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EDITORIAL

“On Dit” beging with this number the third term of its life. There is little
doubt but that its life-blood will circulate a little thinly this term, as our
various contributors begin to feel the pressure of approaching examinations.

So far these fine fellows have done nobly; it is really surprising how little
of the correspondence has been manufactured by the Editors. When they have
written the Bditorial, collected the Sports Notes, and dashed off a note or two
about this and that, there is nothing else to be done but to get the thing through
the Press and bear with the ironical comments of disgruntled readers.

There is one matter that troubles us; we touch lightly upon it in our cor-
respondence note, I would emphasize it here.

This paper was started to give a medium for the expression of student
opinion; perhaps the hardy venturers would have held their hand had they
suspeeted the quality and still more the quantity of much of that opinion., The
popular psychologists tell us that we ought to express our personality; bring
to the surface the golden jewel hidden in our depths, ete., ete. In the light of
some of our experience we begin to suspeet behind their remarls a subtle inten-
tion to wreck the ordered framework of society,

Society is, after all, built on confidence; we dare not say that our corres-

pondence column gives the intelligent onlooker much confidence in the quality

of student opinion,

But hope on, patient ones; there is still this term to go and the Editorials,
we flatter ourselves, are ever worth reading.
If you dom’t like them, read the Sports Notes!

In Memortam.
Richard Verco McMichael.

It is the unhappy office of ¢“On Dit’’ to
publish this weck some brief memorial of
Richard Verco MecMichael, who died at
Nurse Rowe’s Hospital on Monday, 29th
Aungust, from complications arising out of
-acute appendieitis,

Dick MeceMichael was one of the best
known and best liked of undergraduates,

After a notable career at St. Peter’s Col-
lege, he came up to 8. Mark’s in 1930 as a
student in architecture, and with char-
acterigtic good spirits at once entered into
the full tide of University life. In Uni-
versity sport he was not long in making
hig mark; he won the University Swimming
Championship in 1980, in 1931 he was
awarded a notably well earned Blue for
tennis and played in the ‘‘A’’ football
team, ‘and im 1932 he played in the inter-
’Vargity and Combined Universities’ foot-
ball matehes. Outside the University he
played in inter-State tennis both in the

Senior and Junior State teams, and twice

~played for the South Australian Amateur

Football League in inter-State games. He
was a member of the General Committee,
the Grounds Committee, the Blues Com-
mittee, and the Exhibition and Carnival
Committea of the Sports Association, of
the Union and Men’s Union Committecs,
and of the Committces of his Faculty
Society and College Club.

‘With all his interest in the less serious
gide of things, he was yet a student of
congpicuous ability, and at his last exam-
inations passed in all subjects, with credits
in two.

The record of his achicvements, how-
ever, tells only by implication of his friend-
liness, his good nature, and hig splendid
manly qualities. To meet him was to he
at once his friend, and to know him well
was to be in every way eonfirmed iu one’s
affection. The University does not unmber
among its members, past and present, many
men 80 worthy of esteem, nor many who
would be so deeply mourned as he is.

¢¢On Dit’’ gpeaks for the whole student
body in offering the deepest sympathy to
hig parents, his sister, and his brother,

CORRESPONDENCE.

In order to impress upon our cor-
respondents the need for

(a) brevity,

(b) common sense,

(¢) a tolerable standard of gram-
mar

in their effusions, we print, without
corrections, some coutributions re-
ceived in the past fortnight.

Ed.

The Editor.

Dear Sir,—‘¢Still Seeking’’ wants a eom-
mentary on T. S. Eliot. Doubtless there
will he one in a couple of hundred years’
time, just as now we have Bradley to tell
us what Shakespeare meant. It simplifies
matters. A tutor onee asked me if T had
read Bradley, I said: ‘‘No, but I’ve read
Shakespeare.”’ There’s a pretty scene in
¢“Peter Whifle’’ (Carl van Vechten)
where an ecarnest person asks an artist
what his pieture means. The artist said,
¢The picture is there. Look at it.”’

