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W hat do Y O U really know about Brand names?
Q.
A.

What is meant by ’’brand” or ’’brand name"?
"Brand”, or "brand name”, indicates ownership.
Branding cattle is the best known illustration
whereby the owner’s individual "brand” becomes
his permanent identifying mark.
Q. Do ’’brand” and ’’trade mark” mean the same
thing?
A. No, a "trade mark” is the name, illustration or
symbol created for the purpose of identifying a
specific article.
Q. W hy should I buy "brand name” merchandise?
A. Because the "brand name” is the manufacturer’s
guarantee (to you) that the highest possible qual
ity, workmanship, and value is maintained in each
price range.
Q. How can I be sure quality, etc., will be main
tained?

A.

Brand name” manufacturers, like k a y s e r , who
spend hundreds of thousands of dollars in adver
tising, could not survive unless their merchandise,
in every respect, lived up to advertising claims.
Q. Is the advertising money added to the price of
"brand” merchandise?
A. No. Advertising creates a demand. The greater
the demand, the larger the production. The larger
the production, the lower the cost per unit. Lower
costs mean lower prices and better values to you.

Complete courses in Arts, Science in Arts and Divinity. Post
graduate courses in Education leading to High School Diploma.
Residential College for men. Women students admitted to lec
tures and degrees. Valuable Scholarships and Exhibitions. The
College is beautifully situated at the junction of the St. Francis
and Massawippi Rivers. Excellent buildings and equipment. All
forms of recreation, including tennis, badminton, and skiing.
Private golf course. Lennoxville is within easy motoring dis
tance of Quebec and Montreal and has good railway connections.

For information, terms and calendars, apply to :
THE REV. A. H. McGREER, D.D., P r in c ip a l , or
THE REGISTRAR, L e n n o x v il l e , Q u e .
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For more than a third of a century the name of Boothroyd has been closely associated with Bishop’s University.
Thirty-eight years is no inconsiderable proportion of a
human lifetime, and for this long space of time one of the
most familiar figures in the university buildings, around
the campus, and in the Town of Lennoxville was he who
was known to all as "Boots”. Titles of this sort are by no
means infrequently given as marks of endearment, and in
this case how abundantly true it was — the familiar guide
and counsellor of successive generations of students, the
valued friend of members of the faculty both past and
present, has now passed on, and our community has lost
one whom it could ill afford to lose.
Eric Edward Boothroyd was born in Bradford, England,
on November 30, 1883. After completing his earlier edu
cation at Bradford Grammar School, he won an entrance
scholarship in history at Trinity College, Cambridge, taking
up his residence there as an undergraduate in September
1902. He graduated B.A. with honors in History in 1905,
and a few years later proceeded to the degree of Master of
Arts. His first teaching experience was in France, where
he held the position of instructor in English at the Lycee
of Sens-sur-Yonne until the summer of 1906. The autumn
of that year saw his arrival at Bishop’s, where he took up
the duties Lecturer in History and English, and at Bishop’s
he remained until his retirement last year. In those far-off
days, and indeed for some years subsequently, the Faculty
of Bishop’s was numerically very small, with the result that
a historian might be called upon to help out in French, a
mathematician might be required to lecture (or attempt to
lecture) in Elementary Latin, or Chemistry— all very salu
tary and broadening! It is therefore not surprising that
Bishop’s graduates of that era still have recollections that
an expert knowledge of history was no handicap, and in
deed was an asset, in the preparation of entertaining and
illuminating talks on Moliere, Spenser, or the nineteenthcentury English novel.
To expansion, however, the invariable accompaniment
is more definite specialization, and when Dr. Boothroyd
became head of the Department of History, he was able to
devote all his energies to the development of those courses
in Mediaeval and Modern History which raised him to such
a height of popularity among the student body as a teacher
who combined the admirable qualities of humour, learning,
and clarity of exposition.
At a residential college such as ours, outside activities
play an important part, and no account of Prof. Boothroyd’s career could possibly omit to pay tribute to his
unwearying interest in these—ranging from participation
in football and hockey, in the earlier years of his residence
in Lennoxville, to the building up of a strong and efficient
debating society. He was also in frequent demand as a
speaker at Rotary gatherings and school commencements,
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which brought him into frequent contact with communi
ties throughout the Eastern Townships.
On the administrative side also his services to the Uni
versity were considerable, as he was a member of the Cor
poration for nearly thirty years, in addition to long service
on the Executive Committee, and membership on numerous
special committees. In 1927 he was appointed Vice-Prin
cipal, which office he held till within a year or two of his
retirement. In these capacities his services were recognized
by the conferment of the degree of D.C.L.
As one who knew and esteemed him since 1911, I can
conjure up vivid memories of "Boots” in all sort and con
ditions of circumstances, as asquaintance grew into friend
ship, and friendship into intimacy—one can only set down
a few of the outstanding recollections: — 1912, a hectic
trip on the midnight train to Quebec, en route to his wed
ding in England, when the 25 miles between Lennoxville
and Richmond were chiefly spent in removing the confetti
liberally bestowed by a "send-off committee” of students,
whose aim was so erratic that a considerable portion was
showered on myself; — from 1913 onwards, memories of
happy summer days on the lake or the verandah at Ayer’s
Cliff, discussing every subject under the sun, from detective
stories to the relative merits of different brands of tobacco,
the fascinating charm of such historical scoundrels as Philip
of Spain or Talleyrand, and the mutual interest in "toutes
les gloires de la France”, (such degrading topics as Algebra
or the Calculus being strictly barred.): — 1915, my own
wedding taking place from his house, in which I am now
writing these lines— and subsequently many happy evenings
over the chess-board or around the bridge-table.
It was in the autumn of 1941 that the first symptoms
of failing health became apparent, but until the Convoca
tion of 1944, Prof. Boothroyd was able to carry on his
lecture courses, though other activities had perforce to be
seriously curtailed. On his retirement, it was the hope of
all who knew him that he would be spared for yet many
years. But it was not to be — only those who knew him
intimately were fully aware what a blow was the loss of
his eldest son, killed in action in France in August 1944,
and how bravely this stunning loss was borne. With the
beginning of this year, it was only too evident what serious
inroads illness had made on his strength. The end came on
April 3, 1945, and two days later, after the impressive
funeral service in the University Chapel, his remains were
laid to rest in Malvern Cemetery.
To Mrs. Boothroyd, to his two surviving sons, and to
two daughters-in-law, goes the deep and heartfelt sympathy
of a large circle of friends. The tribute paid by an editorial
in the "Sherbrooke Record” on the day following his death,
is a perfect tribute to the memory of one, of whom it could
indeed be said that he loved his fellow-men.
Requiescat in pace,
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Twenty Years After

E d ito ria l
"One of the happy results of this ghastly war has been
a widening and deepening knowledge among public men of
the supreme importance of the universities in the life of a
nation. Let us hope, too, that the public will become aware
of the dangers which threaten the university.” So did
George Loosemore and Reginald Turpin conclude their
column Bishop's ant the War in February 1942. Ever since,
this department has been a more or less permanent feature
of the Mitre. As some of you might have noticed. Bishop’s
ant the War had disappeared from the last Mitre. Was
there any implication? Was the war petering out, or did
Bishop’s just forget about it?
For one thing, we have not forgotten about the war.
Bishop’s is still doing its share, not only on college grounds
but in all parts of the world. Nevertheless, the war did
seem to be petering out; by now the European conflict is
at an end; and perhaps unknowingly you have been reading
Bishop's and the War for the last time in our Christmas
issue. And yet, should we let this department disappear
completely from the pages of the Mitre, or should we just
change its title to Bishop’s and the Peace? Undoubtedly
Bishop’s has done its share in the war, but it is even more
essential that Bishop’s should be doing its share in the peace
to come.
Universities constitute the intellectual and cultural
centres of the world and as such should be the home of
free thought and action. University students, particularly
in the Old World, have been playing an heroic part in this
war, and they are going to make their voices heard after its
completion. There is no reason why university students
should not take an active part in the re-making of this
world; all that is needed is organization and co-operation.
In Canada we have the National Federation of Canadian
University Students (N.F.C.U.S.), whose object according
to Article II of its constitution is:
"To promote in every way possible a better understand
ing among students; a greater degree of cooperation
between all Canadian universities for the promotion of
national interests and to provide a means for develop
ing international relationships with student groups in
other countries.”
In October 1940 we learned that: "In view of the
circumstances which have arisen in our Canadian univer
sities as a result of the very critical phase of the war, the
executive has decided to suspend all regular activities of
the Federation.”
This was a necessary step, but it did not mea nthe
end of the N.F.C.U.S., nor was it the end of student orga
nization in Canada during the war. The Canadian Com

mittee of the International Student Service (I.S.S.) kept up
a vigorous programme all along. "W ith the advent of the
war its work has become chiefly one of relief: raising money
in those countries which still have free universities in order
to provide books, food and clothing, medical supplies and
recreational equipment for the moral and intellectual pres
ervation of students in war prisons, internment and refugee
camps, as well as for students who are attempting to carry
on in occupied and battle-ground countries.”
Now, you may ask, what has all this to do with Bish
op’? Here is the answer. Since Bishop’s starts with a ”B”
it takes a quite prominent place in all alphabetical lists of
Canadian universities. And now let look at a report on I.S.S.
campaigns in 1941-42. Although receipts in general were
not great, no university reached less than thirty per cent of
its objective, except Bishop’s which according to I.S.S. pub
lications contributed $1.00 or four per cent of its objective.
Surely, this is laughable, but it is not a great honour at
any rate. Fortunately, Bishop’s attitude seems to have
changed over night, because in January of 1943 we
read: "Bishop’s College— $25.00.” "One of the smallest
of Canadian universities, and yet they have promised
of more — that’s the spirit to keep us moving.” Of
course, if you are no philanthropist this does not mean any
thing to you, but at least you will admit that Bishop’s
maintained its prestige.
Sorry, if you think we got off the subject, but we
didn’t; we just wanted to point out that Bishop’s is known
and is needed as much as any other university, if any united
action is to be achieved. International Student Service is
already reorganizing for the post-war era. It is essential
that plans should be made in advance, and that interna
tional agreement should be reached, if possibl, on funda
mental principles and aims. Here arc the values which I.S.
S. recognizes as the true basis of the university:
" (1 ) The sincere and disinterested search for truth—
which implies (a) a deliberately critical intellectual curi
osity regarding all results reached and all theories already
established, (b) the duty of resisting all external pressure
liable to hinder this search for truth;
" (2 ) The training of men with a wide and coherent
view of human culture and a sense of their responsibility
towards society— which implies (a) the fight against any
excessive encroachment of mere technical training on the
domain of true scholarship, (b) an honest seeking for both
national and international culture;
" (3 ) University community— which implies (a) that
no one should be at a disadvantage in his university life
(Concluded on page 24)

A tall, awkward freshman entered a lecture room.
Twenty years after, a tall, awkward professor entered
a lecture room.
Your editor has, wisely enough, discouraged me from
presenting even the briefest synopsis of the events that
changed the freshman into the professor, but he feels that
someone might perhaps be interested in a description of
some of the changes which have occurred round about the
lecture room. Is Bishop’s in 1944-5 very different from
Bishop’s in 1924- 5 The answer, I am glad to report,
is "N o!”
The most noticeable difference is the lessened emphasis
on athletics, resulting from wartime conditions. Twenty
years ago, intercollegiate sport played an enormous part in
our college life. From the opening of the year till Novem
ber, every eye was focussed on the rugby field, every con
versation on the prospects of beating Loyola. "Pep meet
ings” fired our colloge spirit. Non-players thronged the side
lines to watch afternoon practices. Players marched round
the quad in solemn pairs between and during lectures,
rehearsing signals. The state of the kicking half’s right
metatarsal arch was a matter for hourly bulletins. No sooner
were shoulder-pads stored away than all attention switched
to hockey. What were our chances in the Eastern Town
ships and the intercollegiate leagues?
It wasn’t much fun for those who didn’t try to make
the team. Intra-mural sports were practically unknown,
limited to an annual hockey game between the Shed and the
co-eds. The first field day was not organized till 1927. (I
had the distinction of running third in the mile on that
occasion. My time was twelve minutes flat, in a field of
three.) Tennis was played on a grass court alongside the
Shed, and later beside the gym. A group of three golf fiends
owned a putter between them. There was a cross-country
run in the spring, and freshmen were conscripted to fill up
a reasonable entry for it. That was all.
The second apparent change is the increase in the quan
tity of academic work done by the average student, im
probable as this may seem. Twenty years ago, study was
not much practised, save by a few warped honour students.
In my freshman year I did not write a single essay or test
during term. The library was open for only an hour or so
after supper. Some students never found their way there
at all, which probably did not handicap them, as the shelv
ing system was on such an original plan that they couldn’t
have found any book they needed.
Apart from these two changes, the freshman of ’24,
awaking from a twenty-year nap at the back of a lectureroom and shaking off the little pile of dust gradually built
up over him by the janitors in sweeping, would be slow to

Prof. J. D. JEFFERIS, Ph.D.
realize that he had played Rip van Winkle. Meal-time might
puzzle him, for he would go looking for the dining hall
upstairs in Old Arts, and expect to find the Students Asso
ciation and the Debating Society meeting in the present
dining hall. He might wander into the porter’s lodge or
the faculty room, thinking that they were the reading rooms
where he indulged in his after-dinner pipe. He would be
unable to find the Physics and Biology labs, but he would
not go looking for them anyway, expecting to find a single
professor of Natural Science conducting all his perform
ances in a single lab. The rest of the buildings he would
find almost unaltered in appearance or use, except, I hope,
the fire-escapes.
As to their inhabitants, there have been some changes.
The really important people, Jim Dewhurst, Christie and
Jack, still go about their unchanging tasks regardless of
who profits by them. Different voices call the roll in lec
ture rooms, but Dickie still juggles his chalk, and Giffy and
Pop, though they lecture no longer, may still be found not
too far away. Best of all, the Prin remains, no longer
lecturing on O.T. to all the Arts students in a single group,
but still casting a chilling eye on defaulters from chapel.
The habits of the student body haven’t altered much.
Tattered gowns still flap in the same old ribbons, in spite
of threats of "fine you a quarter” . The man who sings in
the bathtub on the top floor of New Arts is just as out of
tune as his ancestor. Skull and Owl no longer keep watch
over the misdoings of freshmen, but the latter are still
washed clean with due public ceremony when occasion
demands. The Buff and Simple Clubs are no more, but the
activities which they fostered still flourish. Dinty’s has
disappeared, but Rene’s performs the same function. The
Students Association is still considering a motion to change
the constitution. Nobody can lend me a dollar till next
Saturday.
And the students themselves? Well, the freshmen seem
younger and less promising than the freshmen of ’24, but
I had already noticed the same trend in the freshmen of ’25
and ’26. The seniors aren’t quite so impressive and august
as the class that graduated in ’25, but that too was true of
the immediately succeeding years. Could it have been that
the change was in the eye of the beholder? The inhabitants
of the Shed still show a tendency towards unusual shapes
and sizes. The co-eds seem rather noisier and rather less
beautiful. In the main, however, I think that Bishop’s
students are pretty true to type, (and print this confession
in small letters please) vastly preferable to students of any
other university.
It’s twenty years ago, you tell me, since I first came to
Bishop’s? Nonsense, Mr. Editor; it seems like yesterday.
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The Pair of Boots
This short story won the First Prize
in the Mitre Short Story Contest

‘ Quick, chum . . . your Sweet Caps please —
I'm off to impress that dream’.

