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THE POOR PRINT
Michael Angerer

Change is best seen in hind-
sight. We may sometimes foresee, 
forewarn and fore-suffer all, but the 
truth is that Tiresias was very much an 
isolated case; people seldom look for-
ward and say: ‘How time will fly!’ We 
cannot even hold to the now, the here, 
because the future does not plunge 
perceptibly into the past. Slowly, every 
day, every hour, every minute, every 
second, a chunk of time uneasily shifts 
its position and furtively glides back-
wards over the intangible line of the 
present; and, as it crosses the unimag-
inable limit, it takes on form, texture, a 
meaning; and, neatly layered behind us, 
all these chunks are the only part of our 
life we truly see. We cannot sift through 
layers that are not yet there; time must 

be lost for us to search for it, eating 
madeleines and drinking tea. 

When we, the starry-eyed 
freshers, left our towns of red brick, or 
brick that would have been red had it 
not been concrete or glass or steel in-
stead, we were expecting change to 
come suddenly. The city of dreaming 
spires was to receive us with pomp and 
circumstance as we leapt into the future 
and towards our destinies, and within 
days we would be completely different 
people – students living the student life. 
The truth, however hackneyed it may 
sound, is that no such thing has hap-
pened. Here we sit, still our dear old 
selves, as will we be tomorrow, and 
tomorrow, and tomorrow; but all our 
yesterdays show how the self can shift 
to adapt to the grooves life has laid out 
for us. We have all had our salad days, 
and even as you read these words their 

boundaries are shifting, gliding slowly 
forwards, to encompass an even larger 
part of your life; but you will not hear 
the scraping as they move. 

When April comes with his 
sweet showers, we will look back and 
say: ‘October seems like yesterday!’ 
And then, in a quiet moment of 
thoughtfulness, we will examine the 
layers of the past more carefully, and 
see that they do not align perfectly: 
slowly, every day, every hour, every 
minute, every second, our perspective 
will have shifted and moulded itself to 
the realities of life. This is the moment 
we realise our past is strange to us: who 
are those lonely figures fighting the 
dragon of procrastination, holding a 
mountain pass against invading hordes 
of essays and sounding their Oliphant 
horn? Lo, we have heard of the glory of 
students in days of yore. 

Tobias Thornes

I have now, in the course of some twenty-one instal-
ments, related to you most of the adventures that 
awaited me on setting out, so many years ago now it 
seems like another Age, in the spring of 2018 on my 
long journey of Slow Travel. Many miles I ventured 
by foot or boat or train, but always keeping to the 
living surface of the Earth I held so dear, so as to see 
as I passed its many peoples, problems and proposed 
solutions; to bear witness to the damage then being 
done by a humanity that didn’t seem to know what it 
was doing to itself. 
 You have learned now, if you have fol-
lowed my tale, about the black holes of Indian coal 
mines; the terrifying towers of Eastern cities; the 
beautiful landscapes from warm Iran to frozen Cana-
da; the islands made of plastic or holding out as 
havens of socialist optimism. Everywhere I looked I 
saw the world shifting under the strain of global in-
dustrialisation, to which were rapidly falling victim 
both human cultures and splendours of nature, now 
long-since scattered into the dust of forgetting – lost in 
a great extinction that was then only just at its begin-
ning. But now, I beg to pause in my train of recollec-
tions of that great journey, for the passage through 
Mongolia that I have just related has reminded me of 
an even earlier adventure, one whose cataloguing here 
might explain to you an outstanding quandary that 
may have crossed your mind. Namely, how was it that 
I could set off on so long a travel, eschewing the 
aeroplane that was the ordinary long-distance means 
of transportation in those days, and trust that I could 

nonetheless cross the world without so much as any 
mobile means of communication? 
 The answer is that I had done it before – a 
shorter trip, though no less enlightening while it lasted 
– for one hot summer fortnight in 2017. I had been 
summoned, for reasons I have not space to relate, to 
the far-Eastern city of Singapore, and given an out-
bound plane ticket to boot. But knowing the great 
environmental cost of those ill-advised flying ma-
chines, belching plumes of pollution as they do into 
just the place where it can do the most damage; and 
reflecting on my own ignorance of the colossal conti-
nent of Asia, I decided that I had little choice but to 
organise my own way back over land. And fortunate 
indeed did my decision prove, for the fourteen hours 
ordeal I endured in that prison of the sky on my way 
eastwards I would, with hindsight, willingly swap for 
many times the fourteen days I spent travelling back 
westwards by slower means. 
 The city-state of Singapore in 2017 would 
have been to any of that city’s inhabitants of but a few 
decades before utterly unrecognisable. Indeed, there I 
discovered, somewhat depressingly, a country so 
addicted to change that without constantly construct-
ing new tower-blocks and tunnels, I feared, its econ-
omy would have entirely collapsed. To satisfy its huge 
appetite for building projects sufficient to keep its 
people employed, the small island was even in the 
process of physically enlarging itself by 25%, dredg-
ing up land to ‘reclaim’ from the seas. And many of 
its people not employed in wasting voluminous re-
sources on this task of ultimately purposeless con-
struction – for with a declining birth rate and strict 
controls on immigration the islanders’ need for living-
space was likely to go only down – were kept busy by 

