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Jacob Warn  
EDITOR

s  I  levitated  bread  to  my 
mouth this morning, it was to 
my horror that I peered into 
the  dropped-jaw-orifices  of 
my  breakfast  companions. 

Porridge  dripped  off  the  teeth  of  one; 
sausage skin coated another’s;  sanguine 
tomato  ketchup  slathered  around  the 
interior of Peter Gent’s.

I  had  just  professed  love  for  my 
favourite Star Wars character. A marvel-
lous, fictive creation: Mr Jar Jar Binks.

And all of a sudden, the canned baked 
beans on their plates and in their mouths 
metamorphosed  into  worms  before  my 
very eyes.

Thenceforth  launching  into  a  defence 
of those floppy ears and that adolescent 
squawking voice,  with toast-laden hand 
ferociously  gesticulating,  I  was  further 
astounded -  with  the  sun still  weak on 
Oxford’s spires - when it transpired that  
my companions’ animosity was a widely 
shared sentiment, and that Mr Binks is in 
fact  a  universally  hated  entity.  The  ill-
begotten  brainchild  of  George  Lucas’ 
directorial madness.

My morning, however, was only to get 
worse. Back in my room, and engaged in 
some preliminary Googling on the topic 
of Mr Binks, I was left speechless after 
countless  YouTube  videos  irrefutably 
proved  to  me  that  my  beloved  Jar  Jar 
Binks was in fact a powerful Sith Lord.

A combination of suspiciously acrobat-
ic  jumps,  unaccountable  instances  of 
foreknowledge,  and  deceitful  rhetorical 
displays were flaunted as evidence. And 
who am I to argue with the undeniably 
more  informed,  engaged  and  bothered 
fans of the Star Wars franchise?

All I know is that Mr Binks had a for-
mative  impact  on  my  childhood.  And 
that’s why I want to save him. And just 
like  the  weapons  the  Gunguns  wield,  I 
cast this argument in tridentine form.

Its first prong is Mr Binks’ optimism. 
He may be cowardly, he may be anxious, 
but his love of goodness – in contrast to 
the Jedi and other protagonists – is cou-
pled  with  an  overbearing  positivity  to-
wards life itself. Take the acrobatic jump 
he  performs  before  swimming  to  his 
native city of Otoh Gunga. Is this truly 
the trick of a highly-skilled Sith fighter? 
Or is it the authentic performance of his 
species’ gymnastic abilities, realised here 

at  a  moment  of  overwhelming  excite-
ment at his own homecoming?

It is surely the second, for the first falls 
into the dangerous trap of mapping phys-
iologically  human  capabilities  directly 
onto  other,  proudly  and  fabulously 
unique  species:  such  anthropocentric 
thinking deserves to be strongly refuted 
to the end of championing an equality of 
species across the Galactic Empire.

The  central  prong  to  this  apologia  is 
his pacifism. Mr Binks is clearly not an 
experienced  fighter.  Arguments  to  the 
contrary cite his clumsiness as a ruse to 
fool his enemies or as a way of employ-
ing his  natural  body weight  to  remark-
able ends. The battle for Naboo, howev-
er, between the Gungans and the OOM-9 
droids, clearly shows Mr Binks’ military 
incapability. In need of rescue numerous 
times,  his  survival  –  and  indeed  unin-
tended military successes along the way 
– stand as a metaphor of true contempo-
rary relevance for the positive effects of 
demilitarised  nation-states  and the  non-
military  responses  to  which  they  have 
recourse.

Although  here  framed  within  a  mili-
tarised  semantics,  Mr  Binks  stands  in 
opposition to the tactically trained Gun-
gans, and is all the more successful for it. 

At a time in our society when we delib-
erate  between  military  and  diplomatic 
responses  to  wars,  Mr  Binks  is  fictive 
testimony to  the  feasibility  of  Mr Cor-
byn’s pacifist policies.

