
For many Oxfrd students, athe 
stress of their degree does 
not end with the end of term. 
Instead, academic pressure 

is replaced by a nightmarish rush to 
pack up and stuff every single one of 
their possessions into boxes, suitcases 
and ‘’whatever containers one can get 
their hands on.’’ 

Of the 31 undergraduate colleges 
that responded to Cherwell’s FOIs, 
30 had some sort of designated 
storage scheme, while one college 
did not offer any storage. However, 
this seeming uniformity masks the 
fact that vacation storage policies 
can vary significantly between 
colleges. Some colleges claim to offer 
“unlimited storage” while others 
impose strict limits and only accept 
certain containers. 

While inadequate storage 
provisions tend to affect international 
students and those with access 
requirements the most, it seems that 
dissatisfaction is more widespread. 
In a Cherwell  Instagram poll with 
300 respondents, 64% answered that 
they were unsatisfied with vacation 
storage. 

Furthermore, while 56% of people 
voted that colleges delivered on 
promised vacation storage, one 
survey respondent pointed out that 
“technically, our college does deliver 
on promises - it’s just that they don’t 
promise enough.”

Storage for International students
Unsurprisingly, international 

students were shown to receive 
significant priority in storage. Out of 

A group of 21 UK univer-
sities stated, in a joint 
statement released on 
15 February, that they 

would cut ties with their financial 
providers unless they stopped fi-
nancing new fossil fuel projects. 
The University of Cambridge is 
leading the coalition, which in-
cludes the University of Oxford; 
collectively, they manage over £5 
billion.  Some of the other uni-
versities taking part include Ed-
inburgh, Leeds, St. Andrews, Uni-
versity College London (UCL), 
and the London School of Eco-
nomics (LSE). This is the most 
substantial financial move British 
universities have made to date in 
the fight for green financing.

Continued on Page 4

Emotional baggage: the plight of vacation storage
colleges claim.

 One international student praised 
the size and relatively close location 
of their college’s storage space but 
remarked that they feel the college 
no longer prioritises international 
students as they promise in the 
student handbook. They shared that 
many students have struggled as the 

Ellie Yau reports.

Oxford threat-
ens disaffiliation 
from institu-
tions financing 
fossil fuels
Roy Shinar Cohen reports.

the 30 colleges that offer storage, 18 
of them only offer it to international 
students, while the remaining 12 give 
them priority. However, this privilege 
doesn’t mean that international 
students consistently have enough 
space for all their items, or feel that 
the extra need of international 
students is respected as much as 

Student Welfare and Support Service data show increase in reported sexual assault

The Student Welfare and Support 
Service (SWSS) published its 
annual reports for 2022-2023 

on 19 February, 2024. The report in-

cludes assessments of Counselling, 
Disability Advisory, Sexual Harass-
ment and Violence Support, and Peer 
Support services. The SWSS provides 
welfare services to Oxford students 
and works with the colleges’ welfare 

teams as well as student volunteers. 
Their services include counselling as 
well as the  provision of support, ad-
vice, and training.

The 2022-2023 Counselling Service 
report details that 3228 students, or 

12.4% of the Oxford student body, re-
ceived SWSS counselling (a decrease of 
1.4% from the previous year). A third 
of the students seeking counselling 
met a professional within five work-
ing days and eight out of ten students 

Roy Shinar Cohen reports.
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secured a meeting within 15 working 
days. The largest issue students dealt 
with was anxiety (31.1% of reports), 
followed by depression (17.5%) and 
identity (10.8%) respectively. 

Continued on Page 3

spaces fill up very quickly, and often 
it’s very difficult to fit everything in, 
which can become very distressing 
especially when it is the only way for 
some students to keep items given 
flight baggage weight restrictions. 
Another international student told 
Cherwell that they “shared panic 
attacks last term”, citing that “if we 

don’t get storage, we don’t have a 
plan B.”

Limiting storage to just 
international students, however, can 
cause its own issues. A student at 
a college that doesn’t offer storage 
to Home students expressed her 
discontent to Cherwell. 

Continued on Page 5

In conversation with 
comedian David Baddiel 

Image credit: James Morrell and Anuj Mishra



2 | News

What long term issues do you 
think face the Union and how 
would you try to fix them? Long 
Term finances. I already worked on 
this in the past – I created a finance 
investment group to get the Union to 
help shape its finances.

If you could invite any three 
speakers, who would they be? Elon 
Musk. MBS (Mohammed bin Sal-
man). And Greta [Thunberg].

What’s one particular debate you 
would like to see? Something on the 
relationship between the East and the 
West, like ‘This House believes we 
should look to China for leadership.’ 

2. Chris 
Briefly introduce yourself: I’m 

Chris Collins, fourth-year classicist 
at Corpus Christi. 

Tell us about your experience in 
the Union: I’ve had the pleasure of 
doing some of the most fun and also 
some of the most boring jobs. I’m 
Secretary this term and that means 
I’m in charge of fun. You’ve heard 
of Big Pharma. You’ve heard of Big 
Tobacco. I run Big Fun. But I’ve also 
[served as] Returning Officer, so I 
oversaw the disciplinary complaints 
processes. And so I’ve seen the Union 
both at its best but also at its worst.

Highlight a few points from your 
manifesto: I’m delighted to have ar-
ranged and overseen more events, 
invited more speakers, and delivered 
more reforms than any other presi-
dential candidate. This election is the 

first election without social media 
campaigns – and I did that. Because 
I think the culture around our elec-
tions annoys people. [I also want] 
more voices that represent the Union, 
both from an access perspective but 
also simply things like postgraduate 
voices. 

What long term issues do you 
think face the Union and how 
would you try to fix them? The way 
that we govern ourselves. As Return-
ing Officer I’m well-placed to fix 
[our internal processes]. I’m [also] a 
proud member of the access commit-
tee. I think having a bottom-up ap-
proach of actually listening to people 
and communities who feel the Union 
may not be as welcoming to them as 
it should be is the most important 
thing to do. 

If you could invite any three 
speakers, who would they be? We 
think about what members want 
to see, what they want to come to. I 
think more STEM speakers. More 
collaborations with political and cul-
tural societies around Oxford. 

What’s one particular debate you 
would like to see? I’m looking for-
ward to our traditional annual debate 
on ‘This House has no confidence in 
His Majesty’s government.’  

3. Ebrahim
Briefly introduce yourself: I’m 

Ebrahim. A third year law student at 
Teddy Hall. 

Tell us about your experience 

Meet the candidates: Oxford Union town hall

are set to include a rooftop cocktail 
bar with outdoor terrace offering 
city views, a full spa, and an “un-
traditionally British” restaurant, 
that will also be open to non-guests. 
Rooms at The Store will start at 
£285 a night. 

Formerly the city’s oldest de-
partment store, Boswells of Oxford, 
had to close in 2020 after nearly 300 
years of operation since its estab-
lishment in 1738. Its renovation into 
a modern hotel has been following 
the trend of the gentrification of 
city-centre businesses that failed 

Joel Jackson Buckley reports.

Oxford colleges hold 
Pancake Races 

Every year, Shrove Tues-
day sees several Oxford 

colleges partake in the tra-
dition of Pancake races. 
Colleges that are known 
for holding this event in-
clude Oriel and Hertford. 
Hertford’s website advises 
students on which type of 
pan is suitable: “woks offer 
a substantial aerodynamic 
disadvantage in this sport.” 

The regulations for this 
“sport” were even codified 
by Principal Richard New-
ton in 1720, which stipulat-
ed that betting, tripping and 
throwing the pancake into 
the face of one’s opponent 
was forbidden.

New boutique hotel set to open on Broad Street
during lockdown. Some Oxford 
locals were upset with the change – 
speaking to Cherwell one local stat-
ed: “It’s sad because Boswells was 
independent and family run – and 
a great shop”. 

Nevertheless, some have argued 
that The Store will be a welcome 
addition to Oxford. Most four and 
five-star hotels sit on the city out-
skirts, with expensive exceptions, 
such as The Randolph. The decora-
tion of the hotel will also pay hom-
age to its roots: art and pictures of 
the department will be a key theme 

Football match 
abandoned after 
“mass brawl” breaks 
out in 97th minute

A local football match was 
abandoned after a mass 

brawl broke out 97 minutes 
in. East Oxford FC was down 
2-1 against Bletchingdon FC 
when the violence occurred.  
Both teams are in Division 
Two of the Oxfordshire Sen-
ior League, and are now co-
operating with the Oxford-
shire FA to get down to the 
bottom of the incident. No 
police were required to quell 
the brawl.  

Oxford and 
Cambridge rowing 
twins to face off in 
Boat Race for first 
time

Twin sisters, Catherine 
and Gemma King, 24, are 

set to compete against each 
other in the 2024 Boat Race. 
The pair have been rowing 
on the same team since they 
were 12, but will now com-
pete for the opposite teams. 
Catherine is studying cardi-
ovascular science at Oxford, 
while Gemma studies stem 
cell biology at Cambridge.

within the Union: I’m the librarian 
of the Union. I helped raise 500,000£ 
through the membership drive. I 
served as an officer longer than any 
other candidate. I’ve negotiated more 
deals for the Union. I’ve fought to 
make the Union more accessible. 

Highlight a few points from your 
manifesto: It sounds boring, but 
the first thing is the Rules Reform 
Committee. I think it’s necessary 
in addressing the dissatisfaction of 
members. This will focus on Reform 
of Rule 33 – relating to how elections 
are run. I do hope that members will 
have a lot more trust in our elections.

What long term issues do you 
think face the Union and how 
would you try to fix them? [Access 
and] the access scholarship pro-
gramme. This will be, very simply, a 
programme that will allow the Union 
to award scholarships in the form of a 
membership to people from all walks 
of life. 

If you could invite any three speak-
ers, who would they be? Cillian 
Murphy, Amal Clooney, and Mehdi 
Hasan. 

What’s one particular debate you 
would like to see? Given the current 
events in Gaza, I think the platform 
we have means we have a responsibil-
ity to raise awareness of what is going 
on there. 

Voting will take place on Friday, 1st 
March.

in many rooms and sections of the 
hotel.

There are also questions con-
cerning how the hotel will impact 
the “no traffic” zone on Broad Street 
and its designation as a walking 
street, which has been expanded in 
recent months and is hosting many 
seasonal markets throughout the 
year. Although this has not been 
overtly addressed by The Store, the 
proximity of the hotel to bus sta-
tions and taxi ranks at the end of St 
Giles Street could nevertheless be a 
cause for concern.