equally unsustainable industries. Big-money banking, 
shopping malls that filled labyrinth-like underground 
streets, an army that held nearly a fifth of the five-
million-strong population in reserve, and hedonistic 
hotels such as a huge ship-like edifice erected by an 
American billionaire were hardly the sorts of endeav-
ours conducive to any lasting legacy short of copious 
quantities of squandered resources and greenhouse 
gas emissions. 
 Yet somehow my discomfort at all this was 
alleviated by some small but meaningful measures 
that showed that Singapore might at least be awaken-
ing to the need for change. Nowhere else have I 
known such careful consideration regarding the use of 
water – a commodity that was already in short supply 
– nor such willingness on the part of a people to sacri-
fice pointless small individual liberties in pursuit of 
the freedom to live in a healthier society. Chewing 
gum was banned; cars were taxed so heavily they cost 
more than houses; those living near their parents were 
rewarded with lower rents in government-owned 
housing to thank them for providing social care. And 
the people were proud to call Singapore the ‘city 
within a garden’, with numerous trees planted to part-
ly compensate the huge Heat Island effect and a large 
patch of pristine forest still extant. 
 The tidiness of Singapore, in public atti-
tude as well as visual aspect, was conspicuously ab-
sent when I crossed the narrow road-bridge into its 
much bigger and messier sister, Malaysia. The timing 
of my journey was, in retrospect, ill, for I had chosen 
a weekend of holiday in Malaysia, and at the border 
bus station in Singapore I found myself alone amidst 
a sea of ethnic Malaysians on their way to visit rela-
tives or shop for cheap goods and chewing gum. 

Coach after coach for these travellers came rattling 
past us in that underground space, clogging up the 
road and our lungs, before the long-awaited public 
bus at last battled its way through. I was lucky to get 
to Johor Bahru in time for my train. 
 But it was worth the effort, for now I came 
to one of the most pleasant parts of my Singapore to 
Oxford journey: a long ride on the slow train to 
Gemas in the hot morning sun. The guard hadn’t 
bothered to close the doors, in spite of signs warning 
of a thousand Ringgit fine for opening them while the 
train was in motion, so I stood at the doorway while 
the fresh Malaysian air – and the occasional earthy 
smell of dung used as fertiliser – wafted over me. The 
train jolted and screeched down the rusty single track, 
through lofty palm plantations and snatches of forest 
they’ve largely replaced. Gemas seemed a ghost 
town, deserted in the afternoon heat; there, alas, I had 
to swap my aged branch-line loco for the illness-in-
ducing air-conditioned capsule of a modern electric 
train. Now, televisions in every carriage bore adverts 
for ‘magic flour’ of the just-add-water variety and 
other imported western poisons, while an automated 
announcement described what to do in an emergency 
in a creamy American accent above soppy saxophone 
music more suited to a call-centre that had put you on 
hold. Meanwhile outside showery rain was falling, 
and Malaysia passed by seen but no longer smelt – 
shut off behind the tightly sealed glass. I shivered, and 
not just because of the absurdly-set air conditioning. 
On simply crossing between platforms I’d felt first-
hand one of the many sad shifts being parcelled out as 
‘progress’ here. To me, it felt more like suffocation. 

Shifts in Singapore

Where Will the Time Go?
Alexander Walls

Change: our somehow, sometime, supine constant.
A force as old and great as time itself,

A force to turn our worn out world, a force
Which can ne’er be avoided, nor need be.

For though we strive to conserve what matters,
Change itself cares not what’s left in tatters.  

The tree which seems to stand the test of time,
Begins as but a little seed, growing

Into the might of strength, yet is benign.
It grows and grows until we need its bark,

Until disease blights its branches, until 
The quite relentless force of change does kill.  

Empires fall, new nations rise, leaders die.
Relationships form, prosper and perish.

In this eternity of change, some changes –
Desired or not – are inevitable. 

These shifts in our lives, in our world, require 
Patience.  To this virtue we can aspire.

Although change can be swayed, we find
To our fates we must be resigned.  

Emma Gilpin

Shifting  from  one  language  to 
another feels strange. It feels almost like I 
have more than one personality, as if there 
is  a  strange sort  of  discord between my 
English  and  German  speaking  selves.  I 
have always loved words, which is why I 
chose to study languages in the first place. 
But, almost paradoxically, it is that love of 
words which brings me frustration when 
speaking  in  languages  that  aren’t  my 
mother tongue. I know now why they call 
it  a  mother tongue; it  is  comforting and 
warm and makes an indelible mark on the 
way you think and behave from infancy.