Third  and finally,  we must  busy our-
selves with saving Mr Binks on the basis 
of  a  generic  importance.  Personally,  I 
have always found that the protagonists 
in  Star  Wars  take  themselves  far  too 
seriously. But even if you disagree with 
me, whichever way you look at it,  it  is 
irrefutable that Mr Binks is of the utmost 
importance in establishing the franchise’s 
identity. To those who think as I do, he 
brings laughter  and light-heartedness  in 
an otherwise too self-absorbed universe. 
On the other hand, to answer those who 
think something to the opposite, I make 
the claim that it is only in contrast to Jar 
Jar  Binks’ comedic  role  that  the  other 
characters’ attain the gravitas that dedi-
cated  fans  demand  of  this  expansive, 
alternative universe.

This last point can rightly be widened 
to  make  a  larger  point  concerning  the 
fictive consistency of the Star Wars uni-
verse. Fans are free to not like Mr Binks; 
fans may think he is stupid, unrealistic, 
or  a  CGI  atrocity,  but  nevertheless  he 
still  exists.  And his  existence is  just  as 
much  a  reminder  that  fiction  need  not 
conform to reality as it is that reality is 
not as pretty, as serious, and as congru-
ous as some readers, audiences and fans 
would like to see it portrayed.■

THE poor PRiNT
SAVING MR BINKS

Hilary Term 
Themes 

 
Extortion

Friday 22nd January

Ritual
Friday 5th February 

Green
Friday 19th February

Decline & Fall
Friday 4h March  

Corrections 
After an interrupted spate of sonnets 
over this term, The Poor Print editors 
feel  the  need  to  apologise  for  any 
offence caused by the obstinance of 
the  Poetry  Editor  who  maintains  a 
resolute stance against all other verse 
forms.  We  are  currently  reviewing 
his  position  and  seeing  how  this 
stubborn  sonneteer  may  better  be 
employed.

The  Poor  Print  would  also  like  to 
apologise for the inconsistent uses of 
’s’s and ‘z’s in Issue #3, released on 
20th  November  of  this  year.  The 
Poor Print editors have endeavoured 
to  ensure  that  no  such  errors  are 
found in this issue. Nevertheless, we 
recognize our mistakes, and can now 
only apologise once again.

Aidan Chivers

“…Lay away, silent corner
Side by side, we follow our minds
Walk it on, then we trip
On the line, wait we are not fine
Wait, you are not mine…”

ights  are  flashing,  the  air  is 
buzzing,  the smoke is  danc-
ing. Lucy Rose, as charming, 
modest and talented as ever, 

reaches out to us over the speakers. We 
have  danced,  smiled  and  laughed  all 
evening, but suddenly the words strike 
some chord buried within me and nos-
talgia is trying to force its way out from 

the corners of my eyes, along my eye-
lashes and onto my cheeks.

Thankfully  I’m  accompanied  by 
someone with whom embarrassment is 
no longer possible, and, as it turns out, 
later that evening tears are on their way 
from her too. Powerful lyrics are easily 
tied  to  powerful  memories,  and  even 
the  simplest  collection  of  words  can 
have  deep  resonance  if  their  associa-
tions were formed at a time of emotion-
al vulnerability.

But it’s not just words that can touch 
our deepest medulla. It is a human ten-
dency  to  link  familiar  chord  patterns, 
melodies  and  voices  with  sensory 

memories, with the touch of a hand, the 
glint  in  an  eye,  a  twitch  of  the  lips. 
Sometimes  musical  associations  are 
formed  instantly,  and  never  leave. 
Sometimes  they  acquire  their  signifi-
cance retrospectively. Often a song will 
have memories attached to it for a cou-
ple, for a family, for a group of friends; 
occasionally  the  association  is  deeply 
personal, intimate, and private.