An Oxford student told Cherwell: 
“it will be nice to have a new hotel 
that’s very central and actually nice. 
My parents, as visitors, have been 
unhappy with central hotels in the 
past.” However, speaking with The 
Business Times, the general man-
ager, Simon Drake, stated: “it’s not 
just parents of students. There’s a 
huge leisure business.” He presents 
the tourism aspect as a key target of 
the establishment, noting: “So much 
history and heritage will appeal to 
Americans, who so far account for 
the biggest proportion of bookings.” 

With the opening just a few 
months away, it will be during the 
coming Trinity term when we will 
see the impact the establishment 
has on students, locals, and tourists 
that make up the signature popula-
tion of Oxford’s city centre.

Image Credit: Jaggery via Wiki-
media Commons CC-BY-SA-2.0

Cherwell sat down with the 
three candidates hoping to 
become Union President in 
Michaelmas 2025. They dis-

cussed their qualifications, reasons 
for running, and exciting visions for 
the Union’s future. 

1. Israr
Briefly introduce yourself: My 

name is Israr Khan. I’m a third year 
DPhil Law student and I’m currently 
at Regent’s Park College. 

Tell us about your experience 
with the Union: I have been in the 
Union now for quite a few terms and I 
have held multiple offices within that. 
I was on the graduate officer training 
committee and was Chief of Staff. I 
grew up on the borders of Pakistan 
and Afghanistan and I watched the 
Union debates growing up. Spending 
three terms within the Union I real-
ised there’s a lot that can be changed. 
A lot of petty politics instead of long 
term vision and long term inspiration 
for what the Union should be about. 

Highlight a few points from your 
manifesto: To make the Union rele-
vant again. It should be about quality 
rather than quantity of events. I want 
to elevate the discourse that happens 
within the Union. We get some of the 
top speakers coming out and all we 
ask is ‘How’s your life?’. I want to re-
form slates – slate culture eliminates 
access to the Union. And I also want 
to bring more graduate representa-
tion. 

The Store, a new, high-
class modern hotel, is set 
to open in May on Broad 
Street beside Waterstones.  

With construction reaching an end 
– after having blocked the corner of 
Broad Street opposite Balliol Col-
lege for the past few years – details 
of the establishment have finally 
been released. 

The 54,000 square-foot building 
will hold 101 rooms and offer var-
ious luxury experiences. Amenities 
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St Peter’s Boat Club have 
received confirmation that 
they successfully broke 
the World Record for the 

Longest Continuous Row, after 
rowing for 10 consecutive days 
on a single rowing machine. The 
previous record of seven days had 
been set by Hull University Boat 
Club in 2019.

Over 70 people participated, 
handing over the handle of the 
rowing machine without ever let-
ting the flywheel stop spinning. 

Shifts would last between half an 
hour and two hours – some row-
ers, completing multiple shifts, 
rowed up to 12.5 hours over the 
course of the event. Those who 
volunteered, from students to the 
college master Judith Buchanan, 
covered 2,620,927 metres in those 
240 hours. For the rowers reading 
this article, the average split was 
of 2:44.8/500m.

“Graveyard shifts” in the mid-
dle of the night proved to be quite 
different from those in the mid-
dle of the day when the Junior 
Common Room – the erg’s loca-

St Peter’s Boat Club officially breaks world record
Charlotte Dawson reports.

Student Welfare and 
Support Service data 
show increase in 
reported sexual assault 

According to the Sexual Harass-
ment and Violence report, the ser-
vice received referrals from 170 stu-
dents and provided support to 130 
(a slight decrease from the previous 
year). All inquiring students got an 
appointment within two working 
days, and met a specialist casework-
er within 9.5 working days, on aver-
age. Serious sexual crimes (a term 
encompassing rape, sexual violence, 
sexual assault, sexual harassment, 
and stalking) accounted for 
over 70% of the Service’s 
casework: 15% of the 
reports involved 
raped, 17% sexu-
al violence, and 
40% sexual as-
sault.

Furthermore, 
nearly half of the 
reported perpe-
trators involved in 
the cases are uncon-
nected to the Universi-
ty, and 17% of them hap-
pened before the student enrolled at 
Oxford. However, 38% were related 
to the University, and some cases 
even involved staff members (4%). 
In most cases – nearly 60% – victims 
chose not to report their experience 
to the police (a decrease of 10% 
compared to the prior year). How-
ever, 23% of service users considered 
making a formal complaint, and 6% 

continued from front page
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involved the police. Finally, 85% of 
users were females, 54% were un-
dergraduate students, and 65% were 
white – all of which are dispropor-
tionately high numbers compared to 
the general student population.

The University told Cherwell: 
“While Oxford’s figures are in line 
with the wider sector, we are not 
complacent. Oxford takes sexual vi-
olence or harassment extremely seri-
ously and expects all members of the 
University to behave appropriately at 
all times.

“Our annual campaign, ‘Oxford 
Against Sexual Violence’, reflects the 
University’s strong condemnation 
of sexual violence or harassment of 
any kind, and signposts students to 
the dedicated services and support 

available to them, including 
the University’s Sexual 

Harassment and Vio-
lence Support Service 
which provides free, 
confidential support 
and advice.”

Finally, accord-
ing to the Disability 
Advisory Service re-

port, approximately a 
third of the student body 

have a registered disability 
(7350 people). In the past year, 

there has been an increase of 1.2% in 
students who registered a disability, 
and the two most common types of 
disabilities students struggle with are 
mental health conditions and learn-
ing difficulties. More than half of the 
students with registered disabilities 
are female undergraduates.

Image Credit: HarshLight/CC BY 
2.0 via Flickr

Cardiff Rugby 
team ‘Wife Beater’ 
controversy

Cardiff University Psycholo-
gy Rugby Team has alleg-

edly been banned from the SU 
after members dressed as “Wife 
Beaters” during a Valentine’s 
day social.

Players were photographed 
wearing white sleeveless vests 
and drinking Stella Artois; a 
stereotype of men who abuse 
their spouses. When ap-
proached for comment, the 
Rugby club told the Tab that 
“the issue has been dealt with,” 
although the Cardiff SU have 
since confirmed that the inves-
tigation is ongoing.

Sydney University 
students sick from  
infected library water

L ow level traces of legionel-
la bacteria, which causes a 

pneumonia-type illness, was 
found in a Sydney Universi-
ty library, after three people 
who had been in and around 
that area of campus began to 
develop symptoms. The Uni-
versity has begun cleaning all 
cooling towers on campus and 
told students to monitor de-
veloping symptoms of the dis-
ease, especially those who are 
immunocompromised. 

Nearly 3 in 5 of 
Imperial students 
awarded Firsts in 
2021/22

I mperial College London has 
once again emerged as the 

higher education institution 
awarding the highest share 
of first class degrees – 55% of 
students in 2022 received such 
classification. These latest fig-
ures exceed the Russel Group 
average by over 20 percentage 
points.

The rampant grade inflation 
follows Imperial’s decision in 
2021 to provide a “safety net,” 
with all departments guaran-
teeing at least an equal propor-
tion of firsts would be awarded 
following the resumption of 
in-person teaching after the 
pandemic.

tion during the event – filled up. 
Rowers were kept entertained 
as films and music played at all 
times. The challenge even sur-
vived a BOP night, as the erg was 
carefully safeguarded in the cor-
ner of the room.

The former rowing Olympic 
umpire Judith Packer, who had 
started rowing during her stud-
ies at St Peter’s, also hopped on a 
video call to encourage the row-
ers to pursue their efforts. To add 
to the fun, rowers were dared by 
donors to wear funny outfits. No-
table mentions are the morph suit 

and the prison jumpsuit.
The team started a GoFundMe, 

which received 102 donations, 
accounting for a total of £4,345. 
70% of this revenue will go to-
wards the Boat Club, to elevate 
coaching standards and subsidise 
costs for training camps and rac-
es. The remaining 30% will go 
towards St Peter’s College Access 
and Outreach programme, which 
is aimed at encouraging students 
from underrepresented back-
grounds to consider applying to 
Oxford.

Image Credit: Edmund Blok

Oxford City Council is 
relaunching its Some-
where Safe to Stay ser-
vice, which provides 

short-term accommodation for 
people experiencing – or at risk of 
experiencing – rough sleeping. It 
aims to provide shelter for people 
while their needs are assessed to 
link them with the support they 
need. 

Three organisations will coop-
erate to set up the new Somewhere 
Safe to Stay service; Homeless Ox-
fordshire, St Mungo’s and Connec-
tion Support. From April, the cen-
tral assessment hub provided by 
St Mungo’s will be relocated from 
Floyds Row to Homeless Oxford-
shire’s O’Hanlon House. Home-

less Oxfordshire will provide eight 
new rooms in the city centre with 
24-hour staffing for those with 
“high support needs.” Another 15 
rooms will be provided in shared 
housing around Oxford for those 
who need less support. For them, 
help will be provided by St Mun-
go’s and Connection Support.

The Department of Levelling 
Up, Housing and Communities 
(DLUHC) is aiding the scheme 
and is contributing £59,000 to im-
prove infrastructure at O’Hanlon 
House. The closure of the Floyds 
Row homeless shelter in April, 
which Somewhere Safe to Stay is 
replacing, will allow savings of 

£394,000 a year for the council.  
Councillor Linda Smith has 

said: “Our approach to help-
ing people experiencing rough 
sleeping off the streets has not 
changed. Somewhere Safe to Stay 
will continue to offer intensive 
support and a roof over people’s 
heads while we move them into 
more stable housing as quickly as 
possible. Nobody should have to 
sleep rough in Oxfordshire.”

In 2022, according to the Kers-
lake Commission, 27 people were 
experiencing rough sleeping in 
Oxford, up by 13% from 2021. Ac-
cording to the Gatehouse charity, 
the county regularly comes up as 
one of the top five areas in the UK 
for the number of rough sleepers 
as a proportion of the local pop-
ulation. Moreover, around half a 

dozen homeless individuals die on 
the streets every winter in Oxford. 

Floyds Row is being closed as 
DLUHC no longer funds home-
less projects with shared sleeping 
spaces. Floyds Row had opened in 
January 2020 and could initially 
deploy up to 56 beds – more than 
twice as many as the new project. 
During the pandemic, shared 
sleeping spaces made it impossi-
ble for people to practise social 
distancing. To prevent disruption 
to services if a similar event oc-
curred, the DLUHC only supports 
self-contained accommodation. 

Image Credit: Lina Kivaka/CC 
via Pexels

Charlotte Dawson reports.
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Geoffrey Hinton CC, 
FRS, FRSC, a Canadian-
British computer 
scientist and cognitive 

psychologist known as the 
“Godfather of AI,” gave the annual 
Romanes lecture entitled on 19 
February. The lecture was titled 
‘Will Digital Intelligence Replace 
Biological Intelligence?’. 

