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As Clear Blue Symbols Dance Before My Eyes
Aidan Chivers, Sonnet

Grounded in Reality
Alexander Walls, Poem

Gravity
Christopher Hill, Composition

Slow Travel: Inter-Railing
Tobias Thornes, Travelogue

THE POOR PRINT

hat you are about to read is 
absolutely  true  and,  al-
though it  happened to me, 
it could just as easily have 

happened to you.  You see, last week-
end - after a frightfully fearsome week 
spent in the Bodleian cramming for an 
essay due at the precise time of 2:37pm 
on  Friday  (my  tutor  insists  on  strict 
punctuality) - I decided to take Satur-
day completely off.  I slept in and en-
joyed a light breakfast of l’air sur l’es-
sence de toast chased by a bracing cup 
of  tea.   I  opened  the  curtains  of  my 
High  Street-facing  room  and  beamed 
out  sunnily  at  the  atypical  grey  sky 
framing  the  University  Church.  I 
basked  luxuriously  in  my  leisurely 
reveille  and  soaked  in  a  moment  of 
peaceful silence - unmoved by the ca-
cophony  of  cars  honking  merrily  be-
neath my bower.  

But, I am getting ahead of myself: my 
name  is  Peter  Pencewing,  a  second-
year allegedly reading medieval history 
- a discipline I chose after spending a 
summer frantically rubbing brass at all 
small  parish  churches  in  Essex;  there 
not  being much else to do during the 
Essex summers.  While my ardour for 
medieval  history  had  cooled  signifi-
cantly  over  the last  year,  my enthusi-

asm for brass rubbings remained and I 
even had a friend or two in college with 
whom I went a-rubbing. As my Satur-
day was unscripted, I hoped to nip over 
to Scriptum, buy some paper and chalk, 
and entice a friend to go find a hitherto 
un-tested brass at Magdalen.  

I began preparing myself for my daily 
ablutions, checking to see that I had all 
the  necessary  accoutrements:  a  chunk 
of  soap,  a  dollop  of  shampoo,  etc.  I 
then stripped, shod myself in slippers, 
and wrapped myself in a towel before 
walking out  of  my room and towards 
the shower.  What followed was Elysi-
um  itself.   I  warbled  Ed  Sheeran, 
sluiced  myself  with  warm water,  and 
languished  in  a  soapy  lather  whilst 
contemplating my plans for  an enjoy-
able afternoon.  Then, happily content-
ed and glowing like Yvaine in Stardust, 
I shut off the tap and towelled myself 
dry. I whistled as I gathered my things 
and  then,  re-slippered,  I  exited  the 
washroom and went back to mi casa. It 
was only when I attempted to enter my 
abode  that  I  realised  the  immensely 
grave  situation  in  which  I  found my-
self.  In my eagerness to bathe and be 
about  my  day,  I’d  forgotten  my  key.  
My  whistle  stopped  mid  -istle  and  I 
wiggled the handle a few times hoping 
for a miracle.  In despair, I raised my 
eyes  heavenward  -  but  no  aid  to  me 
cometh-ed.  I  was  well  and  truly 
screwed.

Now, some people—not Americans as 
they are far too prudish—would simply 
shrug and wander off to the Plodge for 
relief.  But, alas, I lack the confidence a 
rower or other similarly chiselled chap 
might have and, though corpus meum 
is  singularly  undistinguished from the 
average, its lack of inspiration left me 
apprehensive  about  wandering,  midst 
the tourists, to the First Quad and the 
Plodge.  I decided to knock on a neigh-
bour’s door and see if release from this 
purgatory  might  be  found—but  after 
knocking every door on my staircase, I 
realised: I was on my own.

Now,  Dear  Reader,  you  might  have 
been impressed, as a child, with stories 
of heroic and daring deeds - men and 
women scaling Kilimanjaro, knights on 
white  horses,  or  the  incredible  en-
durance of Denis Thatcher - I certainly 
was. However, the bright and cheerful 
grey sky I had espied this morning now 
seemed to me grim, sombre, and cold.  
With  a  great  deal  of  trepidation  and 
shame  -  and  a  strange  modicum  of 
excitement  -  I  forcefully  re-wrapped 
my towel,  laid  down my bathing  im-
plements,  and  marched  forth  like 
Lawrence  Oates,  without  fanfare,  to-
wards my doom or deliverance.  

