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Tobias Thornes

ould  I  have  your  number, 
please?’  said  the  young 
woman behind the desk. Her 
hands hovered over her key-

board in anticipation.
‘My  number?  What  number?’  I 

asked,  feeling  somewhat  perplexed. 
After  all,  it  was  getting  late  in  the 
evening  and  the  weariness  of  a  long 
day’s travelling lay upon me.

‘Your telephone number,’ she said in 
her impeccable English accent.

‘I don’t have a telephone,’ I replied. 
She looked surprised.

‘Then  how  can  we  text  you  your 
ticket?’ she said. ‘Perhaps we can send 
it  by  email  –  what  is  your  email  ad-
dress?’

‘Well I don’t have a computer – not 
any more,’ I replied.

Now she looked worried. ‘We need a 
telephone number or an email address 
to  send  the  ticket,’ she  insisted.  ‘Are 
you sure you don’t have a telephone?’

Was  I  sure?  A ridiculous  question. 
But this wasn’t the time to argue. I was 
trying to book onto a train that would 
take  me  onwards  through  Europe  the 
very next day. So I conjured up my old 
email  address  –  which  should  still 
work. Satisfied, she smilingly typed it 
in. Clearly, I was going to have to find 

an internet café somewhere in Paris the 
next morning.

As usual,  I  set  out  to walk the city 
before dawn. At that  time of the day, 
when darkness  still  clings  to  deserted 
boulevards  and  alleyways,  and  even 
stars sometimes poke through in pock-
ets where the glaring orange blindfold 
of  the  streetlights  is  torn,  every  city 
takes on a special character. Devoid of 
the incessant chatter and clatter, ticking 
engines  and  wailing  horns  that  mar 
each  flustered,  in-a-hurry  day,  an  an-
cient  tranquillity  creeps  back  in  be-
neath those eternal celestial watchers of 
the night. At times, early buses whoosh 
by like swooping owls; here and there a 
fellow  shadow  wanders  the  resting, 
deserted stones. But largely, for a short 
time at least, a lonely serenity reigns.

Then  slowly,  almost  imperceptibly, 
the footfalls increase, and life returns to 
greet the rising sun. It is a comfort that, 
even in this  digital  age,  one primeval 
animal  instinct  largely  survives:  the 
glare of  screens and speakers has not 
yet drowned the quiet call of the sun by 
day and moon or stars by night bidding 
us to wake or rest. And, after the earlier 
solitude, it warms the heart to see and 
hear people of all ages and professions 
giving  of  their  boundless  walking, 
talking,  breathing  energy  to  replenish 
the vibrancy of this busy capital. Each 
clatter  of  the  metro,  each  snatch  of 

birdsong  resounding  from  the  neatly-
arrayed  tall  trees,  each  snippet  of 
French conversation wafting,  with the 
smell  of  freshly-brewed  coffee,  from 
each quiet café: all  make this the liv-
ing, human place it is. Or at least, that’s 
how it used to be.

But  nowadays  the  streets  begin  to 
clog  more  quickly  and  the  hoot  of 
horns soon returns. As I make my way 
into  the  city’s  heart,  I  pass  the  silent 
congregations  gathering  round  bus-
stops, their heads bowed as if in prayer 
at some mournful funeral. Theirs is no 
reverential  gesture:  their  ears  are 
stopped, their eyes are focussed down 
upon the garish,  flashing screens they 
cradle,  too  distracted  by  their  digital 
preoccupations  to  watch  the  waking 
day. And I, though in the midst of such 
a  busy  crowd,  feel  utterly  alone.  For 
whom,  amongst  these  digital  people, 
has  eyes  to  see  and  ears  to  hear  the 
world around them any more?

