras are difficult to obtain and unduly expensive at the present time and for the benefit of those who are deterred by these facts they should bear in mind that with a little instruction, guidance and experience, they would be surprised at what may be accomplished by even a modest Brownie, provided that they do not attempt subjects too difficult. In any case, a simple box camera is the best with which to commence.


Particularly noticeable at Club meetings has been the almost complete absence of women members.


There were a disappointing number of entries in the 
Spike Competition this year. For the awards and judge's comments, see elsewhere in this issue.
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Soccer Club


This is the fifth year since the Club's inauguration and it now seems firmly established with three regular teams; Senior, Second and Thirds, all functioning with reasonable success in their respective grades. New players with or without experience are always welcome. The second-grade team may be considered as the coaching ground where rough raw-material is broken from the brutal coarseness of a rugby-impregnated culture into the more precise skills necessary for expertness in Association football.


The senior team has found difficulty in regaining the combination lost by the absence of the late Roy Dickson killed in a mountaineering tragedy on the Southern Alps last Christmas. Roy had a particularly valuable strong clearing kick, and, even more important, a resolute and determined spirit which helped us out of many a tight difficulty in front of the goal mouth. In an attempt to capture something of his spirit the Club has initiated the construction of a memorial album composed of articles and photos to be sent to his parents in Scotland from whom he had been absent since 1940—a war refugee. It is no exaggeration to say that his loss has had a deadening effect on the rest of us—in some vague way the game is not the same.


The visiting South Africans provided most of us with some valuable points on how the game should be played and also threw into sharp contrast the sheer lack of professional coaching which our Club suffers. Despite this, however, we have managed to carry away Tournament honours both times since the Tournament was initiated and we have every hope of doing as well this year.
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Philosophic Society


Of all societies a 'Philosophic' may claim as its own the question—' Why?' And, this being the inaugural year, the quest for foundations is particularly relevant. The Club's activities—the study groups on Whitehead, the Pragmatists and Wittgenstein and next year the Greeks and Hume and his period, together with papers delivered and books discussed, give in themselvs no answer to the question as to whether or not the Club has any guiding philosophy. It could hardly be expected of a newly founded group that they should have as yet any definite set of basic principles, though it may be thought that in time they would develop these.


Paradoxically enough, however, it is already possible to schematize the general philosophic nature of the Club, and say at the same time that this very nature is likely to prevent it from moving towards any greater degree of philosophic definiteness than is already apparent.


For this is essentially an enterprise in learning.


The unspoken premise is the belief in a many-sided human nature, some aspects of which may realise themselves in all, or selections from our activities. But we think of the Society as only one agent in the development of this multi-faceted being. There are aesthetic, social and other cores of experience best discovered and nourished in other settings. Ours is a limited function. Development then should follow not so much in the Club's philosophy but in the individuals who attend it.


As a club we exist only to nourish the question 'why? 'in its various forms, not, however, to give an answer to that question conceived as a whole. Such a question is hardly appropriate to philosophic maturity. There are, however many specific questions and answers the knowledge and learning of which alongside the knowledge and learning in other aspects of experience may help to increase our understandings.


But perhaps there is more than this. The development of the individual is after all only such in abstraction. The Club must be expected to gain in content correlative with the development of its members. This is true even if its functions remain constant as outlined above. The paradox is resolved by the fact that the Club's function is after all—development. Who can thus forecast its future for— 'given the vigour of adventure, sooner or later the leap of imagination reaches beyond the safe limits of the epoch, and beyond the safe limits of learned rules and taste. It then produces the dislocations and confusions marking the advent of new ideals for civilized effort.'
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Women's Basketball Club


Off to an early start last year's Club members began earnest practising in February preparing for Easter Tournament. A foretaste of the Club spirit that has revived this year was the way those not selected for the Tournament team turned up to give the selected team practice. These early efforts were rewarded, not by any glowing victories (we lost all games) but by the fact that every game the V.U.C. team played was well contested; we achieved 'Tournament standard' this year and hope to complete our recovery by some substantial wins next year.


It was decided not to field a Senior A team this year but to conserve and train our available talent in two Senior B teams and a Junior team. The Association, however, saw fit to place our second Senior B team in the Intermediate grade with the result that some very good players have not been in our Senior team. But because of the experience of the Tournament team, due to prior practice, it was able as the Senior B team to begin the season well and maintain a good footing throughout. Its record at the time of writing is four wins and three losses, not startling but very good, compared with last years 'no wins'.


The Intermediates suffered some reverses early in the season, but once they grew together as a team their scores were phenomenal, 31—5, 21—6.


The Junior team has been handicapped throughout the season by the lack of good goalies, but they have been superior in most games in fieldwork.