S W E E T CAPORAL C IG A R E T T E S
"The purest form in which tobacco can be smoked'

I had dined that night as a guest of Major Halworth,
and following dinner I expressed the desire to sec some of
the famous trophies in his collection. Immediately upon
entering the trophy room I noticed the high boots. They
were a pair of handsomely made riding boots of excellent
leather with curious ornate designs around the tops. The
boots were very carefully displayed on a small table by the
fireplace on the mantleshelf of which were arranged a row
of shining cups, prizes the Major had won in past years.
On one side of the room there was a cabinet containing
several stuffed birds, and on one wall was a collection of
firearms which my host had accumulated in his travels. Yet
I hardly took note of the other objects in the room, until
later. My attention was riveted to the elegantly polished
boots on the small table. One could almost tell by just
seeing them that there was some strange and interesting
story connected with those slightly worn riding boots.
Noticing that my attention was drawn to what was obvi
ously one of his most valued possessions Major Halworth
offered to tell me the mysterious, unaccountable history of
the pair of boots, and that evening, seated before the fire
place in the Major’s trophy room, I had recounted to me
the singular narrative which I am about to write down,
just as Major Halworth told it.
"The boots you see here,” he said, "belonged to a very
dear friend of mine, a courageous man who lost his life in
the first Great War. In themselves the boots are remarkably
fine products of a craft now become somewhat neglected.
You will notice the curious design and the traces of super
ior workmanship. They were bought in Tangiers, North
Africa, in 1912 from an Arabian bootmaker who was really
something of an artist at his trade. I value them because
they are the only remembrance I have of a beloved school
fellow and boyhood chum who once saved my life. But
that is another story.
"Richard Ballantyne and I attended military academy
together and later became attached to the same Ontario
regiment. At an early age Dick lost both his parents and
consequently he virtually became a member of my own
family. Shortly after we were commissioned in the Cana
dian army, was was declared in Europe. It was a year be
fore our regiment, as part of the second Canadian Division,
went overseas. By September 1915, we were in France and
in the winter of that year we got our first taste of trench
warfare in northern France. Dick and I were still with the
same regiment and by April we had moved up to the St.
Elois area. Dick had already distinguished himself in several
operations, and was due to get his captaincy, when he was
killed.

L. W A LD M A N
"In April of 1915, the Canadian Second was in the front
lines, bearing the brunt of the German attack in the long
and bloody struggle for trench and crater positions along
the St. Elois line. About that time we were doing constant
patrol work. A reconnaissance patrol would slip through
the lines at night, note any changes in the German defences
or try to discover if the enemy were preparing for a thrust
on our section, and the next day our artillery would lay
down a barrage where it was most effective. It was during
such a night patrol that Dick Bailantyne was killed. I
learned the story from his sergeant, the only survivor of the
party. Dick had led his detail across the crater-marked no
man’s land until they were close enough to the enemy lines
to get the information they were looking for—Jerry was
massing strength for an attack on the section held down
by our regiment. As our boys crept through a copse back
to their own lines they were surprised by a Boche patrol. In
the ensuing skirmish Dick, realizing that his information
must get to headquarters at all costs, ordered the sergeant
and two men to make a break for the Canadian lines, while
he remained behind with the rest of his men to divert the
enemy fire. The sergeant was the only one to get through,
but our artillery got their directions in time and the Boche
attack was smashed before it could get under way. I never
saw Dick again. He lies in a grave in a small wood near St.
Elois. I was grieved at the loss of my close friend, but in
war one must forget quickly.
"Three weeks later, at the end of April, about three
o’clock one morning the Hun artillery opened up with the
fiercest barrage it had yet dropped on our trenches It lasted
an hour, and when firing suddenly stopped we knew that
Jerry was ready to assault and would be coming over in a
moment. It was black as pitch, and while we knew that
the Germans were creeping through a gap in their own
barbed wire somewhere out in that 400 yards of no-man’s
land that separated the trenches, we could not risk sending
up a flare for fear of prematurely showing our own de
fences. All along the line Canadians waited and watched,
peering into the darkness, not knowing when or where the
Boche would strike. There was hardly a sound on that front
when suddenly, from the depths of the blackness before us,
came a horrible sobbing noise, and then the muffled sound
of running feet. Someone was running towards our lines.
In an instant a dozen flares went up, and as if this were a
prearranged signal the heavy cloak of silence was ripped to
shreds as rifles, machine guns and cannon all commenced
their thunderous, crashing clamour. Above the explosive
chatter of the light weapons could be heard the whining
screech of shells overhead and the sickening crump as they
exploded in a blinding flash of yellow and white and orange,
sending up showers of dirt, debris and human limbs, Flares
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had turned night into day. We could see the Jerries pouring
through the openings in their wire and fanning out to as
sault our lines. And the weirdest figure in all this horror
of nightmarish warfare was a solitary German officer, a
sobbing, wild-eyed madman with neither helmet nor wea
pon, who ran towards our trenches as if the dogs of Hell
were at his heels. He stumbled, fell, struggled to his feet
and started running again until, about twenty yards from
my position, he was hit, whirled completely around and
knocked down by a rifle bullet. The wound appeared to be
in the right shoulder. I saw him raise himself up, and then
occurred one of the strangest things I’ve ever seen. A flare
went up directly overhead and the man was illuminated— a
perfect target. And yet there was not a shot fired in his
direction. In fact, all firing ceased. It was one of those odd,
incomprehensible lulls in a battle when suddenly all noise
stops, the big guns pause in their duels and time itself seems
to stand still. For several seconds not an object on that
front moved except the lone German. Hundreds of pairs of
eyes were drawn to that insane figure. He rose on all fours,
crouched and shook his head from side to side. He looked,
for all the world, like a man coming out of a hypnotic
trance. All at once he began to claw at his boots, and in
frenzied haste he tore them off and heaved them from him.
Mesmerized, we watched the fantastic scene in the soft
glow of the descending flare. Then, without warning, our
isolated corner of man-made hell was again plunged into
the screaming, blasting, tearing agonies of war. The whole
thing had not lasted more than five seconds. I still watched
the inexplicable actions of this seemingly crazy German.
Now' that he had rid himself of the boots he appeared as
one released from imprisoning chains. He seemed no longer
to be driven by some weird and mysterious force stronger

*

(Continued from page 16)
The three boys worked for half an hour and then gave
up. Henry philosophically decided not to worry about the
lost invitations— and incidentally, not to tell his mother
that he had lost them.
And so it happened that on Monday afternoon, June 25,
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than himself. He began to crawl towards a sheltering crater.
The battle raged with terrible violence all about him yet no
bullet touched the man. Then, even as I watched him, he
disappeared. There was the high-pitched howl of a descend
ing shell, its shattering explosion, and then where there had
been a man there was nothing—only another shell-hole.
"The Hun attack was driven back and we were imme
diately ordered to counter-attack. As I clambered over the
top and started towards the enemy’s lines I kicked some
object, and glancing down I saw one of the boots that the
German had so hurriedly rid himself of. I did not pause a
moment, but I recognized that boot.
"By dawn we had ejected the Germans from their posi
tion and occupied the trenches from which their ill-fated
charge had been made. The next day I received permission
to go back over the few hundred yards of terrain which the
day before had been the battleground. I wanted to recover
those boots. I found them near our old trenches and it was
as I had believed. They were Dick Ballantyne’s boots, the
very ones he hard worn when he made his last patrol. There
was no mistaking the design around the tops, the faultless
workmanship, and the left boot still had his name and
number sewn on the inside. The Hun who had been killed
the day before was probably in charge of the detail that
surprised Dick’s party. He had stolen the boots from the
corpse of my friend, and it is my unwavering conviction
that those boots brought about his destruction.”
There Major Halworth ended his story. Was I to believe
its supernatural implications? Sitting before the fire, looking
at those boots, somehow it did seem to me that Lieutenant
Richard Ballantyne had avenged his own death.

Mrs. Baleful had the most unsuccessful, or perhaps I should
say the most successful tea of the season. No one came to
it. O f course she soon found out from questioning Henry
what had happened to the invitations and she— well we had
better draw a veil over what happened to Henry. Anyway
Henry gave up sewer research for good and all, and his
mother gave up, at least temporarily, her idea of revenge
on Mrs. Adder.
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Sojourner A t Bishop’s