Soon the great Notre Dame rises into 
my sight,  that  towering  ancient  testa-
ment of love and past enchantment that 
carries  my  thoughts  away  to  a  time 
when Christianity so perfused the lives 
of those that dwelt here that they mus-
tered all their industry and ingenuity to 
assemble  this  incredible  monument. 
Nowadays  it’s  hidden  from  afar,  lost 
betwixt  the  frowning  faces  of  later, 
taller towers that have crowded out the 
shrine of love with one of money, the 
slave-driver  of  today’s  faster  world. 
These were built in months; in years 
perhaps  they’ll  fall.  But  the  house 
they  hide,  constructed  as  much  by 
centuries  of  prayer  as  by  stone  and 
mortar, will outlive them all.
Yet as I enter I find it difficult to hear 

the echoes of those countless prayers 
recited down the years. Now, the place 
is thronged with tourists who look not 
with  their  eyes  but  with  their  hand-
held camera-phones, which they wave 
throughout the building in a forest of 
fluorescence.  I  wonder  whether  they 
do not,  in  their  eagerness  to  capture 
for the future the beauty they behold, 
lose  it  not  only  for  the  present  but 
altogether.  For  how  many  of  these 
photographs  would  ever  meet  their 
eyes again? And which amongst them 
could  ever  convey  the  true  awe  and 
majesty  of  the  place  which  they, 
through  the  very  act  of  taking  pic-
tures, only worked to dispel for those 
of us not looking through digital eyes? 
There  was  little  tranquillity  to  be 

found  amidst  that  fleeting,  photo-
stopping crowd.
It took me a little while to find an 
internet  café.  They  used  to  be  so 
common,  not  very  long  ago,  at  a 

time  when  to  enter  the  world  of  the 
digital one would need to seek out one 
of its portals and, when finished, could 
simply  shut  the  door  and walk  away. 
No  longer:  now  it  follows  us  every-
where,  demanding  our  attention.  Few 
places  are  immune  from  the  ever-
loudening  drum  of  digitality,  beating 
incessantly  through  a  million  mobile 
telephones  and  ‘tablets’ which  people 
cling to like cherished children, never 
sleeping, always wailing for the atten-
tion of their twittering guardians.

Running  Windows  XP on  a  screen 
like a small cupboard, the cafe comput-
er  was  hopelessly  out-of-date  com-
pared to those machines. But it printed 
me my ticket,  quickly and efficiently. 
Switching  it  off,  I  looked  around  the 
shadowy room, at  first  glance a quin-
tessentially old-fashioned French place. 
But yes, here too the multiplying ma-
chines had made their habitation. In the 
corner,  a  couple  sat  in  silence,  each 
with a  mobile  telephone before them, 
their heads down, reading messages or 
chuckling  to  themselves.  Only  when 
the waiter arrived did they look up and 
converse.  As  they  spoke,  he  whipped 
out  a  PDA and  began  to  tap  in  their 
order. How long will it be, I wondered, 
before we forget how to write altogeth-
er?  By the window a bored little  girl 
slowly  slurped  through  a  straw,  her 
father typing frantically on the touch-
screen  on  his  table.  Work,  play  and 
conversation  follow  you  everywhere, 
now.  Some  call  it  freedom.  I  call  it 
slavery.

I  didn’t  give  the  waiter  chance  for 
further  practice  on  his  PDA;  it  was 
time to amble back to the station. The 
little  girl  smiled  at  me  as  I  left.  Her 
father did not look up. I sighed to think 
that this was the city where, in Decem-
ber  2015,  so  many  promises  were 
made. Two years on, the people were 
more  plugged-in  and  wired-up  than 
ever, often I saw them apparently talk-
ing to  themselves  as  they walked the 
streets.  A decade  ago  it  would  have 
turned heads. It is no wonder all those 
promises are coming to nothing:  with 
every  gram of  precious  metal  mined, 
every  Watt  of  energy  wasted  to  feed 
these  ever-hungrier  handheld  devices, 
the planet gets just a little warmer. And, 
each lost  in our own digital  universe, 
we cannot hear the ticking clock,  nor 
see the gathering clouds.■
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Ianthe Greenwood  
CULTURE EDITOR

t’s been a busy term for the 
arts  in  Oriel.  As  well  as 
news of exciting new arty 
goings-on, Orielenses have 

been serving up a veritable theatrical 
feast over the past fortnight.

3rd week saw Singin’ in the Rain 
take over the Playhouse aided by the 
efforts of Yuan Bing Mock and Sarah 
Wright  (Assistant  Director),  whilst 
Mia Smith gave a gruesome perfor-
mance as  Lavinia  in  Titus  Androni-
cus.  Meanwhile,  Matthew  Woolley, 
Jacob Warn and Zad El Bacha pro-
vided technical, musical and market-
ing input for an imaginative rework-
ing of Purcell’s The Prophetess.