V.U.C. rarely gets past the rep. trials in basketball but this year we can boast three representatives, Julie Dean, selected for Senior B was promoted to the Senior A Tournament team for Wellington, June Scott (Intermediate), and Miriam Drain (Junior).


The increased vigour of the Club is shown, not only in successes and representatives, but also in the good Club practices we have held at St. Joseph's at 8 p.m. on Mondays. These have been worthwhile because on almost every occasion we have had two full teams.


We are very grateful to the coach, Mr Budden, for the time he has devoted to our Club.
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Political Science Society


The agitation at the beginning of this year for Faculty and Departmental committees had an offshoot in the establishment of a Political Science Society early in April. The aims of the Society are to hold regular discussion meetings on topical political subjects led by prominent speakers; to strive for the establishment of a departmental committee for the Political Science department; to urge students in other departments to form societies similar to this one; to publish a journal containing original research by students of the College into current political problems; and to press for an honours stage in the department.


Four meetings of the Society have been held to date. All have been well attended both by students of the department and by other students interested in politics. The first meeting, held on April 22 was addressed by Dr Dean McHenry of the University of Southern California on 'Politics—American Style'. Dr McHenry gave a very clear outline of the history of the American Constitution, and told about the political scene in America today. He gave us his views on the possibility of an American Labour Party, which he said was not likely to materialise for some time. The Society was very fortunate in gaining such a well-informed speaker for its inaugural meeting. Mr E. Theiler, the Swiss Consul to New Zealand, told us of the growth of democracy in Switzerland in our second meeting. When asked why women did not have a vote in Switzerland he gave a very convincing explanation. Further speakers have been Mr Owen Davies of 
Unrra who spoke of the present situation in Germany, and Mr T. McCombs, M.P., who took us behind the scenes in the Labour Party.




[bookmark: t1-body-d24-d14b]

The Society would like to put on record its sincere thanks to the members of the staff of the Political Science Department. They gave us every encouragement when we were forming the Society and have helped us considerably throughout the year.
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Hockey Club


Although the Club has gained in numerical strength since last year, entries in the local competitions were reduced to six teams. Even with this limitation, most of the lower-grade teams have had difficulty in fielding eleven men every week. A further handicap for these teams is the lack of goal-keepers, and it says much for their enthusiasm that they have registered quite a few successes despite the empty goal behind them. The second eleven is stronger than it has been for many years, and should give a good account of itself in the Winter Tournament to be held in Wellington this August.


At the beginning of the season, the Senior Eleven could field only three members of last year's team, and consequently it has taken some time for an effective combination to be evolved, although the coaching of Gil Johnstone and Hec. Lawry, who have both won senior representative honours this season, has already resulted in an improvement in tactical play.


The annual match against Massey was won by Victoria 3—2. The lavish hospitality shown to our team on that occasion will long be remembered.


In the 1946 Tournament, under the leadership of Harry Scott, who gained an N.Z.U. Blue for his fine performances, Victoria fielded an untried team, yet succeeded in coming second equal. This year the Tournament team will be substantially the same as has been fielded in the Senior competitions.
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Women's Hockey Club


Judging by competition points this season 'the game's the thing' seems to be the motto of the Varsity Club. Considering that it has the second largest membership in Wellington it is perhaps surprising that our teams do not top the grades. But it must be realised that very few of the Freshers joining the Club each year have played hockey before and secondly a large percentage drop out of regular Saturday play owing to pressure of work. And thirdly, until this year it has been the custom for the more experienced players on graduating to leave the Club and either drop out of hockey or complete their career in another Club. The decision of the Club this year to amend this state of affairs has been a wise one and should bear fruit in the coming season. With success adorning the efforts of the present keen players, enthusiasm may be awakened in the more dormant members.


Four teams have been entered in the local competitions with varying degrees of moderate success. Were the May vacation, Kings Birthday weekend and Mid-term break to be eliminated, I feel sure hockey in the College would thrive. Perhaps someone with initiative will put forward a motion at the next A.G.M.


While local competition hockey must of necessity be the life-blood of the Club, our duty and pleasure to sister Colleges have not been neglected. A team travelled to Massey College where it was entertained royally and rewarded Massey's efforts by defeating their team 5—2 in the best display of hockey put on by any Victoria hockey team this season. During Mid-term break Canterbury College sent a team to play our Third grade team, over whom they were the victors by 2 goals to nil. It was very pleasing to see the way in which our team entertained their visitors. We understand the Canterbury team enjoyed themselves as much as we did having them.