 
In English, I am effortlessly talk-

ative,  occasionally  witty  and  sometimes 
even wise. My vocabulary, rich from years 
of reading literature and newspapers and 
the occasional copy of Heat, is like a bowl 
overflowing with ripened grapes. I select 
each word carefully, rolling it around on 
my tongue to check it’s exactly the correct 
one for that moment. It’s so easy to jump 
into conversations even if I have nothing 
in particular to say on the matter, by chip-
ping in with the kind of stock phrases that 
Flaubert believed were the marker of the 
pretentious middle classes (sorry Flaubert). 
When I do have something I want to say, I 
can generally express my feelings effort-
lessly, unless I’ve had a couple of glasses 
of wine and have managed to get myself 
into a political debate with someone who I 
don’t really know.

 

Conversely,  I  sometimes  worry 
that the people I meet in German will think 
I  am shy,  or  boring,  or  even rude.  It  is 
strange and troubling to have that easiness, 
that  effortlessness,  that  familiarity of  the 
mother tongue taken away. To suddenly be 
left with a couple of old raisins where you 
once had such variety. You over-chew the 
same old words for lack of anything better 
to hand, coughing and spluttering as they 
go down the wrong way and your cheeks 
turn red as you realise, halfway through a 
sentence, that you have no idea what you 
want  to  say.  It’s  no  longer  effortless  to 
nudge your way into a conversation at a 
party, or to make a joke with the smiley 
old lady stood next to you at the tram stop 
on a freezing cold day. You worry people 
are going to think the only word you know 
is ‘schön’ (you are starting to think it might 
be, too.)

 
Although I’ve never been the most 

outgoing person in the world,  and espe-
cially  not  at  Oriel  College,  my  time  in 
Germany is teaching me what it feels like 
to be shy. I suppose a main reason that I’ve 
never been shy is that I’ve always been in 
the  middle  of  things.  I  am  privileged 
enough to have never really experienced 
what it is like to be an outsider, and I now 
have  even  more  respect  for  those  who 
move to another country with no knowl-
edge of the language. When I phone my 
parents, or am tapping away at messages 
to a group chat we made back when we 
were Freshers, I shift back into my easy-
going English world, where I don’t have to 

try as hard to express my personality, the 
one that is weaved out of sarcasm and long 
stories  and  questionable  advice  and  the 
strangely  specific  intonations  that  my 
friends have come to associate with me.

 
The bilingual people who I have 

met in the past month seem not so much to 
shift, but to glide from one language into 
another and then back again.  There is  a 
perfect cohesion between their English and 
German speaking selves, one that allows 
them to tell  a story in German with the 
occasional  English  joke  thrown in.  This 
inspires  me,  along  with  the  moments 
where I find I am understanding a story 
someone  is  telling  without  even  really 
concentrating, or when I am chatting away 
in German and start to feel like this really 
is a language that is, or one day could be, 
mine. Sometimes, the shift is barely per-
ceptible as the teacher in one of my Eng-
lish classes starts telling the class some-
thing in German and I forget that the lan-
guage being spoken is not my own. That is 
how I know that the shift will soon stop 
being so jarring, that I will soon be able to 
go from a phone call home to a chat with 
my housemate without spending a second 
or two feeling slightly disoriented. I think 
my German speaking self will always be 
slightly less spontaneous (that word order 
though) and probably less funny, but the 
chasm between these  two languages  is 
slowly closing, the shift becoming less of 
a leap of faith.  

Shifting Languages

‘Patience’

The new Poor Print Logo, original design and sketch by Alex Waygood.
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Alex Waygood

TUE 27/6
Far too early  -  Wake up.  Per-

suade myself that, yes, I did need to set the 
alarm this early. Lie in wait outside the 
bathroom so I can use the shower. There’s 
a queue – Lizzie kindly hosted several of 
us the night before, since she lives close to 
Heathrow and  that  seemed like  a  good 
enough excuse for a party. Will Pickering 
seems to be taking hours. When I get out, 
Will McDonald tells me I seemed to be 
taking hours.

Still far too early - There’s bad 
traffic on the M25. Three different SatNav 
devices are giving us three different time 
estimates. Implausibly, we arrive on time 
at 8:15 and meet with the rest of the choir.

10:25 - We’re off. I have a win-
dow seat – but it’s cloudy enough that the 
world below is completely hidden until we 
land. It’s a short flight; I spend the time 
reading various newspapers and listening 
to music.  The battery on my noise-can-
celling headphones has died.

1:25 CET time (12:25 BST) - 
We land in Milan. Giampiero Innocente, 
the local choir director who invited us here 
and organised the tour, introduces himself. 
He’s  well-dressed,  wears  glasses,  seems 
nice.  We’re  promptly  bundled  onto  a 
coach to be transported to the nearby town 
of Lodi. Apparently, to our surprise, that’s 
where we’ll be staying (I ruminate that this 
is what happens if you fail to read an itin-
erary that’s been pushed at you for several 
months now).

C. 2pm - Lodi. We arrive at the 
secondary school where we’ll be staying. 
Staff are quite literally waving WiFi pass-
words at us as we come through the doors: 
welcome, but slightly surreal. The rooms 
are nice – we each have our own bath-
room and balcony.