The trouble about modern art is that
it is so easy to imitate.
casy to be meaningless—some of your eor-
respondents, Mr, Rditor, are shining ex-
amples of that, But what is not so easy
is precisely that glory of modoern poetry—
the breaking into music snddenly out of
diseord, like the rhythm gliding into the
tumult in Gershwin rhapsody. I see it as
an attempt to portray life fully—right
down to the back tceth (false or other-
wise); a rovolt against that artifieial selee-
tion of earlier art which chose just what
supported its special theme, and in con-
gequence lacks reality and hreadth, There
is less shared cxperienee in ¢‘Hamlet’’
than there is in ¢¢Cavaleade,’’ which beats
to the pulse of the world of all of us.

This modern poetry ig in the language
and terms of our day. It’s a fact to
realize abont all liternture that it is written
for its own time. A few yoars ago I loved
the poetry of Brooke and Fleckor: I read
them to-day, and they scem a little faded,
a little 1910, I am sad beeauso it is brave
stuff,

I hear the platitnde, ‘‘Shakespeare ig
for all time,”’ and wish people would be
honest. Shakespeare has survived as an
example of the best of his time—that’s
what classies are, Bnt I gay his messago
for us ig less than Marcel Proust’s, I have
read much of the carlier literature, but I
find I get a fuller appreciation ag I acquire
more knowledge of the times in whieh it
was written, and when ona sifts out the
universal, it’s not a great deal. If people
can’t appreciate the best work of their
own time, then I mistrust them when they
gy they love Bhakespeare,

Mr. Editor, don’t let anyone acense me
of saying, ‘‘Shakespeare is bunk,”’ There
are two sorts of fool: One who says ¢‘serap
the old stuff,”’ and the other who snys,
¢‘This BEliot is either an idiot or an in-
ebriate.”” I repeat, the classies expressed
enduring truths in their own way: but why
try to stifle attempts to say them in our
way?

Let us he like the ancient Athenians,
gecking new things. As you say, Mr.
Editor, unsuspected worlds of beauty have
been discovered, The greatest is the tap-
ping of the resources of the individual
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consciousness, Think of those lovely pas-
sages in Proust om trains of recolleetion,
garnering np impressions, contrasts, emo-
tions, making the prosaic daily life an
odyssey and a perpetual joy in memory,
And Dorothy Richardson, telling a story
entirely from the subjeetive point of view;
she mentions mno external ineidents, hut
ouly the subject’s reactions to them, show-
ing a glamorous vew world that is really
the ordinary, everyday world of all of us,
geen from a new angle. In poetry, too,
there ig the divine ineoherenee of Gerard
Manley IHoplkins, those gleams of wild
beauty that would lose their lugtre in
captivity, Surely this needs no com-
mentary$ :
This passion for literal, word for word,
meauning as applied to poctry, it’s like a
bug hunter and a butterfly—stick a pin
throngh it and let the ecolours fade. I
wouldn’t blame artists if they weroe de-
liberately pulling the leg of the obtuse
public. I have my suspicions of Gertrude
Stein, hut serious artists like Tliot, Pound,
Edith Sitwell, Joyce, and Vachel Lindsay
are ahove suspicion, Of course, native

capacity to understand varies, just as sense

of humounr,

I know a nice poctry hook that everyone
can understand. It is called ‘‘Hymng A,
and M.’ Then there is Willy Wordaworth
(you remember his part in the Freneh
Revolution )

¢¢0ft working by her hushand’s side
Ruth does what Simon eannot do:
For ghe, with seanty cause for pride,
Is stouter of the two.
And though yon with your utmost skill
From lahour could not wean them,
’Tig little, very little, all
That they ean do hetween them,??
—~8Simon Lee,

Yours, GERALDINE O'BROOKOMORE,

The Bditor, ¢‘On Dit,”’

Dear Sir,—It ig not my intention to enter
into a controversy on religion, as an argu-
ment on this subjeet can he ecarried on
interminably without arriving at any defin-
ite eonclusion, Nevertheless, such views as
were expressed Dby Atheist in your last
imsue should not he permitted to pass en-
tiroly unchallengod, so I should be glad if
you can flud room in your correspondence
for this lettor,