As  4th  week  already  draws  to  a 
close,  there’s  still  time  to  get  your 
slice  of  Oriel  artiness,  whether 
watching  Mia  serve  up  yet  more 
Shakespeare  in  Hamlet,  seeing 
Markian  Mysko  von  Schultze  bear 
all  in  Pentecost  (costumes  courtesy 
of  Oriel’s  very  own  Zizzy  Lugg-
Williams)  or  checking  out  Serena 
Yagoub’s  and  Chen  Kailayapillai’s 
sound  and  lighting  design  skillz  in 
String.

Want  your  theatrical/musical/cul-
tural/artistic  endeavour  to  get  the 
recognition  it  deserves?  Just  con-
cerned  about  bums  on  seats  and 
those ticket sales stats? Send details 
of  your  event  to  Culture  Watch  at 
thepoorprint@oriel.ox.ac.uk.
 

Upcoming Articles 
Stay alert as The Poor Print contin-
ues to publish throughout the coming 
week. Here’s what’s in store:

 
Should Britain Voice Its Opinion on 

Civil Rights in Hong Kong?  
Zixin Jiang  

Monday 7th November  

Computer Literacy: What is it and 
How can I get one?

Elizabeth Stell & George Prew
Tuesday 8th November

 
Theatre and the Screen: A Fruitful 

Marriage? 
Chloe Cheung  

Wednesday 9th November
 

The ‘Learn to Code’ Problem  
Ashok Menon

 Thursday 10th November
 

Net Neutrality: Saving the Internet
Sam Wilkinson  

Friday 11th November  
 

Corrections 
The Poor Print Editors would like to 
apologise for a formatting error made 
in the print edition of 23rd October 
which led to the omission of an attri-
bution in the article, Oxford Culture 
Shock:  Moving  Countries  and  Lan-
guages. The article should have dis-
played a link to the full article, taken 
from  https://polandbritainitaly.word-
press.com/.

The Poor Print apologies profusely 
for this omission.

Jacob Warn  
EDITOR

orn in the 90s, companies of 
men adored him even before 
puberty.  Siri  prophesied 
longevity:  and  didn’t  he 

know it,  as he watched it  on his own 
fair skin, white blushed with the blood-
red digits of his own heartbeat. A heart 
throb.  A nymphomaniac unto himself, 
himself unto nymphs.

The  light  down  of  hair  had  barely 
touched his scalp before all sought him 
with gifts. His qwerty hands had barely 
unwrapped the Four before he synced 
himself to the Five.

 His first love could have been Echo. 
She came from the same world as him. 
She  too  had  a  body,  an  unpractised 
voice, and alphabetic silicon fingertips. 
They felt good. 

Squaring their digital eyes up to one 
another, once they even stammered in 
conversation.  Up  she  popped  and  he 
asked, ‘Hello?’ ‘Lo!’ She replied.

Copying and pasting his last syllable 
was  all  she  could  manage,  taught  to 

type not to write.  ‘I  love your profile 
pic’, he commented. ‘I love you’, she 
edited back at him. Which he took the 
wrong  way,  and  chose  to  appear  off-
line.

She shot him with messages and they 
danced  all  around  him:  on  iPhones 
winking  sua  sponte  beside  him,  as 
whistles, tings and shwoops chorusing 
in  homophonic  synchronicity,  and  as 
erotic  vibrations  caressing  his  thigh. 
‘Don’t  let  your  hands  stray’,  he  re-
solved, but dissolved as they retweeted, 
‘Let  your  hands  stray’.  ‘I’ll  turn  you 
off’ he  coldly  shouted at  the  screens. 
But  instead  they  turned  him  on  with 
images of hot, topless girls.

By now he had forgotten about Echo. 
Anyway,  she  was  mortal,  blemished 
and older  than  18.  The  next  time his 
laptop reconfigured itself with the latest 
OS not  even  a  .wav of  her  voice  re-
mained. He breathed a sigh of orgasmic 
relief: he had stored girls of the other 
kind in the safe, secluded Cloud.