As  I  reached  the  bottom landing  and 
peered  out  the  door,  my  face  was 
slapped by a cold wind.  I  grimly re-
membered the forecasted Ophelia  and 
self-consciously  checked  the  security 
of my towel.  Then out into the quad I 
strode,  thinking  all  the  while:  ‘half  a 
league,  half  a  league,  half  a  league 
onward’.

I passed through Second Quad unseen 
and unmolested.  Gaining confidence, I 
rounded  the  corner  into  First  Quad—
not  quite  teeming  with  tourists.   In 
shame  I  made  eye  contact  with  the 
ground and measuredly trod onwards—
midst  the  clicking  of  Canons  to  the 
right and Canons to the left.  I’m sure 
my naked torso and bowed head were 
shot several times and adorn the holi-
day-books  of  families  from  half  the 
world  over.   Finally,  battle-toughened 
and  half-numb by  cold  and  trauma,  I 
entered the Lodge.

The warmth of the Lodge was the first 
thing  I  noticed.   The  second  was, 
strangely, that the song ‘In the Hall of 
the Mountain King’ seemed to be echo-
ing  in  the  corners  of  my  mind  -  but 
these  before  me  were  not  the  blood-
hungry  trolls  from  the  opera  but  the 
kindly porters.  I looked up and beheld 
all eyes on me.

‘Sorry,’ I mumbled, ‘I think I may have 
left my key in my room’.

‘Did  you  check?’ replied  one  of  the 
porters.  

I  patted  down the  sides  of  my  towel 
where on trousers, pockets would have 
been. ‘Quite sure, sorry.’ 

 The porter sighed and looked around 
for  the  appropriate  key.   Each  clang 
seemed to sound as one of the trumps 
in the Revelation of St John and I be-
gan  to  anticipate  my  final  doom.   I 
resisted the urge to shout ‘Miserere Mei 
Deus!’ But exclaimed or not, the heav-
ens  smiled  down  upon  me  and  the 
porter held up the key.  ‘I’ll  walk 

you back to your room and let you in 
then, shall I?’ he said.

Calmness  swept  over  me,  my  ordeal 
was at an end.  Soon, I would be home.  
I could still go about my brass rubbing.  
Eagerly,  I  followed  him  out  of  the 
Lodge and back towards my stairway, 
mercifully oblivious to any tourists or 
fellow college  members.   Giddy with 
glee, I climbed the stairs when sudden-
ly  my  slipper  betrayed  me  -  like 
Achilles heel of old - and my left foot 
went down.  I let out a yell!  The porter 
turned and reached for me but missed.  
As I skidded down the stairs my towel 
snagged and bared to all on earth and 
above I continued to plummet down the 
stairs.  When I regained my equilibrium 
and  found  the  broken  pieces  of  me 
scattered  amongst  the  remains  of  my 
towel on the floor of the second landing 
I  unsteadily  rose  to  my  feet.   The 
porter, in shock: ‘Are you alright?’

I nodded, to which he replied, ‘That’s 
right  then,  walk it  off.’  He unlocked 
my door and then, quite too bruised for 
rubbing  and  ruing  that  great  British 
invention of gravity, I inelegantly slunk 
into  my  room  -  past  the  barely  con-
cealed  chuckles  of  the  porter  and  re-
solved to remain inside with a bottle or 
three for the remainder of the day.  It 
was then that I realised, my traitorous 
slipper  remained  somewhere  on  the 
step  -  like  Cinderella’s.  I  sank  to  the 
floor,  behind  my  door  -  took  off  the 
other slipper and flung it!■

It All Drops Down
Peter Pencewing

W

‘Gravity Gone’ ‘Collapse’ 
Joel Fraser

It has a sound: the wide solitude of gravity
in the breath between one star &

the next.
imagine suns, scarce

inches apart.
& still possessed by

unassailable
distance:

summer frosted diamond &
sharp;

rain rising up,
instead of falling.

The patience
of storms like waiting giants.

When it rains Atlas bites his tongue
as the sky dares to buckles under

its own weight & he
wonders if this

is what he must
sustain for.

It has a sound: a heavy hand in the dark,
         trees falling in counterpoint—

the space between a body &
its elements;

between a thing &
itself.

