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N  THE UK, THERE ARE 2,500 FOOD BAN KS. 
To put this into perspective, there are 

1,374 branches of M cDonald?s, 2,322 branches 
of Subway and 2,181 Greggs outlets. In the wake 
of increasing inflation and worsening energy 
costs, this statistic has never commanded a 
greater sense of urgency. The mark of a food 
bank on the nation marks a larger presence than 
a store that provides its staple foodstuff: the 
sausage roll. It appears that this British staple 
will soon be regarded as a luxury by many, with 
the majority of those reporting to a food bank 
having a monthly income of £50 after housing 
costs with some barely breaking even. Accord-
ing to the Rowntree Foundation, of the poorest 
fifth of UK households, just over a third have re-
ported having liquid savings of £250, savings 
which will prove crucial as fuel costs increase. 
To express the urgency of this statistic, in 2019 ? 
a year that saw the economic demands of the 
pandemic ? one million households reported 
destitution, a 35- per- cent rise on 2017. I fear to 
see the level of destitution future statistics will 
reflect in the light of the cost-of- living crisis.

There are many in Oxford who may have expe-
rienced the impact suggested by these statistics 
first- hand, whether it be themselves, a friend or 
a family member. However, whilst wandering 
round Christ Church M eadow or rotting in the 
Gladstone Link, it may be easy to remain blind 
to the true impact of this current economic cri-
sis. Financial instability does not just attack a 

person?s wallet, it is a disease that appears in the 
afflicted in a very physical form. It attacks the 
body ? 75 per cent of those who have visited 
food banks have reported at least one health is-
sue. It attacks the mind ? 54 per cent of all food 
bank users reported a mental health problem, 
and with a Rowntree Foundation report finding 
half of those in the poorest fifth describing their 
debt as a burden, we can only imagine it to 
crush the soul. Poverty and destitution are as 
much a pandemic as the one we all experienced 
in 2019. Those afflicted often do not display 
their symptoms, they may delay in looking for 
help which is even more reason to act.

Whilst the cure can only be administered by 
forces at the level of government, those unaf-
fected by the crisis can still lessen the effects. 
The greatest way you can help is by donating 
leftover non- perishable goods you have from 
cooking or buying an extra tin or packet with 
the intention of donating with your shopping. 
Or you could donate money to local UK- based 
charities that deal with poverty. It is a shame we 
must do this in a country that remains the sixth-
largest economy in the world, yet we cannot just 
sit and comment on the state of the United 
K ingdom. 

We must act. ?

THE POOR PRINT
A Lack of Canned Laughter  
in the L ight of Har rowing 
Food-Bank Statistics
Ben Nolan (JCR Class Officer )

I

limbs and flower stems seem oddly similar,

branching and stretching and aching in their 
own ways;

growing pains, a reminder of maturing.

my legs are slowly giving way.

i am 11,

i am 15.

 

i have stopped growing now,

the legs say,

you are stuck like this.

 

the wind changed.

a gust could whisk petals away,

start a new bed.

 

but my limbs cling on for dear life,

to the bones and the broken floors,

the craters of my steps.

 

i am unchangeable,
they say.

i am all you?ve got,
they scream.

 

a daisy stem is easy to snap,
make into a crown.

my body does not go so willingly,
and it does not forget. 

 
?  permanence

S. Hardaker

Permanence
A Tor toise?s Revenge
Becky Collett

Astral  by Claudia Hutuleac

N CE UPON  A TIM E, IN  A LAN D FAR, FAR AWAY, 
there lived a boy named Alex. Alex was 19 

years old, and an avid rower, belonging to the 
notoriously rowing- obsessed Oxford college ? 
Oriel. And because he was the men?s rowing 
captain, both he and the women?s captain were 
entitled to a large and grandiose room adorned 
top to bottom with blades from bygone glories 
and old wooden boats that had once sliced 
through the murky waters of the Isis to victory. 
In addition to these, was a rather peculiar feature 
specifically of Alex?s room: this was the carcass 
of a large tortoise. Alex had recalled that moving 
in, he had found the presence of this tortoise a 
bit odd, but had just put it down as it being one 
of those ?weird Oxford things?. And all was well. 
For a while ...