But with all these images, he was not 
content.  Google-eyed,  he  tumbled 
through  page  and  page  of  his 

favourites.  But  his  insatiable  appetite 
finally undid him, and deviating from 
his  normal  web  haunts,  he  Stum-
bledUpon a secluded sylvan site. Thus 
did www.ramnausea.com take revenge 
on him.

Bending close to the screen, he froze. 
There  he  found  one  image  that  sur-
passed all the others. For whom did he 
see  but  his  very  own  stripped  body, 
reflected  in  poor  light  in  a  mirrored 
bathroom,  iPhone  visible  in  his  left 
hand. God he was beautiful: ‘Sic amet 
ipse  licet,  sic  non patiatur  amato’ the 
caption  read.  The  joke  of  some  re-
pressed Classics student somewhere.

The screen’s brightness did him jus-
tice. A silvery surface, like water. His 
own, unadulterated portal onto his own, 
unadult skin.

He didn’t dare touch a button, lest the 
page refresh or crash on him. His eyes 
drank  deep  of  that  image;  and  his 
hunger took high-resolution mega-bites 
of  it.  There,  in  wonder  at  his  own 
physique, he sat like a screen-shot.

And liking him, himself he liked, and 
downloading  him  was  himself  down-
loaded.

Echo found the pictures too. Vegeta-
tive,  they  were  rooted  to  their  seats. 
But  the  mortality  of  battery  life 
promised death by the percentile. And 
like fresh flowers,  dead and turned to 
moist  compost,  little  by  little  their 
lithium  power  was  sapped,  and  gave 
way to eternal, absolving, darkness.■
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Giorgio Scherrer

   ere's  looking  at  you,               
kid’,  Humphrey  Bogart 
famously  told  Ingrid 
Bergmann  in  Casablan-

ca, and even if you haven't seen the 
movie (shame on you), one thing's 
clear from that line: it was shot in 
the pre-Skype era.
Innocent  and  foolish  as  they  are, 
here's  what  today's  (few)  non-
Skypers think of Skype: It's like a 
phone, but with a camera – instead 
of  just  hearing,  you can even see 
each other. It's so easy to use, even 
my  grandma  can  do  it.  Plus  it's 
free. And if I ever go abroad for an 
extended  period  I'm  sure  as  hell 
going to use it, feel totally as if I'm 
at  home,  and  everything  will  be 
fine.
That is, at least, what I naively told 
myself  before  coming  to  Oxford 
from  Switzerland.  I  was  wrong. 
Seeing  your  family,  friends  and 

home as if they were featuring in one 
of  those really  bad YouTube videos 
that  we  all  watch  without  knowing 
why,  and  it  sometimes  feels  like 
watching  a  homemade  parody  of 
your own life. The image is lagging, 
stumbling and freezing at the oddest 
possible moments,  and while that is 
funny the  first  few times,  you soon 
find yourself longing for some flesh 
and blood in those pixelated parts of 
your life.

And, coming from a partly Italian 
family,  what's  even more frustrating 
is that only one person can speak at a 
time (it cannot record and broadcast 
simultaneously),  and seriously,  what 
kind  of  conversation  is  that?  Also, 
dramatic hand gestures (an essential 
part  of  Italian  communication,  in 
case  you  have  never  seen  a  Mafia 
movie)  look  so  depressingly  unim-
pressive over Skype.

Although  that  might  also  just  be 
because you have to  watch a  weird 
little  version  of  yourself  on  the 
screen all the time, which is just an-

noying. Imagine if people constantly 
carried little mirrors in their bags to 
look  at  themselves  or  peeked  into 
every darkened window they passed 
to see their reflection – crazy, right?

The worst part, though, is the one 
about the eyes. This is where it gets 
existential.  On  Skype,  instead  of 
looking into each other's eyes direct-
ly  you will  find yourself  looking at 
one of two things: either an image of 
your  Skype-partner  gazing  slightly 
downwards  in  the  direction  of  your 
keyboard, or at the green light at the 
top  of  your  screen.  It’s  simple 
physics:  for  where  your  partner's 
picture appears – the screen – is not 
where your picture is being recorded. 
You  need  to  take  turns  looking  at 
your  computer's  camera  to  get  a 
glimpse into someone else's eyes.