That some of the greatest men in history
have heen atheists is perfeetly true.
Archimedes, whose developmoent of the
method of exhaustion invented by Eudoxus,
by means of whieh he was able aceurately

.to agecertain the surface and volume of a

gphere, and the areas of segments of a
pavabola (the solutions of whiech amount
to actual operationg in the Integral Cal-
eulug) chose for an emblem on his tomb a
eylinder eircumseribing a sphere, with the
ratio which the volume of the former hears
to that of the latter—a faet which aptly
illngtrates his spiritual outlook,

But ‘the ancient philosophers wore ecap-
able of being divided into two ecamps.
Axistotle, the greatest mind of antiquity,
perhaps of all the ages that have been (of
whoso work in biology Darwin wrote,
¢¢From quotations I had seen I had a high
notion of Aristotle’s methods, but I had
not the remotest notion what a wonderful
man he was. Linnacus and Cuvier have
been my two gods, though in very different
ways, but they were amere sechoolboys to
old Arigtotle’’)—the trend of all Aris-
totle’s thought was teleological; he saw the

universe moving to an end in itgelf: in his
own words, ‘‘It moves like a thing De-
loved.?’

He never ignores mundane matters, yet
ig no materialist, secing as he does man’s
highest happiness in the activity of the
loftiest part of his nature; that is, reason,
which in Aristotle’s sense, is almost
equivalent to our ‘‘spirit.’”’ And he says
of a life based on this ideal, ‘*Such a life
ig higher than human, for a man will live
it in virtue of something divine in him, and
not of his humanity. If reason compared
with our human nature is divine, then the
lifo of reasou is divine in ecomparison with
human life, We should not listen to those
who tell us that humau heings should think
like men and wmortals like mortals, but we
shonld achieve sueh immortality as we
may, and strain every nerve to live by the
highest things in us. They may be small in
substance, but in price and power they are
beyond all else.’’

I do not think that Atheist is fair in
charging the World War and tho present
depression to a weakness in Christianity.
‘What Plato said twenty-two centuries ago
ig as true now as it was then. He aseribed
the unsatisfactory nature of commerce and
industry as being due to the root fallacy
of treating them as money-making affairs,
not as a means of benefiting the whole com-
munity.

Stoieism attracted the Roman tempera-
ment. It appealed to the will, which was'a
man’s very own, unconquerable by the
pangs of tyranny or the pains of disease.
The final result of this stoicism was in-
dulgenee in practices vieious heyond belief,
and the extinetion of their empire.

In conclusion, lot me quote from St, Paul:
‘“We must look not at the things which are
geen, but at the things which are not geen:
for the things which are scen are temporal:
hut the things which are not scon are
eternal.’”’ Yours faithfully,

ANITA LOOS,

[With sineere apologies to our readers!
~—Eds.]

THE SENTIMENTAL BLOKE.
(With apologies to Mr, C. J. Dennis.)

Please, mister Editor, ’ear me a bit,
When ’anging round North Terris, feel-
ing bored,
I spies a copy uv this ’ere ¢“On Dit,”’
An’ pieks it np, an’ lcarus there ain’t
no Gawd.
Now that is news to me, I tells yer straight.
I reckon there’s a Gawd at anyrate,

I ’ad a cobber with me, but ’o sez,
¢‘I’'m thinkin’ this bloke, Atheist, is
right. ‘
"B gives us proof for all that ’c deelares
By quotin’ learned names~—’e ain’t no
skite.?’
“¢Just mad,’’ T sez; ’e sez, ‘'K quotes a
string—?*’
I interjects, ‘‘Big names ain’t cvery-
thing.”’ .

¢¢8ix years ago,’’ T sez, ‘we all enjoyed

A ding-dong life, hut.didn’t know it then,
We’ve found that out sinee we’ve bin un-

employed,

An’ now we want prosperity again,
But, if we think that idiots can prove
There ain’t no Gawd, the elouds will not

remove.’’

I tells me mate, ¢‘Me wife an’ family
'Ud be in rags, an’ dying uv the cold,
It it was not for Christian charity.