One morning, Alex had just come back into his 
room after a gruelling 5am outing to find that 
the tortoise carcass which had previously sat 
dead centre atop the Hardy Norseman ? one of 
the wooden boats hung up in his room ? had 
seemingly shifted at least three or four inches to-
wards the bow. Alex blinked, unsure of what he 
was seeing. But, exhausted and craving some 
hash browns at hall breakfast, he disregarded the 
matter, and went about his day as if nothing had 
happened. A few days passed and the carcass 
stayed put, its hollowed eye sockets perpetually 
staring into the expanse of the room. 

And then, one evening, as Alex stumbled back 
into his room after a H alloween bop, he looked 
up to find that the carcass was missing. H is 
stomach dropped. ?It must have fallen off the 
boat?, he thought. Some great earthquake or 
temporary lapse in gravity might have been re-
quired, but it couldn?t have just ... moved by it-
self. It was a carcass, after all. Alex sank to his 
hands and knees, scrambling around on the floor 
in search of pieces of shell. But he found nothing 
but old scraps of medical tape used by rowers to 
cover the blisters inflicted on them by their 
blade handles. Alex put himself to bed, too tired 
to search any longer.

The next morning, he woke up to an agitated 
knocking on his door. It was Amelia ? the 
women?s captain. She was holding her cream-

coloured rowing blazer. All over it were tiny bite 
marks, as if a rat had found the blazer and rather 
taken to the taste of the wine residue left on its 
lapels. They both deliberated, and decided that 
Oriel must have a rat problem.

But, if this was the case, then the rats were on 
the move ... in the next three days, another three 
rowers returned to their rooms to find their 
blazers bitten up. But, peculiarly, none of their 
other clothing had been targeted. And the prob-
lem worsened and worsened until all of the row-
ers? blazers but Alex?s had been attacked. 

On All H allows? Eve, it was a clear night. There 
was no breeze and the air cold and still. Stars 
twinkled above the dreaming spires of Oxford?s 
cityscape and a full moon glared brilliantly in the 
night sky. Alex was fast asleep, tired out from a 
day spent in the Oriel library, when he was 
awoken by a quiet scuttling coming from under 
his bed. Alex sat straight up in his bed. If it were 
a rat, he didn?t want it anywhere near his bare 
toes. But the scuttling continued, getting louder 
and more aggressive by the second. Soon, it was 
a cacophonous chaos of incessant scratching and 
scraping. Alex couldn?t bear it any longer. He 
reached his hand under the bed in a desperate at-
tempt to make the noise stop. Ow! He lifted his 
hand. A trickle of crimson blood slithered 
down. Something?s claw had swiped him. Terri-
fied, he ran to Anton?s room to spend the night 
with him. 

The morning after ?the incident?, Alex and An-
ton tentatively returned to Alex?s room. But 
nothing was out of the ordinary. In the fresh 
light of day, everything was just where it should 
be. Other than the tortoise, which was now back 
in its rightful place, its hollowed eye sockets star-
ing at the two boys, its tiny mouth curled up in 
a smile. 

THE EN D.

P.S.: College records describe, years after Alex gradu-
ated, how the tortoise in his room had been savagely 
torn apart by rats in Oriel?s wine cellar in the 1930s. 
To this day, the inhabitants of this room report strange 
scratches and bites on their hands and feet, and unusual 
holes appearing in their coveted rowing blazers. ?

O

that thing I had planned to do

was probably not that great of an idea

anyways.

Silly concoctions of the mind

break away,

biscuit crumbs soaking

in the Earl Grey of common sense.

?Swap unrealities

for sturdy, long-term investments?, they tell me.

?Just like crypto!?

On second thoughts, maybe not ...

And on third thoughts, swim in it.

Drown and laugh in the stupidity of my intentions.

Everything I do was that great of an idea

anyways.

