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ach November fresh controversies 
arise regarding the Remembrance 
poppy.  These  ostensibly  emerge 
out  of  individual  cases  or  con-

cerns particular  to  the present  day:  the 
expectation for public figures to wear a 
poppy,  how  to  reconcile  this  with  the 
demands  for  neutrality,  and  fears  over 
the  potential  for  slimy  politicians  to 
exploit the poppy’s social influence. Yet 
the  recurrence  of  these  issues,  year  on 
year, points towards a common underly-
ing anxiety: what does it actually mean 
to sport a crimson paper flower on your 
lapel in the days preceding the eleventh 
of the eleventh?
The poppy campaign was inspired by a 
poem written by John McCrae, which is 
famous mostly for its first two lines: ‘In 
Flanders  fields  the  poppies  blow /  Be-
tween  the  crosses,  row  on  row’.  This 
initial  image  is  strikingly  apt  for  what 
we  might  today  want  the  poppies  to 
mean.  The bucolic  setting described in 
the first line, the fields, the flowers and 
the  breeze,  becomes  in  the  second  a 
seemingly endless graveyard; something 
pure and natural in its beauty sits along-
side the evidence of the destruction hu-
mans inflict upon themselves. Just so, on 
Remembrance  Day  we  both  recall  the 
harsh realities and tragedies of war and 
celebrate  the  bravery  and  sacrifice  of 
those involved in it – even if we don’t 
necessarily endorse what they sacrificed 
themselves for. But the tone of the poem 
becomes  increasingly  tendentious,  pro-
gressing from a reflection on the tragic 
fatalities of war to a call to arms. In the 
final stanza, ‘the Dead’ instruct the read-
er, ‘Take up our quarrel with the foe’; it 
is undeniably militaristic, in a way that 
is  arguably  incongruous  with  the  form 
our modern-day reflections on the First 
World War take. 
But  the  poppy  has  a  rich  cultural  and 

literary symbolic value which dates back 
to millennia before McCrae’s 1915 poem. 
The  association  of  poppies  with  death, 
conflict  and  memory  is  omnipresent.  A 
symbol of Demeter, the goddess of agri-
culture and the harvest in Greek mytholo-
gy, it is thought that poppies were sown at 
the  time  of  crop  rotation  and  therefore 
would  have  been  associated  with  abun-
dance  and  regeneration.  This  sense  of 
hopefulness persists in the use of poppy-
based drugs in the Eleusinian Mysteries, 
the  rites  of  which  sought  to  access  the 
afterlife and return again, as Persephone 
does following her  abduction by Hades, 
the king of the Underworld. In an abstract 
sense the use of the poppy is connected to 
the idea of looking beyond death, of not 
allowing it to be the final destruction. The 
poppies  grow on  the  graves  of  the  war 
dead in Flanders; the tradition of poppy-
wearing means that  over a century after 
the  start  of  the  First  World War we are 
still compelled to reflect on those losses. 
Forming a striking parallel with imagery 
used in  war  poetry  of  the  20th  century, 
Book 9 of Virgil’s Aeneid directly likens 
the  fallen  warrior  Euryalus  to  a  poppy: 
‘his neck grew limp and the head drooped 
on  his  shoulders,  like  a  scarlet  flower 
languishing and dying when its stem has 
been cut  by the plough,  or  like poppies 
bowing their heads when the rain burdens 
them and their necks grow weary.’ We are 
conscious  here  of  the  untimely  destruc-
tion of youth – Euryalus, Virgil tells us, is 
little more than an adolescent;  similarly, 
we  remember  each  year  the  shockingly 
young ages of some of those who fell at 
Ypres,  Passchendaele,  and  many  other 
places throughout the course of the war.
Later  Western  literary  traditions  see  the 
poppy assume more sinister connotations, 
and  its  use  in  many  ways  inverts  the 
meaning we might attach to it today. As 
the narcotic  properties  of  the poppy be-
came a tool of conflict in the Opium Wars 
of the 19th century, and preeminent Ro-
mantic  figures  also  became  associated 
with the drug, we see a new focus on its 