Hinton made headlines in 
May 2023 when he quit Google 
so he could speak freely about 
the risks of AI. In a New York 
Times interview at the time, he 
said he regretted how advanced 
AI had become and his role in 
that development. He began the 
Romanes lecture by declaring 
it would be a “genuine public 
lecture” that would explain the 
basics of AI, why he thinks it 
“understands,” and the dangers it 
presents.

Hinton, a career academic, led 
two substantial developments 
of AI, first in 1985 and later 
in 2012. This latter research 
allowed the development of Large 
Language Models (LLMs) such 
as ChatGPT. During his lecture, 
Hinton discussed both near-term 
and long-term risks posed by AI. 

According to him, short-term risks 
include deep fakes, substantial job 
losses, large-scale surveillance, 
and autonomous weapons. He 
noted that the United States is 
planning for half of its military to 
be ‘robot soldiers’ by 2030.

Still, for Hinton, the more 
serious risks are existential. 
According to him, “If a digital 
super-intelligence ever wanted 
to take control it is unlikely that 
we could stop it.” In particular, 
he warned that the ability for AI 
to create sub-goals for itself to 
increase its own efficiency would 
inevitably result in a rise in the 
power of AI. 

In the past, Hinton said that 
the best hope against the risks 
AI poses is a combined effort 
by leading scientists to control 
the technology. He also believes 
that countries and companies 
should pause the development 
and promotion of AI until safety 
measures are agreed upon and 
implemented.

The University of Oxford has an 
important role in this endeavour 
through the work of the Institute 
for Ethics in AI and the Future of 
Humanity Institute. 

It was also recently announced 
that the University will share 

in an £80 million investment to 
create one of 9 ‘hubs’ across the 
UK aimed to propel the country 
towards being a global centre 
for AI. The Oxford hub is set to 
explore fundamental questions 
about AI technology such as 
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In recent years, however, some uni-
versities have taken smaller steps 
such as investments aimed at re-
newables.

The universities’ action is an es-
calation in their fight against cli-
mate change. Last year “Make My 
Money Matter” claimed that doz-
ens of UK universities continue 
to work with fossil fuel-funding 
institutions, even though they had 
committed to divesting from fossil 
fuels. The latest development could, 
however, be a first step toward 
aligning their actions with their 
statements. The Financial Times 
quoted Cambridge’s chief financial 
officer, Anthony Odgers, saying 
“We care about people using our 
money [to finance fossil fuels]. We 

An Oxford academic has 
predicted the possibility 
of eradicating malaria in 
the next ten years thanks 

to developments in vaccinations. 
Director of the Jenner Institute, 

Adrian Hill, has recently created 
a £3-a-dose vaccine that has been 
recommended for use by the 
World Health Organisation 
(WHO) and he claims, 
with the adequate fund-
ing, it could end the 
disease. 

Speaking at the 
American Associ-
ation for the Ad-
vancement of 
Science annual 
meeting, Prof Hill 
stated: “Eradica-
tion of malaria 
could be feasible in 
10 years.” His hopes 
are in relation to the 
two vaccines currently 
approved for use, RTS,S 
and the Oxford-devel-
oped R21, both of which 
were approved in the last 
three years.

Previously, hopes have been set 
for the disease to be eradicated by 
2050 –the vaccine development 
and implementation, however, 
drastically changed the prospect. 
Prof Hill stated: “A lot is happen-
ing, it’s really exciting. I’ve been in 
this field for 35 years and it’s never 

been like this before.”
RTS,S was rolled out across 

Cameroon last month in the first 
routine malaria vaccine pro-
gramme. Scientists hope that the 
cheaper R21 vaccine will allow 
for mass in- oculation 

a c r o s s 
the affected nations. The Serum 
Institute of India already has ca-
pacity to produce 100 million R21 
vaccines a year with plans to dou-
ble production by 2025. 

Oxford expert suggests malaria could be 
eradicated within a decade
Emily Henson reports.

Oxford threatens 
disaffiliation from 
institutions financ-
ing fossil fuels
continued from front page

“Godfather of AI” gives lecture on AI and its risks at the Sheldonian Theatre
Roy Shinar Cohen reports. how it can be implemented safely 

and how to improve algorithmic 
efficiency. Alongside the Oxford 
Centre, there will be eight other 
hubs opening at universities 
including Edinburgh, UCL, 
Warwick and Bristol.

The Romanes Lecture is the 
official University annual public 
lecture. The speaker is invited by 
the Vice-Chancellor. The lecture 
was created in 1891, and the 
first lecture was given in 1892 by 
William Gladstone.

The spread of vaccination is de-
pendent on funding. Prof Hill has 
estimated that around $20 million 
would be needed to eradicate ma-
laria in the next four years - over 
five times the current spending. 
However, he is optimistic about the 
results that can be achieved with 
current resources: “Today there 

is $4bn - $5bn a year being 
spent on malaria control 

with relatively old inter-
ventions (bed nets, in-

secticides etc). Using 
the same money 
now with vaccine 
supply will be 
a large step to-
wards malaria 
elimination and 
eradication.”

C u r r e n t -
ly, there are 
around 600,000 
malaria deaths 

a year, primarily 
concentrated in 

Sub-Saharan Afri-
ca. Although plans 

are in place to vacci-
nate around 35 million 

people this year, increas-
ing the scale of inoculation 

is vastly dependent on funding. 
Mary Hamel, an expert in malar-
ia at WHO said: “I do agree abso-
lutely that more commitment and 
funding is needed for us to reach 
the goal of eradication.”

Image Credit: Spencerbdavis via 
Wikimedia Commons CC-BY-4.0 
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want to have a real-world impact” 
since “building new infrastructure 
such as coal and gas-fired plants 
and pipelines locks in demand for 
fossil fuels for decades.”

The universities’ demands align 
with the International Energy 
Agency’s (IEA) plan to lower emis-
sions to net zero by 2050. However, 
an analysis by “Reclaim Finance” 
found that among the top 100 banks 
globally, only the French La Ban-
que Postale would meet the coali-
tion’s demands. Moreover, none of 
the world’s top 100 asset managers 
appear to be meeting the univer-
sities’ demands; it would therefore 
be quite challenging for the univer-
sities to find competent financial 
institutions that meet their require-
ments. The lack of financial institu-
tions meeting the IEA’s guidelines 
could also pose a major hurdle for 
the general implementation of their 
plan for net zero emissions by 2050.

According to a statement by the 
University of Edinburgh, the uni-
versities submitted a Request for 
Proposals (REP), which is a docu-
ment that outlines and describes a 
project and asks for bids from qual-
ified service providers to complete 
it. Financial institutions, including 
banks and asset managers, will have 
until April 8th to respond to the 
REP. The universities will review 
and evaluate these proposals but 
are not required to further engage 
with them. The University of Edin-
burgh emphasised that there is “a 
sector-wide demand for net zero 
aligned banking products. This col-
laborative approach sends a pow-
erful message to banks and asset 
managers and incentivises them to 
prioritise products that support the 
net-zero transition.”

Image Credit: Daniel Stick

As artificial intelligence devel-
ops, it is inevitable that its 
risks will become the centre 

of public debate. None of us want 
to experience generalised unem-
ployment, and we also don’t want to 
inhabit an online world where fraud 
is virtually inescapable. But these 
dangers have always been discussed 
in the future tense. We think it is all 
contingent on one thing: to replace 
us, computers must surely get to 
our level in the first place. Professor 
Hinton’s lecture reminds us of the 
bitter truth: we’re really not as great 
as we think. AI can not only catch 
up to us eventually, but it is closer 
than we ever thought. 

As Professor Hinton mentions, 
some have opted to discredit AI by 
outright denying its intelligence: a 
“glorified auto-complete” that mere-

Alicia Martínez Patiño comments.
Analysis: The Humanity in AI

bols, iden-
tifying the 
“ s e m a n t i c 
features” de-
termining their meaning. AI is, in 
the end, not unlike human children, 
fresh out of the womb and desper-
ately trying to understand the funky 
sounds everyone keeps making at 
them. Humans have always been 
attached to language as what makes 
us special, exploiting it to distinguish 
ourselves from other species with an 
air of superiority. But AI threatens 
to develop these same linguistic ca-
pabilities – and, as Professor Hinton 
ventures to say, perhaps at a higher 
level. Technology not only has the 
potential to compromise our econo-
my and justice, but now also to make 
us question what makes us human 
in the first place. 

ly recognises statistical regularities. 
On this view, AI is simply struggling 
to make sense of what humans have 
already written on any given subject. 
And this seems to be a popular opin-
ion. With the rise of AI art genera-
tors, social media has become full of 
crash-courses on identifying comput-
er-made pieces. From one-too-many 
fingers to freakishly high resolution, 
we are collectively grasping at any-
thing which will allow us to disregard 
AI. But our attempt to ‘catch AI out’ 
only proves that we know it’s got the 
potential to match us.

In any case, our attempts are 
doomed: AI is decidedly not au-
to-complete or pure statistical anal-
ysis. Much like the human brain, 
Professor Hinton argues, AI does not 
simply store patterns of words. It at-
tempts to understand words as sym-



She shared that on occasion, she 
had to “struggle across London 
with all [her] possessions because 
it’s impossible for [her] to be 
picked up in time for when college 
want the room.”  She also told 
Cherwell: “I think colleges need to 
be more considerate about their 
students’ home situations. Not 
all of us have parents who are 
able to drive over to Oxford, pick 
our stuff up and drive back home 
again on a weekend.”

Several colleges which typically 
only offer storage to international 
students, such as Corpus Christi, 
endeavour to support Home 
students by granting special 
approval to students living far 
away. For example, Lincoln 
includes students residing on 
islands off the UK coastline in 
their storage allowances, and 
Corpus Christi allows storage 
for students living 100 or more 
miles away; many colleges also 
have appeal procedures by which 
Home students under exceptional 
circumstances can apply for 
storage.

term, and that while the college 
maintained a partnership with 
an external company, there was 
still a significant amount of stress 
sorting it out – especially since 
they were new to the country. An 
international student from Harris 
Manchester also mentioned that 
in Michaelmas term, the college 
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Cherwell about their experience 
coming back to College on a 
Friday before term and needing to 
wait an entire weekend to retrieve 
their items because they narrowly 
missed the allotted time that their 
accommodation’s storage was 
open. 