My friend smiles at me. ‘Music hits 
hard.’ But she wasn’t the first to notice. 
The emotional impact of powerful mu-
sic has been remarked upon ever since 
Plato: as he put it, καταδύεται εἰς τὸ 
ἐντὸς  τῆς  ψυχῆς  ὅ  τε  ῥυθμὸς  καὶ 

ἁρμονία  (‘rhythm  and  harmony  find 
their way into the innermost part of the 
soul’). For him, it could be dangerous; 
for Aristotle, it was a good and appro-
priate use of leisure; for the Epicureans, 
it was a source of pleasure; for me, it is 
all of these things.

Music  recalls  the  most  distant  emo-
tions  and faded memories  with  some-
times  terrifying  clarity.  It  brings  back 
fragmentary, inebriated recollections. It 
evokes feelings of  happiness,  sadness, 
bliss. Sometimes, it can even transport 
us  back  to  a  perfect,  distant  moment, 
and fool us for a second into believing 
it never ended.■

Elizabeth Stell & George Prew

our  o’clock.  Halfway 
through  the  afternoon, 
halfway  between  lunch 
and  supper,  it  is  undeni-

ably time for  the greatest  and most 
British  of  pleasures.  This  important 
ritual  revives your attention,  eroded 
by three hours of constant reading or 
writing  and  allows  for  a  justifiable 
fifteen minutes, and a cup of tea and 
a biscuit, to ready you for those next 
three hours.

It  gives  important  time to  sit  and 
think about your essay, reading, life 
or anything else: time for meditation 
and restoration before you return to 
your  work.  How many innovations, 
how  many  life-changing  decisions 
have  been  made  during  this  vital 
ritual of the British working day?

In this celebration of the Fourth, it 
would be entirely remiss to leave out 
that all-important fourth hour of the 
afternoon, that ritual of rejuvenation, 
that tea time.■

THE FOURTH HOUR

  lease  don’t  all  write  about 
Star Wars!’ came the directive 
from The  Poor  Print  Editors. 
But it  turns out that scientists 

have been ignoring such an order since 
1977,  no doubt making many a journal 
editor consider joining the Dark Side.

With  the  forthcoming  release  of  the 
next installment of the Star Wars films, 
Science@thePoorPrint  wanted  to  see 
how the rebels of the scientific communi-
ty have managed to resist  the power of 
the journals through a little bit of  fan-
based pun fun.

If you go to a peer-reviewed literature 
database, such as Scopus, and search for 
Star Wars phrases some true gems can be 
found. I discounted some of the returned 
hits,  for  instance  those  explicitly  about 
the  Star  Wars  franchise  in  ‘Computer 
Graphics World’.  The many discussions 
in  psychiatry  journals  concerning  the 
patterns  of  behaviours  seen  in  various 
characters also weren’t quite what I was 
looking for.

I  wanted  the  blatant  shoehorning  of 
Star Wars references into tenuously relat-
ed scientific content.

The  scientists  of  the  world  did  not 
disappoint.  Buckle  up  and  prepare  for 
some awful(ly nerdy) word play. Here is 
the top ten countdown of genuine, pub-
lished, scientific, Star Wars-tastic papers:

10
I can find no logical reason behind this 

one,  presumably  it  is  simply  pure  fan-
dom. I hoped it interacted with the pro-
tein in number 9, but sadly not.

‘Loss of Skywalker reveals synaptic 
endosomes as sorting stations for 

synaptic vesicle proteins’, 
Uytterhoeven, V. et al (2011), Cell, 145,  
1: 117-132

9
From reading the abstract,  I  can only 

guess that the reason for the name of this 
protein  is  that  its  function  is  to  kill 
clones. D’oh. (It reduces the number of 
cells made from hematopoietic progeni-
tor cells.)
‘Jedi - A novel transmembrane protein 
expressed in early hematopoietic cells’,
Krivstov et al (2007), Journal of Cellular 
Biochemistry, 101, 3: 767-784

8
Definitely a backronym.

‘The Joint Efficient Dark-energy 
Investigation (JEDI): Measuring the 

cosmic expansion history from type Ia 
supernovae’,

Phillips, M.M., et al (2006), Proceedings 
of  SPIE -  The International  Society  for 
Optical  Engineering,  Volume  6265  II, 
Article number 62652A