soporific qualities. Keats’ ode ‘To Sleep’ 
implores the poppy, which is representa-
tive  of  the  slumber  he  craves,  to  ‘Save 
[him] from curious Conscience’; the pop-
py offers oblivion, an escape from aware-
ness and reality,  rather  than being,  as  it 
might be today, a reminder of them. But, 
through its connection with slumber, the 
poppy  is  also  shown to  be  preservative 
and peaceful, attributes which can inform 
the  meaning  bestowed  on  the  Remem-
brance poppy:  the  memory of  the  dead, 
who are finally at peace and away from 
the horrors of war, is preserved.
So  while  criticism  of  the  of  the  Poppy 
Appeal  and  the  events  surrounding  it 
might  be  valid,  the  poppy  itself  should 
remain an enduring and poignant symbol. 
It is not, as some might cast it,  the em-
blem of jingoistic belligerency. Rather, it 
connects  the act  of  remembering on the 
part of the living with the restfulness of 
the dead; it provides a means of acknowl-
edging  what  has  been  lost,  but  also  of 
seeing what lies beyond that,  what lives 
on.■ 
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take great joy in my Saturday 
ritual.  Every Saturday morn-
ing, I wake up late and slight-
ly  hungover,  take  a  shower, 

put  on  my  headphones  and  walk  as 
slowly as I can to Jericho Coffee. I get a 
takeaway short latte, and walk, just as 
slowly, back to my room. If I’m lucky, 
the skies won’t be too cloudy and sun-
light might strike the pavement; always 
the  air  is  chilly  and  fresh.  When  I’m 
back in my room, I drag my armchair to 
the corner of the room  and sit. And let 
the coffee and the music take me back. 
One of the lessons The Great Gatsby is 
supposed to teach us (if I don’t butcher 
it,  that  is)  is  that  we  shouldn’t  try  to 
recreate the past. All attempts to grasp 
wildly at  that  which is  gone and now 
beyond us leads to pain; reaching back 
is  an overly  romantic  attempt  to  deny 
the facts of the world and to impose our 
wills  on  that  which  is  fundamentally 
beyond our control. But we don’t scoff 
at Gatsby, we feel for him, deeply - his 
story is  a  tragedy because his  deepest 
desires were all  too human. For all  of 
rationality’s  demands  we  often  find 
ourself  plunged  back  again  and  again 
into  the  past;  we  return  –  against  our 
wills, even – to memories long and far 
away. And why should we not? A good 
case can be made for  returning to the 
past, no matter how deeply irrational it 
might be. Because to be irrational is to 

be human; it is to feel. And only when 
we  honour  the  parts  of  us  that  feel 
deeply,  the  parts  that  care,  only  when 
we  pay  attention  and  listen,  can  we 
move forward with hope into the future.

There  are  few  things  more  beautiful 
than good coffee tasted fully while be-
ing  caressed  by  your  favourite  music. 
Music too, can become so closely tied 
to our memories and feelings that they 
take us back into past selves. ‘The Sci-
entist’  takes  me  back  to  lovelorn 
teenage days. ‘We Are Young’ takes me 
back  to  middle-school  graduation. 
‘Disco 2000’ to many long train rides. 
Beach  House,  to  which  I’ve  been  re-
turning again and again, brings me back 
to life near the end of my service and 
before Oxford – Teenage Dream for my 
drives to work, Bloom for nights spac-
ing  out  in  bed  and  night  drives  with 
people  I  hold  dear,  Devotion  and De-
pression Cherry for hours of sitting in 
my  neighbourhood  café,  enjoying  the 
way trees sway and how the sun strikes 
the pavement, drinking coffee, reading, 
writing,  being.  Music  has  a  way  of 
bringing me closer to my inner selves: it 
channels  my  pensive,  awkward  letters 
to people who make me feel; it brings 
out feelings I’d earlier overlooked when 
I finally find the space just to sit and be; 
it helps me find the right words to say 
when I prepare to say goodbye; it helps 
me  when  I  write  about  things  which 
matter deeply.