Siddiq Islam

On Second 
Thoughts,



THEPOORPRINT.COM ISSUE 83 | REFLECTION SUNDAY, 13 NOVEMBER 2022

Here?s a summary of sports fixtures involving Oriel 
teams that took place in the following weeks of term:

3rd Week

4th Week

ELLO THERE! MY NAME?S BEARY, ONE OF 
the giant teddy bears who hang out in the 

JCR ? I?m the brown one; my purple counterpart is  
John Henry. As The Poor Print?s self- anointed 
agony aunt, I?m here to help you with any troubles 
you?re facing. Please send me your college (or general) 
worries, and I?ll help you find a solution. To submit a 
question, just email thepoorprint@oriel.ox.ac.uk 
with ?Dear Beary? in the subject line.

Of course, if you?d prefer to remain anonymous ? and 
I encourage naming no names; we don?t want any beef 
here ? just drop a note with your concern for me in one 
of the editors? pidges in the Porter?s Lodge (names are 
available below). And please do: I need a nice hobby in 
my twilight years!

Please do remember that old Beary here has had no for-
mal welfare training, so if you have a more serious issue 
to raise, please reach out to our beloved JCR Welfare 
Officers (Rose Hickman and Tom Szwarcer) and 
MCR Welfare Secretary (Gabe Calvo), or get in 
touch with the Peer Supporters, the Welfare Deans 
(Marta Bielinska and Dan Brennan), the Chaplain 
(Rob Wainwright), or the College Nurse.

And now, for the matter at hand:

1. D ear Beary, m y fr iends are spending the 
entire t im e exploring new drugs to try, but 
I?d rather just leave and do som e topology. 
What should I  do?

A true mathematician?s dilemma.

Remember to put your values before the values 
of your friends. Sometimes your friends will 
want to do things that don?t fit in with your 
ideals, especially when it comes to things like 
drugs and alcohol.

If you find yourself persistently in this position, 
or if your friends are all too often disrespectful 
of your dispositions, then are they really your 
friends? Sometimes other things are more im-
portant than clinging to toxic people ...

2. D ear Beary, I?m  not sure whether m y 
m ilk has gone off. Should I  throw it  away, 
or should I  down it  now before it?s too late?

We all have those moments: it?s yellowing, 
slightly congealed and emitting a strong milky 
aroma which pervades the entire refrigerator.

M y motto: if it?s yummy, it belongs in the 
tummy! I always tend to find milk the tastiest 
when it?s sliiiightly past the due date anyway 
*wink* .

3. D ear Beary, you are a t im e traveller, and 
at som e point in the past, a runaway trolley 
is heading to ki l l  five people. I f you pull the 
lever next to you, the trolley wil l steer away 
from  them  and run over one person in-
stead, but this person is your grandm other, 
who hasn?t given bir th to your m other yet. 
What happens if you pull the lever?

I?ll be real with you guys. It?s almost 3 a.m., I 
have an essay due in twelve hours that I haven?t 
started reading for yet (I study Beary-
M cBearyology), and I am, quite frankly, SICk 
and tiRED of your trolley problems.

Third issue in a row? I can?t keep doing this. I?m 
too tired and sleep- deprived to answer the 
philosophical mysteries of a trolley problem 
crossed with a grandmother problem to any sat-
isfactory degree.

I know this is unprofessional of me, but Beary 
calls it quits on this one ... If any one of you so 
much as DARES to send a trolley problem next 
week, I will permanently decease.

I have a couple more lines of this column to fill so 
I will end on a happier note: have a nice week :) ?

T H E POOR PRI NT  T EAM
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Siddiq Islam
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David Akanji

Carolina Cortés Vilaplana
Samantha H ardaker

?Dear  
Beary ...?
Beary M cBear face

H

Many thanks for all your amazing contributions so far.
We?ve very much enjoyed reading them, and we hope 

you have as well ? please keep them coming!

Here is the final Poor Print issue for the term:

I ssue 84 ? BRAIN S
Submissions by 20 N ovember (Sunday, 7th week)

As always, this theme is just meant as a suggestion:
feel free to interpret it however you like,

or ignore it entirely if you wish.

If you?d like to contribute, you can
submit your piece using our online form

(find it under ?Send a submission!? on our website),
or to thepoorprint@oriel.ox.ac.uk by email.
Feel free to reach out with any questions, too.

Any member of college can contribute ? we want the 
paper to be as representative of Oriel as possible.