7
And another.
‘Upgrade of the MIT linear electro-

static ion accelerator (LEIA) for nu-
clear diagnostics development for 

Omega, Z and the NIF’,
Sinenian,  N.,  et  al,  (2012),  Review  of 
Scientific  Instruments,  83,  4:  Article 
number 043502

6
Here’s  a  solid  effort  from  the  space 

scientists.
‘Darth fader: Using wavelets to ob-

tain accurate redshifts of spectra at 
very low signal-to-noise’,

Machado, D.P et al,  (2013),  Astronomy 
and Astrophysics 560: A835.

5
These next two were among four hun-

dred  and  twenty-six  papers  whose  au-
thors had the same idea: these two were 
at least about research actually related to 
the word ‘force’. Just about.

‘Mechano-sensitivity of ENaC: May 
the (shear) force be with you’,

Fronius,  M.,  and  Clauss,  W.G.(2008), 
Pflugers  Archiv  European  Journal  of 
Physiology, 455,  5: 775-785

4
‘May the force be with you: Unfolding 

lipid-protein interactions by single-
molecule force spectroscopy’,

Dowhan, W., et al (2015), Structure, 23, 
4: 612-614

3
Subtle,  but  still  spotted  (Hint:  Darth 

Vader to Obi-Wan Kenobi).
‘Exercise-dipyridamole myocardial 

perfusion imaging: The circle is now 
complete’,

Brown, K.A., (1993), Journal of Nuclear 
Medicine, 34, 12: 2061-2063

2
This author just went for it. Han would 

have been proud.
‘Chewbacca, we've made the jump 

to light speed…’,
Boyd,  G.,  (2006),  Radiology  manage-
ment, 28, 1: 45-46

1
And first place goes to this heroically 

bad  pun,  the  relevance  of  which  will 
forever  remain unexplained as  both ab-
stract and paper were unavailable to read. 
However, considering the title, that might 
just be a blessing:

‘The colonoscope strikes back: A 
diverticular Darth Vader’  

Brown,  A.F.T.  and  Bryant,  A,  (2007), 
Medical  Journal  of  Australia,  Vol  187,  
11-12: 629

All puns aside, my favourite find was 
perhaps  the  following  case  where  the 
Star Wars universe has actually facilitat-
ed research in an amazing way:

‘Dunes on planet Tatooine: Observa-
tion of barchan migration at the Star 

Wars film set in Tunisia’,
Lorenz, R.D. et al (2013), Geomorpholo-
gy, 201: 1 264-271

The  researchers  were  able  to  use  the 
buildings  constructed  to  be  the  city  of 
Mos Espa on Tatooine as markers to be 
able  to  track  sand  dune  migration  in 
Tunisia. The best part of this is that not 
only  did  they  use  satellite  images,  but 
also the wealth of photographs found on 
the internet taken by Star Wars fans visit-
ing the site since it was built in 1997 for 
the filming of The Phantom Menace.

Thank  you  scientists  and  Star  Wars 
fans  around the  world,  Obi-Wan would 
be proud. (N.B. I did search for Obi-Wan 
and  there  weren’t  any  puns.  The  chal-
lenge has been set.)■

‘Please don’t all write about Star Wars!’  
WHERE SCIENCE AND SCIENCE FICTION BLEND
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Tobias Thornes

ravelling slowly into the Holy 
Land, I tread a path taken by 
countless millions of pilgrims 
before me, congregating here 