An’ so would yours,”” I sez. ¢‘This bloke
don’t old.

The learned names ‘e quotes look very fine,

I ean’t pronounce ’cmm—nhut they’re bunk
for mine,?*?

¢‘Begides,”’ T agks me cobler, ‘*toll me wot
’Ud ’appen in this country if we all
Shoved Gawd aside, when ’e ig all we got?
Australia’d give the tussle up an’ fall,
She’d chuek np striving to keep keepin? on,
Because she thought ’er greatest ’ope ’ad
gona.”’ i

“'T sees yer point uv view,’’ me mate re-
marks,
When ‘e
awhile.
f¢This eodger, now I’ve sized ’im, fairly
narks
Me stomaeh with *is ‘igh an’ mighty
style.
If T could get a squiz at Atheist,
I’d plug ’im in the atlas with me fist,??

’ad  chewed me argnments

“‘Now, now!’’ I gez, ‘‘cool down, an’ ’old
your reing.
That ain’t the thing to do in any case.
It’s obvious this hloke ’as got some brains,
I’m sure ’¢ means no ’arm—’e ain’t so
base.
The trouble is *E’S THINKING POR "IM-
SELF,
AN’ LEAVES MANKIND’S AFFAIRS
UPON THE SHELT.”’

It’s my opinion, mister Editor,
As ’ow, it mister Athcist’s idosns
Was swallowed in this country, thern’d
be war—
Dam’ eivil war an’ slaughtering for
years.
Lots uv blokes like me nd lift the sword,
If it was not for our helief in Gawa.

Now tell this mister Atheist from me
That ’e’s entitled to ’is own heliefs,

But not to write & hook on' ’em an’ he
The cause uv a countryful uv griefs.

The danger is that many ’umble folk

U be heguiled be. this *ere Atheist bloke.

Beenuse, yer see, in time the thing ud
spread,
An’ if they ’ad no Gawd to trust, poor
nen
"Ud fight the bloomin’ devil’s eause inatead,
An’ bloody ‘el 'ud he the order thon.
Now take my tip, an’ print this big an’
brosd:
BE WARY, LEAVE THE "UMBLE MAN
IS GAWD,

Yours, A DINKY DYE AUSSIE,

SCANDAL.
The Editor, ‘‘On Dit,’’

Dear Sir,—I foresee that many declicate
suseeptibilitics may be aroused at the very
thought (horrible!) of a University student
being so eareless as to lose a eopy. of the
celebrated ¢“On Dit*’ (pronounced without
the ‘“t’’) on North Terrace, or anywhere
else, where it would appear to tho vulgar
eye as—well, litter, as it were. But I must;
protost that it is quite coneeivable that a
student, a professor, or even the Editor,
might do it. At any rate, on Friday,
August 12, 1932, I rescued a soiled eopy
of ¢‘On Dit’’ from the lawn by Venus’s
statue, whither it was. Dlowing with the
wind, Yours, AUSSIE. ‘



ON DIT, SEPTEMBER 2nd, 1932

To the Editor, ‘‘On Dit.’’

Sir,—The detractors of Halisteresis on
the subject of our dancing standard appear
to base their argument on the faet that
*they dance (?) for their own enjoyment,
and not for the entertainment of others.
Allow me, Sir, to point out to them that
it they were taking some friends for a
motor ride, they would owe it to other
users of the road and to their companions
to be capable of handling a car at least
reasonably well before starting, enjoyment
notwithstanding.

Apart from this there is the more enjoy-
ment to Le got from daneing well than
badly; I presume Terpsichore and Co. play
games: arc we to suppose that they potter
about any old how at them, and ‘“blow
what T look like,’” or do they, as I suspeet,
put at least a little energy and thought
into it, again enjoyment notwithstanding?