Although we have been unable to procure a regular coach for the season, our thanks are due to Miss Charles for her encouragement and advice on Saturdays, Ralph Keen for helping beginners on Tuesday afternoons and Mr Jacobson and his hockey boys at the Sports' Centre who have made hockey a more exciting game than we have previously known it.
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The Literary Society


This Society came into existence at the beginning of the year to satisfy the need for some club which would encourage and stimulate literary activity and interests within the College. Since its inception two major meetings with non-student speakers have been held—Professor Gordon on "Katherine Mansfield," and Mr. James Bertram on "W. H. Auden." One broadsheet has been published and another will be out in the 2nd Term. The most productive work of the Society has probably been in organising Study Groups of about a dozen members each on particular topics, three such groups being at present: "New Zealand Poetry," "Blake," and "Elizabethan Drama." The general procedure here is for members to prepare in turn a talk on some particular aspect, which is then followed by discussion.


The Society's existence has undoubtedly been valuable to students in stimulating thought on literary topics, in providing in the "Broadsheet" facilities for local publication which are not always available in "Salient," and in promoting through active study and discussion a deeper knowledge of some authors and fields of writing. On the other hand it has not yet been successful in reaching the average moderately interested student except through the "Broadsheet" and talks given by out-side speakers. On its activities for the rest of this year, and the beginning of the next, will depend the Society's future—whether it becomes a fruitful and stimulating club, or a small clique. At the moment, the enthusiasm of some of its members, the quality of work being done by some, both in verse and prose, the earnest desire for the representation of all opinions, and above all, the crying need for some organised discussion and argument on literary topics, indicate that the Society's importance will steadily increase.
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Student Christian Movement


V.U.C.S.C.M. has spread its attention and interest over a wide range of topics and activities this year, and has received new impetus since the appointment of the Rev. Martin Sullivan as full-time Chaplain, in whom has been fully demonstrated the value of a Chaplain's leadership.


Several of the talks and discussions this year centred round different faculties in the University
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and their relationship with religion. The Rev. J. M. Bates made a very able estimate of religion as a science, while keen discussion was aroused by a talk by Mr. J. Robb on psychology and religion. The Rev. L. N. Watkins, also, traced the connection between music and religion through the ages. Aspects of the Church in other countries were covered in talks such as "The Church in Germany," by Mr N. Davis, who had been working with 
Unrra in Germany, and in an enlightening presentation of the problems of India, by the Rev. Morton Ryburn. The interest in German students has been furthered by the starting of a correspondence with the S.C.M. branch in Germany. The focus at May Camp was on the University, its position in the community, and on the position of the student in the University. The weekend camp at Wallis House in July approached the problem of suffering, both in its personal aspects, which included a talk by Mr Sullivan dealing with 
C. S Lewis's book, 'The Problem of Pain,' and in relation to the suffering of nations, which was discussed by Mr O. E. Burton.


The two study circles which have been held during the year, one by Mr Sullivan on Doctrine, held two nights in the week, and the other by the Rev. J. Nairn on the 'Gospel of St. John,' have both been steadily well-attended and introduced worthwhile discussion.


Religious literature has been effectively introduced into the year's programme. A reading of one of Dorothy Sayers' plays in the series 'The Man Born to be King,' was read by 
Scm-ers before Easter; and readings by students of selected passages of prose, poetry and drama have made an interesting contribution to the thought and discussion of the two camps.


Social services in and beyond the University have been continued this year, and include the compiling of a student handbook and the conducting of an information bureau at the beginning of the year. The large number of books which passed this year through the Second Hand Bookstall, run by the S.C.M., indicate its increasing value to students. Assistance has also been given in sewing and packing to Corso and in the organisation of I.S.S.


The four S.C.M. Services during the year have included the Commissioning Service of Mr Sullivan, held at St. Peter's Church and attended by large numbers. The major service of the year, the World Student Day of Prayer, which was held at St. Paul's Pro-Cathedral, was also well attended.


New plans for S.C.M. activities are in progress and an increasing membership of students prepared to take an active part in both the spiritual and practical sides of the movement forecasts its growth in active strength.
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The Evangelical Union


In the first week-end of March, following the resumption of University, thirty students from Training College and-Victoria College met together at Otaki to discuss plans for the year's activities, and also to consider the rsponsibilities of Christian students in their University life. We were pleased to have with us Mr C. K. Bycroft, M.A., our Graduate President for 1947.


Following this house party we have been holding two Bible Study Groups every week led by the students themselves, and also three meetings for prayer. These have proved to be of great benefit to all who have attended. Sunday teas and services have also been events of note, one being held in conjunction with the visiting Inter-Varsity Fellowship Missionary team. Their visit to Wellington resulted in a marvellous time of fellowship, and the addresses from Miss Hill, China Inland Mission, Dr. Hallam Howie, China Inland Mission, and Mr. Roland Harries, of the Sudan, will not be easily forgotten.