Most biographies require original research. Most readers
never knew the person written about. But the man I am
writing about is well known to present Bishop’s students
and is very much alive to those who are participating in
the major play this term. Obvious, is it not, that I am
writing about Dickson-Kenwin. I do not intend to give
his history, very interesting as it is, but rather an impres
sion of the man. Consequently my reader will not be both
ered with footnotes because there is nothing written here
that the general reader cannot verify for himself.
What does he look like. Go on
then, have a good look at the pic
ture. Of course you know nothing
about D-K, because you see his pic
ture. But talk to him and you will
have many pictures. I like him best
when he recounts the little sagaci
ous trick and innocent artifices of
his stage life.
What do you think of the war,
Mr. Dickson-Kenwin? A stupid
question, I know, but I did get an
answer. D-K fought in the last
war— Royal Horse Artillery — and
forgetting his age offered himself
this time. Modestly he told me that
artists ask themselves gloomily what
use they were to the state compared
with the men in uniform, the grow
er of food stuffs, and factory work
ers. The old twinkle came back to
his eyes again when he said that he
often reflected that in these days of
strikes, when a single union of
manual workers can hold up the
rest of the nation, that if we ar
tists were to strike the country would go on its way quite
happily, nine-tenths of the population would not even
know that we had downed our wigs and costumes. D-K
does not really think that. He knows better than we do
the great value of the artist of war time in keeping up the
morale of a nation, the King of England does not lightly
give honours to his subjects but the best is a long one as
far as artists are concerned. A world without its artists
would be as futile and as meaningless a thing as an army
composed entirely of the Armoured Corps.
D-K’s chief interest centres around Shakespeare. He
reminded me that the commemoration of Shakespeare’s
birth was in this April month— he scratched his thinning
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hair and took a guess at 24th April—anyway it was the
same time as the commemoration of England’s patron saint.
He liked that. So it should be so. Because through Shake
speare the spirit of England was enriched. By common con
sent his writings have probably had a greater influence upon
our natural character than any others, except the author
ized version of the Bible, and, perhaps, the Pilgrim’s Prog
ress; and that influence has been the influence of Shake
speare himself, not less because it has been mediated through
such characters as Falstaff and Macbeth, and through iso
lated phrases and saying which, all
down the years, have been like
"goads and nails fastened” in the
public mind.
I voiced my opinion to D-K
that much as I admired the Shake
speare Memorial Theatre in Strat
ford-on-Avon (and indeed it is a
most worthy memorial to him), I
thought that a theatre for acting
Shakespeare should be in London,
and the Shakespeare library in a big
town. D-K let me have my say and
then told me that it was only right
that Shakespeare should be acted in
his native town; that men should be
able to read about him there; that
his citizens should say, in whatever
way they like to say it, "Shake
speare belongs to mankind, but we
sheltered his childhood, engaged his
manhood, and enshrine his bones.”
I think you are right D-K.
One last thing before I finish. I
asked D-K what applause in the
theatre meant to him. I was rather
surprised at the answer. He told me that when acting in
London, he never failed to read a portion of the Bible before
going on the stage. Everyone naturally desires to be praised.
The desire itself is praiseworthy. Our Lord himself has more
than hinted to us that the praise of God will be a source
of happiness to the blessed for all eternity. By proposing
this praise to us as a reward to be legitimately hoped for.
He has stimulated us to make the best possible use of what
He was the first to call our "talents”. D-K said that like
every hungry human heart, an actor wanted to hear the
praise of "Well done, thou good and faithful servant”.
Well D-K, I wonder do all actors look upon their work as
past of "being faithful in a few things.” I wonder?
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Those Editorials
"When is the next Mitre coming out?” "When is it
going to be out?” And, while you wait for the immortal
and inevitable answer, you can see the editor’s face going
into contortions. "Er-r, er-r, the Mitre will be published
. . . ” Which reminds me, it would look queer without an
editorial. Not that anybody ever reads it— particularly, if
the editor has written it (and, after all the editor of the
Mitre is no Congressman, lie’s got to write it himself). And
really he shouldn’t blame you for not wanting to read it,
because, what does he write?
Seven times out of ten (you bet your sweet . . . ) he
will tell you, that you are doing absolutely nothing at all,
and that you’d better start doing something about it or else
Bishop’s will cease to exist. Two times out of ten you will
hear that for all he (the editor) knows you may be doing
something, but that you are certainly not doing your share
and not enough in any case; and he will mumble something
about esprit de corps (and perhaps you wonder how much
spirit corpses can be expected to have), but the word spirit
sticks with you nevertheless, and you leave it at that (and
the editor thinks, he has achieved his purpose).
This still leaves me one out of ten, which should really
be subdivided, because the alternative I have in mind does
not occur even that often. Anyway, there is a chance in
a million that for some unearthly reason the editor thinks
you have done something worth while, and that for some
still more unearthly reason he mentions it in his editorial.
But woe, what do you read? He finally, admits that he is
beaten, that somebody else (namely you) has done some
thing for Bishop’s too; but still, so he continues, you owe
that to Bishop’s anyway, and it is a damn shame that most
people can’t even do the little that is expected of them,
and—Well, there he goes again shrieking his head off.
By this time (if you are still with me, poor reader)
your patience should be about to snap, but with great
psychological foresight the editor has anticipated this point,
and he now introduces a letter from his best friend— really
most amusing. Are you weakening? Oh no, you are merely
wondering whether your editor has really gone insane,
whether he just doesn’t know enough, whether he thinks
you don’t know enough to tell the difference, or whether
he is just too lazy to think of something new. And then
you remember vaguely that some time in the distant past
there had been a great argument in the Council about the
policy of the Mitre, and that nobody knew what on earth
they were (or could possibly be) talking about.
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All this, although it might annoy you, doesn’t worry
you very much; but if it really should bother you, and you
look to find out who the editor actually is, you will find
at the bottom of page 3 a short note: "The Mitre Board
declines to be held responsible for opinions expressed by
contributors.” Well, you figure that this probably applies
to the editor too, and you are awfully glad and relieved to
know that on the Mitre nobody is responsible for anything.
W ith this idea in mind you will easily realize how little
danger there is in your writing an article for the next Mitre,
and you may even do so. Or you might still think that
there is something seriously wrong with the Mitre, and you
will proceed to point this out to the public (through the
Mitre, of course). In either case the editor will be rubbing
his hands, rejoicing in his achieved purpose and convinced
that it even pays to be absurd. Of course, some people need
more than even all this. For the benefit of those poor crea
tures it says at the bottom of the editorial page: "continued
on page— ”. And so, taking a deep breath, you turn the
pages trying to find the glorious end of this literary master
piece wondering perhaps what mysterious force compels you
to do this humiliating person such an undese’rved honour.
Oh, here you are, "continued from page— ”. And here
you find one of those inevitable challenges: "It is your
duty, men and women— ” or "Let us remember this—
or a very kind editor may on behalf of the entire Mitre
Board "wish you all a merry Christmas” ; or still more sym
pathetic he may wish you all "a successful term— the best
of the year. And again don’t let examinations worry you
— gray hairs will come soon enough.” These outbursts may
affect you in different ways. Have you still got your orig
inal opinion or did you change it? Perhaps you will find
relief in one of the following articles. In the end you may
even feel sorry for the poor fool who went to so much pain
to get something out of you, when all along you had been
willing to write anyway, but you still can’t understand why
the editor printed only four articles when there are way
over a hundred students at Bishop’s. T hat’s, of course,
what the editor can’t understand either and what he wants
you to explain to him.
Do you now see why editors are tearing their hair out
(those that still have some) ? If you do, and if you care to
save them from premature baldness, you should know what
to do. But, what’s the use of talking. Besides, I still haven’t
written my editorial yet . . . ”
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The Major Play
On the evenings of April 23, 24, and 25, Bishop’s
University Dramatic Society presented its major produc
tion, the Pulitzer Prize play "Miss Lulu Bett”, by the
American novelist and playwright, Zona Gale. Again the
society was fortunate to have as producer G. DicksonKcnwin, who has done so much to help the techniques of
acting and stagecraft in the six major productions which
he has directed for the college.
The play’s interest lies in the unfolding of the char
acter of Miss Lulu Bett. As the play opens, she is living
with the family of her brother-in-law, Dwight Deacon, and
acting as household drudge. She awakens, however, to a
sense of her own potentialities after a hasty and seemingly
disastrous marriage with his brother, Ninian, which ends in
her discovery from Ninian that he already has a wife. After
this disclosure Lulu returns to the home of her sister, Ina
Deacon.
From then on the source of drama is twofold: First,
there is the conflict between the awakened Lulu and Dwight,
who again seeks to dominate her life and make use of her
domestic efficiency, posing all the while as her benevolent
protector. Secondly, there is the conflict within the mind of
Lulu herself. Will she tell the truth to the curious inhabi
tants of the small American town, and thereby retain a
belief in Ninian’s love for her? Or will she accept Dwight’s
explanation, that Ninian had tired of her and that his story
was a ruse to get rid of her, and suppress the truth, thus
acting the deserted wife, and, of course, freeing Dwight
from scandal.
The denouement is reached when Lulu discovers not
only that Nirtian has told her the truth about his previous
marriage, but also that his first wife had died before their
marriage took place. This opens the way for the final,
happy reunion.
The casting— not an easy task, since all the parts were
character parts— was carried out with discrimination.
Elizabeth Macdonald, in the title role, captivated the
interest of the audience at once. The restraint with which
she interpreted her emotional scenes was admirable. Hers
was altogether a controlled and mature performance which
ensured the success of the play.
Ben Midlidge in the part of Dwight Deacon gave a
convincing picture of smug hypocrisy, perhaps a shade
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lacking in unctuousness.
One of the cleverest bits of character work was done
by Myrna Hughes as the aging "Mama” Bett. She portrayed
in a most realistic manner the bearing, gestures, vocal
intonations and vagaries of old age.
Judy Baker as Ina Deacon performed her part with a
nice perception to be discerned particularly in her facial
expressions. The exhausting manoeuvres of a small girl
were mimicked convincingly and with insight by Jean
Boast as Monona Deacon. Russell Burton, as the obtuse,
awkward, and well-meaning Mr. Cornish, represented an
amusing study in tactlessness.
Diana, the adolescent daughter, was impersonated by
Edith Edgar, the success of whose performance owed as
much to natural endowments as to acquired art. Ted
Bjerkelund, who assumed the character of Bobby Larkin,
high school boy and admirer of Diana, gave a very con
vincing performance. The part of Ninian Deacon was
enacted by Thomas Gibson with just the right combination
of flamboyance and sincerity.
The stage business was carried on with unusual imagi
nation for an amateur perfomance, not only by individuals
but in the group scenes, while pauses, dependent upon
changes of thought or action, were filled with effective
pantomine. The tempo was perhaps a shade too fast in
places—for example an opportunity was missed for a dra
matic pause at the moment when Mama Bett leaves the
stage after her emotional scene.
The stage crew is to be congratulated upon the con
struction of a well-balanced and unusually attractive set,
with the newly-added stage space used to good advantage.
The lighting accentuated natural effects and showed up
characters and scenes pleasingly. The silhouette effect in
the second act was especially striking.
Makeup was, of course, professional, and the costumes,
for the most part, harmonious. A more variegated use of
colour contrast in the costumes might have made the
staging more vivid.
Regarded as a total undertaking, the choice of "Miss
Lulu Bett” was a credit to the good judgment of the
Dramatic Society, while its successful presentation was a
tribute to the direction of Dickson-Kenwin.
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A n Eye For A n Eye and A Tea For A Tea

133 Main St., Lennoxville, Que.

‘Printers of this Magazine

Telephone 133

Winner of the Second Prize in
the Mitre Short Story Contest.
"It doesn’t matter. It doesn’t matter a bit. It doesn’t
make the slightest difference to me. I wouldn’t have gone
to Myra Adder’s stupid tea, anyhow, even if she had asked
me,” said Mrs. Baleful, pulling back the curtain in her baywindow to watch three ladies sail majestically up Mrs.
Adder’s walk. And sail they did, looking like a mighty
dreadnaught with a convoy of two destroyers. The dreadnaught, who must have had a water displacement of sev
eral tons, wore a sombre, black suit, surmounted with a
huge fur-piece, and, without the slightest deviation from
her course, travelled at a good four knots. As she neared
the door, her escort closed in alongside, and she swept
through at full speed, bending her head slightly to avoid
hitting the top of the doorway with a huge, purple plume.
"What an atrocious hat!” sniffed Mrs. B.
" ’Trocious, ’trocious, ’trocious,” chanted her little son,
Henry, running his kiddie car back and forth over his
baseball bat. Bump! Bump! Bump! Bump!
"Henry, stop that noise!”
Henry now transferred his attention to the chesterfield
and tilting his kiddie-car at a 65 degree angle, rammed its
polished legs with awful bangs.
"Henry, will you stop?”
" I’m a Sherman tank, mummy. See?” and he attacked
with renewed enthusiasm.
But his mother was glaring from behind the curtain at
two more guests who were just being let in by a neat
looking maid.
“ I wonder where on earth she got her new maid,” said
Mrs. Baleful.
"W hat’s a tea, Mummy?” asked Henry.
"A tea is something one woman gives so she can insult
another by not inviting her,” said Mummy.
"Oh.”
Silence.
"Mummy?”
"Yes”— impatiently.
"Are you mad at Mrs. Adder?”
"Only dogs get mad. People get angry.”
"Yes, but are you mad at Mrs. Adder, Mummy?”
"Henry,” said his mother, with great dignity, "I am
hurt. I am deeply hurt. 1 have received a cruel blow.”
"Why don’t you punch her in the nose?”
"A lady doesn’t punch another lady in the nose,” said
his mother sadly.
"W hat does she do?”
"She steals her maid away from her,” said his mother,
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and then brightening as if the thought were a pleasant one.
"Yes, Henry, she steals her maid away from her by offering
her higher wages. By offering her higher wages— of course
— why didn’t I think of that before?” And off she went to
the kitchen, leaving young Henry, who seized the oppor
tunity of her absence and began running over his baseball
bat again. Bump! Bump! Bump! Bump!
Two days later Henry was led by an unerring sense of
smell to Mrs. Adder’s back door, where he stood with his
grimy hands and nose pressed against the screen, watching
her make cookies.
"Hello, Henry,” said Mrs. Adder, rubbing her flourcovered hands together, making a fine, white powder drift
into the air.
"Hullo,” said Henry.
"How are you, Henry?” said Mrs. Adder.
" I’m fine. The cookies smell good.”
"They certainly do.”
" I’m awful hungry,” said Henry, and he gave a big
sigh to prove it.
"Would you like a cookie?”
"Oh, boy!”
"How’s your mother, Henry?” inquired Mrs. Adder
after the lad had polished off several cookies.
"Fine.”
"Did she know I had a tea on Tuesday?”
"Oh, shure. Boy, was she mad! She’s going to steal your
maid.”
"Really?” said Mrs. Adder, looking fixedly at Henry.
"Have an eclair, you dear little boy. What else did Mummy
say?”
"Nothing,” muttered Henry, vaguely realizing that he
had said something wrong. "Well, I gotta go now,” and
out the door, across the porch, and down the steps he went,
stuffing two fish worms which were crawling out of his
pocket, back in again.
And so it happened that that very night Minnie Maloon, who had worked for Mrs. Adder for just one week,
was given the night off, a promise of two free afternoons a
week, a radio in her bedroom, a ten-dollar raise, and a sweet
smile. Minnie was vastly pleased— in fact, she was so pleased
that she took the raise, the free evening and the memory of
the sweet smile down to the Georgian Hotel and got quite
tight.
But what Henry didn’t know was that his sweet mother
had thought of another plan for revenge. She had decided
that an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth, could be
readily interpreted a tea for a tea. So she sat up all that
evening that Minnie was wetting her whistle and wrote
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invitations to "a tea to be held at the home of Mrs. Au
gustus Baleful on Monday afternoon, June twenty-fifth, at
half past four o’clock. R.S.V.P.” Strangely enough, in the
three stacks of envelopes which were the result of her eve
ning's work, you could not find one addressed to Mrs. Adder,
immediately.
The following morning Henry was handed forty printed
invitations and told to take them to the post office
immediately.
” I don’t wanna,” was his instant reply.
"H enry!” said his mother, warningly.
"I have an awful sore foot,” said Henry.
"Really?” replied his mother.
"And a headache in my stomach too. It hurts awful.”
At this point he groaned loudly, making piteous grimaces.
"Henry Baleful, you march right down to the post
office and mail these invitations and don’t you dare play in
the sewers on the way!” Henry had a strong inclination
to look for gum and similar treasure in sewers, and about
every second day a policeman would haul him out of some
manhole and bring him home, dirty, bedraggled, a little
damp, and deeply annoyed at having been disturbed in his
research.
"Do you hear me?”
"Aw, all right,” said the lad, realizing he was fighting
a losing battle. He picked up the invitations with two oilstained hands, smearing the three top ones, and shuffled
toward the door. With his hand on the knob he was sud
denly struck with a thought.
"Gee whiz, are you having a tea?”
"Yes, yes, now run along.”
"Are you gonna ask Mrs. Adder?”
"Certainly not.”
"Aren’t you going to get her maid away from her?”
"No, I’m not. A tea is a better revenge, Now, see here,
young man, you’re asking too many questions. Do as you
were told. Take those invitations down and post them
immediately.” And she stamped her foot.
"All right, all right. I’m going,” and he slammed the
door, more from force of habit than from anger.
Once outside, he crawled under the porch on his stom
ach, dragged out his wagon, threw the letters into it and
set off down the street. The first person he met was Mrs.
Adder.
"Hello, Henry,” she said casually, and then seeing the
envelopes. "Well, well, what have we here? Is mamma’s
little pet a big postman now, hm-m?”
"I gotta go now,” he said, giving himself a push.
"Oh come now, you dear boy, wait just a minute. Say,
you haven’t been over for any cookies lately, now have
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you? I made some brownies with chocolate icing just this
morning.”
At the word "cookies” Henry backed up, and sat back
in his wagon, regarding Mrs. Adder with stolid interest.
"Nice brownies with thick chocolate icing,” repeated
the temptress. "You must come over and have some.” His
eyes brightened with interest. "Yes, you must come over—
this afternoon, perhaps. Is your mother having a tea, dear?”
"Yes.”
"Am I invited?”
"No, I guess not.”
"O h.”
"She’s not going to try to steal your maid,” he said
hopefully.
"Oh, she isn’t, isn’t she?” Mrs. Adder’s face grew dark
with anger. "A fter I gave that stupid Minnie a ten-dollar
raise and two afternoons a week off, after I’ve been prac
tically crawling on my knees to her to make sure she’ll
stay, after all this, Mrs. Baleful isn’t going to try to get
her anyway. Ten dollars wasted, absolutely wasted. I have
to pay her ten extra dollars every month, and for nothing!
Nothing!”
"Can I come to your house for a brownie this after
noon?”
"Certainly not! You’re a wicked, silly little boy. Get
out of my way.” And she stalked off, muttering "ten dol
lars wasted, absolutely wasted!”
Henry was rather taken aback by this sudden change
of attitude, but being used to the caprices of grown-ups,
he just shook his head, stared after Mrs. Adder till she was
out of sight, and then started on again. Before he had gone
one hundred yards he saw two of his chums peering down
into a sewer.
"W hatcha doing?” he called out.
"Looking.”
"W hat at?”
"A ten-cent piece. It’s on the bottom.”
"Gee whiz! Let me look.” And he wheeled his wagon
along side the pair.
"Push over, let me see.” said Henry.
"Quit shoving.”
" I’m not.”
"You’re pushing.”
"I am not.”
"Oh, look you’ve dropped your letters down the sewer.”
"Oh, gosh!”
Three heads peered down at the white envelopes.
"Can’t pull off the grating,” said one of the lads, "we
just tried.”
"Let’s try again.”
(Continued on page 10)
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"O thou wicked and wilful Spring,
Why staycst thou so long from my door?
Litwin.
So as the sweeping winds of winter give way to the
balmy days and students— turning to their studies, I mean
students turning to their studies are heard more often to
remark "How about a round of golf? We turn again to
thoughts of deadlines (mine was two weeks ago) and such
happenings as have happened in the past term.
Possibly the most colorful and least publicized event
was the Froth Blower-Parchcsi basketball game, and ensu
ing banquet. What a game it was! Zeke (pour me another)
Posman and Bromo Beaudry were outstanding in the sup
port that they lent to the players, while the gallery of one
unbiased spectator applauded loudly. Both teams were out
in strength, such as it was, and some of the intermediate
team members were facing one another (ugh) with inter
esting results. The ultimate victory of the I roth Blowers
was a foregone conclusion, and it remained only to decide