Shop girls and others do dance far better
than we do, as I learnt to my surprise on

+ vigiting - a shilling dance hall for the
gpeeifie purpose of finding out, This is
commonly attributed to the fact that they
spend longer at the game; but surely, in
view of our presumably greater aptitudo
for learning, and the splendid opportunity
offered by the Dance Club in the appoint-
ment of an official daneing mistress, we
could reach the same standard as the shop
girls in less time. No, as in other branches
of University activity, apathy rather than
lack of time must be the reason for Terp-
gichore’s inability to danee. And people
who parade the Refectory floor with no
attention to the musie, their neighhours, or
anything besides the  colour of their
partuer’s eyes (as quite commonly occurs),
are simply using the exense of dancing for
the pursuit of a promiscuous and faintly
revolting petting party.

I must, howevor, disagree with Halis-
toresis’ condemnation of the women, who
have to conform to the actions and faee
of their partner; this is borne out in
Rhythm's spirited defence of her fellow
students where ghe points out the absurdity
of gupposing that ‘‘a woman who has heen
learning music for years cannot keep time
better than a negro’’ (the comparison is
not particularly good, sinec it is exactly
nogroid time that we are gencrally ex-
pected to keep). Hence, if the woman ean
koep time and doesn’t, is it obviously not
her’s, but her partner’s fault,

Yours faithfully, PEA SEA,

“THY SPEECH BEWRAYETH THEE. "
The Editor, ¢‘On Dit.”?

Dear Sir,—In my last letter to your
columns I referred to King Solomon in
error for the Psalmist.

The Twentiecth Century is not unique or
original in heing execiting and stirring.
New movements in Arts, Politics, Religion,
and Thought started with Pithecanthropos.
Even Sir Isanc Newton said that he him-
self was but as a child by the ocecan of
knowledge, splashing up a few drops with
hig toy bucket. The best way to find out
what humanity needs and seeks is to mix
with humanity and get its views and wishes
first hand. Then have your Labour Clubs
and all the rest of it, and grapple as needs

THE HASSELL Pli:ss, Currie Street, Adelalde

be. The sensible mass of the world is what
does the work, the very few outstanding
intellects have the ideas and give them to
the masses, and the intelligent minority
provides the comic relief. I do not deery
culture, but I’ve no use for the highbrow-
ism that ealls A, A, Milne literature and
Sitwellage poetry. Can N. B. Saint discuss
¢‘The Dog’’?

Atheism went out with the naughty
nineties. Your correspondent is hopclessly
out of date. The one common character-
istic that appears in every race and age
from the earliest caveman of Europe to the
most brilliant seientists of to-day is the
belief in some sort of god. Twenty cen-
turies of conventional Christianity has given
us what? Hospitals, medical seience,
benevolent institutions of countless sorts.
A far greater degree of personal safety
than two thousand years ago. Has
¢¢ Atheist’? Leen to China, or India, to sce
the conditions where Christianity has not
touched? 'Who is the first man to De
appealed to for help in time of distress?
the parson. A man lives a notorioualy evil
life, never goes near a chureh. But he’d
be horrified if a parson refused to bury him,

Neither do leaders of thought, ancient or
modern, support atheism. Shalcespeare,
Tenuyson, Dieckens, Thackeray, Mark
Rutherford, Hilaire Belloe, G. K. Chester-
ton, all are rcligions men. In affairs of
State, the great men are mnol atheists,
What of Clemenceau, Hoover, Baldwin,
Lloyd Georgo, Gladstone, the Chamber-
1ains? I do not kmow Atheist’s authorities,
they sonnd rather like Ko-Ko’s ‘“mysticnl
Germans.’’  During the American Civil
War Ingersoll was captured by the South,
When they found who he was they tried
to exchange him, first for an offiecer, then
for a private, finally for a mule. But the
North wouldn’t have him baeck cven at
that price.

‘What of the world’s greatest musie, the
Messgiah, Paust, Tannhauser? Seience has
grown out of atheism now, as have the
masters of Dusiness, men like Ford and
Lord Leverhulme, Professor R. XK. Duncan,
in ‘“The New Knowledge,”’ accepts with-
out eomment the existence of God. Lodge,
Crookes, Newton, all allow a place to reli-
gion, Sir William Bragg, answering the
question whether seience and religion are
opposed, says, ¢‘They are; in the sense that
the thumb and fingers of my hand aro
opposed to one another. It is an opposi-
tion by means of which anything can he
grasped.’’ )

Russia will follow France, France tried
atheism, After a while she had to invent
a new Religion of Reason, with Demoisello
Candeille the Goddess of Reason. And
soon the ehurch was hack again. So will it
be with Russia.