St John’s College issued 
a response to these claims: 
‘’Student storage is operated 
by the Accommodation team 
as a whole to ensure resilience 
in service. The College’s new 
Accommodation Manager 
observed the process either side 
of the Christmas vacation and 
will be reviewing how the system 
can be further enhanced for home 
and international students going 
forward.’’

Another issue is the availability 
of storage containers for students. 
Of the colleges providing on-site 
storage, twelve offer containers for 
storage either directly or through 

“There is no easy 
fix to vacation 
storage problems, 
especially with the 
huge variation of 
college-dependent 
factors involved.”

“Not all of us 
have parents who 
are able to drive 
over to Oxford, 
pick our stuff up 
and drive back 
home again on a 
weekend.”

so that students do not have to pay. 
However, one international officer 
told Cherwell that this can often 
be very challenging given budget 
constraints: ‘’Ten plastic boxes for 
£60 is definitely not enough for all 
international students, but it’s all 
my budget can allow for.’’

For colleges with a clearly stated 
policy of discarding items left in 
storage spaces should they fail 
to be removed, the unforgiving 
nature of these policies in the 
face of personal circumstances 
can also prove devastating for 
students. One rusticated student 
told Cherwell that they had left 
items in their storage during 
rustication, only to have all of 
their items thrown out by the time 
they returned. 

Six colleges, including New, 
Worcester and Brasenose, told 
Cherwell their vacation storage 
system is managed by the JCR 

the international officer’s part, 
and I have heard horror stories of 
stress that some of the past officers 
have not been as effective [as our 

Emotional baggage: 
The difficulties of 
vacation storage
continued from front page

rather than by central college 
administration. An international 
student from Corpus Christi, 
which is run under such an 
initiative, told Cherwell that an 
obvious issue in the system was 
how reliant it could be on the 
quality of their JCR international 
officer: ‘’It requires initiative on 

announced last-minute that they 
wanted suitcases to go into storage 
the night before leaving college, 
which caused issues for people 
who could not leave essentials 
such as bedding in storage and 
subsequently faced problems 
with where to leave them over the 
vacation.

Furthermore, the inflexibility of 
storage systems has also proved to 
be a prevalent issue. For example, 

a number of students from St 
John’s College expressed their 
frustrations over the inefficiency 
of their storage system, with only 
one person in charge of opening 
and closing the storage spaces at 
strictly allotted times that are often 
not friendly to students’ respective 
situations. One student told 
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“Students from 
these colleges also 
reported a general 
overall satisfaction 
with the JCR-run 
system.
a JCR-led ordering system; while 
this is generally regarded as very 
helpful, the consequences of this 
system have in certain cases led to 
mixed reactions. In Wadham and 
Lady Margaret Hall, only college-
designated boxes are allowed to be 
stored. While these are provided 
free of charge to students at LMH, 
one Wadham student told Cherwell 
that they had to pay for the paper 
boxes they used, incurring extra 
charges even for international 
students where storage is 
necessary. They further pointed 
out that the boxes provided were 
particularly inconvenient to carry 
up and down staircases compared 
to suitcases or bags. 

In other colleges such as 
Worcester, Corpus Christi and St. 
Hugh’s, particularly where storage 
is only offered to international 
students, the international officer 
budgets for the ordering of boxes 

“A centralised 
university require-
ment for colleges 
to have storage 
allowance policies, 
or ways to assist 
with student stor-
age, could possibly 
alleviate some of 
the burden on stu-
dents.”
current one].’’ However, students 
from these colleges also reported 
a general overall satisfaction with 
the JCR-run system.

Alternatives and solutions
When college provisions are 

inadequate, students aren’t 
hesitant to seek out alternatives. 
Aside from colleges such as New 
and Mansfield which employ 
external companies to deal 
with vacation storage, 16% of 
students reported using external 
companies such as Lovespace, Big 
Yellow and Magenta. 

There is no easy fix to vacation 
storage problems, especially with 
the huge variation of college-
dependent factors involved 
– the biggest issue of which is 
having sufficient space, ideally 
for all students. Perhaps there is 
something to be said about the 
need to relocate items to storage at 
all, even if it makes sense to clear 
colleges to open them up for guest 
residence over vacations. One 
student mentioned that having to 
completely vacate one’s room can 
make it feel ‘’impossible to truly 
settle down and avoid feeling, to 
some extent, that you’re living out 
of your suitcase’’. 

 A centralised university 
requirement for colleges to have 
storage allowance policies, or 
ways to assist with student storage, 
could possibly alleviate some of 
the burden on students. But while 
storage problems persist, there 
will be baggage, psychological 
as well as physical, waiting to be 
picked up by us at the start and 
end of every term.

Image credits: CC0 via Rawpixel

Variations across colleges
Some colleges also open 

up storage for students with 
disabilities and long-term health 
conditions, but storage conditions 
aren’t always ideal for students with 
accessibility needs. One student 
at St Edmund’s Hall reported 
needing to climb up to six flights 
of stairs to store items and pointed 
out how inaccessible this might be 
for students with mobility needs. 
He also noted that some of the 
college’s annexes allowed for 
items to be stored in their room 
over vacations. The student told 
Cherwell that he eventually stored 
items in a friend’s accommodation 
instead as the building had a lift, 
remarking that he’d “rather travel 
horizontally than vertically’’. 

The lack of clarity and 
communication about vacation 
storage provision has also caused 
distress to many students. Keble 
cancelled storage indefinitely, 
leaving students scrambling 
to resort to other methods of 
storing items. One first-year 
international student from 
the college told Cherwell that 
they were only informed about 
this at the start of Michaelmas 
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Violence, fear, and womanhood
Discussing JCR 
SU disaffilition

Womanhood is a 
charged word. In 
many ways, it is 
hopeful: it invokes 

a sense of community and empa-
thy. Womanhood can be brush-
ing your sister’s hair, crying on a 
mother’s shoulder. But it can also 
be something sombre – shared 
experiences can easily go from 
comically bad first kisses to true 
tragedies. Sometimes, our wom-
anhood seems to be a reminder 
that the place we occupy in soci-
ety is invariably painful. However, 
the deeply personal and emotional 
fear tied to living life as a woman 
is rarely a mainstream topic of dis-
cussion. 

Last November, Italian 22-year-
old Guilia Cecchettin disappeared 
with her boyfriend. Two days lat-
er, her body was found covered 
in stab wounds and black bags, 
having been mercilessly murdered 
by her partner. And this is not an 
isolated event: in 2022, 125 wom-
en in Italy were killed intention-
ally by men. In the UK, the num-
bers go down to 81 women killed 
by men in domestic settings. But 
this still means that approximately 
two women were killed every 10 
days by their partner, former part-
ner or male relative. All sides of 
the political spectrum agree that 
these events are devastating, but 
not everyone acknowledges what 
goes deeper: these homicides are 
the inevitable conclusion to a cul-
ture which seems to thrive off the 
subjugation, control, and violence 
towards women. Deterrence is not 
enough: nations could resurrect 

the death penalty and husbands 
would keep on killing their wives 
(and History agrees). 

Violence is everywhere in a 
woman’s life – from blood trick-
ling down freshly shaven legs to 
being followed on the way back 
from Tesco. We have been con-
ditioned to accept some forms of 
this violence as an ordinary part 
of our life (beauty is pain, appar-
ently, so womanhood must also 
be). In other cases, the natural re-
sponse is fear. Many parts of wom-
anhood which I have personally 
bonded over with other women 
are simply a product of fear. I ad-
mit I have felt there is something 
tender in staying on call while 

perience, but outrage-worthy in-
justice. 

When I saw Barbie, I thought it 
was a refreshing portrayal of mi-
sogyny from an emotional per-
spective, emphasising the unique 
experience of womanhood with-
out falling into mere ‘girlboss’ 
mentality. Gloria’s speech accu-
rately depicted the usual pres-
sure to fulfil all different sorts of 
standards of beauty and mother-
hood: “we have to always be ex-
traordinary, but somehow we’re 
always doing it wrong”. But it was 
not a full picture of  the struggle of 
womanhood: it almost suggested 
that the problem was in how high 
the standards were set, calling 
for the production of a ‘normal’ 
Barbie, like the only difficulty in 
being a woman is trying to be ‘ex-
traordinary’. 

Beauty standards may be one 
manifestation of patriarchal gen-
der roles, but sexism goes much 
deeper within our culture. Af-
ter the re-election of the Spanish 
Prime Minister in late 2023, right-
wing protesters gathered in front 
of the headquarters of the Spanish 
Socialist Workers’ Party. They car-
ried naked inflatable dolls repre-
senting the ‘socialist ministers’ and 
proudly called the current gov-
ernment a brothel. Public humil-
iation is a punishment for daring 
to hold power as a woman. This is 
also violence: a warning to stay in 
one’s lane or face the consequenc-
es. Misogyny does not stop at the 
obligation to be skinny or hair-
less. From the seemingly harmless 
need to wear makeup to honour 
killings and corrective rape, any 
form of violence suffered by wom-

Martin and Alfie go head to head, debating whether people apply to Oxford just for the brand

In truth, my task this week was 
made considerably easier by 
Oxford University itself. On 

their page “10 Reasons to Choose 
Oxford” the very first reason given 
is “a world-famous university with 
global influence” – in other words, 
the strength of the Oxford brand.

Despite how renowned Oxford 
is, in plenty of categories, it really 
doesn’t lead other universities by 
much. Surveys consistently show 
that job prospects are the number 
one reason people go to universi-
ty; but, of the twenty best paying 
university courses in the UK, only 
five of them are at Oxford. Increas-
ingly, your field of study matters 
much more to job prospects than 
where you studied it – econom-
i c s students at Not-

t i n g h a m 
University 
earn over 
£ 5 , 0 0 0 
more an-

nually than 
Oxford classi-

cists do five years after graduation.
But it’s not all about money – do 

students apply to Oxford for the 
world-class teaching? Oxford gen-
erally ranks as the best university, 
alongside Cambridge, in the UK 
(although the Guardian rankings 
have recently rated St Andrew’s 
higher). But teaching hours in Ox-
ford are often woefully low - in Brit-
ain, the average liberal arts student 
has nine hours of contact hours a 
week; I’ve never had more than five. 
There is one way in which Oxford is 
completely worldbeating, however 
– the strength of its brand. Saltburn 
highlights this best of all – when 
was the last time you saw a block-
buster all about students at Notting-
ham University? It’s the strength 
of Oxford’s brand that allows it to 
pay PhD tutors only £20 per tuto-
rial; without all the beautiful build-
ings and archaic traditions, Oxford 
would be forced to attract students 
on its academic strength instead – 
which it would undoubtedly find a 
far harder task.