4-7pm  -  Collective  fatigue  has 
taken hold after the early get-up and flight, 
but  it’s  rehearsal  time.  There’s no other 
option – our first concert is the following 
day, and rehearsal time for our tour pro-
gramme was limited in Trinity by the two-
services-a-week choir schedule.

We  sound  terrible,  and  we  all 
know it. I try to convince myself that we 
sounded this bad at the beginning of last 
tour. I’m not sure we did.

7pm - Pizza and beer for all  – 
welcome. A few of us head out for a walk 
to explore Lodi a little after supper, before 
heading back to the school and drinking 
obscenely cheap wine in the corridor with 
the others.

WED 28/6
7am -  A few of  us  who enjoy 

inflicting pain on ourselves set out early 
for a jog before it’s too hot to do so. The 
advantage of Lodi over Milan is that you 
quickly find yourselves in the countryside, 
and we discover an attractive 10K route 
through crop fields  and along the river. 
Several of the fields contain wheat, which 
still feels slightly rebellious after General 
Election ‘17.

8:30  -  Breakfast.  An  incredible 
array of inedible items – rock-hard bread 
(sans butter); ‘juice’ cartons (with c. 50% 
juice);  undrinkable  lemon  tea  (which 
many make the mistake of putting milk 
in); something that professes to be ham. 
Luckily the coffee is good, and is served in 
a huge vat with a ladle.

10:30-2:30  -  Short  rehearsal  in 
Lodi, then a coach to Milan, followed by 
lunch, which is provided free of charge at 
the  university  in  Milan  (the  venue  for 
tonight’s concert). We get a short amount 
of free time, but not enough to do much 
with,  so  a  few  of  us  have  a  wander 
through Milan – we get within eyeshot of 
the Cathedral before having to turn back. 
Multiple sopranos are told how beautiful 
they are by a street vendor – unless they 
refuse to buy that bracelet, in which case 
they’re ugly, and, apparently, evil as well.

2:30 - Rehearsal in the universi-
ty’s concert hall – our first rehearsal with 
the string players, which is exciting. We’re 
starting to sound half decent: a relief. A 

massive storm breaks outside during the 
rehearsal.

Our  itineraries  have ‘Drinks  for 
all the people’ suggestively scheduled in 
between our rehearsal and the concert, but 
this time it turns out to be just pineapple 
juice. Probably for the best.

9pm - Show time. Much stressing 
over  clothes  in  the  run-up  beforehand. 
(One button undone, or two? Should Will 
McDonald wear trainers,  or  walk on in 
socks?) Will also forgot to buy himself a 
black shirt before coming, so has to dash 
out beforehand to buy one (sans coat, in 
the middle of the storm). He comes back 
dripping. Luckily, there’s time for him to 
dry himself off before the concert.

Much pomp as our first concert 
begins. Giampiero appears to be giving an 
extensive history of Oriel College in his 
introduction, lasting for 15 minutes or so – 
we pick out the name ‘Newman’ amongst 
the stream of Italian. Choir concerts usual-
ly seem to be, for me, an exercise in cling-
ing onto a ridiculous amount of music for 
dear life. (I’ve checked on the YouTube 
videos since, and, yes, it  does look like 
I’m about to drop my music at any mo-
ment.) Regardless, the concert goes pretty 
well – we’re still not sounding as good as 
we  could,  but  there  are  several  yet  to 
come.

C. 11pm - Coach back to Lodi. 
Much  drinking.  We  discover  there’s  an 
Irish pub near the river called Bridge…

THUR 29/6
Itinerary: ‘Free day, free time’.
We  divide  into  several  groups: 

those too hungover to do anything; those 
who  want  to  do  proper  sightseeing  in 
Milan; and two groups who want to visit 
the lakes. I and a few others decide to head 
to the small town of Stresa, on the shores 
of Lake Maggiore, but take a slow route 
with a long pause in Milan to avoid high 
train fares.  Happily,  we discover on the 
train from Milan that our ticket is invalid, 
despite having selected the route from a 
list of options on a ticket machine in Lodi. 
Since no one in our group really speaks 
Italian, we decide it’s probably best to pay 
up rather than risk getting into a fight with 
the angry ticket inspector.

Stresa  and  Lake  Maggiore  are 
beautiful, but our timing is unfortunate to 
say the least: after a sunny train ride there, 
storm  clouds  emerge  shortly  after  we 
disembark. We swim tentatively for a little 
while in the lake, but most of the rest of 
the afternoon is spent running between the 
lakeshore and the train station – the only 
place we can think of to find shelter. We 
end up having to picnic in the train station. 
Mamma mia.

Most of the choir meets in Milan 
for a meal in the evening, followed by a 
brisk walk back to the train station in a 
fruitless attempt to catch a train – except 
for Alexander Walls,  who, being a little 
more drunk, runs a little more recklessly. 
We watch him being taken away back to 

Lodi,  fingers  pressed  against  the  glass, 
helpless to help us.

Much drinking in Lodi when we 
eventually get back, this time on the roof 
– much more atmospheric.