the score. The final score was unrecorded, but was a decisive
defeat to the New Arts artists, who kept shouting some
thing about hockey. That game will have to be postponed
a couple of weeks, when summer will be over (the opinions
expressed about Quebec weather arc those heard, and fur
ther more my views on the weather are nobody’s business
but my own).
But to proceed. Later that evening, the two clubs met
again to prove to nobody in particular the fine feelings of
these organizations for one another. The banquet was marked
by the introduction of three new Blowers, worthy men who
downed their potions with zeal and turned with relish to
the feast.
The banquet was followed by the usual sports and when
we next look in at our little band of adventurers we find
them in a dimly-lit bowling alley. Six men are gathered in
a little group, discussing the situation; leave us creep under
this bench and listen, shall we? Hmm-m-m?
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"You set up the pins, you can see them.”
"Say, do you have to smoke that thing?”
"Sure, it keeps the moths out of my wallet.”
"If you guys see him reach for the phone, beat it; he's
calling the cops.” (Sober member, he thinks.)
"Sallip— ’”
"Shut up, Johnny”.
"Say are you scoring?”
"Nope, just having fun. Look at all the squares you
forgot to black in.”
"Do you always trip over the foul line?”
"Say, you’re drunk.”
"N o you are.” (Laughter)
So events follow their logical sequence, and our intrepid
little band finds itself on the Lennoxville bus, headed home.
The bus stops, the first man to disembark does a half Gaynor, falls flat on his back; the next three pick him up, and
head for home, tired, but happy.
But enough of this sordid stuff; with a flip of the wrist,
we are at a rehearsal of the famous major play. Here indeed
is stark drama; at the end of some of the rehearsals, even
the pictures in Convocation Hall were gasping. Meanwhile
the stage crew were befouling the air in the gym with the
usual expressions of surprise, regret, and sometimes even
annoyance. However, despite the minor obstacles encoun
tered, the stage was set for the dress rehearsal Sunday night.
All went smoothly until Lulu appeared in her new "Costoom and coifoor”, then the scene was wrecked until the
laughter subsided. The play itself was so well received that
it was suggested it be repeated in Sherbrooke. It wasn’t.
Something along the same line was presented at Comp
ton, when the King’s Hall chorines put on Gilbert and
Sullivan’s "The Mikado”. Besides the play itself, there were
many more attractions, namely dancing and dining. The
only thing that sounded a jarring note was the fact that
the Salmon River had been swelled by a heavy dew that
had been falling all night, and that the road was blocked
by floating ice. In spite of numerous suggestions that we
get busy mixing highballs, the caravan wended its way
homeward.
But enough, and away to the Sports Department, more
particularly the badminton squad. Under the able, if unof
ficial leadership of "2.40” Bagnall, the team harrassed the
Eastern Townships by obtruding many strange gym floors.
The result was that Bish is definitely back in the badminton
league, with great things in store for next year. The inter
year basketball ended in a first-class spanking for Second
Year, who, however, took the I-Y hockey championship.
But enough, and away to the latest dance of the season,
that is the co-ed’s Spring Hop. The gals carried on the in
the best Bish tradition, and just think, only one Paul Jones!
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One of the highlights was the performance that D-K gave;
funny how the lights went out like that just before he
bowed out.
But enough of this coherence; if you’re still with us,
leave us wander dazedly over to the famous sayings depart
ment. "Me. 109 coming in on the port bow . . . And after
I rested all Sunday he cut the scene out . . . This is getting
to be a habit, think I’ll give up smoking . . . I’m not drink
ing any more, just the usual amount.
This term seems to have featured banquets; the latest
of these worthy institutions being the Campus and athletic
blowouts. Each featured many toasts, speakers and courses,
and were complete successes. It was rather ironical to see
some of the characters at the center table hiding ginger ale
bottles, but then, I guess it gets to be a habit.
Many fond couples miss each other, but none so con
sistently as numbers one and two platoon do on schemes;
who has not the happy memory of capturing the members
of his own section? Perchance you were on that last one
when number one hit a sugaring camp, and was "delayed”
for a while; looking for snipers no doubt. All of which
brings to mind the O.T.C. dance (I think). Maybe we’ll
have it at camp: what is the Canadian version of the U.S.O.
anyhow?
The debates are over for another year, and I can almost
see "Padre” Baird rubbing his hands with glee over the
Skinner victory for the residents of the Shed. But congra
tulations are in order, not only for the winning team, and
the inter-U debaters, but also to President Baird for the
wonderful job he did in reviving a nearly lost art.
The Spinster Spree found all the eligible males preening
themselves for days in advance, and wandering around with
"that look” in their eyes. One of the more amusing side
lights is perhaps summed up in a conversation overheard
at breakfast next morning. A strange figure in the shape
of a private in the New Zealand army wanders down to
the dining room; as he enters, one freshman says to another
"W ho’s that?” (Brilliant repartee so far).
"I don’t know, I found him in the Chateau, and he said
he had no place to go, so I brought him back here.”
"Know him?”
"No, but he looked sociable.”
Speaking of rest, have you heard of the epidemic of
Scott’s disease that swept the Old Arts and is even threat
ening the whole university?
"Gee was Chuck’s face red last night.”
"Well, part of it.”
Victory found the College equal to the occasion; early
Monday was alive with rumors, and lectures were held
under very difficult conditions. Afternoon labs were cancontinued on page 26)
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A ir Power
Nearly all great wars produce their own particular
weapon or type of warfare. In the Great War we produced
the tank and poisonous gases as weapons, and trench war
fare as the type. The aircraft was started as a weapon, but
the technique of aerial warfare had not been greatly de
veloped by th armistice in 1918.
This war has seen air power emerge as a telling, and in
some instances, a decisive factor. There can be no value in
arguing in favour of the Air Force as opposed to the Army
or the Navy. No service is of itself capable of winning a
modern war. The men who hugged the beaches at Dunkirk
could tell you how valuable air support would have been
then. Had air cover been available, it is unlikely that the
Japs could have despatched the Prince of Wales and the
Repulse as easily as they did.
No service can operate beyond its own competence, and
neither the army nor the navy are secure if the enemy has
a preponderance of air power; nor can the air forces deploy
their strength to the best advantage without naval protec
tion to get them to their advanced bases and to keep their
supplies adequate, or without army units to protect landing
fields by keeping the enemy as far away as possible.
For those not conversant with the set-up of the Air
Force, here is a short outline. As in the case of the other
two services, the Air Force has definite units whose sizes
vary according to local conditions. The smallest unit is the
flight. Two or more flights make a squadron; two or more
squadrons comprise a wing; two or more wings a group;
two or more groups a command. The corresponding army
units would be the platoon, company, battalion, division
and army.
The Air Force is divided into commands according to
the work to be done. An army contains units of all types,
but a command has one specific role, viz., Fighter Com
mand, Bomber Command, Training Command, Mainten
ance Command, etc.
The work of the Air Force is twofold. It has two aspects,
namely strategic and tactical. Consider strategic air sup
port first.
The supreme commander of ground forces, or the field
commander of an army group is interested in the over-all
result of the development of the troops under his command.
He must secure as much information as to the movement
of the enemy as possible. He must, as far as he can, render
unusuable the communications and supplies of his oppo
nents. This is strategic necessity, and for this he obtains
strategic air support.
Bombers make thousand-plane raids on German cities,
not for the purpose of making the headlines the next day,

W. C. MacVEAN
but to render inoperative as much of the industry of the
enemy as possible. A large railroad centre is heavily attacked
to disrupt transportation. Roads and bridges are attacked to
interrupt communications, and the continuous "train-bust
ing” by Fighter Command has the same end in view.
In the field of reconnaissance, air support is invaluable,
because an aircraft can take accurate photographs of any
area in the shortest possible time. A "Photo Freddie” in less
than five minutes can bring home more specific information
than a two-hour eye-witness account. Any part of a battle
field, or intended battlefield, can be covered in a few mo
ments each day, and in this way the movement of enemy
supplies and troops can be followed and the significance of
these movements can be judged. Expert cartographers, using
these pictures, can reproduce their information on maps.
Pictures for a specific operation can be secured a matter
of hours before actual attack.
Similarly for the navy, reconnaissance reports are of
great value. Mine laying and sub-spotting aircraft of Coas
tal Command assist in the strategic conduct of naval war
fare. It was strategically necessary to render the Tirpitz
hors de combat if northbound convoys were to be safe. The
Air Force accomplished that task.
The tactical part of the work of the Air Force is con
cerned with close support of the troops in actual battle.
The unit commanders are interested in securing the maxi
mum air cover for protection against enemy aircraft. Close
integration of air and ground forces was difficult to obtain,
and to achieve this end, Army Co-operation Command,
later Tactical Air Force, was formed.
If troops cannot move along a road because it is under
constant attack by dive-bombers or strafing Jerries, a few
squadrons of Spitfires can soon put things right. A com
pany commander finds himself under constant and concen
trated fire from tanks or enemy artillery. A call to head
quarters, and through the Air Force Liaison Officer a squad
ron or two of rocket-firing Typhoons soon remove the
annoyance.
Perhaps the going is difficult. Jerry may have more men
in that area than had at first been considered likely. Recco
shows that men and armour are moving up in large num
bers. Only one thing can stop the pressure of superior
forces quickly enough— air support.
Here is an example of the combining of both strategic
and tactical assistance. Heavy bombers pound his supply
centres and attack his communications. Medium bombers
tackle the road convoys, and are closely followed by straf
ing fighters with their rockets and cannon. Large numbers
(Continued on page 34)
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Mrs. G. DOAK, B.A/

T IM E M U S T H A V E A S T O P

TOO BU SY to Make a Will?
. . . Not too Busy to Die!

W

HENEVER people are very busy, they

have a way of putting off things which can be done, as one
thinks, just as well next week as this week.
That is perhaps the reason more than any other why many people
put off making Wills. Except when they are very ill, people don’t
consider writing a Will an immediate matter. It isn’t like a
toothache that has to be attended to right way. It can wait, in
their opinion, until next week or next month or next year.
You probably don’t appreciate to the full how much trouble and
anxiety your family would be spared if your Estate came to them
by Will rather than if it had to be disposed of as provided by law.
If you haven’t already made a Will . . . consult your lawyer or
notary while you are in good health — he will give you legal
advice in drawing this important document.
W e shall be glad of

Due to the complexity of administering Estates to-day,

t h e opportunity o f

the constant changes in taxes and the problem of invest

discussing the matter

ing safely— more and more people are appointing a cor

w ith you — no obli

porate Executor and Trustee to administer their affairs.

gation, of c o u r s e ,
will be incurred.

ft

Sherbrooke T ru s t Company

Aldous Huxley’s wit and erudition arc such that though
we read him for amusement we can hardly fail to be in
structed. It is his ulterior object to stimulate reflection,
and with each successive novel he gives us the pill with less
sugar coating. In Time Must Have A Stop so many grave
problems are so provocatively argued that it is impossible
to get through the book without considering some of them
a little, whether we like it or not. He was more entertaining
when he was chiefly interested in illustrating how porcine,
asinine, feline, and above all, simian, we severally are. Nev
ertheless this is a witty and eminently readable book, and if
it does prod us into thinking that will probably do us no
harm, reluctant though we are to try it. It will perhaps
recommend itself more to men than to women, since in it
Huxley succumbs to the common masculine compulsion to
grapple not only with the unknown, but also with the
Unknowable. To me at least it is a little dismaying to be
conducted into the realm of spiritualism, a place well
furnished with mirrors and very little else.
The hero of the story is Sebastian Barnak, a gifted and
precocious boy of seventeen, fatally attractive to women.
He suffers from the deficiency common to Huxley’s heroes,
an inability to effect satisfactory personal relationships.
This spiritual isolation, which is occasionally gratifying but
oftener a torment, is the result of a superior objectivity;
he appreciates his own motives and character with a piti
less insight which ensures a minimum of peace with him
self; in such a one man’s inhumanity to himself far exceeds
what he metes to others. As we view him largely through
the medium of his own reflections we necessarily regard him
with the same objectivity, a detachment which does not
extend to the other characters. These are of a different sub
stance from Sebastian; except Eustace they are all merely
animated ideas, though complete enough; they are in fact
Dickensian. Fred Poulshot in particular, who, while he
vainly tries to forgive his family for their frivolity in
laughing over dinner, tries to balance matters by recon
structing in detail his negotiations with the undertaker on
a gloomy occasion eleven years before, is drawn with that
fantasy which so often in Dickens surprises with the fine
excess” in which we so exult and which foreign critics so
rancorously condemn.
The principal female character is another of the coldly
sensual women who regularly turn up in Huxley’s novels;
she differs from the others in that she is in harmony with
herself and has no deep-seated restlessness to assuage. She
has a nice sense of the outrageous, and it is a foregone con
clusion that she will seduce Sebastian. It is straining credu
lity a little that he should recognize in her the exact coun-