The  point  I’m trying  to  make  is  –  to 
return to your memories is to return to 
your  self.  When  I  finish  my  coffee  I 
might  write  a  little;  usually  I’ll  read 
whatever I feel like and whatever hap-
pens to excite me. Often I find myself 
returning  to  my  favourite  book.  My 
Saturday ritual is my own little attempt 
to recreate the past: it is an homage to 
those  hours  spent  in  the  café  reading 
only because I  wanted to,  writing bad 
poetry and soppy stories and journalling 
to capture fleeting feelings. It is an ode 
to being myself, a way to return, just for 
a moment, to the things that ground me. 
The  ritual  brings  me  a  bit  nearer  to 
home, bridging the gap between reality 
and the fact that home and warm faces 
are far away. 
Our past,  memories, and rituals are so 
important;  because  while  university  is 
often  touted  as  a  time  for  us  to  find 
ourselves, to explore, grow, experiment 
- it is also immensely disorienting. It is 
so easy to lose track of who you are, to 
be caught up in the rush and buzz and 
new  people  and  the  uncertainty  and 
novelty  and  mountains  of  work,  that 
you might find yourself alienated from 
your  sense  of  telos  and  uncertain  of 
who you are and of your place in the 
world.  And  our  rituals  bring  us  back, 
remind us that we have roots, remind us 
of everything that is familiar and com-
fortable,  make  it  that  much  easier  to 
venture out and take on new situations. 
It doesn’t have to be coffee, music, and 
half  closed  eyes  -  it  could  be  Skype 
calls  with  friends  who remember  who 
we’ve  been.  In  our  friends  we  have 
safely stored facets of ourselves that we 
might  have  forgotten  existed.  It  could 
be Sunday pains au chocolat and warm 

tea, it  could be late-night cup-noodles, 
it could be late-night wine. It could be 
burgers.  It  could  be  hiding  from  the 
world and catching up on (or rewatch-
ing) your favourite television shows. It 
could be finding a new snuggle buddy. 
It could be rowing. It could be a lot of 
time alone. It could be late-night walks 
or it could be late-night cries. It could 
be poring through old group photos and 
sending them to your friends and telling 
them  you   miss  them.  It  could  be  a 
quick  call  or  long  overdue  hours  of 
catching up. 

Of course, they’re not perfect - we can 
never truly recreate the past. But we can 
always honour it, because we’re human 
and  will  always  find  ourselves  caught 
up in it in some way or another. Being 
human means having a past, existing in 
the web of the world, it is to be host to a 
whole  range  of  feelings,  situations, 
desires, habits, and relationships - these 
do not simply disappear upon beginning 
university. As The Great Gatsby’s Nick 
Carraway  noted,  “we  beat  on,  boat 
against  the  current,  borne  back  cease-
lessly into the past.” We might like to 
see  ourselves  as  free  for  creation,  but 
we are persons partially formed, placed 
on our course by our histories, and ever 
susceptible to old habits and tendencies. 
Even as we seek to find new patterns of 
personality  and  ways  of  living,  these 
patterns are built on something, and that 
something makes up a huge part of who 
we are. So as we venture forward, look-
ing  for  more,  perhaps  it  is  helpful  to 
sometimes take a  step back,  and keep 
part of ourselves closely and intimately 
in  touch  with  the  rich  memories  that 
comprise our past.■

Lights up. The bench
at the train station; 
we sit. Only, now,

in Act Two, I smile,
In spite of the crowd - 

I feed the first line. 

And because you are there,
I smile throughout the Act.
As, because you are there,

sirens pass in quiet.
And, because you are there,

memory melts like snow.
And, because you are there,

I just can’t explain it,
but I don’t have headaches
and people with backpacks

aren’t hiding bombs anymore.
In fact, they’re likely packed

with plants and butterflies
as my stomach, your eyes.

Trauma - noun; a deep distress
or a disturbing event.

A ringing bell in your head
splitting eardrums without cause

at a meaningless pin drop.
A scar; a burn; a tattoo. 

A sealed, poison memory 
unbending under all force.

But then, inexplicably, you. 
And you tell me that you’re scared too.

Maybe it’s of different things, true.

But it’s enough.

Thank you for coping with 
my train station tear tracks.

I’m glad to have helped with yours.
Please, reach out soon.