FRI 30/6
7am Another 10K morning run – 

but I’m hungover, so Matthew Hull has to 
drag me out, delaying us until 7:15. We 
have the morning free, so those of us who 
make it to breakfast resolve to Do Some-
thing rather than hang around in Lodi all 
day  (our  concert  will  be  in  Lodi  this 
evening). We settle on going to Cremona – 
the only interesting town we can get back 
from in  time for  our  rehearsal.  A Tele-
graph article describes it as having ‘strik-
ing’ architecture.

Cremona.  We  arrive  at  Mon-
teverdi’s birthplace. The train station isn’t 
particularly  striking.  In  case  we  didn’t 
know it’s Monteverdi’s birthplace, there’s 
a sculpture of a violin just outside the train 
station that plays the opening of Orfeo on 
loop all day. (Bizarrely, the extract has no 
violins in it.)

The  architecture  does  indeed, 
however,  become  ever-more  striking  as 
we  approach  the  centre.  We  climb  the 
clock tower – the largest  of  its  kind in 
Europe, while its clock face is at 54 square 
metres  also the largest  in  Europe.  Rory 
unexpectedly gets to use his Japanese at 
the  top;  we  need  (obviously)  to  ask  a 
tourist  to  take  our  picture.  The view is 
staggering.

After  descending,  we  decide  to 
have a stab at busking in the square. ‘Stab’ 
seems to be the right word to begin with: 
after  discovering  that  we  are  all  men, 
Alexander Walls and I attempt the soprano 
lines  in  falsetto,  with  results  you  could 
describe as decidedly mixed. We quickly 
resolve to take the soprano lines down the 

octave,  and  actually  end  up  sounding 
pretty  good – we earn €7 between us. 
Less than the minimum wage; but hey, we 
had a good time.

4:30 We get to our rehearsal late 
after failing to grasp the subtleties of Ital-
ian trains. It goes well though, and after 
dinner  so  does  the  concert.  We’re  now 
making a really nice noise – especially the 
soloists. ‘Drinks with all the people’ are 
helpfully  scheduled  in  our  itinerary  for 
after the concert. These are alcoholic…

SAT 1/7
Breakfast We’re singing in Cre-

ma in the evening, but don’t need to re-
hearse until around 4pm. Rather than hang 
around  in  Lodi  for  most  of  the  day,  a 
group of us instead decide to head to Cre-
ma early – there look to be some nice 
riverside walks nearby. Cue a vast amount 
of time spent attempting to get to grips 
with the subtleties of Italian buses.

We eventually make it to Crema, 
and the walk and picnic are worth it. After 
we get  back to Crema, we head to the 
wrong  church,  and  struggle  to  find  the 
right one – but Giampiero turns out to be 
two minutes away, so rescues us and buys 
us all ice cream.

The rest  of the choir arrives by 
coach, and the rehearsal again goes well, 
though the choir as a whole seems to be 
pretty tired by this point. The Great Game 
after rehearsal is to find ‘thank you’ cards 
for David (our conductor) and Will Mc-
Donald (our organ scholar). ‘Thank you’ 

cards don’t really seem to be a thing in 
Italy, but I find two cards with the inscrip-
tion ‘you are the music to my soul’.  It 
seems fitting.

Our last concert goes really well – 
we’re sounding just as good as we did the 
night before, and in a much less cavernous 
acoustic.  Giampiero  throws  us  a  party 
afterwards next door (Crema is his home 
town). More drinking follows on return to 
Lodi  –  this  time  in  the  cloisters,  since 
partying on the roof had apparently dis-
turbed  other  guests.  Malcolm  and  Will 
Pickering managed to find two 5L bottles 
of wine with the helpful label ‘ROSSO’. 
It’s actually not half bad.

SUN 2/7
Tour barely feels like it’s begun, 

yet it’s already the last day. Fewer days 
and more concerts have led to an intense 
atmosphere,  while  a  distinct  lack  of 
beaches has created a very different feel to 
last year’s chilled tour in the Côte d’Azur. 
Yet it’s been awesome fun all the same – 
and  probably  no  bad  thing  that  we’ve 
done more singing this year.

We’re not  quite  done,  though – 
we still have a mass and several motets to 
sing at a midday service in the Basilica in 
Milan. Half the choir are losing their voic-
es by this point, but it seems to go pretty 
well all the same. We’re quickly bundled 
into a coach after the service and taken to 
the airport.

Back at Heathrow, saying ‘good-
bye’ takes far too long – as it always does. 
Somehow, tour always feels like an exten-
sion of term – so this is the point when 
we’re saying ‘goodbye’ to Oxford for the 

summer. There’s also the fact that much of 
the choir won’t be returning next year – 
some we might see again; some we might 
not. It becomes apparent that none of us 
really know how airports work: we end up 
saying our goodbyes far too early, creating 
a  long,  awkward  period  post-goodbyes 
when we’re still walking in the same di-
rection.