‘¢ Atheist,”’ like all his clan, is so, not
becauso he has thought, but because he is
too lazy, or too careless, or too anxious for
his own way, to take the trouble to think.
Thought, true, honest, careful thought is
death to atheism, Perhaps if your corres-
pondent will give religion a trial he will

find semething in it after all, Atheism?®
Rubbish! Yours faithfully,
BARSIL JACKSON.

To the Editor, ‘¢ On Dit,”’

Sir,—I am sorry that my remarks on the
exoerable daneing at our ‘‘Dance’’ Club
have evoked so little comment. I am sorrier
still that the comment has been eutirely
adverse.

““Terpsichore’s’’ attitude is, I suppose,
intelligible, if not intelligent. Ie dances
purely for his own amusement, he says, and
congiders that he is justified in obtaining
that amusement by any anties which may
oecur to him to perform. Mo apparently
objects to bad pianists performing in pub-
lie, if I read the inference in his last
gentence correetly, Why mot to bad
dancers? .

¢¢‘Terpsichore’’ no doubt plays bridge or
tennis, What would he say if his partner
ignored all the written and unwritten
rules just for amugement? Why did he
learn thesc games? Presumably to enable
him to enjoy himself the better. I assure
him that the same would ocenr if he learned
dancing, instead of assuming fhat for
dancing one requires no brains at all,

The Club have taken a step in the right
direction hy procuring an instruetor, but it
will have to educate its members up to the
knowledge that they really ncod instrnet-
ing. .

With the effusion of ¢*Rhythm’’—who I
feel sure is a woman—1I feel diffident to
deal. She attacks mc on so many fronts
at once.

If it is true, as she says, that only four
or five musical studonts attend the
¢“Dance’’ Club, I must apologize. Perhaps
it would bhe tactless to suggest that all
students of musie do not attend the Con-
gervatorivm, ‘‘Rhythm?’’ fnrther says that
these four or five students do keep time.
I eannot beliove this., If it were true, their
dancing would have been go outstanding
that I could not havo overlooked them,

When she refers to the graceful earringe
of the shopgirl I fear she is indulging in
sarcasm. I regret to say that it is a case
of a true word spoken in jest, for the
average ’'Varsity girl compared to the
humble shopgirl adopts cither a broowmstick
rigidity or a gelatinous abandon, both of
whieh postures are offensive to the eye.

If ““Rhythm’’ knew anything at all of
the correct interpretation of modern dane-
ing she would know that I would not liko
her to sway her hips in hula hula fashion,
The most elementary Dook will tell her
when, where, and what to sway.

However, it i3 to the nom de plume
‘‘Rhythm?’’ that I take most exeeption.
Onc could overlook the breaking of a fow
ballroom conventions, the drooped should-
ered, sagged-armed deportment, and the
hent-kneed, wide-hased gait of our ’Var-
sity dancers, if only they displayed somec
sense of rhythm. The band plays o waltz
—but the dancers apparently neither know
nor care. Not only are they entirely ig-
norant of the four correct methods of em-
phasizing the first beat of a waltz bar, hut
they lack the desire and the ingenuity to
emphagize it at alll They meoroly move
one foot after the other, and if Ly some
rare chance a step should coineido with the
boat of the musie—why, they are too busily
engaged in pleasant conversation to he
pleased about it! Yours, ete.,

HALISTERESIS,

REPORTS OF SOCIETIES.

Average or Ideal?