T  he Oxford brand is a brilliant-
ly curated one. When one 
thinks of Oxford it’s all about 

beautiful buildings, cobbled streets, 
and vast array of libraries. Oxford 
is most certainly all of those things: 
we have not been sold a lie about its 
beauty when we applied here.

 The Oxford brand is also one of 
extreme privilege, snobbishness, and 
exclusivity. Oxford is most certainly 
all of these things too. Even in its use 
of Oxford-specific jargon: sub-fusc, 
collections, vac and, even just the 
name Magdalen. These are all things 
only an Oxford student would know. 
And references to Saltburn support 
the case that the Oxford brand is not 
merely just a beautiful place to study.

Despite the negativity of the Ox-
ford brand, the common consensus 
of my peers is that while Oxford is 
idiosyncratically self-indulgent, that 
is part of what makes experiencing 
it in a fleeting three to four years, 
with its intense bursts of eight-week 
terms, so bizarre and wonderful.

 While I did not know this would 

be the case 
when I ap-
plied here, I 
knew I had 
applied to 
somewhere 
different – 
not a single one 
of my friends had applied. That 
unique and inimitable university 
experience is what I was seeking.

 I wanted the opportunity to 
speak to world-leading experts on 
the subject I had a passion for and 
to meet eccentric and intelligent 
people I would be unlikely to meet 
anywhere else.

 Ultimately, the decision to ap-
ply to a university is a multifaceted 
one, and potentially my decision to 
apply to Oxford was influenced by 
the positive side to the brand more 
than I am willing to admit. Yet, 
what is also true is that I knew Ox-
ford would be a unique experience 
of learning at one of the best places 
in the world to do so.

a friend walks home, or vowing 
to stick together on a night out, 
whatever the circumstances. It is 
easy to forget that these actions 
have a reason other than pure 
sorority. After all, you will not 
usually be attacked in the mid-
dle of the street. But there always 
comes a day when catcalling turns 
into chasing, or a moment where 
someone gets a little too close for 
comfort. Suddenly womanhood 
becomes a serious affair, and we 
are never truly able to forget the 
real reasons to be afraid. And in-
deed, so far as the fear remains, we 
should not take too much comfort 
in the idea of collective suffering. 
The influence of fear in our every 
decision is not just a bonding ex-

“Violence is every-
where in a woman’s 
life” 

en stems from the same source: a 
deeply ingrained view of women 
as something to be controlled or 
policed. When the possible con-
sequences of not sticking to the 
guidelines can, at best, include vi-
cious crowds showing up at your 
workplace, fear is inevitable. 

Whole books have been written 
on the causes of this systematic 
attitude towards women. Activ-
ism has understandably focused 
on mainly political issues, like ad-
dressing the gender pay gap or se-
curing safe abortions for all. These 
are, of course, commendable and 
necessary causes. We all agree that 
discrimination and crimes against 
women are bad, but it is not only 
this tangible detriment that mat-
ters. Women take on a dispropor-
tionate mental and emotional load 
due simply to living in society. I 
keep finding myself in conver-
sations about makeshift defence 
mechanisms to use while walking 
alone. The keys-between-knuck-
les trick has come up a couple of 
times, though my mother person-
ally believes in bulk purchases of 
electric whistles. Although nor-
malised, violence is always on our 
minds. And we do not only worry 
about preventing violence – I wish 
this was the case, and actual as-
saults never materialised. Today, 
being catcalled is one of the most 
harmless types of violence a wom-
an can endure. But even these rela-
tively harmless actions (and that’s 
saying something) can trigger 
feelings of vulnerability and help-
lessness which I and many others 
have been forced to reconcile with 
our experience of womanhood. 

Read the full article at cherwell.org

With expanding JCR com-
mittees, featuring a variety 

of roles, one must wonder where 
the Student Union fits. The SU is 
impersonal and ineffective, and 
I struggle to imagine why you’d 
interact with it when issues could 
be more effectively and quick-
ly funnelled through your JCR 
president, who might happen to 
be a trusted and known individ-
ual. The SU ambiguity and inef-
feficacy (even without mention-
ing it’s controversies) makes the 
route of disaffiliation clear to me.

Violet Aitchison

It’s incredibly shortsighted and 
naive for students to think that 

student issues can be resolved 
without the SU. No JCR has the 
ability to enact University-wide 
change. It’s not like disaffiliation 
stops the SU either; it’s only the 
JCRs that suffer from it, as they 
can’t present their perspective 
and diversify student representa-
tion. While the SU may not be 
perfect, it’s a necessary institu-
tion and it’s to everyone’s benefit 
if we work within it to make it 
better for all of us. 

Raghav Chari

With stories ranging from a 
secret slate to the former 

president sharing porn, the SU 
is hardly showing credibility. 
Sensationalism aside, there are 
genuine concerns about bureau-
cracy and ineffectiveness. JCR 
disaffiliation is nothing new: 
Oriel started in 2001; Christ 
Church and Brasenose are cur-
rently out. Other than the fame 
of a Cherwell headline, it’s not 
clear that these motions have 
been anything other than sym-
bolic. You have to give Corpus 
credit for attacking the SU whilst 
chewing on the pizza it paid for, 
though.

Give them some 
credit

Morien Robertson
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We shouldn’t turn 
our backs

JCRs are king – and 
will remain so

Ollie Simonetti 



Academic pressure and the overachiever mentality
Yunzhang Liang

Academic intensity should 
not be something foreign 
to Oxford students. In-
deed, I became acquaint-

ed with this idea before even com-
ing to university – growing up in 
Singapore in a traditionally Asian 
household, the importance of ac-
ademic excellence and achieve-
ment was constantly reinforced by 
schools, teachers, parents, and even 
politicians. I didn’t bat an eye when 
my friend slept for 3 hours every 
day in the weeks before A-levels 
to revise. All-nighters and skip-

ping meals to study were the norm. 
In a system that prizes academic 
achievement above all else, it can 
be easy to forget that there is more 
to life than grades on a sheet of pa-
per. Students, however, tend to for-
get this – which is why, on A-level 
results day in Singapore, certain 
schools have their balconies and 
higher floors cordoned off to stu-
dents.  

We are often told that many 
years down the line, we would re-
alise grades don’t matter, that life is 
more than tests and exams. To the 
young, naïve teenagers whose lives 
revolve around school, this can be 
hard to see. Exams inevitably con-
sume our life ; they become the 
benchmark against which we as-
sess our self-worth. Students with 
stellar scores are singled out and 
showered with praise from teachers 
and parents, and those who make 
it to prestigious universities are 

showed off as having ‘made it’. But 
what about those who don’t? When 
everyone strives to be exceptional, 
some inevitably end up becoming 
merely ‘mediocre’. This gives rise 
to the central problem surrounding 
academic pressure and the ‘overa-
chiever’ mentality — that while we 
are fully aware of its harms, every-
one still strives to ‘overachieve’, for 
fear of being left behind, of being 
‘mediocre’. 

In China, such a phenomenon is 
termed ‘involution’, and refers sim-
ply to the feeling of being trapped 
in a never-ending rat race even 
when one knows it is meaningless. 

Recently, for example, media out-
lets in the UK reported on a girl 
studying 28 A-level subjects. Most 
UK students only do 3 or 4, so tak-
ing 28 subjects at once is highly 
unusual. Even so, the fact remains 
that someone out there is taking 
28 subjects, and the fear of losing 
out would compel other students to 
follow suit, even if they know doing 
so is ultimately pointless. We sub-
scribe to the ruthless study culture 
not out of genuine motivation to do 
well, but rather out of a deep-seat-
ed anxiety and fear of what would 
happen should we ‘lose out’. 

We cannot view academia in a 
non-competitive light. A-levels 
and university admissions are, af-
ter all, a zero-sum game – students 
compete for limited spots in uni-
versity, with the first yardstick for 
admission being grades. Howev-
er, academic pressure isn’t all bad, 
and standardised testing, while not 

Is it harder to work in 
the winter months?

Would you disaffiliate 
from the SU?

Where’s the best for a 
pub night?

A crash course in British politics

Our crash course in British 
politics is coming to an 
end in this fifth and final 
article. In recent weeks, we 

learned how British elections work, 
who the main candidates for PM 
really are, and what were some of the 
recent scandals in both parties. In this 
article, we will look past Westminster 
and analyse the public. In particular, 
what issues does the British public 
think are most important? Before 
we begin, it is important to note that 
this article is based on public opinion 
polls, which are volatile and could 
change substantially by voting day.

First, YouGov’s tracker on the 
“most important issues facing the 
country”. According to its last update, 
on February 11th 2024, the five most 
important issues are the following: 

the economy 
at 51%; health at 
46%; immigration a t 
38%; defence and security at 23%; 
and a tie between housing and the 
environment at 22%. Interestingly, 
these issues remain relatively stable 
when the analysis is broken into 
Labour and Conservative voters, 
although for the latter defence and 
security do not make the cut, being 
replaced with education. 

An additional analysis finds that 
women care about the same issues 
as Conservatives (but to different 
extents), and care about the economy 
and health equally, at 48%. However, 
although British men care the most 
about the economy, at 54%, they 
narrowly see immigration as more 
important than health, at 40% and 

This week, Roy Shinar Cohen explores 
‘What does the public care about?’
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If you could, would 
you do a year abroad?

39% respectively. Finally, it appears 
that across age groups, the issues 
dominating the public’s interest are 
the economy, immigration, and 
health – possibly unsurprisingly for 
anyone reading the news.

Next, according to an Ipsos analysis 
from December 2023, the most 
important issues for the public are 
inflation at 34%; the economy at 31%; 
immigration at 29%; the NHS at 28% 
and housing at 15%. However, a closer 
observation of the public’s interest 
appears to create two groups of issues 
that receive close public interest. The 
first group consists of the top three 
issues, the economy (and inflation), 
immigration, and the NHS (health), 
which are close to 30%. The second 
group consists of the next five issues 
– housing, poverty, environment, 
lack of faith in politics, and education 
- which are around 12%.

In Ipsos’ breakdown into different 
groups, we find that men’s and 
women’s perceptions are, mostly, 
very close to one another. However, 
while men care more about the 

economy and immigration by 6% and 
5% respectively, women care more 
about housing and poverty by 6% 
and 7% respectively. When it comes 
to political affiliation, Labour voters 
care more about inflation by 10%, the 
economy by 9% and the NHS by 7%, 
while Conservative voters care more 
about immigration by 31%. Notably, 
white voters care substantially more 
about immigration than ethnic 
minority voters, by 22%.