Imagine  that:  Humphrey  Bogart 
and  Ingrid  Bergmann  discussing 
love,  war,  and  their  time  in  Paris 
without eye-contact via Skype. That’s 
hardly the beginning of a wonderful 
love story.■

‘DIGITALITY’
Rory Turnbull

A human need ensures that we shall leer
At Fortune’s favours, others’ joys unreal;

And yet, when others too begin to jeer
At our denuded privacy, we feel

The need to curse, to curse computers then.
We mourn how emails pester us until

Our fingers always fix themselves again
Upon our phones, and send more emails still.

Suppose, therefore, that all of this were banned.
Without it all, what then would we become?

An instrument incapable, a hand
That’s maimed, that lacks its fingers, lacks its thumb.

Thus, see in this the clear absurdity:
Life’s needed nuisance, digitality.

Peter Gent  
ASSOCIATE EDITOR

  y  MacBook  stares  at  me, 
one eye open, but seemingly 
not  awake.  Once  it  did 
awake,  unexpected,  and  its 

green eye burned as it judged me. Pan-
icked, I jumped up, trying to hide from 
its gaze, unsure if I was fully clothed. I 
realised a moment later that it was just 
FaceTime that had wanted to see me, 
accidentally opened as it  was, uncon-
nected.  None  but  my  technological 
friend, or perhaps brother, as I some-
times think of my beloved companion 
in essays and internet surfing, had seen 
me in my moment of disconcert.

These  days  all  my  technological 
gadgets  observe  me.  My iPhone tells 
me how many steps I have taken, and 
my fitness apps send me cheery mes-
sages to let me know I’ve done a good 
job on the days I walk far enough to 
meet their approval. The days they are 
silent are painful. I know I am loved, 
and my self-worth is not dependent on 
technological  affirmation,  but  deep in 
my heart I feel I have let myself and 
my apps down.

My  Fitbit  too  observes  me.  It’s 
meant to kindly remind me of how far 
I  have walked, my current heart  rate, 
and my caloric burn for the day.  But 
my  heart  wonders,  ‘Can’t  I  have  a 
moment  of  privacy?’ Sadly  the  only 
time  I  can  do  that  is  in  the  shower 

where there is no technological watch-
dog  watching  relentlessly,  monitoring 
its every beat. When I eat too much or 
don’t  get  enough  exercise,  my  Fitbit 
informs  me,  judging  me.  It  is  not 
harsh, or even unkind, but it does tell 
me my resting heart rate has increased. 
Its  cold  technological  apathy  to  this 
fact  only makes me feel  worse about 
my failure.

I  am  observed  by  Facebook,  by  a 
network  of  CCTV  cameras,  by  the 
porters. I don’t mind the porters. But I 
do mind when my mother hears about 
me  from  her  friends.  I  block  them 
sometimes, or at least set my privacy 
settings  so  they  can’t  see  what  I’ve 
done. I wonder if they know.

Does God judge me? I wonder that 
too. I think he either does not always 
observe or he does not often judge. I 
cannot fathom that he always observes 
and always judges. My MacBook and I 
would be sad.■

THE OBSERVED SELF

ON THE PERILS OF SKYPING 
‘THE GREEN LIGHT’S LOOKING AT YOU, KID’

The Poor Print welcomes your response to the print edition. If you have something 
to say, email thepoorprint@oriel.ox.ac.uk and we can publish your comments on-

line. Alternatively, connect with us on Twitter: @PoorPrint

Christy Callaway-Gale 
aka #GringaChilena, Santiago, Chile

True  #Blogging  Testament 
from  a  Real  Live 
#YearAbroadBlogger.
This is just one of my inge-

niously  ingenious  replies  that  I  will 
make  during  my  extremely  exclusive 
#BBC  interview  after  my 
#GringaChilena blog goes #Viral when 
this  #Blogpost  about  #Blogging 
(#LoveAbitOfMeta) is published in the 
#PoorPrint.

During  my  research  for  said  exclu-
sively  exclusive  interview,  one  of  my 
Research Minions Ianthe informed me 
that  I  am  the  only  Oriel  linguist  this 
year who considers themself important 
enough to be writing a blog. #Discuss 
#OnlyChildSyndrome?

