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THE POOR PRINT

I find the words in some way different now

To how I left them ? changed, as if one night

A room once known had been rewrought somehow,

Familiar but altered. N o, not quite:

Home stayed as it was left ? and I had changed

By increments and instants, now estranged

From words I know but do not feel are mine,

Some order of which I?m no longer part.

Unnerved, I put a little time apart

To reacquaint myself with every line.

Poems are prisms passing thoughts as light,

Refracting what they cannot hope to see

Preserved. Still, we pursue them that we might

Glimpse once their fullness ere they cease to be.

Joe Lever

On Returning to a Poem 
Wr itten Several Years Ago

A Blue Flowerpot

A stranger lives in the house I grew up in.

I don?t know why I didn?t expect that

But I didn?t.

Just like I didn?t expect them to have

redecorated,

Remodelled,

Removed everything I remembered.

Except a blue flowerpot,

Perched on the windowsill like a patient cat

Waiting for its owner to come home.

I remember my mum asking where did

That damn blue flowerpot ever get to?

And now I know

That it had to stay right there,

On a stranger?s windowsill

In a stranger?s house

To remind me that no matter what changes

Through a misty pane,

There will always be a blue flowerpot.

Samuel Skuse
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A WELCOM E T O T H E COLLEGE

The warmest welcome from The Poor Print team to 
everyone joining Oriel!

We are all students who joined this college just a few 
short years ago. Our aim is to use this paper to show off 
all of the creativity that runs through Oriel's members. 
We know that term can often block your creative outlets 

because you have so much else to think about.
But let The Poor Print be your outlet. Let your pen 
scratch out whatever ideas you would like to share, and 

we will do the rest.

As you can see from our first issue of the year, we 
welcome all sorts of submissions, from everyone in 

college. The paper is open to all members of the JCR, 
MCR, and SCR alike.

Our schedule is fortnightly during term, with a new 
theme for each issue. We hope that this gives you the 
time to mull over some ideas without having to rush. 
Each theme is also just an idea for you to interpret 

however you would like. We will aim to showcase as 
much as we can.

So, send us your pieces as they come! Or send us a 
message if you would like to help behind the scenes!

WH ERE T O FIN D  US

The Poor Print publishes in print, with issues found 
in the JCR and MCR, as well as the lodge, tunnel, 

and hot off the library printers at Sunday brunch!
We are also online. You can find all previous issues at 
thepoorprint.com, where we also publish everything 

that we didn't have space to print.
Finally, you can contact the executive editors at 

thepoorprint@oriel.ox.ac.uk if you have any 
questions at all.

ostponed due to the pandemic from the 
7th to the 31st of October, a new play, 

Into Battle, is to make its first stage appearance at 
the Greenwich Theatre, London. Written by 
Hugh Salmon, Into Battle tells the true story of a 
student feud that took place within Balliol Col-
lege, which was ended by the First World War, 
and which has remained forgotten for now over 
100 years. In part, it is a story of the 'haves' and 
the 'have- nots' against the backdrop of a general 
election that was probably the most diverse in 
British history, and the coming of a world war.

In 1906, eighteen of the fifty- three freshers who 
went up to Balliol came from the same school: 
Eton. ?The Anna? was the nickname for the An-
nandale club formed in 1910 which was made 
up of exclusively Balliol Etonians. (So, it was 
more exclusive than the famous Oxford 
Bullingdon Club, many of whom were Etoni-
ans. Recent members of the Bullingdon in-
cluded Boris Johnson (Eton then Balliol), David 
Cameron (Eton then Brasenose) and George 
Osborne (St Pauls then M agdalen) ? all at differ-
ent colleges of Oxford University.)  M embers of 
'The Anna' had their own meal table and they 
soon became renowned for ritually verbally and 
physically abusing other undergraduates within 
the college who they called ?Plebs?.  One con-
temporary noted ?The Annandale Societies din-
ners would often be followed by ?Waterfalls? in 
which quantities of the colleges crockery would 
be sent cascading down staircases.? On one oc-
casion, rabbits were let loose in a quadrangle to 
then be killed by a bulldog for their amusement. 
On another, they dressed themselves as cavemen 
and went from room to room smashing things 
up and throwing beds out through the 
windows.

The play focuses on Annandale members: the 
Honourable Julian Grenfell (who would be-
come famous for his war poem Into Battle and 
who is commemorated in Poets' Corner in 
Westminster Abbey), his brother the Hon-
ourable Billy Grenfell (who won the top Classi-
cal scholarship at Balliol) and Patrick Shaw 
Stewart (President of the Annandale Club, who 
would also become a renowned poet ? he was 
already famous throughout the University and 
wider society being regarded as one of the 
cleverest of his generation). Whilst their college 
rivals were Keith Rae (who was home educated 
in Liverpool due to his younger brother having 
TB, and founder of the Balliol Boys club which 
funded underprivileged children) and Ronald 
Poulton- Palmer (who became an international 
rugby player and captain in the last international 
before the war - some even regard him as the 
greatest rugby player of all time). This feud 
would divide the entire college.