How absence
is its own kind of silence & how

the night can sink so dark &
heavy

it becomes something
you have to carry.

n  the  beginning  was 
the  fall:  drawn  down 
by  the  implacable 
forces of nature, down 
tumbled the apple and 

down  tumbled  humanity,  Adam, 
Eve,  Newton and all.  Ever  since, 
we have looked upwards in expec-
tation of that which is beyond and 
above  our  mundane  existence: 
divine  inspiration,  the  fire  of 
Mount  Olympus,  a  guide  as  we 
flee  the  burning  city  of  Troy.  In 
this world we have constructed, up 
is  the  way  to  go:  we  overcome 
problems,  rise  above  limitations, 
aim for  that  higher  mark,  desper-
ately hope that there is still  room 
at the top. But the laws of nature 
prevent  us  from going  too  far  in 
our flights of fancy and, defeated, 
we sink back into our chairs; little 
wonder, then, that being downcast 
feels so natural.
As you look up from your personal 
sorrows and find that the sun has 

come out from behind the clouds, 
let  your  gaze  sweep  slowly  up-
wards:  past  the  princesses  at  the 
top of their towers, past a beautiful 
falcon trailed by two eagles, up to 
the spot where the light turns the 
firmament  radiant  and  clear:  up 
there,  imagine  the  Celestial  City. 
We have become used to external-
ising our  desires;  achieving bliss, 
it seems, means leaving our lowly 
earthly  station  to  build  castles  in 
the air. There we will find a high 
table for High King Joy, there we 
will  be  in  truly  high  spirits  and 
feel  truly exalted.  The division is 
clear:  down here,  we,  the  dream-
ers;  up  there,  our  dreams;  and  a 
long steep climb in-between.
The  alternative  to  the  climb  is 
despair: enter, all ye who abandon 
hope. Watch as a shallow depres-
sion  in  the  ground  deepens,  be-
comes  a  gaping  abyss  that  leads 
down to the lowest and gloomiest 
circles of Inferno, peopled by low 

spirits.  Refuse  to  climb  upwards 
and you will lead a life of darkness 
and  obscurity,  far  from  those  on 
the up and up; the more angel they, 
and  you  the  blacker  devil.  You 
have sunk too low to see the starry 
skies; your dreams are twice as far 
away.  Long is  the  way and hard, 
that out of Hell leads up to light.
Yet  falling must  always be easier 
than  flying;  even  on  the  cusp  of 
victory, we feel the mass below us 
calling, and, cursing, we slip, slide 
and obey the Law of Gravity. We 
see  goals  and  deadlines  blur  as 
they  flash  past  us  on  our  way to 
meet  reality.  But  we  do  not  fall 
forever.  When  we  reach  the 
ground,  Earth  stands  between  us 
and despair. This is the moment to 
get back on our feet and stand up 
for  ourselves;  this  is  the  place 
from  where  we  can  survey  the 
entire  spectrum of  our  hopes  and 
fears: the best of times, the worst 
of times. A fall is the opportunity 

to  step  back,  pause,  and  re-enter 
life. We fall and are reborn just as 
Hopkins’  blue-bleak  embers  fall, 
gall  themselves,  and  gash  gold-
vermillion.
It  may  seem  cruel  at  first  to  be 
torn  from  our  dreams  to  land, 
crestfallen,  back  on  earth;  but 
remember,  we  live  here  and  not 
among  the  clouds.  This  is  the 
place,  as  Terry  Pratchett  has  it, 
where the falling angel  meets the 
rising  ape.  We  cannot  lead  our 
lives  wholly  in  darkness  or  in 
light;  here  is  the  place  that  is 
down-to-earth and full of common 
sense,  far  from  the  illusory 
promises from above and the hor-
rors  from below.  To fall  is  to  re-
turn  to  your  ancestral  home;  to 
have  the  time  to  turn  over,  lean 
back, and peacefully gaze up at the 
stars.■

We beat in time to a rhythmical pulse
Attracted to permanence, after all

Yet in time will come a rhyme that rings false
And the well-built walls of life start to fall

Gravity gone, I simply dissipate
Innate need for form, now unsatisfied

Ground yourselves, cling on, avoid what awaits
With gravity gone all I see is lies

A sky full of doubts; answers I once knew
Collapse inwards and their lanterns go out

Stars that were once so bright, now where are You?
The crowd around raise a collective shout

A voice in unison, linked by a force
That binds us – the boundless – steadies the ground

A discord remains, the natural laws
Of before seem changed, new music finds sound

Without the restriction of four-beat time.
Within the stars an explosion alights,

Brighter, renewed. Within the dissonant rhyme,
Lies the ambivalence that brings true sight:

Gravity gone, we rise into the night

Why We Fall
Michael Angerer

Shay Vera-Cruz

I
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anda  and  I  sit  at  a 
coffee-shop  table, 
making towers out of 
sugar cubes. I’ve lost 

two rounds, Xanda’s lost one and 
we’re currently drawing with four-
high towers. Then, as she carefully 
places the fifth piece on her stack, 
it wobbles and scatters across the 
table.