Chapel choirs are fairly strange, 
as social groups go. Oriel choir contains a 
diverse  mix  of  very  different  people, 
spanning a wide age range and an array of 
very  different  subjects.  (Who  knew  so 
many engineers  sang in  chapel  choirs?) 
You  see  each  other  regularly  over  the 
course of a year – but rehearsals contain 
little time for talking. (Most of the time, 
your  mouth’s  already  open  for,  well, 
singing.)  The  main  bonding  experience 
occurs at the end of the year, in the form of 
choir tour – right at the point when half of 
the choristers are about to set off to what-
ever new choirs the future may hold.

Best of luck to them.

The full collection of images and videos 
from the tour can be found on the Face-
book page and YouTube channel of the 
Collegium Vocale di Crema respectively, 
both linked to in the online version of this 
article at www.thepoorprint.com. Further 
enquiries  regarding Oriel  Choir  should 
be directed to Professor David Maw, at 
musicdirector@oriel.ox.ac.uk. 

What Happens on 
Tour…

Photo:  Will  Pickering.  Left  to  right:  Ellie  Juckes  (soprano);  Alexander  Walls 
(bass); Matthew Hull (bass); Will Pickering (bass); David Maw (director of mu-
sic);  Malcolm  Kittle  (alto);  Alex  Waygood  (bass);  William  McDonald  (junior 
organ scholar); Charlotte Anstey (soprano); Marcel Stolz (bass)

‘Persephone’ 
Caroline Ball

Pomegranate seeds
Are turning the leaves to red

Again, my dear one.

Photo:  Alexander  Walls.  Left  to  right:  Malcolm Kittle  (alto);  Will  Pickering 
(bass).

Oriel College Chapel Choir 2016-17. Photo: César Manivet, whose work can be 
found at https://www.facebook.com/CesarManivetPhoto
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Tea and Obstinacy
Amanda Higgin

Xanda and I sit in my new room in col-
lege,  catching up on our  vacations  while 
the  kettle  boils.  We  both  agree  that  the 
increase in floor space is nice, but my view 
has downgraded from the cherry tree out-
side  St  Mary’s  to  the  college’s  exterior 
wall, with its brick patchwork of weather-
ing and renovation. The kettle switches off, 
and I get up.

“I have a dedicated tea basket this year,” 
I show her. I have three different boxes of 
fruit teas, a bag of green tea and a white 
bag labelled ‘Rosy Lee’. “This is what we 
drink at home, carefully selected from the 
tea shop.”

“Can I see?” Xanda asks, and I toss her 
the  bag.  “‘Blended  from  Assam,  Kenya 
and Sri Lanka for a bright and refreshing 
drink.’ Isn’t it just, you know, tea?”

I turn to her, kettle in hand, and attempt 
to raise my eyebrow. “Just tea? There’s no 
such thing as just tea! What do you drink?”

“I  don’t  know.  Everyday  tea  or  some-
thing like that. It’s own brand.”

“Ouch!” I pass her a mug. 

“I don’t get what the fuss is! Tea is tea. I 
know there’s Earl Grey and stuff like that, 
but normal tea is just normal.”

I  shake  my  head  despairingly,  “I  will 
have to educate you. The ways of tea are 
complex, but I do know this: you are better 
than own brand.”

“Look,” Xanda says, “I’m wilfully igno-
rant.  I’m an  own brand tea  kind  of  girl, 
stubbornly  set  in  my  ways.  To  quote 
Frozen, ‘people don’t really change.’”

“Which song’s that?”
“Fixer Upper,” Xanda laughs, “it’s a line 

in  the  bridge  which  has  always  annoyed 
me.  Kids  hear  that,  especially  the  ones 
who drag their parents to the movie seven 
times  and  know  all  the  lyrics,  and  they 
take it in as truth. People do change, a lot. 
I’m a different person now to who I was 
even  four  years  ago,  and  I  don’t  think 
that’s just because I’m young.”

“But surely that’s just you realising po-
tential  you’ve  always  had?  You  haven’t 
really  changed,  just  become  more  like 
yourself.”

“Have I? How do you know? Say I have 
the potential within me to become a sadis-
tic puppy-murderer, which I might do giv-

en  the  wrong  circumstances.  I’m  not 
considering it!  But if  everything went 
downhill  in  the  future  and  I  realised 
that  potential,  you would  still  say  I’d 
changed.”

I  tap  my  fingernails  on  my  mug.  I 
can’t  keep  playing  devil’s  advocate 
when I think of how different I was in 
year  9.  Thankfully  that  was  a  good 
change, not a descent into puppy mur-
dering. “It’s not like Frozen speaks for 
everyone in repeating the mantra ‘peo-
ple don’t really change’. Kids’ media is 
full  of  villains  becoming  good  guys, 
and you get heroes falling from grace 
too.”

Xanda  nods,  “Funnily  enough,  not 
every  content  creator  proposes  the 
same philosophy. I just wish the ridicu-
lously  popular  phenomenon  which  is 
Frozen  had  chosen  the  more  positive 
suggestion that you are capable of be-
coming a better person.”

“Does that  mean you’ll  let  me edu-
cate you about tea?”

“I  am  capable  of  change;  I  simply 
refuse it.” 