The highlight of the year has been the Inter-Varsity Fellowship Conference, held in May at Dunedin. Everything, including the unpredictable Dunedin weather, aided in making the conference successful for the 120 students gathered at John McGlashan College. We were pleased to have with us the Rev. Basil Williams, an ex-Travelling Representative of the New Zealand Inter-Varsity Fellowship, now carrying out the same type of work in Australian universities. The comparisons he made between Australian and New Zealand student bodies and activities were most interesting and it was felt that both sides would benefit greatly from a closer liaison.


Before the end of the year it is proposed to hold a week-end house party at Wallis House. The Rev. J. H. Deane, principal of the Bible Training Institute in Auckland, and the Rev. Boggis, of Palmerston North, will be the speakers.
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Biological Society


This Society has had an active year and has had a stimulating effect on the whole College. Activities began with the A.G.M., at which Mr. W. H. I. Dawbin gave a talk on his sojourn in the Auckland Islands, illustrated with slides and films.


The next talk was given by Miss Ralph on the trip to Canada. As the Biological Society instigated this trip we were pleased to have an account of the wonderful experiences the party had, from their leader.


The first field trip was a tramp to the Tararuas at Anzac week-end, and about 16 Biologists spent the week-end most profitably at Tauherenikau hut, studying the fauna and flora of the area.


A feature of interest was the talk on sex given to women students by Mrs Cochran, the author of 4 Meeting and Mating.'


A Sunday trip to Red Rocks on June 22 was held to study marine life. Dr. Fell led this trip and it was a great success, over thirty biologists and geologists attending.


The Brains Trust, held on June 23, attracted large crowds. The Society was fortunate in securing for the trust some of the brightest members of the staff. Some of Mr Munro's remarks will be long remembered, and some of Dr. Newman's answers have become favourite by-words in the Biology Block. All the students who packed into the Biology room on that night went away stimulated and enlivened.


A valuable field trip was made to Field Hut (in the Tararuas near Otaki Forks), the week-end before mid-term week. Miss Mason from the Botany Division was an able leader and answered many questions on the bush. Much time was spent botanising, but variety was gained by ski-ing, tramping, cooking, and generally enjoying camp life.




[bookmark: t1-body-d24-d20b]

An afternoon visit to Wallaceville Animal Research Station, by 45 keen biologists, was enjoyed. The party was divided up and shown around the research station and events concluded with afternoon tea being provided.


The Society hopes to run a trip to the Whaling Station at Tory Channel during the August vacation, and also a trip to Kapiti Island after finals.


The Scientific publication being brought out by the Society will be available by the beginning of next term.
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[image: WOOLWORTHS for those who like LOVELY things . . . Dainty nightdresses, lovely undies, hosiery, cosmetics or toilet accessories, you'll find them all at Woolworths! Their quality will thrill you—Wool worth's low prices are just as pleasing as the quality of their goods. You save time by buying at Woolworths because you do all your shopping under a single roof. ..and for MEN who care! Woolworths is also a Men's shopping paradise. Shaving gear, toilet accessories, ties, socks, pyjamas, braces, or even cigarettes—you'll find them all at Woolworths. Save money and time by shopping at Woolworths. NO MAIL ORDERS SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK!]
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Debating Society


The popularity of the Debating Society has con tinued this year with audiences that packed the gym. There have been many new speakers and the number of speaking members has remained at about 50.


Owing to the number of clubs that use the gym on Friday evenings it has not been possible to hold as many debates as in previous years. In spite of this a number of varied and topical subjects have been debated, some of which were:—


'That the foreign policy of the 
U.S.S.R. is detrimental to world peace'; 'That the foreign policy of the U.S.A. is detrimental to the United Nations 'Organisation '; 'That Atheism is justifiable'; 'That Militant Unionism is a threat to the welfare of New Zealand'; 'That the emancipation of women is breaking up family life'; 'That Euthanasia is desirable'; 'That the Legislative Council should be abolished.'


During the Second Term an evening of Impromptu Debates was held. The Plunket Medal oratory contest was held on Saturday, July 12. It was won by J. Milburn who spoke on Ramsay MacDonald. The judges were Mrs Z. Mountjoy, the Rev Martin Sullivan and Dr A. M. Finlay, M. P. Leonard Samuj who spoke on Rabindranath Tagore was placed second and Bill Hume, speaking on L. E. C. Oates, third.