terpart of his amorous daydreams; however, he finds that
despite the astonishing physical likeness, reality and dream
sometimes diverge. One difference was probably that the
reality did not wear black lace underwear; it is not men
tioned, but Mrs. Thwale is hardly so naive.
The plot, as usual, is slight. It is concerned with Sebas
tian’s trip to Florence to visit his uncle, Eustace Barnak,
who is a professed hedonist. Eustace dies, Sebastian is se
duced by Mrs. Thwale, he meets the saintly Bruno, and
by his cowardice and ineptitude he involves everybody in
varying degrees of unpleasantness, particularly Bruno, who
suffers years of imprisonment and mistreatment by the
Fascists as a consequence. Thereafter the story disinte
grates, and what ensues is sketchily indicated in chapters
which describe the ubiquitous post-mortem consciousness
of Eustace, and in an epilogue.
The story of Eustace is only loosely connected with
that of Sebastian, and very different from it. It is unlikely
that Huxley chose to be influenced by Hemingway’s style;
nevertheless, the highly subjective and very effective ac
count of Eustace’s death is decidedly reminiscent of Heminway’s treatment of "the little death” in For Whom The
Bell Tolls. The story of Eustace after his death is very
fully dealt with. The manner of life which he had ably
defended in argument while alive seems increasingly irrele
vant and foolish, to him, yet he has not the courage to relin
quish his personality, and he struggles frantically against
the force— the Gaseous Vertebrate— which, now insistent,
now supplicatory, invites him to surrender. Occasionally
he experiences a "displacement of awareness” and sees events
which have not yet happened, events calculated to horrify.
He suffers the most dreadful despair; his final relief is in
derisive laughter, and this too betrays him. Yet still he
cannot accept the sole alternative; deliberate oblivion. It
is an alluring hypothesis.
The reluctance of Eustace to break his tenuous connec
tion with mundane existence having been employed as a
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telescopic device, the story is then summarily disposed of
in an epilogue. Though fifteen years have elapsed everyone
is acting much as before. Sebastian’s weaknesses are still
resulting in disproportionate calamities. (And the American
idealist is still talking, but that is perhaps accidental). The
epilogue further comprises the opinions and beliefs of the
adult Sebastian. Here the text is given:
"But thought’s the slave of life, and life’s time’s fool,
And time, that takes survey of all the world,
Must have a stop.”
and the lesson expounded. Controversial, disturbing, and
arresting these little essays discuss the hopeless anomalies of
our society— that the solid worth of those who uphold it
is so limited by an impenetrable ignorance that while with
out them society would fall to pieces, with them it is
perpetually attempting suicide; that in the teeth of the
most obvious evidence to the contrary we continue to teach
our children that there is no debit side to applied science;
that even now we do not recognize that our personal guilt
for the evil around us is no less real if less spectacularly
obvious than that of those who willed it, because we failed
to will the contrary; that whereforesight is impossible we
stupidly immolate the present to the future, but where
foresight is possible quite the reverse obtains. He concludes
that a shared theology is the condition indispensable to
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peace, and that there is one chance in a million that this
may be realized; the alternative is suicide.

Exchange

The suggested solution is something new in Huxley,
but some of the ideas, for example the futility of popular
education, (except to simplify military conscription) he has
discussed before in novels and plays. A more striking echo,
however, is the episode of Sebastian’s unlucky amorous ad
venture in London, which is identical with a scene from
the curious drama gratuitously introduced into Antic Hay.

For the last time, your exchange editor ran into the
Porter’s office and looked around to see what the various
universities, colleges and high schools had sent us through
the medium of exchange. We had to quit because the
students were beginning to think that "W e” were in charge
of the Porter’s office while in reality we weren’t— all we
wanted were exchanges and finally we did get a few.

It is amusing to note that Peter Pan still rankles; he is a
symbol of his age, which "raised the monstrosity of arrested
development to the rank of an ideal”. Whimsicality, the
humour of the sentimental, appears to distress those who
have a "real” sense of humour as much as it does those who
have none at all. It is interesting to speculate what Huxley
would say about Winnie the Pooh.

Many of our reader(s) (here we prove we are mentally
deficient— as if we have many readers) do not really know
just what an exchange column is, what it’s for and why it
is. The exchange column is to record the titles of the
various newspapers and books we receive and is for the
benefit of the circulation manager who will have the list
so that he may send a copy of the Mitre to them. Why is
it? Well it is for the benefit of the students. The exchange
editor is supposed to read all that comes in and then write
in his column what he thinks is interesting enough to be
read by the whole college. Of course no one ever dares come
up to the editor and ask him to let him have a copy of a
periodical from any other institution. That has not hap
pened to me this year and I am sure that it hasn’t happened
for maybe around fifty years. If no one gives a darn about
exchange except the editor why have one then? Well there
are three reasons: 1) if the students did not see it in the
Mitre they would "crab”. Not that they have any great
interest in i t but just because they are used to seeing in the
Mitre and if it wasn’t there— well to quote Bagnall, " I’m
afraid this won’t do.” 2) There would be no earthly reason
for an exchange editor and therefore I would be out of a
job, would not have my picture in Year Book as a member
of the Mitre staff and also wouldn’t be able to write all
this; as well as make the editor’s hair turn premateurely
grey while awaiting this column before press time. 3) The
last reason is just too ghastly to say in this mild column
of Victorian semblance.

Amorphous though the book is, and some have won
dered whether or not Huxley’s books may properly be called
novels at all, few are likely to cavil at his style. A decreas
ing number of writers know how best to say what they
have to say, but he is undoubtedly one of them. And he
can be read with confidence that nothing is likely to "stem
from ” anything else, and that on the other hand infinitives
will not be split to exhibit a superior pedantry.

" W ell I Like ’em Anyway ! ”

K. L. BANFILL

Oh, mad young men,
Why wear those ties?
You know that they
Do hurt my eyes!

How sad to mar
The pastel pink,
With messy blots
O f deep green ink.

With red and green
And brilliant blue,
And ev’rything
In ghastly hue.

With
Not,
Until
That

Upon the bright
And lovely silk,
There are some spots
From soup to milk.

My eyes are flash’d
I cannot see—
Why do you spring
Those ties on me?

you I’ll go
to the show,
you dim
beastly glow!

LUXOR GRILL

Flash . . . a tall individual just came and said that he
read my column so I retract my previous statement about
not having a reader. I do have one, namely McGovern.
From now on McGov this column will be a personal mes
sage from me to you.
Digging deep into the ever-present mail bag let us see
what we were privileged to receive these past few months.
First we have the Easter issue of the College Times
from Upper Canada College, Toronto. This still remains
my favorite college magazine and this issue lives up to my
standards of good copy. The "March of the Stewards” is
really a very good article and it is a shame that no one here
at Bishop’s has attempted at writing an article along similar
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P. J. BEAUDRY
lines; but I guess that is understandable seeing that the
editor of the Mitre has to practically kill people before he
can get articles from them. This "March of the Stewards”
is a series of songs with their refrains cleverly illustrated
by drawings representing the various activities depicted by
the songs. The "Report on Skiing” is something that every
fan of the hickory boards as well as all the mathematicians
in this college should look at and carefully analyse.
Secondly we have the King’s College Record from Hali
fax, Nova Scotia, which in its spring number contains some
very commendable literary achievements. The "Ancient
Commoner”, although slashed by a reader whose letter is in
the collumn “ Letters to the Editor”, still brazenly makes
use of the so-called slang. I do not know if the "Ancient
Commoner” is supposed to be a column dedicated to liter
ary excellence, but I do know that if in practically every
college magazine were slang to be omitted there would be
no magazine to be published. The "Ancient Commoner”
is a very good column and one which I look forward to
with impatience. If you readers want further proof of this
all you have to do is come and see me for the latest copy
of the King’s College Record. The article on "Newspapers”
by R. J. McCleave, B.A., is one which I avidly read and
thought most instructive. I do hope that many more of
the students here do the same.
Thirdly we have "The Record” from Trinity College
School, Toronto. The articles still remain exceedingly in
teresting and the snaps that are dispersed here and there
throughout the volumes are proof that pictures or snap
shots do enliven a magazine.
Fourthly, "The Queen’s Review”. The article which is
a copy of an address entitled "O f High and Low Profes
sions” is one that every student should delve in and acquire
a more intimate knowledge about professions on the whole.
Fifthly, all the news sheets that we have received since
the last issue of the Mitre. Although they clutter up the
council office and bring harsh words from all the council
members yet every one who comes in this office makes it a
point of reading and re-reading every newspaper as well as
making sure that they leave all of them sprawled all over
the place. This in turn makes the room look awful but at
the same time makes me feel good. In this way, reading
the sheets, the students find out what the latest doings of
every university in Canada. It helps him to find out how
the other students throughout the Dominion feel about the
various questions and problems that are published in these
newspapers. How better a way to unite all the students of
the continent than by exchange?
(Continued on page 34)
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EDITORIAL— (Continued from page 6)
because of political or social conviction, religion, national
ity, race, fortune, or class, (b) that community life within
the university should be given the greatest possible encour
agement, (c) that a spirit of close union and collaboration
should be brought into being between the universities of all
countries.”
Do we agree with these points? If so, is the general
spirit at Bishop’s, is the general state of affairs, in agreement
with it? And if not, do we not have to try to change
things unless we want everything we claim is worth fight
ing for to lose its meaning at once? W hat, empty words?
Why? Because the same things have been said in one form
or another over and over again? Maybe they have, but
these are still not empty words. If they seem meaningless
to us, it is because we are not personally affected. But, do
we always have to be personally affected before we can take
any decisive action? Certainly, we have to look after our
selves, but we do not necessarily have to look after ourselves
first. The instinct of self-preservation is very strong, in
fact is too strong even in its purely subconscious form.
Why arc we so afraid of being left on the sinking ship,
when in reality we are already safe in the lifeboat— alone.
The least we could do is to pick up a few survivors— par
ticularly if we realized that not only would it be much

NOTES AND COMMENTS— (Continued from page 18)
celled, and the whole student body met in the quad for a
snake dance that wound its way through Lennoxville to
the tunc of bagpipes (one), bugles (three), drums (three),
and enthusiasm (unlimited). Having exhausted the destruc
tive possibilities of Lennoxville, Sherbrooke was chosen as a
second objective, and the crew commandeered any and all
passing trucks as means of transport. With happy cries of
"W ell be in the digger by nightfall” the parade, or what
ever it was, re-formed outside the Rose Room. It seemed
for a moment that the fame of the approaching rabble had
spread, for the entire police and C.P.C. force had turned
out to control the crowds that had gathered ostensibly to
witness the first college sortie in many years. It was later
learned that a naval parade had preceded us by a few min
utes, as a sort of preliminary no doubt. Cameras clicked and
ground to record the rather unusual spectacle of sedately
gowned students tying the traffic on Wellington Street
into knots. By the time the aggregation returned to Len
noxville they were the proud possessors of six large flags,
two strings of smaller ones, and numerous other souvenirs,
all found in the same inexplicable manner.
An interesting sideline was the fast action of "Scoop”
Kaufman who had an "extra” edition of the Campus out
on the streets within a half hour of the announcement.
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easier to row the boat ashore, but it would be the only way
we could ever reach land.
Many people still do not seem to realize that co-opera
tion is only a modern term for an age-old ethical principle,
and that it is even more essential, and should be applied on
a far wider scale in peace time than it is during war time.
In war time a considerable number of the people seem to
feel an inner compulsion to work towards a common goal,
a perhaps equal number of people are persuaded to do the
same for fear of being called unpatriotic, and the rest sim
ply fall in line because we enable legislative power to en
force co-operation. In peace time most of these factors are
practically non-existent. This should not mean, however,
that we need complete government control to ensure co
operation. Why, it would obviously represent a paradox to
the word co-operation itself.
We should not plead the case for government control
unless we have lost faith in mankind completely. But we
must try to rid ourselves of our prejudices, our isolationist
tendencies and our don’t-give-a-damn attitude. We have
the choice now, and perhaps we have it for the last time.
We shall have to pull together, or else we shall inevitably
be pushed together. Which do you prefer?
W. R.

That was a real scoop on all the papers, and the Campus
sold like tennis balls would if they were for sale. The rather
over-enthusiastic salesmen, however, found this wasn’t
quite fast enough, and started to give the copies away, and
even paste them on the store windows. Not even the Record
office was spared. The result was publicity for the Campus,
but at a price.
Later that evening, a dance was held in the gym to
round off the day; the high spot of the evening was the
mysterious appearance, and equally mysterious disappear
ance of an embryonic women’s residence which some person
or persons unknown had seen fit to place over one of the
fireplugs in the quad.
Tuesday, official V-E day for Lennoxville was warm
and sunny— until the U.B.C.C.O.T.C. formed up. A t 1400
hours the heavens opened, and for the next two hours, of
ficers and other ranks alike felt the bracing rain dribbling
down their collars, out at their belts, and back in at their
boot-tops. After the ceremony, the unit dispersed to push
the sunken cars out of the mud, to the detriment of their
newly-washed uniforms and faces.
So passed V-E day, one that will not soon be forgotten
by any of the students. I can think of no better ending for
the year, or for Note and Comments, so I’ll be signing off
for now. O.K. Walt, send for the waggon.

c
I. GLISERMAN
As another college year draws to a close, one sees ominops signs of approaching exams. Hockey and basketball
uniforms are carefully stored in moth balls and other equip
ment is neatly stacked in the storeroom. The dust is reluc
tantly brushed off the almost forgotten books and the
students once more settle down to serious work.
We look back on the past year with a feeling of pride,
for without doubt, we have helped to pull sports out of the
rut in which it had remained for two years. The year as a
whole, where athletics are concerned, was very successful.
True, it did not come up to the standards set a few years
back, but we now look on the rugby field with renewed
interest for it may not be long before the field is again lined
with a crowd of gay onlookers cheering old purple and
white on to another victory.
This column would like to take the opportunity to
congratulate the men who will soon be leaving us for the
wonderful way in which they handled sports. We hope that
the men who replace them next year will carry on with as
much vigour and interest. To you of Third year we say,
thanks!
BASKETBALL
Basketball again heads the sporting parade for this issue
of the M itre It has held its place as the major sport of the
college and the students have witnessed many thrilling
games and cheered our hard-fighting squad to a few wellwon encounters. The last issue of the Mitre had issued the
results of three of the ten scheduled league games. The U.