So, the voters are quite clear – 
the economy, immigration and 

healthcare services are generally most 
important to them. But when it comes 
to other issues, including housing and 
defence, the picture starts breaking 
down into groups based on political 
belief, ethnicity, and age. 

It has been my pleasure to go 
on this journey with you, learning 
together about British politics. Thank 
you, everyone – and congratulations 
on gaining a basic understanding of 
British politics.

Image Credit: CFCF/CC BY-SA 2.0 
via Wikimedia Commons

achievement with their self-worth, 
or when sub-par exam results be-
gin to feel like the end of the world. 
It can be hard to reconcile these 
two realities, but the key, I suppose, 
lies in striking a healthy balance. 

I don’t think it is a bad thing to 
be an ‘overachiever’ or ‘try hard’, or 
in testing your limits to see how far 
you can go. But I also believe that 
such a mentality can and should 
be applied to goals outside of aca-
demia, because while it can be easy 
to feel inadequate when you fall 

behind academically, we are not 
one-dimensional creatures who 
only know how to study and sit for 
exams. I’ve known people who are 
athletes competing in global tour-
naments, or musicians playing in 
sold-out theatres, or published po-
ets and writers. You don’t have to 
be the best academically that you 
possibly can be. You only have to 
be the best that you can be.

Image Credit: Public Domain via 
Wikimedia Commons

This week, we asked our Instagram followers...

The view from 
Oxford

without flaws, is still the best op-
tion in light of the lack of popular 
alternatives. 

A trend common across Asian 
societies is that competition dur-
ing university admissions tests, be 
it the Gao Kao in China, the Sune-
ung in South Korea, or the A-lev-
els in Singapore, is unforgivingly 
ruthless. Nevertheless, I don’t think 
this should negate the intention of 
these standardised tests – to give 
everyone an equal shot at their own 
future. In China, for example, hun-
dreds of thousands of students from 
rural villages sit the Gao Kao each 
year, because it is their only ticket 
to a university and (hopefully) a 
brighter future in a big city. Often, 
they carry the weight of the gener-
ations before them to finally break 
out of the poverty cycle. It is easy to 
espouse the idealistic notion of ‘do 
what you love’, but the harsh reality 
is that you can’t always do what you 
want or love. These students from 
rural areas cannot achieve their 
dreams unless they first have the 
grades to access such opportunities 
in the big cities. Grades, to some 
extent, give you the power of choice 
– they allow you to choose the kind 
of life you want to lead, instead of 
being forced to settle for something 
else because your grades couldn’t 
make the cut. In the wise words 
of Oprah Winfrey, you have to “do 
what you have to do until you can 
do what you want to do”. 

I believe that there is merit in 
pushing yourself to academic ex-
cellence – looking back, I don’t 
regret having pushed myself while 
taking my own A-levels, because it 
showed me the value of hard work, 
perseverance, and brought me here 
to Oxford, where I’ve met so many 
amazing people and seen things I 
couldn’t have seen in Singapore. I 
also believe that exams are not do 
or die, and there are times where 
academic pressure turns worrying 
or deadly. It can harm students’ 
mental health when they over-
whelmingly associate academic 
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Cats, football, and arena comedy: getting niche with 
David Baddiel
Olivia Boyle in conversation with comedian David Baddiel.

be special. There’s a climactic scene 
where Mr. Incredible says if every-
one is special, no one is. Which is 
kind of an odd thing in a way to tell 
children who all want to be special, 
but that’s a harsh reality about life. I 
applied that to the Super League. If 
every game is Real Madrid vs. Man 
United, then there are no interest-
ing games anymore because you’ve 
raised the bar to such a pitch where 
there’s no rhythm to it. So I was al-
ways very against it.”

Stadiums, arenas, creative in-
tersections: Baddiel has gone big. 
Stewart Lee calls it the ‘Michael 
McIntyre effect’ - I guess a sort of 
Marmite for the comedy junkies. 
Having mentioned this, I get the 
machinations of a comic who really 
knows what he’s doing in return:

“I think Stewart Lee is the best co-
median in Britain. Anything he says 
about other comedians is to do with 
his rage about him not being paid 
as much as say, Michael McIntyre, 
or whatever. But, yeah, it’s true that 
that arena comedy thing, which was 

started by me and Rob Newman - 
I agree with Stewart - I don’t think 
that’s the best space for comedy.”

Being suspicious of the Super 
League means being suspicious of 
big-space comedy. Baddiel favours 
the intimate - say, two black arm 
chairs and all black scenery to make 
a hostile interview a little bit more 
tight for air?  

“The best space for comedy is a 
smaller room. I did the Lowry in 
Manchester on my last tour and saw 
Stewart Lee do the same room. 1200 
people is probably the best number 
and 12,000 probably isn’t. You’re 
trying to create the illusion of talk-
ing individually to every member 
of the audience and obviously, the 
more people there are the harder 
that is. Having said that, I think co-
medians who play to bigger crowds 
like Michael McIntyre, even though 
he’s slagged off a lot by people like 
Stewart, are really good.” 

Can’t we all be special, then? 
“There are some comedians that I 
don’t think that about,” Baddiel con-
tinues, “but unlike Stewart, I don’t 
like slagging off other comedians.” 
Hairs raised at the onset of a brew-
ing Twitter storm. 

You can rely on circuitous an-
swers from the man of many tal-
ents. An interesting phenomenon, 
people and the media alike turn to 
the comedian for a perspective on 
the most pressing current affairs. I 
did. I asked why football is a flame 
which seems to have no death to the 
moth of racism.

“It was really, really awful when I 
was young. There was so much rac-
ism, of all sorts, and homophobia. It 
still remains an arena where there is 
ugliness. There was hooliganism at 
West Brom versus Wolves the other 
day like I haven’t seen for years.” 

He suggests that this has some-
thing of the social media effect to 
it where profiles are crafted meticu-
lously and obsessively. “I’m a Chel-
sea fan. But my identity isn’t really 
‘I’m a Chelsea fan’. My identity isn’t 
‘I’m a Jew’. I think identity is a neb-
ulous, complex thing. Therefore, I 
can’t imagine any situation in which 
I would get up and shout in a way 
that I was defining my identity by 
opposition to someone else.” 

Fans, the fanatics, will say “‘I’m 
a Chelsea fan’ but will define their 
identity by saying ‘I hate Totten-
ham’ or ‘I hate Arsenal.’ I don’t like 
football and Chelsea enough to say 
I hate something in order to make 
my own sense of identity bolstered. 
And that’s why there is horrible an-
ger and racism and bad behaviour 
around football.”

There is, of course, the digital bat-
tlefield where the beast feeds. “On 
social media, you can be talking 
about all these hot political topics 
and then the minute there’s a foot-
ball game, that is what trends on 
top.”

But, of course, nothing reaches 
the golden importance of a cat vid-
eo on Twitter. I think it was made 
clear that cats are a rival to Chelsea 
in Baddiel’s self-identity. 

“My dad was not an emotional 
man but the only place he showed 
any affection was to cats. We always 
had a cat. And so I think that creat-
ed this sense of cosiness and reas-
surance around having a cat. I don’t 
feel at home unless a cat is there.”

The Beautiful Game has got noth-
ing on what the comedian terms 
“the absurd, basic beauty of cats. I 
think they are the most beautiful 
creatures. I don’t think I’ve ever 
seen an ugly cat.”

Baddiel empathises Cats are “ste-
reotyped negatively in ways which 
aren’t true,” he says, smuggled in 
with a chuckle, “a bit like Jews.” 

Whether it’s a result of needless 
Twitter baiting or protection of the 
memory of his father, “I’ve got an 
energy to try and make people un-
derstand that cats are not the stereo-
type of aloof, selfish, and, you know, 
standoffish that people think they 

“unlike Stewart 
Lee, I don’t like 
slagging off other 
comedians...”

League might finally crash that be-
cause the one thing sport has to 
have is some sense that ‘okay, this is 
an amazing game.’”

As Baddiel kindly reminds me, 
we can’t all be special. Unless, of 
course, you’re a comedian with a hit 
single and a double first from Cam-
bridge. 

“In The Incredibles, there’s a real-
ly extraordinary,” he pauses, “you 
know The Incredibles, right?” I did 
in fact know The Incredibles but I 
guess 2004 dates us - I should be 
flattered?  

But, in The Incredibles, “a very in-
teresting and unusual thing is said, 
which is that - what’s he called? 
Special Case?” He’s not; he’s called 
Syndrome. Though, Baddiel’s ob-
servation, for those who know The 
Incredibles, is apt. 

“The villain, the boy, he wants to 

“Mr. Incredible 
says if everyone is 
special, no one is. 
Which is kind of 
an odd thing to tell 
children who all 
want to be special.”
are.”

Stewart Lee, cats, football - I sense 
that Baddiel likes a good ol’ bit of 
sparring or challenging what people 
think they know.

Indeed, as we parted ways, Da-
vid asked, in true bitter, having-
the-last-word, Cambridge fashion, 
“what actually is Cherwell?”

Image credits: Olivia Boyle

Quickfire
Questions

What’s the worst film 
you’ve ever seen?

I’m just gonna say Cats even though 
I’ve only seen like 20 minutes of it. It’s 
particularly upsetting for me because I 
love cats - the real ones. And, in the film, 
they’re so not cats.

No, I would choose English but I’d like to be 
able to do English with physics as a second-
ary subject. English and physics seems like 
an odd combination. But I’m obsessed with 
physics. And I don’t really understand it 
because I can’t do maths, but I am interested 
in the grand reality of life and that’s physics.

Probably Peter Osgood, who was a foot-
baller who used to play for Chelsea but 
also my older brother. My older brother 
was probably actually my hero but I didn’t 
know it at the time. I incredibly looked up 
to and copied things that he did.”

David Baddiel gets asked 
a lot of questions. And, 
often, they’re all versions 
of each other: what was it 

like being the first comic to perform 
at Wembley? What’s it like being the 
voice of anti-antisemitism for Brit-
ain’s comedy scene? Can you say 
‘It’s coming home’ a few times? So, 
when he agreed to speak to Cher-
well following his first lecture as 
Visiting Professor of Creative Me-
dia, we aimed for improv - where 
Baddiel is at his finest.  

He may have the gift of the gab, 
but the comedian’s primary passion 
was football. David Baddiel was go-
ing to be a footballer. So, we started 
there. 

The comic is known for going 
big. He was the first, alongside Rob 
Newman, to sell out  Wembley Are-
na in 1993. Does his sizeable ambi-
tion toe the line of Macbeth’s? As 
far as men’s football is concerned, 
it still hasn’t come home. Not since 
Baddiel teamed up with Light-
ning Seeds and Frank Skinner with 
Number One, ‘Three Lions’ in 1996. 
Baddiel, though, is learning from 
those who have fallen from great 
heights. 