I can almost hear the special ringtone 
I have assigned the #BBC’s number (or 
is  that  just  my morning alarm ringing 
off the hook?) as they call my phone to 
beg on their #Virtual hands and knees to 
have  me  Skype  into  their  #Breakfast-
Broadcast.

If that infamously famous #BBC ring-
tone did sound, I would, I think, think 3 
things:

1) This phone call is going to be pret-
ty expensive as I’m on my #YearAbroad 
in  #SouthAmerica  which  you  should 
know since you’re calling regarding my 
epic #GringaChilena #Blog

2) Shall I get fully dressed out of my 
#PJs for my #Skype of #5MinsofFame 
or just put a nice top on? #FashionFirst

3) #**** I’m going to be #******* 
(is that enough stars?) famous.

And  then  I  remember  that  the  last 
time  I  checked  my  highly  complex 
#BlogStats  my #TwoBiggestFans were 
my  #MumAndDad  (#Ungrateful  #De-
fOnlyChildSyndrome).

In  true  #ObsessedBlogger  fashion  I 
check  the  #BlogStats  again  (definitely 
not for the third time this morning) and 
something  incredibly  incredible  hap-
pens… It turns out someone is follow-
ing my blog from - wait for it - Africa.

You’ve  guessed  it  Oriel  ladies  and 
lads (#LadiesFirst), #GringaChilena had 
gone #Viral.

My heart started palpitating at the rate 
of  the  Oriel  M1’s  oar  strokes  (#DidI-
MentionWeAreHeadOfTheRiver #Row-

ingChat  #DefInOnThat)  –  I  see  my 
#OnlyMyParentsReadMyBlog  status 
fading off into the mist of the Andes to 
be replaced by limitless fan mail.

With adult-like excitement (i.e. about 
three  notches  up  from  child-like  ex-
citement),  I  prepare  to  email  #Mu-
mAndDad to impart my newfound star-
dom (#I’mSoGrownUp) and then I see 
it:  the email  from #Dad informing me 
of his business trip to… (I think you can 
see where this is going)… India #Jokes 
#AfricaAllTheWay #SeriouslyOnlyMy-
ParentsReadMyBlog.

The  #Blogger’sBlues  are  only  made 
worse by the fact that I can’t count on 
all you readers (whoever you are, hello 
there - if you are freshers we’re going to 
need to be friends in my 4th year) being 
followers  of  #GringaChilena  either, 
because let’s face it, if you’re still read-
ing  this  blog  post  you  are  probs  not 
interested  but  have  just  reached  new 
levels  of  procrastination.  #Congrats 
#Proud #IdleNotNobelPrize

But, as I’m about to give into #Deso-
lationDigitality, I receive this comment 
from an  anonymous  source  on  one  of 
my  #BlogPosts:  “You’re  articles  are 
really great.”

Once I get over the #ApostropheCata-
strophe  that  is  ‘you’re’,  this  comment 
makes me feel  as warm and fuzzy in-
side as when #Tay-Tay made a song up 
about  me  turning  #22.  I  hear  #BBC 
bells chiming in with #Tay-Tay’s back-
ing singers.  This  is  until  I  realise  this 
self-satisfaction  is  only  possible  if  I 
choose  to  believe  that  my parents  are 
too internetally (#MadeUpWord #Digi-
talityEatYourHeartOut)  incompetent to 
know how to post anonymously.

From #BloggingBlues to #Comment-
Contentment, #GringaChilena has had a 
#Wild  day  (or  technically  morning  I 
guess, since it’s only 11am).

Time for  a  nap to recover from this 
#EmoticonRollercoaster and to get  my 
beauty kip before my BIG #BBC mo-
ment. Will I wake up to the #BBC ring-
tone or just to my alarm? Living life on 
the edge is  just  how us #YearAbroad-
Bloggers roll(ercoaster).