B.C. lads only won one of the three, the last being played
against Sherbrooke High on February 9.
Bishop’s vs. Richmond
On Monday night, February 26, the college squad tra
velled to Richmond and defeated the home team to the
tune of 35-29. The game was fast throughout and the
score never varied by more than one or two points. Scott,
Cooling and Aboud played well on the forward line, ably
supported by McCredie and Farquharson on guard. Playing
man to man, both teams covered their men well and it was
only by our snappy passing and good shooting that the
final tally was in our favour.
Bishop’s vs. Stanstead
On February 17, our squad suffered a defeat when Stan
stead downed the Bishop’s boys by the score of 48-33. We
were at a definite disadvantage without Charlie Budning
playing on the forward line since our last game with S.H.S.
However, with Cooling at centre, Scott, Ouellet, Suther
land and McGovern filling the wing positions and Farky
and McCredie on guard, the U.B.C. boys put up a good
fight.
Bishop’s vs. Y ’s Men
The purple and white squad lost a tough game on
March 2 to the league’s leading Y’s men when they were
beaten by a score of 31-24. Cutting their opponents lead
from 12-2 at the quarter to 14-11 at the half, it looked as
though the U.B.C. boys might win. The game remained
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fairly close all the way through but in the last few minutes
the Y’s Men pulled away to take the game by a fair score.
Bishop’s vs. Kami
Led by freshman Bob Cooling, the college boys on
March 5 handed the Rand aggregation a 70-24 trimming
to again this year hit their seventy-point scoring record.
Cooling literally sinking them by the dozen, added 27 to
the team’s tally and is also the third highest scorer in the
league. The opposition was very weak and each of our men
managed to earn himself several points.
Bishop’s vs. S. H. S.

S P O R T I N G

In their second game against Sherbrooke High, the pur
ple and white squad were edged out by a slim one-point
margin. The game was close all the way with Bish leading
9-8 at the half. In the second half the U.B.C. boys put on
the pressure and were leading by six points. The high school
lads soon cut this down to only a one-point lead and then
scored a basket to win. This game was probably the most
exciting seen at the college this year and had the audience
on the edge of their seats throughout.

H EAD Q U ARTERS
BADMINTON

. HOCKEY . RUGBY

SKIING

GOLF

FISHING

TENNIS
HUNTING

•

Bishop’s vs. Stanstead
On Tuesday night, March 20, Bish suffered a 48-28 de
feat to Stanstead College. Playing clean and fast basketball,
the home team were leading by 15-14 when the half-time
whistle blew. Bish seemed to wear under the continual at
tacks of the opposing team in the second half and it wasn’t
long before the visitors had piled up a comfortable lead
which they kept throughout. That night, veteran guard
Mac McCredie was missing from our line-up and Stanstead
found it easy to get their rebounds and play the sleeper.

ii i »

GLASS . C H INAWARE . CROCKERY
•

SHELF AND HEAVY HARDWARE
•

COAL

COKE

.

Bishop’s vs. Richmond

FUEL OIL

J. S. M ITCHELL
& C O . LIM IT E D
7 8 -8 0 Wellington St. N.

SH ER B R O O KE, QUE.

Playing their second league game against Richmond,
our boys defeated the visitors to the low tune of 21-20.
The game was close all the way through with both teams
playing, man to man ball. Although the lead was a small
one, the college boys managed to keep it up to the final
whistle adding another win to the squad’s tally.
In addition to the scheduled league games, the college
squad played two exhibition games. The first was played on
February 20 against the Y’s Men and the U.B.C. lost to the
score of 38-24. The second game was another of the home
and home series between Bishop’s and Thetford Mines. The
college men suffered another defeat to the faster moving,
quicker passing, high school boys. The game was played in
a fine spirit and the spectators saw clean basketball and
good sportsmanship.
Although the team did not bring home the champion
ship this year, the boys continued to play the same brand
of good, clean basketball that won us a reputation last year.
With the closing of this season, we lose veterans Mac Mc
Credie, Keith Farquharson and Iain Scott. To these boys

go our thanks for several years of good basketball. We hope
that the coming freshman class will supply us with enough
talent to replace these men.
At this point, we would like to bring this fact to the
attention of the reader. In picking an all-star league team,
five of our eight men were chosen. This surely proves that
we have the material for a good team. Here’s hoping that
next year’s squad will take us to the top of the league ladder.
INTER-YEAR HOCKEY
Through the long winter nights inter-year hockey
proved to be a source of interest and enjoyment to all the
students. Games were played twice a week at B.CS.. arena
and all the teams received good support. The squads were
quite evenly matched and each team was able to produce
some really swell players.
Second year took the lead early in the season and won
every one of their games except one against the first year
non-residents. The day students took second place and were
closely followed by third year in third place.
In a three team play-off, the first year non-residents
defeated the seniors to the tune of 7-3. The winners then
met second year for the final game to decide the champion
ship. The sophs handed the freshmen a 10-4 trouncing
and took the inter-year hockey cup.
INTER-YEAR BASKETBALL
This year’s inter-year basketball league turned out to
be a smashing success and to those fellows who turned out
to play on the teams, we offer a vote of congratulations.
Although the support from the other students could have
been much better, each year turned out a good, fighting
team and a good time was enjoyed by all.
Sparked by such old faithfuls as Zeke Posman and Russ
Burton who netted most of the points for their team, Sec
ond year turned out an excellent squad on the gym floor
this year, and with "General” MacNaughton, Riese, and
Banfill all playing very fine basketball, the sophs thundered
through the schedule to win every game they played.
Although Third year had a smaller class than the other
two years and found some difficulty at first in getting a
full squad on the floor, they nevertheless turned out a
fighting team and gave the other squads very stiff compe
tition. Led to the attack by P. Wood and Norm Buchanan,
the Seniors displayed clean, fast basketball throughout the
games and showed such fighting spirit that they kept Sec
ond and First years continually on the go.
Taking advantage of the fact that they had some good
basketball players in their large class, First year also turned
out an equally good team to meet the other squads. Possess
ing a good forward line consisting of Bailly, McKindsey
and Macdonald, who snagged many a basket to bring the
freshmen a victory, and backed up by Nugent, Hopgood,
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Kelly and Gliserman who played on guard, First year was
able to win the Inter-Year trophy in a sudden death game
with Second year. All in all, good sportsmanship and clean,
fast basketball was shown by each team and we hope that
next year’s squads will do equally well.
W OMEN’S BASKETBALL
Not to be outdone by the male portion of the student
body the Bish co-eds, fashioning out a complete set of uni
forms and occupying the gym for daily practices, emerged
this year with a basketball team that proved very promising.
Under the watchful and guiding eye of their manager
Mac McCredie, the girls practised hard and soon showed
the other feminine cagers that they were a fast and capable
squad. With captain Lila Pharo setting up the plays and
Monique Lafontaine at the bottom of every scramble, the
rest of the girls were spurred on and played fine basketball.
Judy Baker and Betty Johnston certainly offered stiff com
petition on guard while Syl Ross and Marg Allport contin
ually worried the opposing teams with their shooting. Al
though the girls were often forced to go down in defeat
due to their inexperience in the game, they nevertheless
displayed excellent competitive spirit, and we hope that the
women cagers of Bishop’s will emerge triumphant at the
top of the scoring race next year.
D U N N CUP ROAD RACE
On April 21 the annual Dunn Cup Road Race was put
on at Bishop’s with ten men competing from First and
Third years. The day, fortunately, was a warm one and the
atmosphere that surrounded the event was very pleasing
for it even encouraged several stalwart souls to cycle the
five miles beside the runners.
The gun that signified the start of the race was fired in
front of the Union Screen Plate Company and beginning
the first mile of the five-mile relay were Sutherland for the
freshmen and Patterson for the Sniors. Patterson, taking
a slight lead, was succeeded by McCredie while Sutherland
handed the baton to Royal Stewart. Going at a good pace,
these two runners were met by Ouellet of First Year and
Waldman of the Third Year team. The runners for the
fourth mile were Ian Scott and Ted Bjerkelund, and at this
point, the freshmen had gained the lead over the Third
year team. The final two milers were Mac Sanders and
Keith Farquharson, and the two boys put on a swell show
to give the race a fast and exciting finish. Not far behind
on the last stretch, Farky forced the fleet freshman to run
the best mile of the relay in 5.03 minutes, and the frosh
gained a victory over the Seniors by a margin of 1 min. 46
secs. The racing this year was a great success and we offer
our congrats to both teams who put on a really good show.
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SKIING
Although spring has already brought the warm season
with it, and the last traces of snow have disappeared, we
can still look back on a very successful ski season here at
Bish and loads of thanks go to those eager students who
helped organize the sport this year and who brought the
purple and white boys right into the sporting spotlight.
With three excellent skiers in our midst like Len Wald
man, Mac McCredie, and Johnny Ouellet, the Bish snowdusters were able to enter the annual ski meet at Mt. Orford and they put on a really swell show for the college
supporters that were present. The day was sunny but with
a cold wind, and this made the long downhill very icy and
fast. Still this did not discourage the ardent ski enthusiasts
and a large group of about 45 skiers participated in the
event, including such notables as the Wurteles and Zajac
of the Polish Air Force. Unfortunately Iain Scott of the
Bish team, had sprained his ankle the day before, and al
though he travelled down with the boys, he did not enter
the race.
The university’s ski club has zoomed ahead with full
force this year, and men and women’s representatives from
each year were chosen as well as a full executive committee.
Elected as president of the club was Iain Scott who did a
swell job of organizing the various teams, with the rest of
his committee. Second and First Year representatives were
Zeke Posman and Charlie Budning and to represent the
women skiers was Judy Baker, who also acted as the club’s
secretary. These students have done excellent work in this
sport and the future looks bright, so we hope that even
more interest will be taken next year and that skiing will
still keep up the reputation that Bish has set in the past years.
EXHIBITION HOCKEY GAMES
Taking the outstanding players out of the ranks of the
inter-year hockey squads, Bishop’s produced an all-star team
which played three exhibition games throughout the hockey
season, providing B.C.S. and Rock Island with some really
stiff opposition.
The two games with B.C.S. were fast and bitterly
fought, and from the time of the first faceoff to when the
final whistle blew, it was a terrific battle all the way, pro
viding some real excitement for the cheering students
standing along the boards of the B.C.S. arena. Although we
dropped very close decisions in both encounters with the
score being 3 to 2 in each, all of the U.B.C. boys played a
flying game on the ice and deserve a lot of credit. With a
firm backstop in the person of goalie "Bones” Bown, and
such players as the heavy checking Messrs. Bagnall and
Wirtanen on defence, Farky, the Curpheys, Beaudry, and
(Continued on page 34)
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M arriages
b irth s
M it c h e l l — At the Sherbrooke Hospital on February 22,

1945, to Mr. and Mrs. William Mitchell of Massawippi,
Que., a son. Mr. and Mrs. Mitchell are both Bishop’s
graduates, he being a B.A. ’31 and she a B.A. ’34.
R o b in so n — At the Haldimand Memorial Hospital, Dunnville, Ont., on February 18, 1945, to Reverend Morse C.
Robinson, B.A. ’43, and Mrs. Robinson, of Wainfleet,
Ont., a daughter.
So m er v il le —-At St. Mary’s Hospital, Montreal, Que., on

February 24, 1945, to Mr. and Mrs. L. F. Somerville of
Richmond, Que., a daughter. Mr. Somerville received his
M.A. in 1928.
T h o m p s o n — At St. Mary's Hospital, Montreal, Que., on
February 19, 1945, to Dr. and Mrs. A. Lloyd Thompson
(nee Catherine Reikie), a daughter. Dr. Thompson re
ceived his B.A. in 1940.
A y l a n -P arker —A t Victoria, B.C., on March 4, 1945, a

son to Jean, wife of Major John Aylan-Parker, R.C.R.,
B.A. ’36 (now overseas).

A r m s t r o n g -B a l w in — The marriage of Mary Isabel,

younger daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Frederick A. Baldwin
of Sherbrooke, Que., to P /O George Mitchell Armstrong,
R.C.A.F., B.Sc ’41, only son of Mr. and Mrs. J. Fraser
Armstrong, took place quietly at the residence of the
bride’s parents in Sherbrooke at five o’clock in the after
noon, December 23, 1944, the Reverend F. A. C. Doxsee
of Plymouth United Church officiating. The bride’s only
attendant was a sister of the groom, Mrs. Robert J. Car
penter, M ’42, of Philadelphia, Pa. Major Frederick H.
Baldwin, M ’33, was best man.
C a r s o n -F a lls — The marriage took place at St. John’s,

Que., on January 27, 1945, of Wing Commander John
Henderson Carson, R. C. A. F., B.A. ’37, of Hamilton,
Ont., to Miss Catherine Sime Falls, youngest daughter
of Mr. and Mrs. A. Falls, of St. Johns, Que.
B e a t o n -P a l m e r — The marriage of Miss Phyliss Evelyn

Carolyn, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. F. H. Palmer of Ver
dun, Que., to Mr. Basil Fraser Beaton, B.Sc. '39, son of
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Mr. and Mrs. C. A. Beaton of Sherbrooke, Que., took
place on February 14, 1945, at 133 Quebec St., the Rev
erend F. A. C. Doxsee officiating. The bride wore a white
brocaded sheer gown and carried a shower bouquet of
American Beauty roses. She was attended by her sister-in-law, Mrs. Fred W. Palmer as matron of honour. Mr.
Fred Whitely acted as best man. A reception was held
after the ceremony and later Mr. and Mrs. Beaton left
for Quebec and Montreal.
O ’D o n n e l l -S t . L a u r e N t — The marriage took place on
Saturday morning, February 17, 1945, in St. Louis Cha
pel of the Basilica, Quebec City, of Major Madeleine St.
Laurent, C.W.A.C., daughter of the Honourable and
Mrs. Louis S. St. Laurent, of Quebec City, to Mr. Hugh
E. O ’Donnell, M.A. ’22, K.C., of Montreal, son of the
late Mr. and Mrs. Michael O ’Donnell of Sherbrooke, Que.
The bride was unattended and was given in marriage by
her father. Mr. Rex Moore, B .A .’21, B.C.L., was best
man. A reception was held at the residence of the bride’s
parents, Grande Allee, after which Mr. and Mrs. O ’Don
nell left for a honeymoon in the Laurentians.
A m e s -F l e t c h e r — The marriage of Miss Alice Barbara
Fletcher, daughter of Major and Mrs. R. H. Fletcher of
"Brooklands”, Lennoxville, to Captain Alexander King
Ames, B.A. ’34, took place recently at St. George’s
Church, Lennoxville, the Venerable Albert Jones offici
ating. Miss Shirley Fletcher, sister of the bride, and Miss
Charlotte Ames, sister of the groom, were bridesmaids.
Captain Hugh Barnett of Ottawa was best man. A re
ception was held at the home of the bride’s parents.
Amongst those assisting were Mrs. E. H. Benslie, B.A.
’38, Mrs. Dean Williamson, B.A. ’41, Mrs. J. P. Lunderville, M ’41, and Miss Lyndall Jackson, B.A. ’34.
W atson - T a cw o r - d ’I b e l in — The marriage of mme.
Ethyle Beatrice, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Stephano
Tacwor-d’Ibelin, to Captain Walter James Rowcliffe
Watson, B.A. ’37, took place on Tuesday, November 7,
1944, in Paris, France.