Victoria College was placed first and third in the Bledisloe Medal oratory contest. Brendan O'Connor, speaking on Thomas Bracken, was the winner and Kevin O'Brien, whose subject was Timi Kara, was placed third. Our Joynt Scholl representatives were Kevin O'Brien and Frank O'Flynn, who won second place for the College.
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Athletic Club:T. Levy.

	
Basketball (Men's): L. B. Piper.

	
Basketball (Women's): M. Irwin.

	
Biological Society:P. Ross.

	
Boxing Club: J. Roberts.

	
Catholic Students' Guild: P. Gyles.

	
Cricket Club: B. Vance.

	
Debating Society: N. Casey.

	
Defence Rifle Club: A. V. McKenzie.

	
Drama Club: G. Johnstone.

	
Evangelical Union:J. D. Craig.

	
Football Club (Association): J. Walls.

	
Football Club (Rugby): J. B. Tripp.

	
Geological Society: J. T. Matthews.

	
Glee Club: B. Aitken.

	
Harrier Club: D. Hefford.

	
Hockey Club (Men's): T. Shilton.

	
Hockey Club (Women's): S. Ilott.

	
Law Faculty Club: R. P. H. Hewat.

	
Literary Society: J. B. Weir.

	
Maths and Physics Society: J. Clelland.

	
Miniature Rifle Club: P. Downey.

	
Philosophical Society: G. Orr.

	
Photography Club: P. C. Alve.

	
Political Science Society: C. Melling.

	
Rowing Club: G. Ward.

	
Socialist Club: G. Warner.

	
Student Christian Movement: J. Morton.

	
wimming Club: A. Bennett.

	
Swords Club: S. G. Cathie.

	
Table Tennis Club: A. Graham.

	
Tennis Club: K. Prankerd.

	
Tramping Club: C. A. Bradstock.
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Epilogue






The Editor of Spike 1946 wishes to apologise for the omission of the following acknowledgements: Cover Design, Mr D. J. Ramage; pen and ink drawing, Mr. R. J. Cowan.



The Editor of Spike 1947 wishes to thank all contributors, whether their work was accepted or not and to thank Mr K. Matthews for his help during the illness of our business manager.



We thank the Caxton Press once more for a good job of printing under considerable difficulties.
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[image: VIVID NEWS! KEYED TO THE SWIFT MARCH OF PROGRESS THE SOUTHERN CROSS DAILY PAPER * Outspoken Opinions on National Affairs * Controversial Articles Pictures * Special Pages on Sport and Women's Interests * Up-to-the Minute World News Coverage MAKE THE SOUTHERN CROSS YOUR PAPER]







[image: HELPING tens of thousands to KEEP HOUSE Keeping the pantry supplied has been a harassing job these last few years. We've done our best to make it easier for tens of thousands of Self Help shoppers to keep house. When things have been hard to get, we've suggested others. When certain foods have been short, we've shown Self Help Shoppers how to eke them out. Every week, at every season of the year, there's a display of the groceries you need. Every week there are timely specials. And, despite everything, two things have never been in short supply at Self Help—courtesy and economy! SELF HELP CO-OP The Firm that BROUGHT prices down ....and KEEPS them down.]







[image: McKENZIES Department Stores Ltd * OWNED AND OPERATED BY NEW ZEALANDERS IN NEW ZEALAND FOR NEW ZEALAND Branches in Main Towns in New Zealand Willis and Cuba Streets Wellington Jackson Street Petone]







[image: DON'T START the Season with a handicap! BUY YOUR NEW RACQUET FROM WHITCOMBE & TOMBS SPORTS SERVICE Wellington and Lower Hutt]







[image: SCIENTIFIC APPARATUS And CHEMICALS Microscopes Acids Chemical Glassware Epidiascopes Pure Chemicals Balances We carry good stocks of: DISSECTING INSTRUMENTS MAGNIFIERS etc. For anything Scientific consult GEO. W. WILTON & CO. LTD 156 WILLIS STREET WELLINGTON]







[image: A MAN AFTER OUR OWN HEART Here's a man to whom the N.I.M.U. would like to show its appreciation ... a man who turned his back upon a very convenient natural fireplace, and took the trouble to build another a safe distance away. He is a practical man. He saw the possibilities in the buttressed roots of the tree ... but it would have killed the tree. He knows that every tree spared Is a guardian for ourselves and our children against the great menace already facing us —erosion. It probably took a hundred years to grow this tree; his campfire could destroy it in as many minutes. His fire-site a little way off will point the way to others who come, that they in turn may honour the venerable years in the tree; so may it lend us shade and protection for hundreds of years. FOR EXTRA VALUE... EXTRA PROTECTION N-I-M-U NORTH ISLAND MOTOR UNION INSURANCE COMPANY A CONTRIBUTION BY THE N.I.M.U. INSURANCE COMPANY TOWARD THE PRESERVATION AND BEAUTIFICATION OF THE COUNTRYSIDE.]