Sending  #InternetVibes  and  #Gen-
eralDigitality  #IsThatAEvenAReal-
WordThough?  from  #Santiago, 
#GringaChilena■

VICARIOUS LIVING  
News From Abroad

Ianthe Greenwood  
CULTURE EDITOR

In keeping with this fortnight’s theme of ‘digitality’, Vicarious Living brings you 
an insight into the weird and wonderful Wordpress world of that most inevitable of 
linguist clichés, the ‘year abroad blog’. You can keep up with Christy’s adventures 
at https://gringachilena.wordpress.com

Zixin Jiang 
CURRENT AFFAIRS EDITOR

ristotle once declared that it 
is unfit for a young person to 
learn  political  science,  ‘for 
he  is  inexperienced  in  the 

actions that occur in life’. [1] I do not 
know  if  Aristotle  had  in  mind 
teenagers  or  whether  his  statement 
would apply to modern undergraduates 
as well. But I do know that he is not 
the only one who has been anxious that 
the  young,  whoever  they  are,  should 
refrain from meddling in political  af-
fairs they do not understand.

For  example,  when  the  nineteen-
year-old  Hongkonger  Joshua Wong—
China’s  most  famous  student  leader 
since  1989—criticised  Hong  Kong’s 
‘gerontocracy’ as one of the big prob-
lems  in  local  politics,  he  received  a 
backlash even from some of his own 
supporters,  who  echoed  the  idea  that 
those with more years behind them are 
simply better equipped to be lawmak-
ers.  ‘Meritocracy—not  exclusion  by 
discrimination’,  wrote  one  man  in  a 
Facebook comment.

What  is  more,  Oxford-educated so-
called  intellectuals  can  be  prone  to 
having their heads in the clouds. Last 
week, I read—for my paper on politi-
cal  theory—an essay  by  the  philoso-
pher Elizabeth Anderson in which she 
scathingly  describes  how  academic 

debate  on  political  equality  has  be-
come ‘strangely  detached from exist-
ing egalitarian political movements.’

She  writes  how even  as  the  public 
was  grappling  with  issues  related  to 
universal  suffrage,  and  campaigning 
for  equal  respect  for  LGBT and  the 
disabled,  professional  philosophers 
were debating whether or  not  society 
should  compensate  beach  bums  for 
their lack of hardworking genes. It  is 
humbling to realise how easy it is for 
academia  to  completely  lose  touch 
with the rest of society.

We  might  be  tempted  to  conclude 
from all  this  that  young  Oxford  stu-
dents  are  the  worst  commentators  on 
politics.  But  there  is  a  fine  line  be-
tween being aware of the weaknesses 
discussed,  versus  conforming  to  the 
popular  but  misguided  notion  that 
young people do not have much ‘life 
experience’, or that students and acad-
emics  do  not  understand  the  ‘real 
world’.

To say that one person is just generi-
cally  more  experienced  than  another 
(without  reference  to  any  particular 
kind of experience) is  to assume that 
different  persons’  experience  or 
knowledge can somehow be measured 
on  the  same  scale—that  they  are 
‘commensurable’, so to speak. Or, they 
assume that there is a body of general 
knowledge that is a basic requirement 
for understanding politics.

Different  experiences  are  simply 
that, different; one cannot be substitut-
ed  for  another.  And  even  so-called 
generalists have a special combination 
of expertise.

So let  us  accept  that  each  person’s 
experiences are limited, but limited in 
a unique way. This is true for all of us. 
What we have to figure out is how to 
contribute to contemporary discussions 
whilst  being  aware  of  our  own  indi-
vidual limitations.

By now I must have convinced the 
senior editors that I do not know how 
to write an article that is not somehow 
related  to  Hong  Kong  or  China;  but 
that  hardly  matters  because  there  are 
many  other  students  in  Oriel  who 
know how to write about, for example, 
why  the  Labour  government  lost  the 
last  election  (which  remains  a  com-
plete mystery to me).

The  Poor  Print’s  Current  Affairs 
section  is,  therefore,  a  platform  for 
Oriel students to apply their particular 
areas of knowledge from study or ex-
perience to political issues. Some writ-
ers might want to delve deeply into the 
technicalities  of  a  single  problem, 
while others might prefer to illustrate a 
wider  combination  of  concerns  in-
volved in an issue.

My hope is that despite our individ-
ual limitations, as young students with 
fresh voices on current affairs, we can 
surely make even Aristotle think again.
[1] trans. W. D. Ross.■
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