Deaths
G arber — Lieutenant Ernest H. Garber, N orth Shore New

Brunswick Regiment, died of wounds in Northern France
on July 9, 1944. He had completed arrangements to
enter Bishop’s University as a Divinity student but on
the outbreak of war abandoned these plans and enlisted
in the West Nova Scotia Regiment, going overseas in
First Canadian Contingent with the rank of Regimental
Paymaster Sergeant. He returned to Canada in July 1942
to take an officer’s training course at Brockville, Ont.,
being reposted to overseas duty, a year later.
B a l d w in — Reverend Albert L. Baldwin, B.A. 39, L.Th.
It is with deep regret that we record the death of Albert
Baldwin in Grace Dart Hospital, Montreal on August 2,

THE

MITRE

1944, at the age of 3 5 after a lengthy illness. He was
ordered a Deacon by the Bishop of Algoma in 193 8 and
served on the staff of St. Luke’s Pro-Cathedral, Sault Ste.
Marie, Ont. Later, he served as assistant at St. Matthew’s
Church, Hampstead (Montreal). He took temporary
duty at Rouyn and Poltimore in 1941 and was Priest-in Charge of St. Paul’s, Greenfield Park in 1942. Until May
1943, when forced to resign on account of illness, he was
assistant at St. Clement’s Church in Verdun. His funeral
took place at Christ Church Cathedral, Montreal, on Aug
ust 4, 1944, with interment in Mount Royal Cemetery.
Sim m s — Lieutenant Kenneth C. Simms, B.A. ’36, son of

Henry and Emmelius Simms of Grand’Mere, Que., who
was killed in action in Holland on October 8, 1944, was
born and brought up in Grand’Mere, where his father
was manager of the local branch of the Bank of Mon
treal. Kenneth received his high school matriculation at
Laurentide School in 1931. He then went on to Bishop’s
University where he received his B.A. degree and the
following year his teacher’s diploma. He taught for one
year in Drummondville, two years in Lachine High, and
for one year at Westmount Intermediate with his former
principal at Laurentide, Mr. C. S. Savage. While Ken
was living in Montreal he joined Loyola C.O.T.C. and
later became an officer of the Black Watch, at Montreal.
In 1942 he went into training with his regiment at Farnham, and in September 1943, went overseas.
As a testimony to his memory, St. Stephen’s Church,
Grand’Merc, was crowded to capacity by both French
and English, at a memorial service held a few days after
his_ death. Recently his family received a most sympa
thetic letter from the chaplain of his regiment, Captain
the Reverend Cecil Royle, L.S.T. ’3 5, informing them he
had conducted the church’s burial service for Ken.
W ay m a n —The Venerable John Wright Way man, Arch

deacon of the Gaspe, died at his home in Gaspe, Que., on
the morning of March 2, 1945. Born in England on
June 9, 1872, he graduated from Bishop’s College in
1897 and was ordained in 1899. He served for five years
as the missionary in charge of Johnsville, Que. He was
made rector of Gaspe in 1904, which post he held until
his death.
During World War I he served from 1916-1918, as
a chaplain with the Canadian Forces overseas. In 193 5,
he was made Archdeacon of the Gaspe.
G eneral
We regret to report that among those recently invalided
home owing to wounds received in action are: Captain, the
Reverend A. D. R o l l it , L.S.T.’3 5, and Lieutenant J. E.
M art I n , Black Watch, B.A. ’39.
We regret to learn that Captain Hector M. B e l t o n , M
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’41, of the 27th Canadian Armoured Corps was wounded
in Holland receiving an eye injury from blast effects. He
was removed to hospital in England, and has now returned
to his home in Sherbrooke.
Flight-Lieutenant Donald Ross, R.C.A.F., Prince Ed
ward Island, accompanied by his wife, who arrived in Can
ada but recently from England, spent a short leave with
his parents, Mr. and Mrs. Duncan Ross of Montreal.
Captain Paul N il o f f , son of Mr. and Mrs. Paul Niloff,
216 Vimy Street, Sherbrooke, has been awarded his cap
taincy in the Royal Canadian Army Medical Corps. The
appointment became effective on February 16, 1945. He
was educated at the Sherbrooke High School, Bishop’s and
McGill Universities, graduating from latter in 1943 with
the degree of M.D., C.M.
The christening of the infant son of Captain and Mrs.
D’Arcy T. Lynch took place in St. Peter’s Church, Sher
brooke, on Christmas Eve last while Captain Lynch, B.A.
’36, was at home on a short furlough. The Rector, the
Reverend Russell F. Brown, B .A .’33, officiated, the child
receiving the names Peter Jeremy.
In recent letters from overseas reference has been made
to the marriage of F /O David Savage , R.C.A.F., B.A. ’42.
Passing reference was made to this event in our last issue
but even yet we arc unable to say more than that the cere
mony took place on December 12, 1944, at Braunton,
Devon.
P /O William V a n H o r n e , R.C.A.F., B.Sc. ’42, is still
on special duty in Aberdeenshire, Scotland.
Surgeon-Lieutenant Peter G. E dgell , R.C.N.V.R., B.A.
’39, reports that at an Allied Officers’ Club overseas, he met
recently Lieutenant C. L. Ogden G lass, B .A . ’3 5, and G.
H. (Happy) D ay . He added "We parleyed nostagically on
the subject of Bish.”
Sub-Lieutenant J. C. B rodeur R.C.N.V.R., B.Sc. 44, is
now stationed at Halifax, N.S.
F/L Paul M c M a h o n , R.C.A.F., B.A. ’37, has recently
been posted to new duties at Edmonton, Alta., with the
Northwest Air Command, Royal Canadian Air Force.
Lieutenant Robin A. L indsay has now been reported
missing in Holland. He had been serving in the 1st Bat
talion of the Black Watch (R.H.R. of Canada). A previous
report that he had been wounded and had made sufficient
recovery to play his trombone at convalescent camp dances,
reached us a few days after the last issue went to press.
This news is, of course, now out of date.
Professor A. V. Richardson has kindly made available to
this column a most interesting airmail letter recently re
ceived from F/O E. U d all , R.C.A.F., B.Sc. 41. We quote:
"March 24. 8.30 a.m.
Dear Sir:
We are approaching the mouth of the Thames Estuary.
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If our 'good inner’ doesn’t 'pack-up’ before we leave Eng
land we’ll attempt it on three.
The day is lovely— a mite hazy— but if we asked for
better vision we’d be greedy. I am not anxious on this trip
— not as others (trips) because a) it’s such a lovely day,
b) it’s a daylight 'op’, c) it’s late in the war for 'danger’,
d) it seems to be pretty easy— the 2nd day ought to be
more 'inviting’. But I am eager to see France (and Ger
many) by daylight— it’s really going to be fun. The fact
that I write doesn’t mean I am overconfident—merely that
my task is a simplified one and over water more so. See
you later, Sir! . . .
8.45 a.m.— I’ve never flown over this part of England—
very attractive— militarily speaking and otherwise. I see a
second stream joining us (gliders).
10.00 a.m.— Brussels—have been lost up till now. One
glider in Channel, another (down) near Calais. Plane be
side us has one wheel down. Horseman down on the Brus
sels track.
—Louvain— air filled with 'kites’. Have assisted Cana
dian corporal to photograph the bags. Mustangs overhead,
going home I guess. Dakotas flying home now.— Roermond
and Eindhoven—dropped paratroopers, no doubt.
Next river is the Mass — then I read a 1" map. There
goes a chute — no body! Haze thickens — comfort in #S
(numbers)—on Maas now.
10.50 a.m.— Out of 'hell-hole’— Halifax flew straight
into ground on way out— tough! On going in a Stirling
had to ditch his glider, then he flew into the 'ops’ deck.
Here come Typhoons— now Dakotas pulling two 'Wacos’
each—good luck to them! Signin’ off!— . . .
11.20 a.m.— Brussels to starboard— and still the 'Wacos’
come in. Belgian roads are earless. The whole of the Con
tinent is smooth (not so of England), as a jigsaw picture
— colours fawn and green only.
11.50 a.m.—Remember St. Omer being in the news? I
can see why below— cliffs of Dover visible.
12 noon—They gave us eggs on take-off. I’ll bet we get
fish or liver (ugh!) on return.
12.15 p.m.—Kite flying home with us seems to have a
hole in his starboard roundel.
3.30 p.m.— Landed safely but goodness me, bumpily!
Have eaten a strange— as it seems—dinner. Will write at a
later date— the fray isn’t over yet, you see.
Yours truly,
Edward Udall, ’41.”
Reverend F. P. C l a r k , B.A. ’32, Rector of Holy Trinity
Church, Vancouver, has been appointed Examining Chap
lain to the Bishop of New Westminster (Rt. Rev. Sir Fran
cis Heathcote, Bart., M.A., D.D.). He is a former suwarden of St. Chad’s College, Regina, and was also for
several years Examining Chaplain to the Rt. Rev. E. H,
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Knowles, LL.B., B.D., Bishop of Q u’Appelle.
Reverend Hugh A. M o r t im e r , B .A . ’40, a w ell-know n
person in Sherbrooke, has now taken up his new work as
priest-in-charge of St. Martin’s and other churches in the
vicinity of Fort St. John, B.C. He was formerly in charge
of St. Thomas (Anglican) Church in Montreal. His new
work will be in the capacity of a missionary sponsored by
the Fellowship of the West, of the Church of England in
Canada.
FLASH!
As we go to press we learn that Lieutenant C. L. Ogden
G lass, B .A .’35, Rhodes Scholar 1935, has been appointed
Headmaster of Ashbury College, Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa,
Ont.
We would extend hearty congratulations and best wishes
to Lieutenant Glass in his new work.
After a distinguished academic and athletic career at this
university he graduated in 193 5 receiving his B.A. degree,
and was for that same year appointed a Rhodes Scholar.
Upon completing scholarship studies at Oxford he returned
to Canada to take up an appointment on the teaching staff
of Bishop’s College School. Since shortly after the outbreak
of war he has been on Active Service with the Royal Cana
dian Navy.
SPECIAL
It is with great pride that we record the following trib
utes, both civil and military, accorded to Bishop’s men of
past years in differing walks of life.
Certificate of Merit to M a j o r B a l d w in
(from the Sherbrooke Record)
The award of the Certificate of Merit to Major Fred
Baldwin, Sherbrooke Fusiliers, M ’33, has been made by
Field Marshal Sir Bernard Montgomery, Commander-inChicf of the 21st Army Group. Well known in Sherbrooke,
Major Baldwin, whose wife is the former Helen McManamy
of that city, is a graduate of the Sherbrooke High School
and of Bishop’s College School, and was a student at Bish
op’s University.
He was an officer in the Sherbrooke Regiment at the time
the unit was placed on active service basis. He was overseas
for two years and is now following a course at Kingston.
The inscription on the certificate reads: " It has been
brought to my attention that you have been performing
outstanding good service, shown great devotion to duty
during the campaign in France.
"I award you this certificate as a token of my apprecia
tion. I have given instructions that this shall be noted on
your record of service.”
Former Student Wins Air Honours
In an announcement of recent awards and citations made
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by the United States Army Air Corps the name of Captain
Frank Evans, well-known former Sherbrooke boy appears
as the recipient of high military honours. Captain Evans
received both the Distinguished Flying Cross and the Air
Medal with Two Oak Leaf Clusters. Captain Evans was a
graduate of both Sherbrooke High School and Bishop’s Uni
versity, B.Sc. ' 38.
The official citation released by Headquarters, U. S.
Twelfth Army Air Force reads as follows: "Distinguished
Flying Cross: To Captain Frank B. Evans, 8th Troop Car
rier Squadron, 62nd Troop Carrier Group. For extraordin
ary achievements while participating in aerial flights as a
pilot of a carrier aircraft. In more than 900 hours of flight
in direct support of campaigns in N orth Africa, Tunisia,
Sicily and Italy he has delivered vital supplies to and eva
cuated the wounded from battle areas.”
"He has towed gliders and dropped paratroopers in com
bat, and has flown behind enemy lines unescorted to drop
food and ammunition in otherwise inaccessible areas. He
has successfully and repeatedly flown heavily laden aircraft
to hastily improvised landing strips in forward areas through
adverse weather conditions and despite threat of enemy in
terception and anti-aircraft fire. On June 1st, 1944, in
daylight in the face of enemy machine gun fire, Captain
Evans successfully dropped paratroopers behind the enemy
in Italy and thereby contributed inestimably to the has
tened withdrawal of the enemy. His outstanding profici
ency and steadfast devotion to duty reflect great credit
upon himself and the Armed Forces of the United States.”
The citation for Captain Evans’ Air Medal and Second
Oak Leaf Cluster reads as follows:
"For meritorious achievement while participating in a
mission to drop paratroops in Southern France on August
15, 1944. The professional skill and high devotion to duty
displayed reflects highest credit upon the military services
of the United States.”
At present Captain Evans is doing instructional work
at San Marcos, Texas.— (Sherbrooke Record)
High Acclaim Accorded Local Poet
Considerable attention, especially in the United States, is
being focused upon the literary works of Ralph Gustafson,
M.A. ’29, M.A. (Oxon). Son of C. O. Gustafson, Sher
brooke photographer, he has been receiving considerable
publicity for his latest book "Flight into Darkness" and
has had many well-known critics tossing bouquets in his
direction, warmly praising his efforts.
Presently employed by the British Information Services
in New York City, Gustafson was born in Lime Ridge in
1909 and attended Bishop’s University where he graduated
and received an l.O.D.E. scholarship permitting him to
study at Oxford. In 1945 his first volume of poems was
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given the Quebec Government Literary Award. His present
work is being acclaimed by both press and radio, WJZ in
New York having had several reviews of the book and
Toronto Saturday Night allotting it unusually high praise
in its book review.
Here are a few of the critics bouquets: "Expressed in a
language compactly wrought and polished to a high degree
. . . unmistakably a part of the great procession of poetry
of the English language.”— (Saturday N ight).
"Authentically a poet to the vocation born.” — (New
York Times).
"Has revealed poetic powers that are quite exceptional.”
— (Canadian Forum).
"A poet’s poet . . . delicate and subtle.”— (Chicago Sun)
"Ralph Gustafson is a Canadian whose poems have won
attention among readers who like modern verse forms and
highly original modes of expression.”— (New York HeraldTribune)
Former Lennoxville Man Named as McNaughton's
Parliamentary Aide
The appointment of Douglas Abbott, M.P. for St. Antoine-Westmount and formerly of Lennoxville, as Parlia
mentary Assistant to Defence Minister A. G. L. McNaughton was announced earlier this year. Mr. Abbott had pre
viously acted as parliamentary assistant to Finance Min
ister J. L. Ilsley.
Born in Lennoxville, the son of the late Mr. and Mrs.
Lewis Abbott, Douglas Abbott is well known in this dis
trict having received his education at Lennoxville High
School and Bishop’s University. He entered the McGill
Seige Battery in 1916 from Bishop’s, and served as a gunner
until the Armistice. On his return to Canada he entered
McGill University, graduating in law several years later
when he went to France and studied for a year on a schol
arship.
Back in Canada he entered a Montreal law firm and has
been associated since that time with Phelan, Fleet, Robert
son and Abbott. He was appointed M.P. for St. AntoineWestmount in the last federal election.
He was married in 1927 to the former Mary Chisolm of
Montreal. They have three children, Elizabeth, Anthony,
and Lewis.
A more recent announcement (April 17) from the Prime
Minister’s Office at Ottawa made known the elevation of
Douglas Abbott to the rank of a Cabinet Minister and a
seat on the War Council. Now the Honourable Douglas
Abbott, M.P., he succeeds to the post of Minister for Naval
Affairs, upon the resignation of the Honourable Angus L.
MacDonald.
AN EULOGY