This was the subjeet of the sceond S.C.M,
Conferenco, held at Mt. Lofty at the end
of the second term, Some seemed to kuow

- what it meant, others didn’t, when the

conference started, Such a title was neeces-
sarily eryptie, but sounded the keynote of
the whole conference. A gurvey of world
movements at tho present time reveals the
I_)redominanco of collectivism; individualisin
is diseredited in many quarters, and not
undosorvedly, But what of the individual?
Is not true individuality in danger of being
ignored, or of being ‘‘swamped in a morass
of mass movements?’’{

Clonforonce was planned with tho idea of
emphasizing the value of the individual.
Ienee tho significance of the frgt two
addresses,
Valuo of the Individual,’”” and Rev. De
Plodge Sylkes on ¢‘The Art of Living To-
gether,”’ The vital nood of the hour, he
said, wos quality of fellowship, The scarch
ig for a real hond, a bond which conveu-
tional religion is impotent to supply.
Quality of fellowship will be the offspring
of a roligion living in the danger zone,

Mr. Magsoy’s address, ‘‘Must we Com-
promiso’’? was followed by a lively dis-
cussion on the place of compromise in the
Christian lifoe. The discussion suffored be-
cause thore was no clear understanding of

" the meaning of compromise.

Prof, Wilton gave tho elosing address on
““The Way of Life.’’ Moembors of Cou-
forence came away with one phrase, we
hope, lingering in their minds, ¢‘The
average ig the onemy of tho ideal,’’ and
there is a socond like unto it, ‘‘The aver-
age has heen known to erucify the ideal.??

Conferenco has 1its lighter moments
whon the heat of diseussion coases, or ig
cooled, as, for example, by a fgll of suow,
Conforonce has a high reputation for its
lighter moments us well ag for its free-
dom of thought. We are very much in-
debtod to Dr., Constance Davey, who acted
as hostess, and to Mr., Frank Mitehell, as
chairman, and to all who helped to make
tho conference such o ‘‘stout troop.’’

St. Mark's College Plays.

Bill Harris had no need to be so apolo-
gotic in lis opening romarks, ¢¢‘Wurzel
Ilummery’? ‘wag a comedy, and ‘‘Passion,
Poigon, and Petrifaction’’ was a grand and
terriblo tragedy.

The first play was remarkable for XKeith
Macdonald’s aecting of Robert Crawshaw,
and really excellont make-up. The girls
(both so young thoy hardly looked mothor
and daughter), wore sweet, hut walked
strangoly. Murray Howell was hordly as
passionate with Bill Baudinet as we had
hoped, but he did his manly best. And
Denig Clifton reminded us at once of the
specches of one of our past Literary and
Dobating Socioty membors. Too, too dryly,
earnestly sareastic,

“fPagsion, Poison, and Petrifaction,’’ a
strange, turbulent tragody by Bernard
Shaw, followed Doan Hay’s charming
rendering of the ‘‘Raindrop Prelude.’’
Through thig pulsating drama, like a wur-
litzer accompaniment at the talkies, the

Rov. G. Halo spoke on ‘‘The

thunder rattled, angel voices wove their
harmony, and Lord Witz Tollemache’s
heart thumped agomizingly on the boards.
It was the old story of the triangle, where
joalousy is inflamed to murder and re-
pentenco comes, alas, too late, But who
would not have dared and done all for onc
melting glance from Magnesia’s eyes?
Two figures stand oui against the back-
ground of pity, mirth, and terror—beauti-
ful Magnesia Ray, in a gorgeous red erea-
tion, aund the luseions figure of Phyllis Kerr
in his white calico nightie., The jealous
hushand was terrible and menacing, Adol-
phus was sweetly fatuous, and the others
died with a will (from an invisible light-
ning flagh), hut who can forget those two
charming women?$

Supper was a kind and happy thought,
after so mueh emotion. The rest was
gilence,

Personal.

On behalf of the University, the Editors
wish to extend a hearty welcome to Mr. J,
II, Reynolds and his fiancée, Miss Magda-
lene Dorsch, who arrived last Friday on
the ¢‘Oronsay.’”” Mr. Reynolds is' to he
acting-Master of 8. Mark’s during the ab-
genco of Dr. Price. Both are past members
of the *Varsity. Mr, Reynolds took first-
elass B.A, Honours in History, and has
completed his course at Oxford; Miss
Dorsch graduated here, and gained her
double blue in hockoy and tennis,