from every direction. A peculiar power 
dwells in this small corner of the world, 
on  the  Fertile  Crescent  where  human 
civilisation  first  found  its  genesis.  A 
force  draws  people  here  –  some  in 
peace,  some in war  –  to  holy ground 
that has felt the feet of myriad preach-
ing  prophets  and  countless  clashing 
armies.  It’s  a  landscape  wildly  trans-
formed  by  human  society.  The  land, 
once so fertile  and flush with forests, 
was degraded by centuries of constant 
use,  and long ago its  ancient  civilisa-
tions  declined  in  prominence,  to  be 
conquered  by  the  Persian,  Roman, 
Islamic,  Christian  and  modern  Euro-
pean Empires that have all felt the pull 
of this place and desired to take it for 
themselves.  But  its  inhabitants  have 
resisted them all, often violently, and as 
I approach the border of this long-con-
tested country, I find it still wracked by 
war. Barriers between cultures become 
physically tangible here where the deep 
trench of segregation between Palestin-
ian natives and Israeli colonists is made 
hideously manifest in fences and walls.

Approaching  from  Egypt,  it 
would be perilous and probably futile 
to attempt to pass through the Palestin-
ian-administered enclave of Gaza. As I 
gaze at the high, wired fences that ring 
it round, ‘prison’ seems to me a more 
fitting description. To protect the state 
of Israel from the fearless force of fa-
natical  Palestinians  who  attack  their 
perceived oppressors, sometimes suici-
dally,  a  counter-force  of  fences  is 
deemed a necessary evil. The freedom 
of the few is sacrificed for the security 
of the many in a trade-off that speaks 
loudly of the severe sickness of heart 
that  has  infected  this  place.  The  offi-
cials at the Egyptian-Israeli border are 
uncompromising.  Had  I  been  a  pro-
fessed Muslim or an Arab, the crossing 
would be near-impossible. Fortunately, 
I pass through without any greater dif-
ficulty  than  the  Israeli  stamp  on  my 
passport, a mark brandished here with 
pride but which, I reflect, will rule out 
any  chance  of  entering  Syria  or 
Lebanon. It is a suspicious tension, not 
the Peace of God, which seems to pre-
vail over the Holy Land I witness.

Jerusalem.  The  Holy  City  gleams 
before me, the focus of the three Abra-
hamic  faiths  and  the  centrepiece,  it 
would appear, of God’s communication 
with mankind. It still possesses a pow-
er,  beyond  that  of  any  other  city,  to 
move the mind, heart and soul of many 
a  pilgrim arriving  at  its  walls.  In  the 
Old City temples,  minarets and spires 
jostle with one another, shimmering in 
the sunlight like a golden desert oasis 
amidst the arid hills. The place where 
Christ  was  crucified,  where  Muham-
mad made his Night Journey; the city 
Richard the Lionheart wept to see but 
not to enter, and from which countless 
composers  of  words,  paint  and music 
have  drawn  their  enlightened  inspira-
tion.  My  breath,  too,  was  taken  as  I 
looked  down  from  the  dusty  Biblical 
hills that crown this ever-treasured gem 
and felt for myself the glowing embers 
of a powerful past.

Attacked  fifty-two  times  over  its 
history, this jewel is still contested, and 
both  Israelis  and Palestinians  claim it 
for  their  own.  Another  great  barrier 
fences  Jerusalem’s  eastern  side,  sepa-
rating Israel from the Palestinian West 
Bank in the east. Though it will still be 
possible  for  me  to  travel  on  to  the 
blessed city of Bethlehem, somewhere 
over the hazy horizon, the concrete and 
wire fencing ensure these two spiritual-
ly significant cities are more forcefully 
cut asunder than ever before.

In the Old City still stands the great 
Western Wall of the Jewish Temple, a 
testament to a conflict waged here near-
ly two millennia ago when, in the meet-
ing of Jewish insurrection with the full 
force  of  Roman  Imperial  power,  the 
great building was destroyed. Now it is 
the Israeli state’s fear of Arab insurrec-
tion that pulls a pall of watchful, wary 
tension over this place of prayer. As I 
climb  the  Temple  Mount,  passing 
through  the  army  of  policemen  that 
guards it, I think of the words that lie at 
the  heart  of  those  religions  that  hold 
this  site  so  sacred,  words  that  must 
have been spoken here countless times 
before.  ‘Hear,  oh Israel,  the Lord our 
God is  one Lord:  and thou shalt  love 
the Lord thy God with all  thine heart 
and with all thy soul and with all thy 
might’. Taken on its own, it would be 
tempting to see this as the source of the 
uncompromising,  all-consuming  reli-
gion that divides this land’s people by 
creed and culture to the point of death. 