I want to travel by train again. 

The Saturday Ritual
Michael Leong

‘Train  Station  Tear 
Tracks  -  On  Trauma’ 

Aaron Cawood

Symbolism of  Poppies
Cora MacGregor

he air around me is calm and 
still  as  I  wake  up,  but  if  I 
keep  my  eyes  closed  and 

breathe slowly, I can still hear the fad-
ing  echoes  of  church  bells,  morning 
lectures  and  Latin  grace.  They  have 
not  vanished,  but  are  softly  receding 
into  old,  fading  patterns  which  hold 
glimpses of a life that feels increasing-
ly distant. New, crisper and more im-
mediate rhythms hold me in their sway 
as  I  go  about  my days,  enjoying  the 
pleasures  of  fresh  experiences  and 
emerging friendships. 
As I venture out of my accommodation 
into the French autumn’s early morn-
ing sunshine and unexpected warmth, I 
hear the gentle notes which have gath-
ered  around  these  slow-paced  sur-
roundings:  hints  of  evenings  spent  in 
our  town’s  one  lively  bar,  of  poetry 
read  alongside  the  River  Sauldre,  of 
camaraderie mixed with endorphins on 
the  athletics  club’s  evening  runs 
through the streets. 
The road outside has lost its first shiny 
glimmers  of  newness,  along with  the 
leaves  which fleshed out  the  avenues 
of trees when I first arrived; the con-
tours  have  softened  into  that  gentle 
fuzziness  of  familiarity  which  comes 
only  through  the  recurring  music  of 
daily  acquaintance.  It  doesn’t  over-
power the echoing chords  of  Oxford, 
but mingles with them in powerful and 
striking ways. 
Sometimes I perceive a gentle, person-
al  harmony  as  a  new  aspect  of  life 
bears  a  resemblance  with  a  past  that 
only I can know, a connection I alone 
can  make.  At  other  times  I  sense  a 
subtle  discord  as  my calmer,  simpler 
life out here sets the chaotic nature of 
university in harsh relief – or when the 
rush  of  Oriel  life  feels  enticing  and 
distant  in  my more peaceful  environ-
ment. 

Recurring  themes  from  older,  more 
familiar experiences can give the new 
tunes further richness and depth. These 
unique  moments  of  intersecting 
rhythms can be as intoxicating as they 
are fleeting, and sometimes compel me 
to record them in whatever way I can, 
to avoid them being smoothed out in 
the cyclical parades of everyday exis -
tence. 
In  this  way  I  have  tried,  particularly 
with my writing, to savour the passing 
time, and draw out moments of perma-
nence from that mellow abyss which is 
carved out by the destructive forces of 
routine.  I  have  tried  sometimes  to 
freeze the echoing sounds of my days 
into a lasting score, to be played over 
and over in later life.

---
In  some  of  my  more  introspective 
moments  before  I  came  to  France,  I 
wondered  if  the  time  spent  out  here 
would help me draw some more solid 
lines around the blurred edges caused 
by the distractions and ripples of uni -
versity  life.  I  hoped  to  isolate  the 
soothing  melody  of  personal  identity 
which  fluctuates  and  varies,  but  pro-
vides a source of enduring comfort in 
its recognisable nature. 
But  now  I  wonder  if  it  is  really  a 
meaningful  task  to  peel  those  hazy 
interactions  away  and  look  within. 
Perhaps  that  recurring  personal  tune 
only makes sense within the chorus of 
other  conflicting  and  complementary 
experiences.
If you really try, you can strip away all 
the  instruments  from  your  orchestra 
one by one, looking for the conductor 
who, you hope, holds all the secrets in 
his hands.  But with all  the musicians 
and  instruments  gone,  he  might  just 
look around him in bewilderment. 
Sometimes  you  just  need  to  sit  back 
and  appreciate  the  whole  spectacle, 
complete  with  complexities,  rough 
edges and competing harmonies.■