The Etonians clearly had it in for Rae, insulting 
him and trashing his room, as well as smashing 
his windows, before throwing his belonging 
out. Rae was a Christian, committed to try to 
help the scruffs and poor of Oxford's back 
streets, and he took exception to the thuggish 
behaviour of these Etonians. 

The script for the play was produced after dig-
ging around in family and college archives. It in-
cludes the character of Balliol's Junior Dean and 
Chaplin, the Reverend N eville Talbot (fellow of 
Balliol College 1909- 1920) who found himself 
in the middle of these feuding students. It is 
noted that the Reverend would rather see the 
good in someone rather than the bad.

Julian Grenfell was sent home to his family es-
tate for a term (apparently spending weeks on a 
sofa with a rifle at his side) but the antics of the 
Grenfell brothers went far further than high 
spirits into brutish bullying. On one occasion, a 
member from another college was removed 
from Balliol property by use of a whip. U lti-
mately, following an Annandale Society riot in 
college, Billy was sent down for a year.

Amazingly, Keith Rae and Billy Grenfell joined 
the same military regiment and eventually re-
solved their differences in the trenches before 
going into battle. They were both killed in the 
same battle on the same day in Belgium near to 
Ypres, on the 30th of July 1915. ?Ronnie? 
Poulton- Palmer was killed at Ploegsteert on 5th 
of M ay 1915. Julian Grenfell died in Boulogne 
on 26th of M ay 1915. Patrick Shaw Stewart was 
killed at Cambrai on the 30th of December 
1917, his celebrated poem ?Stand in the trench, 
Achilles? being found on his body and published 
posthumously. So, none of the protagonists sur-
vived the great war.

After Rae?s death, his father (a stockbroker and 
banker) formed a new financial trust, aware of 
his son's commitment to the underprivileged. 
The endowment is known as the Keith Rae 
trust and it still survives today, supporting youth 
clubs and other charitable organisations with 
two Balliol Fellows among its trustees.

The Annandale Club was closed down in the 
1930s by the M aster at Balliol, Sandie Linsay. 
Evelyn Waugh later described the club's mem-
bers of privileged Etonians as ?arrogant, rowdy 
and exclusive, but...were not mere sprigs of 
fashion. They were prize- winners, both athletic 
and academic... All of them loved poetry, and 
many wrote it. Several had outstanding good 
looks.??

M . Davies (College Por ter )

Returning To Battles Past

P

Into Battle, written by Hugh Salmon and directed by Ellie Jones,
is showing in the Greenwich Theatre from 8 October to 31 October.
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Long drive home. Roads blur into hours. 

I pull over twice for coffee but I?m not really 
tired, just bored. Roads blur into hours. I said 
that already. 

A name comes sharply into focus on an ap-
proaching road sign. A warmly smiling face in 
the crowd, the only face that makes any sense. 
That was home, long ago. M y indicator is flash-
ing now. Did I do that?

N arrow lanes alleviate pressure. It rises from me 
like a giant plucked from the clouds. Each over-
lapping arm of green that reaches into the road 
and tenderly brushes the window seems to wave. 
Hello again, old friend. Did you lose your way?

The mouth of the final turn opens wide in my 
mind long before the road. An estuary greeting 
the lapping ocean. Rural homes ebb into view. 
Preserved ruins of my childhood, now restored. 
Years have passed, and not a day.

M y car floats through the memory. I see the old 
couple who ran the flower stall, long since 
passed. Their stall, driftwood on the tide. The 
post office lady, the butcher, the postman, the 
drunk at the bus stop. One by one, they all 
drifted off too. Take a right.

R ight again. There.

The cottage looks over the graveyard. Welcome 
home, it seems to say.

The cottage looks the same, save for a strange 
car parked in the driveway. I resent it for deny-
ing me the shameful satisfaction of pulling my 
own car into the drive, the same way my dad 
had pulled his in every day after picking me up 
from school. The strange car jeers at me, amused 
by my petty mind. You are not nearly the man 
he is, it gasses. Textbook M ercedes 
obnoxiousness.

A small slate tile perches against a low wall, with 
the house name painted upon its face. M y dad 
made it when we first moved in. All the owners 
since had kept it there, perhaps only I could see 
it. It sat, patiently, from day to night, night to 
day. Wind. Rain. Waiting for me to come 
home. The paint is still wet.

The street is quiet and still. The last house on 
the left is up for sale, or so the sign tells me. A 
girl had lived there who would laugh at me and 
occasionally throw stones whilst I did my paper 
round. In brutal retaliation, I fell hopelessly in 
love with her.

Clinging to the dusty road lies the graveyard, 
and the small chapel beyond. This had been the 
view from my bedroom window. I still recog-
nised the names on the nearest gravestones. 
N ew names may be laid to rest, but the old ones 
never leave. They are constant, unchanging, reli-
able. The unknown frightens me, but the grave-
yard never did. 

I can hear my dog barking. I wonder if they 
know he is buried under the patio.

Doorbell chime like a burning choir. The new 
owner is a squat, greying woman with a smile 
wider than her face and bright pearls for eyes. 
She invites me into my house.