[image: BEECHEY AND UNDERWOOD LIMITED UNDERWOOD, ELLIOTT-FISHER, SUNDSTRAND-SPEED THE WORLD'S BUSINESS NEW ZEALAND DISTRIBUTORS for Monroe CALCULATING MACHINE VARI-TYPER COMPOSING MACHINES Rec.US.PAT.OF. CARDWHEEL for VISIBLE CARD RECORDS NEW UNIVERSAL "TYPEMASTER". PORTABLE FOR STUDENTS BRISTISH ADREMA LIMITES BRADMA LONDON ADDRESSING MACHINE Underwood Sundstrand ADDING-LISTING MACHINES FOR IMMEDIATE DELIVERY MIMEOGRAPG DUPLICATING MACHINES SALES &-SERVICE Phone: WELLINGTON - CHRISTCHURCH - AUCKLAND - HAMILTON - WHANGAREI 45.664 36.479 49.765 2327 3376]







[image: 'CABLE' FINE SHOES FOR MEN Among Friends Here is a shoe that meets every demand of the well dressed man. The leather-only the finest imported is soft and pliable—takes a high polish and holds its shape. The styles are designed so correctly and so comfortably that the man who wears "CABLE" Shoes not only lookshis best but feels his best. See them at your nearest HANNAH Shop. Made in our own Factory under special agreement with the SAXONE SHOE CO., SCOTLAND. Available in a wide range of Shapes and Fittings. AUCKLAND WELLINGTON ALL PRINCIPAL N.Z. TOWNS CHRISTCHURCH DUNEDIN HANNAH'S NEW ZEALANDS NATIONAL FOOTWEAR FIRM]







[image: Consider the importance of the bread you eat . . It forms the basis of practically every meal—every day of theweek, every week of the year. IT IS OBVIOUS then, that every particle of bread eaten should not merely satisfy the appetite but nourish the system as well. SPORT—STUDY—and all Physical Exercises eat up energy. The Food that most quickly replaces that Energy . ... is BREAD. DENHARD 'BREAD OF HEALTH' Is a True Source of Vigour and Activity THERE'S HEALTH IN EVERY SLICE. Bread substitutes are unnecessary and expensive; there is no better food investment than bread. All Denhard Bread is branded " DB. DENHARD BAKERIES LTD phone 15—100 Wellington —RENOWNED FOR PURITY AND FLAVOUR —]




[image: FURNITURE AND THE STUDENT A rare and refreshing event. A Student sauntering through Scoullars; looking with interest; asking intelligent questions about furniture. Strange isn't it that educationalists don't encourage the students to find out things about furniture. After all, the student of to-day is the home-maker of tomorrow. Too much showy furniture gets sold; too much bad designing gets by because young folk don't get themselves an appreciation of furniture before they start buying it. A stroll through Scoullars is good training. It's not just idle chance that makes people say, " It must be good if Scoullars made it." That sort of praise springs from half a century of sound designing and good craftsmanship which are the handmaidens of quality. We're glad to see you. SCOULLARS Makers of Good Furniture 88 90 LAMBTON QUAY - BOX 319 -- WELLINGTON, C.l Also at Hastings and Blenheim]







[image: South's for Books Be sure of definite results by leaving your name and your list of text-books at our University Department. You can rely on South's for intelligent service because we are as interested in your getting the right book as you are. SOUTH'S range of reading matter is unrivalled. Our Mail Order Service is prompt and efficient. SOUTH'S BOOK DEPOT LTD 8 WILLIS STREET WELLINGTON P.O. BOX 357 ELEPHONE 40-907 Branches at Auckland, Christchurch, Dunedin, Invercargill, Lower Hutt, Hastings.]




[image: We Stock SPORTING GOODS of Every Type Stocks are in limited supply, but when you are planning to renew your Sports Equipment, call at TISDALL'S. We will give you friendly advice backed by over 50 years of practical experience. BUY WITH CONFIDENCE from TISDALL'S LTD 65 WILLIS STREET — WELLINGTON And at Auckland, Christchurch and Palmerston North.]