What does he make of the Super 
League, that bizarre proposition to 
funnel billions of dollars of oil mon-
ey into a football league made up, 
exclusively, of the most successful 
clubs in Europe?

“I don’t like the Super League. 
One of the last times I was active 
on social media about something 
that wasn’t about anti-semitism was 
being very anti the Super League. I 
think I might have written about it 
as well. Obviously the problem with 
the Super League, like a lot of sport, 
is the way that capitalism has gotten 
in the way of sport. I think of sport 
as something which should be un-
assailable in a way - even though 
lots of terrible stuff happens in sport 
and obviously, there’s a lot of sort of 
money in it.” 

Then Baddiel demonstrates his 
career shift as he frames football in 
an ornamented, artistic one. 

“At some level, the theatre of great 
sport is always brilliant, despite all 
the nonsense that always surrounds 
it. But then I thought that a Super 

If you could go back to 
university, would you 
change your subject?

Who was your hero 
when you were a child?

7th  Week, Hilary 2024
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“Poetry is political because it’s so immediate” 
Cherwell Profiles in conversation with Oxford’s own poetry aficionado, Aliyah Begum.

tion. Like, there could be so much 
more collaboration between so-
cieties and magazines, and even 
with the local community. Oxford 
Poetry Library, for example, does 
brilliant writing workshops and 
community sessions.” Inside and 
outside the University, “the poet-
ry scene in Oxford is brilliant, and 
there’s so much opportunity. We’re 
really lucky to be in this city of po-
ets.” 

Is your poetry framed by a city-
scape - Birmingham or Oxford?

“In terms of the literary world, 
there are maybe two districts: spo-
ken word and performance poetry, 
and then a kind of more so called 
highbrow or literary poetry.” Aliyah 
pauses then to say “even the term 
‘highbrow’ is a whole thing in itself 
because it comes from racist phre-
nology.” 

“Poetry that I learned in Birming-
ham and grew up with was spoken 
word and communal. Whereas at 
Oxford, it does feel like there’s a 
tendency to turn towards the liter-
ary and to try to replicate those in-
stitutions. For example, the Oxford 
Review of Books is like the London 
Review of Books. In Oxford, poetry 
is trying to lean more towards the 
institutional side of literature rather 
than the communal side of it.”

So, Aliyah is doing the work of 
building a bridge between the two. 
“I think there is a space for both 
spoken word and orthodox literary 
poetry to co-exist - and they must 
- but, at the moment, I don’t like 
how supposedly highbrow poetry 
is valued more than spoken word 

perhaps.” 
COP26, Young Poet Laureate-

ship - how do you reconcile 

your poetry with institution?
The ‘institution’ of Young Poet 

Laureate was not without its pit-
falls. “I did work with schools and 
libraries sometimes, but most of 
the time, it felt like I was more of a 
spokesperson or presenting, which 
I love to do. But I think I wish I had 
the chance to be more kind of ac-
tually engaging with young people 
and advocating for poetry directly 
with them.” 

Aliyah seemed unsettled by the 
constant need to be validated by 
pre-existing institutions. “I think 
what I’m going to realise as I’m 
getting older is that it’s fine to not 
seek validation from these insti-
tutions. It’s not as bad with poetry 
as it is with novels or art but priz-
es or certain organisations tend to 
provide validation. I love poetry 
because it can be radical and grass-
roots. And, not to bang on about 
capitalism, but the value of poetry 
is contingent on how much money 
it can raise. So trying to feel proud 
about poetry and being able to love 
poetry outside of those institutions 
and prizes is something that I think 
is really important. It’s something 
that I’m trying to try to get better 
at - challenging where I think I get 
validation from.”

Again, this comes in the form of 
community where validation is just 
as much about the groups of people 
you engage with. Another institu-
tion Aliyah is involved with is The 
Poetry Society.  

“I love the Poetry Society. I in-
terned with them over summer. 
You can really tell that they care 
about poetry, they care about young 
people, and they just want to give 
young people more opportunities 

to write and to make poetry more 
accessible.” Sometimes, pre-exist-
ing frameworks are invaluable to 
establishing community. Like with 
Foyles Young Poets, “it does intro-
duce you to a kind of network of 
like minded people.”

Even still, poetry seems to be Al-
iyah’s means of challenging this no-
tion of ‘institution’ in a way that is 
unavoidable. 

“I think poetry is inherently po-
litical. Even if you’re writing about 
a rosebush that you see outside, the 
fact that you’ve got the chance to, 
you’ve got time away from work, 
you’ve got time away from other 
responsibilities, that’s - I don’t want 
to say privilege because I think it 
should be right - but you’re lucky to 
be able to write poetry.”

Alongside nine other young po-
ets, Aliyah Begum was chosen to 
perform at COP26. “It felt like a 
glorified careers fair. There were 
companies trying to sell themselves 
to you. It was just very icky.” 

So poetry becomes a method 
of political protest. “I did a Poets 
for Palestine event at Worcester 
last year. And that was inspired by 
Anthony Anaxagorou who did a 
national Poets for Palestine event. 
Poetry is a way of honouring and 
listening to voices that are being 
suppressed. 

“Poetry is political because it’s so 
immediate. You can write a novel 
but a) that takes time to write b) 
you have to find a publisher and 
give people time to read it. Whereas 
a poem, you can share it online or 
in person; it’s a lot more digestible 
and is a more immediate way of 
conveying your opinion.” 

Images courtesy of Aliyah Begum 

boosted my confidence and how 
much I loved it.”

But, over the course of ten years, 
with an Oxonian hiatus planted 
in the middle, “the landscape has 
changed. Some of the more grass-
roots open mic nights are now in 
Symphony Hall or theatres. It’s cool 
to see the old ones get bigger and 
the new ones pop up.”

Thoughts? “It’s the natural pro-
gression of how things go. Poetry 
Jam, that was a kind of communi-
ty. It would be in the Java Lounge 
and small coffee shops - probably 
breaking a million health and safe-
ty violations because there were no 
fire exits. People would be sat on 
the floor in between rounds.”

There’s a demand for this. “So 
they would scale up the venues each 
time and then they’d probably get 
more funding and the Arts Council 
would get involved. But it’s nice to 
see grassroots open mic nights still 
pop up in pubs and social clubs. 
I think that’s something I really 
missed in Oxford.”
What’s different about Oxford’s 
poetry world?

“The thing I love about poetry 
is it’s so inclusive and warm and 
welcoming. Being used to Birming-
ham, where a lot of people look like 
me, especially in the poetry scene 
and coming to Oxford where you 
go into the lecture theatre and it’s 
a room full of white girls - I found 
that quite intimidating in first year.”

Then, Aliyah gushed at the “ex-
citing and vibrant” potential of Ox-
ford’s writers: “they produce such 
beautiful, amazing pieces of work.” 
But, when you’ve been milling 

around with 20-some-
thing professional po-

ets since you were 
11, university po-
etry will seem very 
fledgling.

“It’s a really ex-
citing scene but it 
is a little bit insular 

- maybe that’s just 
Oxford in general - I 

think there could be 
more col-

lab o-
r a -

Quickfire
Questions

Who was your hero 
when you were a child?

This is a very cliche answer, but it’s actu-
ally my mum 

Aliyah is in fact the first to give that 
answer.

I have not seen Past Lives yet. I know it 
came out last year but really want to see 
it at some point.

I’m boycotting McDonald’s at the 
moment. So, I’d have to say Solomons - 
great chicken strips and chips.

In search of localised wisdom, 
Cherwell spoke to one of Ox-
ford’s own. Poetry sensation, 
Birmingham Young Poet Lau-

reate (2018-20), Foyle Young Poet 
of the Year (2017) and English 
student at Oxford, Aliyah Begum 
talked all things ‘literature as a side 
hustle’ with us. 
How did you become a poet?

“I’ve always been writing ever 
since I can remember. I think I 
wrote my first poem in year two. 
It was very simple like, you know, 
six lines, abab,” that’s poetry talk 
for the rhyme scheme, “nothing too 
groundbreaking. I had been writing 
stories, but then I magically realised 
that poems are a lot shorter, and 
therefore less hassle.” That’s some 
realisation for a seven-year-old. 

Before the Bodleian, there was 
Aliyah’s local library. “In the West 
Midlands, we have Poetry on Loan; 
they have little postcards that they 
get local poets to write poems on. I 
used to collect those in the library. 

“And then I think Secondary 
School is when I got more into it. 
We had a spoken word club. And so 
- as lame as it sounds - every Fri-
day lunchtime. Then I started going 
to open mic nights in central Bir-
mingham.”

The poet truly punched above 
her weight. “They were always adult 
poets doing their thing, and then I’d 
go on stage with like, ‘Oh, this is my 
first time on open mic night. I’m 11 
and I’m going to read a poem about 
anti-capitalism or anti-racism or 
something.’ So I think the spoken 
word scene in Bermingham was 
where I really grew as a poet. It led 
to the Poet Laureateship and me 
taking poetry seriously for my-
self.”

Aliyah said that current 
Poet Laureate for Birming-
ham, Jasmine Gardosi was 
central to her precocious 
appearances at open mic 
nights. But, naturally, 
placed ‘mum’ in the cate-
gory of champion. Watch-
ing Aliyah metamorphose 
from shy Year 7 into 
poet extraordi-
naire, “I think 
she could see 
how much 
p e r f o r -
mance 

Which film are you 
most looking forward to 

seeing this year?

Cheeky dinner order?

7th Week, Hilary 2024
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The data is in from this year’s 
Cherwell Eggs Survey or ‘Eggstiga-
tion’. Though often overshadowed 
in popularity by the more salacious 
‘Sextigation’, the Eggstigation none-
theless provides a fascinating and 
valuable insight each year into Ox-
ford students’ relationships with 
eggs.

This year, the mean daily number 
of eggs eaten is 3.5 eggs per day, rep-
resenting a significant rise from last 
year’s mean of 1.9. The average stu-

dent reported having eaten 613 eggs 
since coming to Oxford. 

However, the median number 
of eggs eaten per day is just over 1, 
with 21% of students, mostly vegans, 
having eaten no eggs since matric-
ulating. Indeed, it seems that the 
high average eggs-per-day count is 
actually just statistical error. Eggs 
Georg, who lives in Regent’s Park 
& eats over 10,000 eggs each day, is 
an outlier and should not have been 
counted.