As you can see from the pieces in this issue, we accept 
contributions in all kinds of formats and genres.

We look forward to your submissions!

PROVOST ?S TALK

In this next instalment of Oriel?s occasional 
guest-speaker series, the first of this academic year, 
Neil, Lord Mendoza, will be talking to Orielensis
Johnnie Boden (1980, PPE), who founded the 
British clothing brand Boden in 1991, on the topic 

?Ten Things I Wish I?d Known When at Oxford?.

The talk will take place on 22 Novem ber
(Tuesday, 7th week) from 17:45 to 18:30

in the H arris Lecture Theatre. Admission is free, 
but places can be booked via the College website.

UPCOM IN G ISSUE

   ICK,

You?re holding the gun against me so gently. 
Ironic, since there?s already an arrow lodged 
deep within my chest. Your smouldering gaze 
holds me frozen in place and my heart skips a 
beat. I knew you would come for me.

?Everyone thinks they know my story?, you say. 
But they?ve only heard stories; they?ve never 
seen the cape, the pistols, the eyeliner. N ot like 
this. N ot up close. M y breath catches. 

?I?m no Prince Charming?, you warn, but your 
voice breaks slightly. I love it when all you talk 
about is yourself. I don?t even remember asking 
but somehow you read my mind. 

You whisper in my ear, demanding my money 
on pain of death. M y toes curl. The tension is 
killing me. The thing is, I did think I knew your 
story. After all, this is not our first encounter. 
You have stolen from me before, and you have 

been stealing every day since, every moment that 
you impose yourself on my mind without hav-
ing the decency to pay even a lick of rent. We 
have been sharing this house, you and I, for 
months now, but I am the one being swindled 
out of my own senses. Is that why I am so un-
afraid, with your eyes surveying my jewels, my 
gown, my purse? M y heart, my soul, my mind 
have already been robbed. Anything more you 
take from me can only be superficial, mere trin-
kets to adorn the beating organ you hold in your 
gloved hands.

[The temperature in the carriage increases]

I thought I could change you, thought that even-
tually you would tire of daylight robbery and 
turn your attentions to nighttime revelry. I had 
dreams of us escaping to Yorkshire, you could 
change your name, give up the cape ? save for 
the bedroom ? and be my romantic hero. But 
here we are, surrounded by strangers and instead 
of baring your soul to me, you?re pointing your 

pistol at me. How is it that you can stare at me 
so blankly, so coldly from under that jauntily-
angled hat? Did you miss our relationship arc? 
All those pre- rehearsed conversations and per-
fectly planned rendezvous. Was I wrong in inter-
preting it as a proclamation of your love when 
you shot those two men dead? Did you not rob 
those other travelers at gunpoint to fund our 
honeymoon? 

?You recognised my handwriting?, you hiss. The 
accusation hangs in the air. Why are you looking 
at me with such venom? Recognise your hand-
writing? I didn?t know you could write. I want 
to apologise, to ask what?s going on, to give you 
the opportunity to explain everything.

You lean in closer, press the gun harder against 
me.

[The sexual tension reaches a crescendo]

I gasp for breath, close my eyes. I wonder where 
your eyeliner is fro?  ?

y/n

Daylight Robbery
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Reflection on Things Past
Jer r ic Chong

Event Versus Result POT M

Ice H ockey 
Wednesday
ALTS, Oriel

M ixed 
team

5?0, 
Oriel

N ick 
Ho

N etball
Division 1 
League M atch

Keble 11?10, 
Oriel

M ya 
Onyett

N etball
Division 2 
League M atch

LM H 16?6, 
Oriel

Eva 
Hogan

Rugby
Cuppers 
(RD2), 1XV

Peter?s 32?5,
Peter?s

Owen 
K linsky

N etball
Division 1 
League M atch

Queen?s 25?0, 
Oriel

M ya 
Onyett

Event Versus Result

N etball
Division 1 
League M atch

St John?s A 20?15, Oriel

N etball
Division 2 
League M atch

Worcester A 12?6, Oriel

Squash
Oriel 1 
League M atch

Lincoln 1 4?0, Oriel

OR I EL SPORT S BULLET IN
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