And yet, just as important in all these 
religions  stands  its  companion  com-
mandment,  ‘and  thou  shalt  love  thy 
neighbour as thyself.’ The first cannot 
be  accomplished  without  the  second, 
and  that  this  commandment  has  so 
clearly not been put into practice by the 
neighbouring peoples here speaks more 
of a human inability to truly ‘love the 
Lord’ than it does about any supposed 
divine  origin  for  the  man-made  reli-
gious divisions that mar this region.

Crossing the concrete wall that scars 
this now so severely deforested, unnat-
ural landscape, I wonder how often the 
perpetrators of war stop to ponder the 
wider-reaching effects of their actions. 
Every  bomb,  whether  detonated  by 
incensed fundamentalists or dropped in 
the  name  of  ‘counter-terrorist’  war, 
comprises  a  concoction  of  deadly 
chemicals designed to cause death. As 
well as snatching away lives and ruin-
ing landscapes by battering one another 
with  these  brutal  inventions,  the  war-
ring  powers  waste  vast  resources  and 
pollute  our  precious  planet  even  by 
manufacturing such monstrosities. How 
much  suffering,  future  conflict  and 
fundamentalism  will  be  fuelled  by 
climatic  change  accelerated  by  the 
armadas of aeroplanes and armies en-
gaged in modern war? In fighting one 
another  to  impose  short-term security 
by force,  we only condemn ourselves 
to centuries of calamity. From the per-
spective of this timelessly sacred city, 
today  lapped  by  the  surging  seas  of 
short-sighted war, it all seems so point-
less.

The Jordan River valley leads me to a 
sorrowful  end  of  my  slow  journey 
through  the  Holy  Land.  The  crystal 
waters of the life-giving river in which 
Christ  himself  was  baptised  are  no 
more; now the flow is filthy,  sluggish 
and  subdued,  composed  entirely  of 
sewage and a salty slime disgorged by 
fish  ponds.  Hostility  between  the  na-
tions  through  which  the  Jordan  flows 
has led to each piping off what it can 
for irrigation, with none taking respon-
sibility for the protection of the ecosys-
tems that, even through all the conflicts 
that have plagued this region over pre-
vious  millennia,  until  now  flourished 
on this artery of life. That was before 
man declared war on his own mother, 
Nature.  The  Jordan’s  Dead  Sea  dis-
charge  is  become  a  pathetic  deathly 
dribble, this wonderful force of nature 
is so severely sapped. Now the Sea, as 
never  before,  is  worthy  of  its  name. 
This  shrinking,  shrivelled  swamp  is 
mankind’s  foremost  mark  upon  the 
landscape to which we owe our civili-
sation’s  genesis;  greed has supplanted 
gratitude it seems. And as I leave this 
elegiac  Holy  Land,  the  prospects  of 
peace  and  prosperity  seem  furthest 
from my sight. This land of our salva-
tion  was,  and  is,  also  the  site  of  our 
species’ greatest sins.■

SLOW TRAVEL 
Into the Holy Land

Peter Gent  
EDITOR

ne  of  the  great  benefits  of 
playing massively multiplayer 
online  role  playing  games, 
commonly  known  as  MMOs 

or MMORPGs, is  learning about  team-
work.

My first MMO was World of Warcraft, 
which  I  played  on  my roommate’s  ac-
count while he was at work. My Night 
Elf,  named  Mat,  was  a  tall,  muscular 
rogue who was good at hiding and per-
forming  devastating  sneak  attacks.  He 
may have had a bit of a dark side. More 
recently,  Tungstin,  a  boyish,  innocent-
looking  Elezen  scholar  has  kept  teams 
healed while battling mobs in Final Fan-
tasy XIV.