‘Dwindling’
Tom Saer

Now I’m ready to remember 
All those times in which we thought 

We’d never see the light of day 
My brothers, wrong we were to feel 
That we’d forgotten what she taught

Now don’t be shy
Do we know how best to reel the fish in 

From the northern sky? 

In the downpour of my happiness 
I felt a sudden chill

On one snowy winter’s evening 
As a cloud of ears came walking 

Looking for a seat to fill
No right of way 

Says the lonesome little sign that’s propped
Against the bales of hay 

All the flowers by the roadside 
Surely tell you where to go

Tread the path of greying pebbles 
As they lead away to empty towns 

And country lanes of stone
Oh, who goes there? 

It must be my remaining family 
And the children at the stair

To culminate my travels there 
I reached the candles’ end 

They left me no redeeming message
But gave their final greeting 
To the only lasting friend.

The morning air 
Told me it was deeply happy, for 

There were no lanterns there.

Aidan Chivers

As I awake in a strange and foreign bed
And on my face French sunlight gently falls,

I look for my own room around my head
But find myself between uncertain walls.

My eyes, in earnest, dart around and seek
With puzzlement a trace of something known – 
They chance upon some words and, eager, peek

At poems pinned last night against the stone.

Warm feelings and soft thoughts begin to form
From whispers which I knew myself before.

The minds of others meet and, humming, swarm – 
They mix with mine as I approach the door:

So all day long, as I the country roam,
It’s not all new – but holds a glimpse of home.

‘Traces’

Teofil Camarasu

We  have  a  fake  news  problem.  Every 
week  sees  a  new slew of  articles  on  the 
ongoing epidemic. Some report on its de-
structive spread as it conquers country after 
country,  swinging elections and referenda 
on its way, all the while heralding the start 
of a new Post-Truth era. Others prescribe 
remedies  to  halt  the  contagion  -  quaran-
tines,  self-defence  tips,  or  even  elusive 
psychological cures. 

Yet  as  with  any  disease,  a  full  under-
standing of fake news requires knowledge 
not only of its symptoms and spread, but 
also of its origin. This is a topic that many 
have brushed upon, but few have explored 
with the depth that it deserves. Indeed, the 
usual narrative goes somewhat as follows:

---
Millennials - not sated with their destruc-

tion of soap, diamonds, romance, holidays, 
and  home  ownership  -  turned  their  eyes 
towards another victim: journalism.

It  starts  with  newspapers.  Millennials 
scorn  them,  preferring  to  consume  news 
via their smartphones. While a naive argu-
ment could be made that this is for envi-
ronmentalist reasons, those who understand 
millennial  psychology  know  better.  (Mil-
lennials only truly care about appearing as 
if they care about the environment.)

No; millennials have abandoned physical 
newspapers  to  avoid the alarming risk of 
real human interaction, whether it be with 
the  clerk  in  the  newsagent,  or  a  lovely 
morning chat as both they and their neigh-
bours  retrieve  their  newspapers  from  the 
doorstep.  And reading the news online is 
just easier - and as we all know, millennials 
are lazy.

Yet even the destruction of physical pa-
pers  is  not  enough  to  make  millennials 
content.  Their  insatiable  hunger  requires 
ever-new  offerings.  Their  short  attention 
spans require ever-more appealing titles to 
catch their eye, giving rise to the new genre 
of clickbait. Their impatience makes well-
researched  articles  impossible.  Their  in-
ability to deal with alternate viewpoints or 
articles that hurt their feelings leads them 
to  mercilessly  expunge  any  dissenting 
voices and turn their news-feeds into toxic 
echo chambers.  They have  little  time for 
Truth, preferring things that appeal to their 
fragile feelings.

And so fake news is born, and thrives.
---
While I am forced to concede that mil-

lennials are bloodthirsty monsters who will 
not  rest  until  Western  society  has  been 
destroyed, this short-term narrative leads to 
the  long  history  of  fake  news  being  ob-
scured.  As  long  as  there  has  been  news, 
there has also been fake news, just as there 

has been misinformation as long as there 
has been information. (Sun Tzu famously 
wrote about how all of warfare was about 
(mis)information.)

Knowledge  is  Power.  Not  only  in  the 
obvious  sense,  but  also  in  the  sense  that 
control over the news leads to control over 
the populace. As Orwell wrote: ‘Who con-
trols the past controls the future. Who con-
trols the present controls the past.’ Misin-
formation  (either  intentional  or  not)  has 
swayed many of history's greatest wars and 
elections.  And  so  there  is  nothing  ‘new’ 
about fake news. In a similar way, there is 
nothing  new about  echo  chambers  (other 
than  the  term  itself).  While  it  may  be 
shocking to learn, newspapers tend to have 
a political bias, either due to the wishes of 
its proprietor, the editor, or simply because 
of  implicit  biases  in  the  journalist  them-
selves. One can always choose to buy only 
the papers one agrees with, chat only with 
the coworkers one agrees with, and so on.

So much for fake news’ history - but any 
discussion  of  a  disease  is  rendered  moot 
without mention of its host. In the case of 
fake news, this means social media. 