Servant of Men
The recent death of Venerable Archdeacon John Wright
Wayman, M.A., Rector of St. Paul’s Church in Gaspc, was

a mournful loss not only to countless friends in Canada,
the United States and Britain but to the human and spiri
tual community life of the Gaspe peninsula.
The son of a former mayor of Sunderland, England,
Archdeacon Wayman early showed a bent for scholarship
and had a brilliant academic record. He originally chose
accountancy as his profession but prospective success in
this field was abandoned when he felt and answered the
call to the ministry of the Church of England. At the time
of his death he had served the church in the Motherland
and in this Dominion for nearly half a century.
During the last war he was a chaplain with the armed
forces and won the respect and affection of all ranks in the
units to which he was attached. For many years he was a
guest speaker at Armistice Day reunion banquets held by
his former army comrades. When the present war broke out
he was greatly disturbed that his advanced age prevented
him from once again volunteering for active service espec
ially when he saw all the young men of his parish flock
enlist in the forces.
Archdeacon Wayman conscientiously devoted himself to
the spiritual care and material needs of the two congrega
tions in his charge, and because of his attachment to them
and his innate modesty declined higher ecclestiastical hon
ours which might have meant his transfer to other posts.
He was never so provoked as to pass uncharitable words,
nor too busy to find time to act as counsellor, business
agent or negotiator for those in his care.
It is some years since the writer first came to enjoy the
warmhearted friendship of the stately, dignified rector of
St. Paul’s. The memory of him as an eminent churchman,
courageous soldier and refined gentleman will endure for
countless years to come.
The late Archdeacon rests in a spot he loved well, among
tall evergreens on a high slope overlooking the Gaspc Bay
whence Canada’s first contingent sailed to defend the Em
pire in 1914. The spirit of the village will never be quite
the same since his passing, but he has left behind him the
enrichment of self-sacrifice and the unassuming nobility
of service, for which surely he will reap an eternal reward.
— ("Contributed”—The Gazette).
»•
«■
»■
Editor’s Note.—Once again the Mitre extends its sincere
thanks to all who have in any way contributed material to
this column, and especially to Rev. Dr. A. H . McGreer,
Miss K. Edgell, Professor W. O. Raymond and. Professor A.
V. Richardson. Because this department is largely of in
terest to graduates and former members of the university,
we must depend largely upon you for our news. So once
again hear our plea! Send us any and all items of interest
about Bishop’s men and women in every part of the world.
We will print all the news we receive. We can’t print what
isn’t sent in. Once again, we ask, your co-operation please!
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SPORTS— (Continued from page 28)
the rest of the Bish all-stars, we had a swell team that gave
the school a whale of a game, and had the boys played to
gether more often to improve their passing plays, we would
have easily defeated our opponents. Inviting a Rock Island team down to the B.C.S. arena,
the Purple and White boys played their final game of the
season. The game, lasting two long hours, ended in a dead
lock with the score tied at 9-all after ten minutes of over
time, and the last few minutes of play provided much ex
citement for both the players and the spectators. Both
teams would have liked to play on but the players were
pretty tired after the gruelling battle and so the ref blew
his whistle tying up the game. Our three-star selections go
to Parky, who played outstanding hockey, netting himself
seven out of the nine goals for U.B.C., and to the rest of
our team who played a swell game right to the end.
BADMINTON
Once again badminton has come into its own again here
at Bish, and so much interest was shown in the sport by
the college students, that our men and women travelled to
play such teams as Windsor Mills, Sherbrooke High, and
the Y.
Under the organizing genius of Jack Bagnall, a team of
four men and four women was put together and the com
bination really clicked as they won 4 of the 6 games they
played. The feminine racket-wielders included Meg Schoch,
Jeannie Boast, Lila Pharo, and Joyce Johnson while on the
side of our hardy males were Fred "Notes and Comments”
Delaney, Mac McCredie, Bob Cooling, and "Bengal” him
self. The team this year did a swell job for us and we can
only hope that the badminton enthusiasts of next year will
give an even better reputation to this popular sport.
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EXCHANGE— (Continued from page 23)
And thus having 'banged-out’ our latest and last article
we leave you after having spent three glorious years here at
Bish. We do hope that some day the exchange column will
be a medium through which all students of this universe
will be able to keep in contact with each other and be able
to discuss whatever problems they encounter, thus making
the whole universe but one big university filled with am
bitious and truth-seeking students.
Meanwhile, here are those who are still in contact with
us—
The Arrows (University of Sheffield, Eng.)
Guild Gazette (University of Liverpool)

COMPLIMENTS OP

Dominion Tar & Chemical

Codrington College (Barbados)
Le Carabin (Laval)
King’s College Record.
The Record
The Queen’s Review

Company, Ltd.

Bishop’s College School
The Acadia Athenaeum
Xaverian Weekly
Dalhousie Gazette
The Silhouette
McGill Daily
The Manitobian
The Argosy Weekly
Queen’s Journal
The Georgian
Loyola News
The Campus
The Dumbel

Foresight

THE NEW SHERBROOKE
Corner Depot and King Street
R. A. BADGER, Manager

is indispensable for security.

Sherbrooke’s Most Up-to-Date Hotel

Never in history has it been so
necessary to take care of tomorrow

AIR PO W E R — (Continued from page 19)
of troops can be so disorganized by this type of attack that
their effectiveness is reduced almost to nil.
The value of air support to the navy has been well
demonstrated on many occasions. The expansion of the
Fleet Air Arm, providing air cover and advanced striking
power has proved its worth in the Pacific and on convoy
duty in the Atlantic.
Combined operations provides the proof of how inter
dependent the three services are, and how essential air sup
port is. The landings in North Africa and Normandy were
almost entirely free of aerial interference. In addition, the
concentrated bombing of the landing areas made it com
paratively easy for the troops to get a foothold before meet

ing the enemy. Disruption of enemy communications was
assured by landing Commandos well behind the enemy’s
lines. Surprise was obtained by paratroop landings. To
complete the picture, constant patrol of the landing areas
prevented enemy interference with supply lines: ships were
safe from aerial attack.
The development of air power is only in its early stages,
and yet it has proved a decisive factor in many engage
ments. Its potentialities as a weapon of the future cannot
be estimated, but it is evident that with the development
of the rocket and jet-propelled aircraft, a new avenue of
air power is being explored which may revolutionize air
warfare. In any future war, aerial attack will be immediate
and powerful. Defence from attack from the air will be a
primary need in the future, even for Canada.

with the resources of today. And that
is exactly what you do when you
become a policyholder of the

Solid brick building—Thoroughly modern
165 rooms, 75 with bath attached
20 commercial sample rooms—Garage in connection
Elevator service—Long Distance Telephone in Every Room

1-

SUN LIFE
OF CANADA
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Compliments of

F R A N K C. B A K E R
" T H E HOUSE OF SERVICE"

WHOLESALE LUMBER
AND COAL

.C CHADDOCK
GROCERIES, FRUITS
AND VEGETABLES

P a g e - S a n g ste r
1

j
Printing Co., Ltd.
Our Motto Is:

Canadian Bank of Commerce Building

ALBERT STREET

T els . 467-8

Better Groceries, Better Service and Better

LENNOXVILLE, QUE.
Sherbrooke, Quc.

Satisfaction at a very reasonable price.

TELEPHONE 171

LENNOXVILLE

C L ASSO N KNITTING MILLS
Manufacturers of

Wilfrid E. Dallaire, Prop.

D I S TI NC TI V E K N I T T E D N O VE LT IE S

SHERBROOKE, QUE.

DRINK THE BEST

LIMI TED

HOTEL NORMANDIE

QUE.

Mills at
44 W e l l in g t o n St . S.

Sh e r b r o o k e , Q u e .

Sales Office: 1405 Peel Street, Montreal

Compliments of

R E N N E R T S INC.
TH E

STYLE

H U N T I N G ’S

MILK, CREAM, ICE CR E AM

CENT ER

Manufactured By

Office and Factory:
Sh e r b r o o k e , Q u e .

! J. H. BRYANT, Limited

Jersey Milk A Specialty

FOR T H R I F T Y WOME N
6 W e l l in g t o n N.

D A IR Y

AUSTIN GLOVE COMPANY LIMITED

"The Cream of Them A ll”
PASTEURIZED PRODUCTS

Sh e r b r o o k e , Q u e .

Tel. 23 5

t
•>‘—

Len n o x v il l e , Q u e .

Montreal Office:
605 University Tower

SH ER B R O O K E, QUE.

Montreal, Que.

i
QUALITY BEVERAGES SINCE 1896
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Compliments of

S FRASER BROS. LTD. |
D E PA R TM EN TA L STORE
Sh e r b r o o k e , Q u e .

FAST DELIVERY FROM OUR MODERN FOUNDRY
j

W

Compliments of

e

1

Hovey Packing Co. Ltd.
WHOLESALERS and DEALERS

i
i

hig h q u a lity castin g s.

Bronze a n d B rass castin g s up to

3 f0 0 0 lb s — A lu m in u m castin g s up to 4 0 0 lbs.

i

i
j

E xp e rt w o rk m a n sh ip an d m odern eq u ip m en t g u a ra n te e

UNION SCREEN PLATE

j

COM PANY OF C A N A D A L I M I T E D

i
Sh e r b r o o k e , Q u e .

PH O N E
FOR

LENNOXVILLE

SPEEDY

12

SERVICE

HEAD O FFIC E

.

L E N N O X V I L L E . QUE.

PLA N TS AT LENNOXVILLE AND MONTREAL

w

Com pliments of
LADY’S W a tc h , l4 k t . n atu ra l
g o ld case, w ith C h a lle n g e r fullje w e l m o v e m e n t 5 0 .0 0
C h a lle n g e r th in m o d e l, 1 0 k t.
n a tu ra l g o ld -filled case, 17je w e l m o v em en t 4 2 .5 0

Lennoxville Taxi
Phone 3 3 0

I

!
I
I
I

!

C h a lle n g e r w a te rp ro o f, sta in 
less steel case, also d u stp ro o f
a n d n o n -m a g n e tic , sw eep
seco n d h a n d , 17-jew el m o v e
m en t 5 0 .0 0

*

RENE’S
RESTAURANT
COME DOWN AND

SERVICED IN OUR STORES FROM
COAST TO COAST.

TRY OUR SPECIAL

S u b je c t to G o v ern m en t P u rch a se T a x o f 2 5 %

HO T CHICKEN SANDWICH

KEEP IN MIND
OUR TELEGRAPH SERVICE

John Milford & Son
FLORISTS

J E WE L L E RS
Sh e r b r o o k e , Q u e .

Telephone 50

M a i n St r e e t

Len no xville, Q u e.

Sh e r b r o o k e , Q u e .

Phone 1744
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SHERBROOKE AUTO ELECTRIC INC.
W H O L E SA L E D IST R IB U T O R S and SPEC IA LIZED SERVICE

N . T. H u n t e r , Manager

81 W

e l l in g t o n

So u t h

Member: Canadian Automotive Electric Association

•>»
I

Tricotex Company Limited

Telephone:
4 2 13

Cables:
Tricotex, Sherbrooke

SHERBROOKE, P. Q.

KOSY SWEETS Reg’d
Compliments of

Specialty:
FOUNTAIN SERVICE and

A FRIEND

SANDWICH BAR
96 M o n t r e a l St .

Sh e r b r o o k e , Q u e .

Albert Valliere, Prop.

KEEP IN TOUCH W ITH
COLLEGE ACTIVITIES

THE CAMPUS
WILL KEEP YOU INFORMED
Get A Subscription

^SHERBROOKE LAUNDRY
a n d DRY CLEANERS l t d .
91 FRONTENAC STREET

if
got

you
one

have

not

already.
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