[image: L. Evans & Co Ltd The Quality Drapers of Wellington * CUBAESTREET - - COURTENAY PLACE LAMBTON QUAY]




[image: My Representatives will wel-come an invitation to place the complete range of STYLE FOR MEN Latest Suitings, Tweeds & Homespuns befor you You are more sure of being correctly styled and Tailored by T R. BOOKER 41 DIXON STREET Phones: 51-965 and 52-139]







[image: Attention MOTORISTS! Skilled and Prompt Repair Work Specialized Lubrication Service Sparkling Car Laundering Smart Bowser Attention Spare Parts and Accessories ALL AT TODD MOTORS LTD WELLINGOTN]




[image: SPORTSMEN! HEADQUARTERS FOR ALL Sporting Equipment is 'THE SPORTS DEPOT' 45 WILLIS STREET - WELLINGTON No matter what your sport is:—BASEBALL, GOLF, CRICKET, TENNIS, FOOTBALL, FISHING, SHOOTING-we have all the equipment for every sport. We invite you to visit our depot and inspect our stock. WITCOMBE & CALDWELL LTD SPORTING GOODS SPECIALISTS WINDSOR HOTEL BUILDING, 45 WILLIS STREET, WELLINGTON]







[image: FLEXIBLE HEAT is one reason for the greater economy and convenience of GAS. A turn of a tap gives you any desired degree of heat. GAS is the modern choice for cooking, heating and water heating. You are invited to see the latest Gas Cookers and Appliances in the Showrooms of the WELLINGTON GAS CO. LTD COURTENAY PLACE, WELLINGTON Telephone 55-100]




[image: 'THE MAGNET' (DOUG. BRINGANS) 144 FEATHERSTON STREET WELLINGTON All Sports Goods and Wearing Apparel at Special Prices CRICKET TOGS A SPECIALITY FOOTWEAR AT REASONABLE PRICES STOCKISTS OF JOCKEY UNDERWEAR]







[image: MENS AND BOYS COMPLETE OUTFITTERS HALLENSTEINS 276-278 LAMBTON QUAY WELLINGTON Always on hand—A Good Assortment of Clothing and Mercery at MODERATE PRICES]




[image: DIAL 57-180 BLACK & WHITE CABS LIMITED For your Safe Prompt Courteous Transportation]







[image: McCREARYS' TOBACCONISTS Sell SHAVING SOAPS TOOTHPASTES BRUSHES PIPES ETC. T. &. G. Buildings Lambton Quay]




[image: BUTCHERS, POULTERERS, ETC. PRESTON'S FOR QUALITY WILLIS STREET. MOLESWORTH STREET WELLINGTON The Best is Cheapest!]







[image: WHITEHEAD & PEARS LIMITED "WELLINGTON'S LEADING FASHION HOUSE." "First for Value and Friendly Service." * MILLINERY AND MANTLES CORSETS AND LINGEREI HOSIERY AND GLOVES SILK AND COTTON PIECE GOODS DRESS TRIMMINGS and ACCESSORIES. 120 CUBA STREET WELLINGTON]




[image: JOHNNIE WALKER WHISKY BORN 1820 STILL GOING STRONG Agents MACARTHY'S BREWERY LTD WELLINGTON]




[image: FOR— WATCHES JEWELLERY SOUVENIRS and REPAIRS * SHERWOOD and Sons 103 WILLIS STREET (Next Duke of Edinburgh Hotel)]







[image: PRESCRIPTION SPECIALISTSS MEDICINE ACCURATELY DISPENSED BY QUALIFIED STAFF Stockists of all Toilet and Surgical Goods Renowned for our SENEGA Cough & Influenza Mixture O. W. J. SIMPSON LTD CHEMISTS Featherston Street Wellington and High Street Lover Hutt]




[image: SAVE MONEY ON BOOKS Become a Shareholder in THE CO-OPERATIVE BOOKSTORE MODERN BOOKS 48A MANNERS STREET (Opposite Schneidemans) A £1-0-0 Share entitles you to 10 Discount on Your Books JOIN TODAY AND SAVE AS YOU BUY]







[image: Good Printing... ...cannot make a bad book good, nor bad printing ruin a good book. But Good Printing can create a valuable spiritual state in the reader; bad printing a certain spiritual discomfort. The inwardness of letters is the inwardness of any piece of visual art and regarded simply as a thing of beauty. A volume of the penny classics may give us the sonnets of Shakespeare in their entirely, and for that we may be duly grateful. But it cannot at the same time give us a book of visual art. FERGUSON & OSBORN LTD Specialists in the Printing of MAGAZINES JOURNALS TRADE-JOURNALS AND CATALOGUES 202 LAMBTON QUAY .. WELLINGTON]




[image: JOHNNIE WALKER WHISKY BORN 1820 STILL GOING STRONG Agents MACARTHY'S BREWERY LTD WELLINGTON]




[image: GIVE YOUR EYES EVERY CONSIDERATION Don't Strain Them! CONSULT BARRY and SARGENT LTD OPTICIANS 118 WILLIS STREET]