(If  you  were  wondering,  a  mob  is  a 
“monster or beast” in MMOs.)

Mat  and  Tungstin  were  effective  at 
what  they  did  -  you  wouldn’t  want  to 
come across either in a dark alley day or 
night - but they had weaknesses. Neither 
were particularly resilient and both could 
lose  a  lot  of  health  quickly  when  at-
tacked.

Both were at their best when playing 
as part of four or five person teams.

This  is  where  team  building  skills 
come into play. To do your best and to 
face difficult challenges requires a team 
that is well-balanced and knows how to 
work together.

Here are some typical classes of skills 
that you might find in a MMO:

Tank - This person is slow and steady, 
can take a lot of damage and keeps ene-
mies’  focus  off  teammates.  The  tank 
chooses what targets to focus on and is 
typically,  but  not  always,  the  leader  of 
the group.

Healer - The first job of the healer is to 
keep  the  tank  alive  and  healthy.  They 
also remove poisons and help keep the 
rest  of  the  team  from  getting  knocked 
off.

DPS  -  DPS  is  short  for  damage  per 
second, and typically would specialise in 
a)  instant,  focused  damage,  b)  area  of 
effect  damage,  and/or  c)  damage  over 
time.  Sometimes  the  need  is  to  take 
down one mob very quickly, other times 
there are multiple targets to worry about. 
Or if it will be a slow, difficult fight, you 
need  someone  who  can  execute  their 
slow but ultimately devastating skill-set.

Other  -  You  might  also  have  a  team 
member who is essentially a force multi-
plier.  Their  primary  skill  might  be  in 
amplifying  the  effects  of  others’ skills. 
On their  own this  person might  not  be 
very effective, but if they are part of your 
team, expect to outperform.

This provides a nice metaphor for real 
life teams.

If  you  have  a  task  to  accomplish, 
maybe it is best done with a group. You 
may indeed be pretty  amazing on your 
own - as I think Mat and Tungstin were - 
but with others at your side you can do 
wonders.

You might, for instance, ask whether a 
teammate is introverted or extroverted. Is 
this  person  someone  who  brings  the 
energy  and  leads  or  someone  who  sits 
back and watches, noticing the team, and 
helping keep everyone engaged and on 
track.

Do they take on the role of a slow and 
steady tank? Or a  dps  who gets  things 
done?  Maybe  they  are  someone  who 
knows  the  end  goal  and  goes  for  the 
long-term win?  Are  they  a  healer  who 
keeps everyone at their best? Or maybe 
they have some other skill-set?

Diversity improves teams, but only if 
everyone shares a goal. Too much diver-
sity  can  be  debilitating  if  there  is  no 
consensus  about  aims,  and  you  might 
have some team disfunction if  some of 
you think the plan is  clearing the dun-
geon and others just want to do a quick 
loot run.

I  think  all  this  comes  down  to  two 
things:

1) everyone has at least one skill, and,
2) everyone has a story.
If you want to outperform, learn peo-

ple’s stories and learn their skills.  With 
that  knowledge you can take down the 
hardest mob boss, run a complex social 
event, or astound people with your group 
presentation.

If  someone  is  an  introvert  and  hates 
public speaking you may not want to ask 
them  to  present  your  team's  work  in 
public - unless you want a hot mess of 
embarrassment.  You may find however, 
that this person writes the perfect speech 
for another teammate to use. Or maybe 
their  story  is  one  of  overcoming  chal-
lenges,  facing  their  fears,  and  coming 
from  nowhere  to  surprise  even  their 
closest friends. You may in fact find that 
the  tongue-tied  introvert  is  the  perfect 
person to give an engaging, funny, and 
moving  talk—but  you'll  only  find  this 
out  if  you  know  their  story  and  can 
recognise this latent skill.

The  fact  that  someone  is  chronically 
late might signify they are not the person 
to ask to organise things for your team. 
Indeed they may not have a functioning 
skill-set  when  it  comes  to  thinking 
backwards from the end goal, recognis-
ing  potential  pitfalls,  and creating  con-
tingency plans.