Romarantin
Aidan Chivers
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ames  Rhodes  seems  to 
sum up my thoughts  ex-
actly. A pianist by profes-
sion,  his  2014  autobiog-

raphy describes his journey through 
an  abusive  childhood leading  to  a 
tough  relationship  with  mental 
health.  His  journey is  certainly  an 
inspiration to  anyone,  yet  it  is  his 
view  on  music’s  ability  to  help 
others that is one to which I espe-
cially relate. I have had the oppor-
tunity  to  witness  how  music  can 
really  change  someone  in  the 
change of a chord, a short melody, a 
couple of lyrics. It is a moment you 
can’t  really  forget  and  rightly 
shouldn’t  because  it  is  something 
that makes us feel whole.
But how is this related to memory?
One  in  ten  of  over-65-year-olds 
face Alzheimer’s disease, the most 
common  cause  of  dementia.  The 
word dementia describes a range of 
symptoms yet what most associate 
when they hear this word is short-
term memory loss. However, people 

forget that there is also a huge de-
generation  of  the  person  which  is 
quite  often  very  rapid.  Once  this 
occurs there are issues in speaking, 
ability  to  think,  processing  lan-
guage  and  a  personality  that  has 
more  abusive  and  anxious  charac-
teristics.  The  memory  loss  is  not 
only  for  facts,  it  is  for  procedural 
memories too; would you be able to 
remember  the  processes  for  basic 
functions  like  swallowing?  The 
effect on the person living with this 
(and that is  the phrase that should 
be used, not suffering) is therefore 
vast  and  really  does  change  the 
course  of  their  life.  Yet  it  is  also 
about those around them, those who 
must see their loved ones deal with 
this  horrible  erosion of  the person 
they used to know. The hardest part 
for me, and I’m sure I’m speaking 
for  others  here  too,  was  the  point 
when they do not know your name 
any more. It’s tough. The only con-
solation is the fact that they know 
you’re there and they are there too, 
if not in full presence. 
There  are  currently  no  cures  for 
Alzheimer’s  and  that  really  is  a 
problem.  Of the top ten causes  of 
death of in the US, there is only one 
that cannot be prevented or stopped 
mid-course.  This  disease  stands 
alone.  Yes,  you  always  get  those 

articles in the Daily Mail and other 
tabloids  claiming to  have the  new 
cure for it,  like you do for cancer 
and  any  other  predominant  health 
problems that are key in the world 
today  (see  3/10/17  where  it  is 
claimed  that  sitting  down  could 
give you dementia) but they usually 
never follow through. That is why 
this disease is such a problem for us 
today  and  something  more  people 
should  be  aware  of.  Let’s  please 
just get rid of the clichés, get back 
to what really happens and then find 
ways to help those dealing with this 
if only for short term gain. 
This  is  where  music  enters  the 
equation  (I  promise  this  article  is 
linking  together).  Music  has  the 
ability  to  access  different  parts  of 
the brain to language, so it therefore 
has a capacity to communicate and 
engage with someone who has been 
diagnosed,  even  when  they  no 
longer  speak  or  respond  to  other 
people’s  words.  It  can  change 
someone’s mood and help the per-
son connect with the people around 
them. But put simply: it just makes 
so  much sense.  People  respond to 
music from an early age, before any 
words or language have the chance 
to develop. So, if you continue this 
through  to  the  end  of  life,  when 
these skills once again do not exist, 
you can create what you had creat-
ed before:  joy,  interest  and a con-
nection. 

And  no,  I’m  not  just  saying  this. 
Here’s  the (vague) science.  A ran-
domised  controlled  trial  by  Bruer 
and  Spitznagel  (2007)  assigned 
patients to either music therapy or 
an age appropriate  cook.  A cogni-
tion test,  conducted 3 times a day, 
gave  better  scores  for  those  using 
music  therapy,  especially  for  the 
following morning. And while these 
signs may not always be noticeable, 
it  is  not  hard  to  see  some  visible 
signs:  the  point  when  the  patient 
who  seems  lost  in  their  dementia 
begins  to  tap  their  finger  or  the 
person who has not spoken to their 
closest loved one for months begins 
to mouth the words to some Frank 
Sinatra.
Yet, what comes out of all of this is 
not just for them, it  is for me and 
you  too.  It  is  the  knowledge  that 
you  have  been  able  to  change 
somebody’s day and the knowledge 
that you’ve helped them do some-
thing they wouldn’t usually be able 
to  do.  It  is  the  knowledge  that 
you’ve let their family members see 
another side to them and the knowl-
edge that  it  may have given them 
some hope. But for me most impor-
tantly, it is the knowledge that once 
everything is over and there really 
is nothing more that anyone can do, 
you  have  done  something.  You’ve 
done  something  you  enjoy  doing 
and you have passed that joy on to 
someone  else.  Music  really  can 
shine a light to a place where noth-
ing else can reach.■

For your tomorrow        We offered up our own.