‘A-ha!’ I laugh maniacally. 'Things 
fall apart, the centre cannot hold, 
mere anarchy is  loosed upon the 
world!'  (I  did  Yeats  for  A-level; 
you can’t blame me for quoting the 
Second  Coming  whenever  it’s 
tangentially relevant.)

'All  right,  all  right,'  Xanda  sighs 
dramatically,  sweeping  up  the 
sugar, 'I was just going to go with 
Jenga.'

'It’s  not  Jenga  though,'  I  reply. 
'Jenga  happens  when  the  tower 
falls because you’re taking things 
out of it, not building it up. Yeats is 
far more appropriate for a calami-
tous collapse.'

'But  you  also  have  to  build  the 
tower for Jenga.'

'Technicalities,'  I  wave  my  hand 
dismissively.  'You  know,  ‘Jenga’ 
always  makes  me  think  of  Crit 
now.'
A digression at this point becomes 
necessary, because Xanda and I are 
both fans of the online show Criti-
cal Role and I expect that most of 
you  haven’t  heard  of  it.  If  you 
have,  come and fangirl  with me. 
On Thursdays, a group of (in their 
own words)  ‘nerdy-ass  voice  ac-
tors’ led by Matthew Mercer play 
Dungeons  and  Dragons 
livestreamed on Twitch.  In  times 
of  crisis,  a  cry  of  ‘Jenga’ is  the 
signal that the plan has failed and 
it’s  time  to  draw  swords,  wands 
and (unusually for D&D) guns. A 
cry of ‘Jenga’ is almost inevitable 
when the sneaky rogue goes off to 
do  something  quietly  because  he 
will  roll  badly  and be  found out 
and  need  backup  before  he  dies 
(see ep. 24-5).

Anyway.

Xanda laughs, 'You’re obsessed.'

'Maybe.  But  Jenga  is  a  good 
metaphor  for  when  everything 
goes to pot: one small block out of 
place and the whole edifice comes 
crashing down.'

'In Jenga, though, that’s game over. 
In  Crit  it  really  means  that  the 
game’s just starting.'

'Which do you think is more like 
life?' I suggest the question.

Xanda raises an eyebrow, 'Crit, of 
course; D&D simulates life. When 
the plan dies and everything turns 
to  chaos  is  when you suit  up to 
fight, although I’m sure the general 
application is  more  metaphorical. 
The game isn’t over until zero hit 
points.'

'Jenga  doesn’t  have  to  be  over 
when  the  tower  falls.  You  just 
rebuild it and try again.'
‘Yes, but that’s then a new game. 
You’ve failed the first one entirely. 
On Crit, your plan may have failed 
but  as  long  as  you  can  keep  on 
fighting all is not yet lost. Maybe 
you haven’t stealthily assassinated 
the boss, but you can call in your 
allies and take him down the ugly, 
old-fashioned way. Sometimes you 
can fix the mistake, sometimes you 
just  succeed  by  surviving.  You 
don’t  get  that  nuance  in  Jenga. 
You’re still only at four cubes, by 
the way,' Xanda points to my sugar 
tower.

'Not for long,' I carefully select the 
next one and delicately place it on 
the skewed surface of the fourth. 
As soon as I take my fingers away, 
the tower starts to list and suddenly 
crashes onto the table top.

'Who’s  laughing  now?'  Xanda 
laughs.

'Ah, but now the real fight begins,' 
I declare. Seizing one of my fallen 
sugar cubes, I throw it at her.■

I read the minutes, so you don’t have to.

elcome to ‘Oriel News’, The 
Poor Print’s new fortnightly 
roundup  of  everything  big 
that’s going down in college.