It  can  be  helpful  to  think  of  media  in 
terms of streams or feeds of data. For ex-
ample, newspapers can be thought of as a 
stream of textual data (aka words), radio of 
audio, television of video, and social media 
of all types of data. Social media placed in 
this context is not some unique thing, with 
unique  problems,  that  has  appeared  fully 
formed out of  thin air,  but  rather another 
stage in the evolution of how we consume 
information.

Yet the word ‘stream’ might be mislead-
ing. It tends to draw up images of a peace-
ful meandering brook, but that's an inaccu-
rate image. Imagine rather a river just after 
a flood: it carries a mishmash of different 
things. A photograph of a friend’s holiday 
floats  here;  a  cute  video  of  a  cat  drifts 
there. News about a horrible massacre bobs 
along  beside  a  reminder  of  your  best 
friend's  birthday.  But  this  stream  flows 
quickly. If you do not act promptly to save 
any of this information, it will be lost for-
ever in the perpetual deluge.

It  is  a  confusing,  distressing  environ-
ment. But all too often, our critiques of the 
environment only aggravate the confusion. 
For example, we are often told that the rise 
of  fake  news  can,  at  least  partially,  be 
blamed on  the  failure  of  social  media  to 
distinguish  between  news  and  fake  news 
(forgetting that  good old-fashioned news-
stands  have  ever  placed  newspapers, 
tabloids, magazines and who-knows-what-
else  side  by  side).  The  failure  to  deeply 
examine  our  overall  media  poses  a  clear 
danger.  Too often,  ‘solutions’ to  the  fake 
news epidemic involve granting Tech Gi-
ants the power to decide what is or is not 

fake news (and hence what  should be 
removed from social media). These are 
companies that already own most of our 
data, are rarely held accountable to their 
users, and already seem to have a sinis-
ter level of influence in our lives. (Re-
call  that  Google’s  motto  has  been 
‘Don’t be evil’ since 2000.) 

(Now  comes  the  part  of  the  think-
piece you have been waiting for,  your 
reward  for  reading  through  the  dry 
analysis  and compulsory Sun Tzu and 
Orwell quotes…)

‘Fake news’ is a bad term. The label 
refers  to  articles  that  are  intentionally 
misleading or false. That is a standard 
definition, but it has problems.

Take  the  requirement  that  the  story 
should  be  misleading  or  false.  This 
applies,  to  a  certain  extent,  to  every 
article. (No article is perfect after all.) 
The extent to which an article is  mis-
leading or false is not black and white 
but extremely grey. Our use of the term 
‘fake news’ reduces the issue to a bina-
ry  categorisation  that  masks  its  true 
complexity.  The  problem  of  ascribing 
intent is thornier yet,  as it  is  often al-
most impossible to prove anyone’s pri-
vate  intentions.  If  we  combine  these 
two  problems  it  should  become  clear 
that  it  is  extremely  easy  to  describe 
anything  one  disagrees  with  as  ‘fake 
news’.  Small  inaccuracies  (whether 
factual or implied) are almost unavoid-
able,  and  it  is  extremely  easy  to  read 
malign intent into the actions of people 
we don't agree with.

But the problems with the term by no 
means  stop  here.  Our  obsession  with 
‘fake  news’ creation  shifts  the  blame 
away from the equally important prob-
lem of consumption: the people who are 
actually  fooled  by  fake  news.  While 
many  fake  news  articles  are  highly 
convincing, most of the time people are 
fooled by them because they want to be 
fooled. Fake news only reinforces their 
beliefs.

It  can  be  comforting  to  think  that 
people  are  only  fooled  by  fake  news 
due to a combination of their own stu-
pidity  and the  sheer  persuasive  power 
of fake news, but the fact is that many 
people have horrible, bigoted views. 

There  are  no  easy  solutions  to  our 
fake news problems. Yet it  is key that 
any approach we take is not only criti-
cal of the media, surrounding technolo-
gies and the people that consume them, 
but also of the very terms used in our 
critiques.  To  be  able  to  defeat  fake 
news,  it  is  vital  that  we  first  clearly 
understand it.

What’s New About Fake News?
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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 online. Alternatively, connect with us on Twitter: @PoorPrint

CONTRIBUTE TO 
THE POOR PRINT 
The Poor Print is currently inviting 
submissions for the following issues. 

Please submit your article to thepoor-
print@oriel.ox.ac.uk by the deadlines 

below.  
 

Issue #23 - Gravity

Issue #24 - Memory

Issue #25 - Resolution

Gravity 
Submission date: 22nd October

“Gravity is a habit that is hard to shake off”
Terry Pratchett

Memory 
Submission date: 5th November

“Scars have the strange power to remind us that our 
past is real” 

Cormac McCarthy 

Resolution 
Submission date: 19th November

“When the power of love overcomes the love of power, the 
world will know peace”

Jimi Hendrix

Upcoming Themes

Joe Gardiner - MS Paint sketch of the Poor Print team 2016-2018, using mouse and keyboard. From left to right: Chris 
Hill, Joanna Engle, Tom Davy, Aidan Chivers, Alex Waygood.
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