The hallway is an echo of the old one, familiar 
shapes like a half- remembered dream. We really 
wanted to make it our own, she says. A pang of 
possessive frailty tugs at my chest. The rooms 
have changed beyond recognition, the walls be-
gin to crumble around me.

Instinctively, I open the door to my old room. 
Inside, a teenage boy is furiously pleasuring 
himself using a yellow marigold glove. He 
screams and attempts an evasive tactical roll off 
and under the bed, the glove flailing like an ex-
otic bird?s plume. The mother of the boy, stood 
in the same spot as me, flings the door shut in 
horror. I decide it may be time to leave.

On the way out, from the living room window I 
can see the damson tree is still in the garden. I 
smile. One summer?s day my little sister had 
climbed the tree and sat on the lowest branch. 
When I went over to her, I saw that she was cov-
ered in ants. An entire nest?s worth festered over 
her face, hair, arms, everywhere, like T V static. 
She just stared at me, vacant and unmoving. N ot 
smiling or frowning. She didn?t fall, she didn?t 
even flinch. I plucked her off the branch and 
called for mum who hosed her down without a 
moment's thought. M y sister laughed and 
danced wildly in the stream while I looked on in 
awe. I asked my sister about it once, but she had 
no memory of it ever happening.

Cut through the park. Follow the crude path 
into the trees. They sway and sigh like they used 
to, or least as close to as they can remember. 
Keep walking until you come to a glimmering 
river of crystal green. It rushes and rants, or 
trickles calmly, depending on whatever such 
things depend on. N estled in the centre of the 
river, like an abandoned world, is Pinball Rock.

I stare at it, somehow taller than I recall. Echoes 
of fevered, excitable cries as we climbed the rock 
and leapt off into the shallow waters. I wade 
across and try to climb it but the mossy mould of 
the peach?s skin prevents my grip. How we 
would climb it all day without falling and break-
ing our necks is a miracle, but danger didn?t re-
ally exist back then, did it?

I stay until dark colours the leaves and my breath 
begins to shroud the apparition of my face.

I leave the place I grew up in, for the second 
time. The gates creak closed behind me, and 
over the rusted frame grows twisted, distorted 
undergrowth so thick and high that it is con-
cealed beyond recognition. It all somehow looks 
more beautiful than it did before. As it fades out 
of view, I wonder if I will ever find it again. 
Long drive home.?

Samuel Skuse

The Cottage Looked Over  
The Graveyard

I.

II.

III.

IV.

V.

good to be back

turn off the george and there he is,

that clumsy git with his smiling gob,

and i can?t help mirror my smile to his,

..

the satellite arms of that doughnut duffer,

come on mate, don?t be a knob,

i bury my hug in his pembroke puffer,

and a textless, snapless, three-month vac

melts away. a two-tick job.

and i've received my old friend back.

Siddiq Islam

A New Uniform
for  the Year

M y adventure began with wet October days. A 
cap and gown in hand, walking around in a 
daze.

What was I to do at this new place, with all its 
masses of tradition? After years of hard work, the 
result of unhealthy ambition?

But no, this was mine, to take, to make my 
own. Off I went, skating round, M y confidence 
had grown.

And then came the clouds, of finals in my room. 
All remote, all enclosed, getting quite tired of all 
the Zoom.

But finally, we are back! A new uniform this 
time. N o worry, no intimidation. Oxford, you 
are mine.

M onim Wains

eary McBearface, treasured Oriel mascot and 
JCR staple, is here to help you with your 

troubles. In this column, Beary will attempt to find 
solutions to your little college worries; trust him, he's 

seen it all. All you need to do is email 
thepoorprint@oriel.ox.ac.uk with the subject line ?Dear 

Beary?, and if you're lucky your problem will be solved 
in our next issue.

Of course, if you'd like to remain anonymous ? and 

Beary encourages naming no names, we don't want any 
beef here ? just drop a note with your Beary concern to 
one of the editors' pidges. And please do, Beary needs a 

hobby in his twilight years.

[If you're really struggling, or if your problem contains 

sensitive information, be aware that Beary has received 
no formal Welfare training; please message Aidan 

Robertson and Harriet Tubb, our beloved Welfare 
Officers, or the peer supporters, for more information, or 

get in touch with the Welfare Deans or the College 
Nurse.]

1) D ear Beary, I  went to Freshers? Fair and 

signed up to too m any things. What now? 

Firstly, well done, it sounds like you had a good 
time!

As a fresher, things might seem like too much 
for now. I have often been sat on in the JCR by 

new students getting used to the sudden change 
of schedule. You can find your balance.

The clubs will have taster sessions this term. Go 
to a few if you like, and send the rest to spam. 

But it is good that you are exploring new things! 
You never know what you might enjoy!

2) D ear Beary, what 's a peer suppor ter?

Good question! Peer supporters are volunteer 

students, with training from the counselling 
service. They are there to lend you an ear about 

any worries at all. I know it can sometimes be 
hard to reach out to friends, but Peer Supporters 

are happy to give you the time! (And unlike me, 
they?ll talk back as well...)

If it's something more serious, Peer Supporters 
are a great first contact. They can help you know 

your options, or signpost who else to contact. 

?Dear  Beary...?
Beary M cBear face

B
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