We lay ourselves down                  Under a torn quilt 
of poppies                Across the rift of war.

We let you walk upon our backs          To peace.

We caught the bullets       And shells                       
With our bodies.

A wall of resolve        And flesh and blood.        

The poppies                Wither and die          And grow 
anew.

A living monument           In a ceaseless cycle of 
mourning

But we fade           To no more than                  Empty 
names on cold granite

Do us a final tribute           Stranger, friend; grandson, 
niece.

Remember us.                    Carry that fallen         
torch,             Dropped but not dead.

‘Grey  Morning’
Sophia Smout

'Music can shine light into places 
where nothing else can reach’

You left in a grey morning. 
It’s funny, now,

The bits that I remember so precisely:
How the faint clouds brushed together 

In the damp, smoky air; 
And how the sun hung, palely hovering, 

Against the granite sky. 
You left in a threat of storm clouds

And hail, in rain and thunder, 
In rivulets, chasing their way 
Down steamed-up windows,

Dashed from their paths by the breeze. 
You left in a haze of anger, 

Of tension; of scratchy, aching tears; 
Of both of us; of screaming words we didn’t mean 

Until the air turned blue. 
You left your confusion:

The ravelled string of our lives
Which had snapped and lost its way;

Branching off and out 
Until we couldn’t tell what was and what wasn’t, 

What had and what never had been. 
After you’d gone

I walked back inside and took up a teacup
And held it gently, like you would a child. 

My insides were in its hollow shell. 
Its one wide eye was yours, empty now

Of life or colour or resemblance
To who you were. 

You left your absence in my life
On that grey morning,

While my pointless tears burnt and blurred into one
And the wind stole your imprint. 

The Power of  Music 

J

n  the  last  day  of  Summer 
Eights,  Oriel’s  first  crew 
walks  away  from  the  river 

exhausted and a little disappointed. A 
couple  of  promising  bumps  in  the 
first  races  were  followed  by  a  few 
uneventful  row-overs,  leaving  them 
the  fourth  boat  on  the  river.  Close 
enough  to  take  the  headship  next 
year, they joke, patting each other on 
the back and passing around the cava 
as they make their way to the cele-
bratory dinner. 
This is 1939, and there won’t be any 
racing next year or for the four years 
after  that.  The  Isis  is  eerily  silent 
every May until 1946, when Oriel’s 
first  eight  comes  back  with  an  all 

new crew and races just as they did 
before  the  war.  We finished second 
on the river, unable to steal the head-
ship from Trinity.
On the walls of the boathouse, there 
are  charts  of  colour-coded  lines 
showing the progress of all the men’s 
racing  in  Torpids  and  Summer 
Eights.  While  stretching,  I  noticed 
that one of the charts was missing a 
column. In 1914, Oriel’s grey striped 
line  finishes  seventh  on  the  river, 
having bumped up an impressive five 
places; then the chart reads, in care-
fully drawn block capitals, ‘1915 TO 
1919  NO  RACING  OWING  TO 
WAR.’ 
It was the full stop that I noticed. It 
conveyed  an  appropriate  sense  of 
finality,  but  also  a  matter-of-fact 
tenacity. For five years the Isis was 
quiet  when  it  should  have  echoed 
with  the  cheers  of  inebriated  stu-
dents,  but  in  May  1920  everyone 
picked up where they left off. Mag-
dalen  took  headship  from  fourth, 
Oriel  climbed  into  fifth  and  Univ, 