[image: LOOKING AHEAD FOR * BETTER RESULTS * SPEEDING UP PRODUCTION Purchase your Garden Requirements at the WAIRARAPA FARAMERS We can supply Garden Tools, Lawn Mowers and all kinds of Fertilisers at Lowest Market Price. Agents for Suttons and Yates Famous Seeds. RING 43-043]




[image: JOHNNIE WALKER WHISKY BORN 1820 STILL GOING STRONG Agent MACARTHY'S BREWERY LTD WELLINGTON]




[image: RED BAND ALE Makes Good Food Taste Better BOTTLED OR DRAUGHT]




[image: 'Swallow' TYPE WRITER SUPPLIES CARBONS RIBBONS STENCILS DUPLICATING INK WRITING INK British and Best Sole Wellington Agents J.A. McKAY & Co. Ltd COMMERCIAL STATIONERS 23 BRANDON STREET Telephone 41-541 P.O. Box 1536.]







[image: ELSTONS FURNISHING CO. LTD 30-32 LOWER CUBA STREET Phone 41-642 MANUFACTURERS OF HIGH-GRADE FURNITURE * Special Attention given to all Returned Servicemen. Standard Mark on all our Furniture. * Young Diggers . . . Buy Your Furniture from an Old Digger.]




[image: VISION! TAKE YOUR VISUAL TROUBLES TO MORRISON & GILBSRD LTD Opticians 48 WILLIS STREET WELLINGTON. Phone for an Appointment]




[image: NOTICE TO CLUB SECRETARIES AND OTHERS The Roneo Duplicating, Printing and Addressing Service is available for the prompt and efficient production of Annual Reports—Balance-Sheets—Journals—Posters—Invitations—Dance Tickets—Special Menus, Etc. Ring 45-574 or 45-575 or Call at RONEO OFFICE EQUIPMENT CO. LTD "Roneo House" 18-20 HUNTER STREET C.1]




[image: JOHNNIE WALKER WHISKY BORN 1820 STILL GOING STRONG Agents MACARTHY'S BREWERY LTD WELLINGTON]







[image: FAGG'S for COFFEE * 80 CUBA STREET WELLINGTON]




[image: Dress on Less! Be Smart Always HAVE YOUR SUIT OR COSTUME Cleaned or Pressed AT THE VICTORIA LAUNDRY CO. LIMITED * DEPOTS EVERYWHERE Telephone 15-000]




[image: FOR QUALITY RUBBER STAMPS and Modern Office Requisites of Every Description EXCELSIOR SUPPLY CO. LTD 'ESCO HOUSE' 50-52 VICTORIA ST WELLINGTON Sole Distributors of SUPERFINE 'SKRIP' The Successor to Ink]




[image: GATES Famous for 30 years for MILK SHAKES ICE CREAM SODAS ICE CREAMS DRINKS BOTH HOT and COLD LUNCHEONETTE SERVICE TASTY SNAKS and SNAPPY SERVICE GATES LTD Willis Street Opp. Majestic]







[image: VISION! TAKE YOUR VISUAL TROUBLES TO MORRISON & GILBERD LTD Opticians 48 WILLIS STREET - WELLINGTON. Phone for and Appointment]




[image: RIDE a COUCHMAN CYCLE All the World's Best Models. HUMBER, EMPIRE, PHILLIPS, Etc. Fine Selection of Junior Sized Cycles. EXPERT REPAIRS. COUCHAMAN CYCLE CO. LTD. 92 WAKEFIELD ST. :: WELLINGTON.]




[image: SPENCER DIGBY Camera Art Prudential Building Lambton Quay Wellington Telephone 43-320]




[image: HOPE BROS LTD. MERECRS 83 CUBA STREET 185 Featherston Street 27 Courtenay Place * Don't let your Clothes Worry YOU. That's OUR WORRY!]







[image: FRANCIS HOLMES LIMITED THE CEMENT PEOPLE Telephone 56-210 208-212 TARANAKI STREET WELLINGTON]




[image: Pass Your Laundry Troubles to us..... IDEAL BAG WASH PETONE Phone 63-001 Phone 63-001 * Try the "IDEAL" Wet Wash Service-Only 4/2 Bag.]




[image: PARA RUBBER CO. LIMITED 65 WILLIS STREET WELLINGTON The Store for: TENNIS SHOES BATHING CAPS GARDEN HOSE WATERPROOF COATS * Remember 'PARA' for All Good Rubber Goods]




[image: FITZGERALD BROS LIMITED * * * COMPLETE TYRE SERVICE * * * 197-217 WAKEFIELD STREET]