As the rust  has been scraped from the 
gears of the Oxford machine and Oriel 
life has restarted, students could be for-
given for  thinking that  it  was a whole 
new  Oriel  they’d  come  back  to:  new 
freshers,  a  new JCR,  new signs  and  - 
most importantly - new lunch trays. The 
bar has also seen its fair share of reno-
vation,  with  a  student  project  still  un-
derway  to  decorate  the  sliding  doors 
using  Sharpies.  (Like  all  great  artists, 
they  have  dismally  failed  to  keep  to 
their deadline.) In foreign affairs news, 
even the Fishbowl Common Room has 
apparently  been  redone,  much  to  the 
annoyance of has-been Facebook meme 
page ‘Humans of JMH’. (Do they even 
go here?)
Turning now to politics, the JCR distin-
guished itself with a characteristic flurry 
of  activity  in  the  opening  weeks  of 
Michaelmas. The first open meeting of 
term saw an introduction from our new 
Junior Dean Serenhedd James, bringing 
with him a reminder that if we continue 
to steal at such a prolific rate then the 
tuck shop will be closed. Sadly the mes-
sage seems yet to have sunk in: further 
items  to  have  since  gone  missing  in-
clude the newly bought tablet  PC pur-
chased for playing music in the bar and 
(bizarrely) a large number of yellow and 
black Sharpies.  Controversy and confu-
sion  reigned  over  an  unexpected  (and 
short-lived) 30p hike in laundry prices, 
caused  by  an  improper  application  of 
the college subsidy.  (Prices  have since 
returned to their usual extortionate rate.)
Second week saw yet another Bar Rep 
by-election,  as  Dan  Strachan  resigned 
for the 394th time from the role he cre-
ated for himself. Best of luck to Francis 
Judd,  our  new Bar  Rep,  who  saw off 
strong competition from Jack Blowers. 
Meanwhile,  a  charity  motion  plunged 
the JCR into constitutional crisis, as the 
bar’s  best  and  brightest  grappled  with 
the  question  of  whether  it  would  be 
legal to give money to a body that was 
technically-not-a-charity-but-kind-of-
was.  Money  was  more  successfully 
pledged over the first two weeks to the 
Pool team (£20, ‘to be converted to 20p 
and 50p coins for the use of the team's 
games and escapades during the year’) 
and  the  Amazons  Drinking  Society 
(£74, for a freshers’ drinks event).

Vapers beware: the House Committee has 
recently decided that the smoking ban will 
be  extended  to  cover  e-cigarettes  on  ac-
count of the lingering odours left on room 
furnishings and overexcitable fire alarms. 
In  other  domestic  matters,  the  JCR  was 
alerted  to  two  upcoming  redevelopments 
over weeks one to three. The Doll’s House 
is due to be re-rendered this Trinity term, 
but  examinees fear  not  -  scaffolding and 
noise should be minimal. Mores substan-
tial  in  impact  will  be  the  Brewhouse 
Project:  a  major  redevelopment  of  Oriel 
slated to take place in a few years that may 
mean that Oriel students will have to eat 
Hall  meals in a marquee in second quad 
for  three  to  four  years.  (Plans  for  the 
project are currently on display in the High 
Street Building.)
In nature news, The Poor Print is sad to 
report (courtesy of the porters’ lodge) the 
passing of the beloved Oriel duck over the 
long vac,  tragically hit  by a car  in Oriel 
Square  while  posing  for  a  photo.  This 
stalwart  of  Oriel  -  who  even  met  the 
Queen  in  2013  -  will  be  sorely  missed. 
Thankfully no such fate has befallen Beary 
McBearphace,  who after a period of dis-
appearance seems to have returned to us - 
washed, nonetheless. Second Week’s Open 
Meeting  saw  a  motion  passed  endorsing 
the principle that the naming of ‘Beary’s 
friend’  shall  somehow  raise  money  for 
charity, in a manner to be decided at the 
discretion  of  Charities  Rep  Priyanka 
Nankini.  And  nature  lovers  will  also  no 
doubt rejoice that Open Meetings will be 
delayed from 4th Week onwards, in order 
to allow us all to watch the new series of 
Blue Planet. Open Meetings will, for rea-
sons that seemed like a good idea at  the 
time, also commence with a short synopsis 
of the episode just broadcast, relayed to us 
by motion proposer James Somerville.
Moving on to arts affairs, the coming term 
holds  a  variety  of  excitements  in  store. 
Tuesday of 5th Week will see Oriel Choir 
decamping to Temple Church in London to 
promote  their  forthcoming  album  of 
Christmas music in a special concert. 5th 
Week will also see The Lieutenant of In-
ishmore - a Northern Irish black comedy 
by Martin McDonagh - being put on at the 
O’Reilly  Theatre,  with  substantial  in-
volvement from Oriel’s very own Georgia 
Robson.  And Robbie Boswall is rumoured 
to be running a museum trip at some point 
in the near future, which has potential for 
entertainment in more ways than one.
A third of the JCR has apparently already 
died in Entz’s game of ‘Human Assassin’ 
as  of  Sunday,  and  by  my  reckoning  the 
other  two  thirds  have  come  down  with 
fresher’s  flu.  But  hey,  if  anyone’s  left  to 
read this,  the only thing left  to say is  to 
keep buying tickets for Oriel Ball!■