Mr. Reynolds, giving some of tho improes-
pions which he had gained, said that Ade-
laido University is quite well known at
home, owing largely to the distinetions
gained by members of its staff, such men
a8 Professors Lamh and Woollard, and Sir
William Bragg. We have this vital dif-
ferenco from an Fnplish University, that
we are non-rogidential, Consequently we
arc robhed of many of the most valuable
qualitios in University life. IHowevor, as
direct imitation of Oxford or Cambridge is
incompatible with our systom here, there is
much in our own lifo that can profitably
be doveltoped. The Uniom, with its build-
ing and refecetory, for cxample, does much
to lold members of the University to-
gether,

Our standard of scholarship compares
favourably with that required abroad; our
Honours scheols demand a courso of four
years, where three years are suffieient at
Oxford. Nevertheless, dominion Unijver-
sities tend rather to lay undue emphasis on
oxamination results as sucli, At homo it is
still fortunately true that a man is en-
couragod to think foremost of his reading.

Adelaide University is noted for its easy
attitude towards sport. Australians as a
racc have a groat gporting reputation, but
the English undergrad plays his games
moro seriously, if with loss enthusiagm. The
day’s work is so arranged that he can de-
vote the early part of every afterncon to
them. Rowing, of course, is the flrst sport
at Oxford. Would-be oarsmon are able to
take part in no other athletic activities,
and the style of an English oarsman is
probably more polished than ours, After
rowing, rugger is most popular. ’'Varsity
rugger matches attract considerablo outside
interest. On the other hand, at home as
here, many undergrads play mo games at
all.

SPORTS NOTES.

Editor Dear,~Did you know that seven
nice girls went to Melbourne to play
baskethall? Well, they did, But they are
not. niee now, Omne of them called me a
““Goo,’’ 'and when I asked them what a
‘“@oo’’ was, thoy all laughed. Why did
they do that? They said the hockey boys
taught them. I don’t think the hockey
boys are niee, do you?

‘When they were in Melbourne they went
for a pienie, and they had a dance, and the
boys burnt all the programmes, and they
ate too much, and that’s rude. Some of the
girls liked going to watch the boys play
hoekey, and now they’re writing lots of
letters: I wonder what for? I think they
must have played basketball in their spare
time, because sometimes our mnewspapers
had big head-lines about them, hut the girlg
have not told me anything about this. And
now I must stop, but please would you mind
telling me what a ‘‘Goo’’ is¥ Yours lov-
ingly, MARY JANE,

Inter-’Varsity Contests in
Melbourne.

The women ’s basketball toam and meu’s
hoeckey team went to Melbourne this year
for their respective carnivals. In between
the serious business of matehes there were
various ontortainments for the visiting
teams; a dance for basketball and hockoy
playors at the Molba Hall at tho 'Varsity,
a2 pienie at Mornington, a tour of the Uni-
versity Colleges, a pieture party, and
sundry suppers and luncheons for the
baslketball playors, while tho hockey toams
were entortained at the Regont Theatre
and at a dinner, The Adelaido teams,
aided by Bunny’s motor horn greatly in-
creased tho noise while matehes were being
played, and certainly the moro the noise
the botter our teams played. Adelnide
woro unfortunate in the baskotball match
against Melbonrne, and were -badly de-
foated (mainly because of lack of cohesion
among the team and the faect that the cap-
tain had a bad cold), but the team showed
itsolf in a far better light when it defeated
Sydney 24—21. Baest players during the
Caruival were Eileen Sudholz, Joan Harris,
Betty Mayo, and Dorothy Olaridge. In
hockey, Adelaido certainly surprised  the
other Universities. After being defeated
by Melbourne 5—3, the team, playing the
best hoekey it has ever played, defeated
Sydney 5—1, and then Queensland 3—1,
ending up in second place for the Cup.
Best players were: Doug. Allen (the out-
standing player- of the Carnival), Jim
Allen, O’Connor, and Harrison. Those sue-
cessful in being chosen for the combined
hoclkey team wers: Doug, Allen, Jim Allen,
and Haxrison, O’Connor being chogen as an
emeorgency, while Joan Harris -was picked
for the cembined baskethall team.