who had been head of the river pre-
viously,  took Oriel’s  former spot  in 
seventh. There can’t have been more 
than a couple of men there from the 
last time they raced, but Oxford Uni-
versity  wouldn’t  let  something  like 
the First World War change the rank-
ings for Summer Eights. There was a 
gap, and then they resumed.
Before All Soul’s Mass, I was scan-
ning the list of organ scholars. Some 
of  the  names  are  brilliantly  stereo-
typical:  in  1965,  David  Michael 
Cochrane  Elsworth  Steen  takes  up 
the whole width of the list. There are 
38 names in total, beginning in 1924, 
two  of  them  female  (shout  out  to 
Philippa Catherine Gower, 2002, and 
Tiffany  Vong,  2011).  The  organ 
scholars’ list doesn’t announce it like 
the  bumps  chart  does,  but  James 
Patrick Gerald Wise becomes organ 
scholar in 1939 and isn’t succeeded 
until  Donald James Reid in 1948. I 
doubt James served in the chapel for 
eight years. The organ looks out over 
the chapel, and for years it regularly 
stood silent.

I  don’t have a grand point to make 
here, but these little echoes of terri-
ble  calamity  have  struck  me.  One 
year  cocky  rowers  competed  for 
headship,  the  next  the  same  men 
were losing their lives. In the regular 
cycle of scholars,  James had no re-
placement; the man who might have 
taken his place was called away to a 
different  kind  of  service.  Their  ab-
sence left a gap, as the trusty tread-
mill of tradition stopped still.
I have always found it difficult, when 
Remembrance  Sunday  and  other 
such  events  come  around,  to  com-
prehend not only the scale of those 
two almighty Wars but the reality of 
them. The horrors of a battlefield, an 
air raid or a gas chamber are wholly 
alien to me. But I can grasp the gaps 
in a bumps chart or in a list of schol-
ars, and maybe grasp a little of what 
that silence means.■

e have little left to remem-
ber of this city of aquatint. 
Its  morning  mists,  grey 

springtime,  the  rare  summer’s  day, 
fleeting  like  a  lovebird’s  escape  be-
tween hedgerows;  wafts  of  pheasant 
roasting over her gables and cupolas, 
through cloister and quadrangle, car-
ried  to  the  dreaming  student  on  a 
weightless  breeze to  displace smells 
of  timeworn  parchment.  Aphrodite, 
what I would give to have you enact 
on my mind those charms that excited 
Pygmalion’s  statue  to  come,  breath-
ing, into this realm; for, alas, the loss 
of that world is close to completion.
Yesterday  evening  I  passed  through 
second  quad.  I  happened  upon  the 
frightful proceeding which follows. A 
gaggle of students chanced to appear 
simultaneously.  They  troubled  the 
grass by falling – many of them face-
first  –  from  the  pathway  into  the 
lawn.  Thus  positioned,  they  writhed 
and contorted – cackling and screech-
ing – whilst  their  colleagues looked 
on with similar signals of amusement. 

I dared not call to them, or motion by 
some means the gravity of their mis-
demeanours,  fearing  the  conse-
quences  such excitation might  exact 
upon  my  person.  Their  forms  were 
imprinted on the grass the next morn-
ing.
I urge the powers that be to enact any 
cunning cruelty that can torment them 
much and hold them long. The sancti-
ty of our lawns is the last we cling to 
of the true,  sacred shape of this an-
cient institution. They must learn the 
depth of  their  villainy,  the extent  of 
their  treachery,  the  strength  of  our 
indignation. 
Observance  of  this  convention  or 
running  roughshod  over  tradition  is 
the choice between the expediency of 
society  and  our  forebear’s  pensive 
attitude;  the  sanctimony  of  learning 
and  the  perils  of  drunkenness;  the 
urge  to  reach  Oxford’s  dreaming 
spires  or  cascading  to  inanity  so 
Newman will rise again in anguish.
J. A. F. ■

Amanda Higgin

Gaps
O

Patrick Hegarty-Morrish

Why  People  Should  Not  
Go  on  the  Grass

Josh Cottell Simon Norris

‘Remembrance’

W

Issue #25 - Resolution
Submission deadline: 22/11

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

know peace' - Jimi Hendrix

UPCOMING ISSUES