But your chronically late team member 
may  be  the  person  who  stops  on  their 
way to have a ‘quick chat’ with someone 
in  need  of  encouragement.  Or  perhaps 
they  have  been  so  lost  in  fantastic 
dreams that they forgot about the practi-
calities of actually meeting with a team-
mate  -  but  if  you  can  get  them to  the 
meeting they might bring the inspiration 
you needed.

If you know a person’s story and their 
skills,  you  can  find  ways  to  make  it 
work, and indeed work splendidly. With 
every  team member,  ask  the  questions: 
what can they do, and why would they 
want to do it?

Identify that and set them loose.■

THE TAXONOMY 
OF TEAM BUILDING

Giorgio Scherrer

he  battle  of  Hoth  in  Star 
Wars  Episode  V  was  just 
being  lost  when  I  casually 
checked my Twitter account 

and  discovered  that  this  was  not  an 
ordinary evening. It  was movie night 
in  the  JCR,  the  second  film  of  the 
evening, and it was 13th November.

From about 10pm - when I saw the 
first tweet about shootings in Paris - to 
2am in the morning, my eyes would be 
glued to my little smartphone screen, 

incredulous  at  the  news  coming  in, 
getting  worse  and  worse,  and  culmi-
nating  with  over  one  hundred  and 
twenty  people  killed.  And  still,  Star 
Wars was running, rain was falling in 
Third  Quad,  and  everything  was  so 
normal, except for the snippets of text 
on  my  screen  and  people's  faces 
around the room.

Over the course of that evening the 
line between what was real and what 
was fiction became blurry to me. My 
surroundings  were  too  normal  to  be 
real and the virtual news that just kept 

flooding and flooding my screen was 
too horrible to be invented. The only 
thing I could still grasp was the movie, 
the Star Wars I had known since child-
hood.  But  it,  too,  seemed  somewhat 
changed.

When Luke ran off from Dagobah to 
save his friends, knowing it was a trap, 
for  the  first  time  I  understood  him. 
And  when  Han  was  put  into  frozen 
carbonite it seemed sadder to me than 
ever  before.  And when Yoda had his 
first entrance in arguably the funniest 
scene in the whole series the laughter 

that came out of my mouth sounded so 
surreal and horrible in my ears that I 
hope I will never hear it again.

I always thought of myself as a ra-
tional mind, but these events affected 
me like  I  never  thought  they  would. 
Witness-testimonies made me cry, and 
that evening I felt the urge to lock my 
door before going to sleep for the first 
and only time since I've been in Ox-
ford.

In the following days I could hardly 
utter  a  comprehensible  sentence  on 
what I thought should or shouldn't be 
done.  The  French  president's  talk  of 
‘an  act  of  war’ and  the  debates  on 
French flags as profile pictures or the 
hashtag  #prayforparis  just  made  me 
feel  vaguely  sick.  And  it  was  only 
when  some  people  dragged  the 
refugees – the ones fleeing that exact 
same  terror  and  much  more  of  it  in 

their  home countries – into the argu-
ment that I could become angry again.

Today,  when  I  think  back  to  this 
terrible evening I can't help wondering 
why -  of  all  things  -  Star  Wars  was 
what  I  clung  to  that  night.  Although 
the case can be made that the movie is 
about righteousness, peace, friendship 
and even diversity, it still seems inap-
propriate  to  me  that  my  head  mixed 
the perception of a terrorist attack with 
that of a science fiction movie.

It  could simply be that  in  a  movie 
everybody always seems to know what 
to do and how to react. But maybe it is 
less  about  what  Star  Wars’ protago-
nists  believe  in  than  how they  act  it 
out:  by  taking  their  ideas  seriously 
enough  to  fight  an  empire  for  them, 
but not so seriously that it'd stop them 
from looking at themselves with just a 
bit of irony.■

SADDER THAN FICTION 
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