stress clinics are hospitals too 
I've never been admitted 

but I'd never admit it

Drink good wine on your own 
But remember: Sinning makes you improper for a thrown 

Return to the basics 
A novel idea wasted 

Exploring the inside of my eyelids 
The expense of loneliness weighs on the solar plexus 
Isn’t that a bit much? 

Catastrophe is all around 
But maybe that’s just the current affairs 
Read the news, do the crosswords, believe 

Hell on earth is looking at men’s penises by the urinals 

Stories of personal growth are disgusting 
Inner turmoil? Obnoxious 
Sinning stains the whole way through 

Come back Major Tom, come back 
This ground was never under control 
And there’s space enough for us all here 

in the gutter

Ciar McCormick

Alex Waygood

‘Back to Basics’

Oriel News 

Those waxen wings

Born of a father’s best-laid plans

Weaving some ethereal scheme

From an old man’s foolery

And you – 

Borne aloft on fragile fancies

Revelling in your flight

Your freedom

As kingdoms and cities and mountains and

 Oceans and temples and tombs

Pass beneath you

Sky-born

Godlike

In the twinkling of a wave

But a moment’s distraction

A splash of sunlight on dark hair

The heart leaps

And suddenly, gravity.

Caroline Ball

When the Sugar Hits the Fan ‘Hollywood’ 

Simmonds is on the stage
for Whiplash, a film about drumming
and abuse. The academy is giving him a thing
which entails the usual sing song about
the wife and the crew 
and sometimes the kids 
and some trite account of charity
and, in the same breath, Hollywood fondlers
with some charming wit on the side. 

In its place, a reminder:
call your mum and dad, 
he said. Call your mum and dad
because the next time you dial, 
who knows? Maybe Russia fucks us
or they fall down the stairs with a
thud
        thud
                 thud
followed by a nothing, taken by physics,
quietly. Maybe they just want to talk.

It’s a small sentiment
on a big show. I know now
that fifteen distant years ago
I’d seen him with my mum and dad
back when they looked younger -
he was Peter’s boss in Spiderman, 
angry then and angrier now,
shouting at a drummer
until their hands bled.

I didn’t call my parents then.
Instead, I watched businessmen in the crowd
clap together and I thought to myself
        oh,
what a performance! 
That behind their suits you’d sooner find
skeletons than skin, animated
and dead
and different.
From the height of my horse
I could hardly reach down for my phone.

Tom Davy

‘Doubt’st Thou the Stars are Fire?’

Tom Saer

‘untitled’

The Poor Print apologises for the editorial damage wreaked on Aidan 
Chivers’ sonnet in Issue #22. The addition of the singular indefinite 
article to the first line was grammatically unnecessary, and played 

havoc with the metrical demands of iambic pentameter. Sorry.

Amanda Higgin
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Issue #24 - Memory
Submission deadline: 5/11

'Scars have the strange power to 
remind us that our past is real' - 

Comack McCarthy

Issue #25 - Resolution
Submission deadline: 19/11

'When the power of love overcomes 
the love of power, the world will 

know peace' - Jimi Hendrix

UPCOMING ISSUES

the spider tells me
with the bulb in his hand 

I am weaker 

the dust tells me 
with her tired eyes 

I am older

the jackal tells me 
with his little finger 

I am thinner 

the little knife tells me 
with her little blade 

I am worse  

I tell you 
mother 

I am bound
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