Friends, Members, 
Countrymen, lend 
me your Votes. 
The Hacks are set-
ting their plans 
in #MOTION… 
Budding Seccies 
are practising nor-
mal human interac-
tions, Leon Boy and 
his girlfriend are running 
practice laps of Tesco, and The 
Diplobrat is flexing his OUCAr-
isma. But just who will rise to the 
top, in the Union’s busiest (and 
Businessiest) contest of our time?

This Election got off to a de-
light-ful start: the Buildings them-
selves preemptively gave up, and 
succumbed to a power-cut, which 
surely helped the nomination pro-
cess. Nonetheless, all other nomi-
nations were without disruption… 
Until the #DeepSlate thought bet-
ter! Many woke up on Saturday to 
their name, and electoral hopes, in 
the Bin. NoHeKhan’t learn from 
the mistakes of his past. Saved 
by a fellow fossil, Eminem came 
back, and chose mercy, and the 
20+ Can’tdidates were reinstated as 
Candidates faster than the 40-Year-
Old Virgin whips his Jaguar. 

Frewin Court has indeed found 
many of its oldest assets rendered 
purposeless in recent days: the Old 
Library, the Bar, the Goodman, 
and The Marxist. In place of run-
ning Scrutiny, he took a migratory 
flight to Germany - rumour has it, 
he was listening out for the wrong 
type of ‘Coo’. In his absence, RO 
world chose chocolate instead of 
chicken with more kitkat. The Ba-
conaterf, the CAMPanologist, and 
The DickHead stand firm behind 
their new ruler, but Jevelyn hears 
we’ll be seeing fewer Constitution-
al Czechs this term…

For weeks now, legends of a new 
CONtender have spread, but it be-
came apparent that one Shoe-in 
had been Booted - The Neighbour 
drew his blinds on the election. 
After a rushed and secret Slate 

Switcheroo, Teddy’s Panda 
has now finally shown 

his Paw: desperate to 
get the party start-
ed, Convict Fraud-
ulent Moe is riding 
shotgun. Let’s just 
hope the Ex-Treas-
urer remembers Rule 

33(a)(i)(18) before he 
#DRIVEs his team head-

first into another tribunal.
Speaking of which, there’s 

a party in town! But somebody 
wasn’t invited - despite living in the 
very house, McGlonely was seen 
wandering the streets of Oxford 
into the twilight hours. Jevelyn 
hears an altercation resulted in his 
exile, while Obsessed with Watson 
and Miss I Can’t Leave Student Pol-
itics danced the night away. 

Upon the Thrones, Goldilocks 
remains unshaken; a recent debate 
has stirred controversy, but with 
the buildings perpetually power-
less, Jevelyn has no confidence in 
attempts to post certain notices on 
the board. Nonetheless, with Ted-
dy’s Panda and the Secrizztary at 
electoral loggerheads, Goldilocks 
is now tasked with managing her 
Officers not too firmly, not too 
softly, but just right.

And So The Battle Commenc-
es: The Graduate boldly marches 
forth, under the banner of #RE-
VIVE. This comes as no surprise: 
what better metaphor for the re-
lentless pursuit of his youth, with 
a team that may well have been 
called up from their death beds? 
The Secrizztary takes on the moni-
ker #MOTION and Teddy’s Panda 
shows his #DRIVE to win. Mean-
while, our favourite MBA can-
didate is #REIMAGINE-ing the 
rules, by not declaring his electoral 
allegiance. It will be interesting to 
see if he sticks to what he Saïd to 
all 3 Presidents after his friend is 
organising his birthday party co-
incidentally on Friday in Frewin 
court…

I’ll see you guys at handover,
J xx

Results from the 2024 Cherwell Eggs Survey

1st of March 2024

Regent’s aside, the egg crown this 
year goes once again to ‘Eggseter’, 
whose students recorded a median 
of 6 eggs a day. Meanwhile, Wadham 
students came last, averaging a mea-
gre 0.3 eggs a day, with several claim-
ing not to know what an egg actually 
is. ‘I thought chickens reproduced 
asexually,’ admitted one Wadham 
respondent.

The most popular egg style was 
boiled, with scrambled and fried 
coming in a very close second and 

third. However, more adventurous 
styles were also popular. Devilled 
eggs, deep-fried eggs, and ‘just 
cracking a raw egg onto my face’ all 
scored highly; one student reported 
eating an ostrich egg. Notably, for 
the first time, a majority of students 
reported opening their eggs at the 
big end rather than the little end, a 
shift potentially caused by the popu-
larity of Oxford SwiftSoc. 

41% of students admitted to eating 
more than one egg at once, with 13% 
bravely going for at least three at 
once, and one respondent remark-
ing ‘I often just tip down a whole 
carton of twelve in one go’.

Students seem generally satisfied 
with the quality of eggs at Oxford, 
giving them an average score of 
3.5/5. One frustrated respondent 
however complained that eggs here 
are ‘too! vanilla!!!’, then clarifying 

they meant that their egg supplier 
was injecting copious quantities of 
vanilla extract into their eggs to fla-
vour them. 

Some have also expressed an-
noyance with the prominence of 
the Oxford casual eggs scene, with 
many reporting feeling pressured to 
participate in ‘cook-up culture’. ‘It’s 
very difficult to become involved in 
more serious oology here,’ wrote one 
respondent. 

Perhaps the problem is the lack of 
open discussion of eggs, despite be-
ing a staple of Oxford life. Hopefully 
this survey’s results will help to crack 
open the conversation surrounding 
eggs at Oxford. As Salt-n-Pepa orig-
inally sang before their label made 
them change it: ‘Let’s talk about eggs.’

Thanks to Professor Quentin 
Fitzquentin-Quinquinton for his as-
sistance with this survey!

If you do, that’s great, but you 
definitely know someone 
who doesn’t. Or indeed, mul-
tiple people. Perhaps you’ve 

said ‘I hate my degree’ jokingly 
in the middle of an essay crisis or 
after a tute. If any of this is true, 
this week’s pull from the Cherwell 
archives is for you.

35% of people in this survey 
said they ‘seriously regretted’ their 
degree choice and would ‘serious-
ly reconsider if they could, 23% of 
people said they regretted their-
choice of college (I wonder what 
proportion went to Catz), and 6% 
of people said they regretted their 
degree choice a lot. It makes sense. 

Oxford is a high stress environ-
ment at the worst of times, and 
a medium stress environment at 
the best. It’s not surprising these 
numbers are what they are, nor 
that they would probably be quite 
similar today. 

The reaction from the SU Presi-
dent is interesting, and touches on 
many points that are still relevant 
today – ‘Problems with degrees 
are age old and point to a need for 
a more flexible system that allows 
students to change their degree as 
they themselves change’. He goes 
on to say ‘choosing how to spend 
three or four years of your life is 
a big decision and an imprecise 

CHERWELLarchives
Brought to you from the

one… many students are [now] 
studying areas impossible to expe-
rience at A Level’. History of Art 
is a particularly good example of 
this. Art History Link-Up, a char-
ity advocating for state school ac-
cess to A Levels in Art History, say 
there are only seven state schools 
that offer the course at A Level. 
It is probably not a coincidence 
that most art historians I know 
feel lukewarm about their degree 
at best.

After a whole term in the ar-
chives, the cyclical nature of the 
news content continues to sur-
prise. People will always hate their 
degrees, I suppose.
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2007: Do you like your degree?
By Kelsey Moriarty
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Nineties Nostalgia-trip, Cher-goodly

At the end of my first term at Ox-
ford – in the hazy but not-so-dis-
tant past – I decided to apply to the 
Oxford Blue. On the day of their 
application deadline, a post on my 
JCR Facebook page appeared ad-
vertising Cherwell section editor 
applications. Not thinking myself 
qualified to take on the mysterious 
institution that Cherwell appeared 
to be, I resolved: “I’ll do a term at 
the Blue, get some experience, and 
then go for it”.

“Who cares, it’s just a student 
paper, you might as well go for 
the best one”, a friend replied. So, 
I changed my mind, and went for 
Cherwell instead.

If you’ve been paying attention 

to these editorials – which I highly 
doubt anyone is – then you’ll have 
read many rants interspersed with 
a heady dose of nostalgia. In this, 
my final instalment, I opt for the 
latter. 

My time with Cherwell has un-
doubtedly been the best part of my 
university experience, and I’m far 
too sorrowful that it has come to 
an end. I’m often asked if I would 
plan to stay on in some other role, 
editorial or otherwise, but it’s high-
time I prise my hands away from 
my precious paper and make way 
for some other journalist hack. 

So, without further ado, it is 
only fit that I end our three-hun-
dredth volume, and my stint as ed-
itor-in-chief, with a farewell. Each 
edition of Cherwell comes about 
through the efforts of over eighty 
pairs of hands: thank you to all our 
staff, contributors, readers, and es-
pecially to Bintia. I wish the best of 
luck to Oli and Adam, into whose 
able hands we are delighted to leave 
the paper. 

And with that, I finally get to live 
my Devil Wears Prada fantasy (the 
bit where Andy throws her pager 
into the fountain) by deleting the 
entire Adobe Suite from my lap-
top and at last turning off those 
damned Messenger notifications.

Anuj Mishra
Editor-in-Chief

Earlier this week, when interview-
ing all the potential successors for the 
paper, one question asked to each of 
them was: ‘if you manage to achieve 
one thing as editor-in-chief, what 
would you want it to be?’ While it was 
fascinating to hear their answers, it’s 
also led me to questioning what my 
own proudest moment at the head of 
the paper has been. 

One thing I am certainly proud of 
is carrying on the paper’s legacy. Cher-
well has existed for over a hundred 
years, and it’s managed to survive a 
myriad of crises and controversies. 
Everyone on the team works excep-
tionally hard to put together our print 
editions and to churn out consistent, 
high-quality content. After our panel 

discussion with journalists from The 
Times this week, one of them even 
told me that Cherwell is a known name 
within their newsroom – a clear testa-
ment to the work we have been doing. 
And it fills me with so much honour to 
play even a tiny role in this. 

However, I feel even prouder to car-
ry on the legacy of my past editors. I 
began my time at Cherwell with little 
to no idea of what journalism could 
entail, oftentimes aimlessly covering 
stories because, well, why not. What 
sucked me into this somewhat absurd 
world of student journalism was large-
ly the people I’ve had the chance to 
work with. There are so many within 
Cherwell who I admire and look up 
to; who have shaped my writing; and 
who I can honestly say have changed 
my university experience for the better. 

While being part of Cherwell, es-
pecially the News team, has been a 
constant ‘quick, think on your feet’ 
exercise, I know I will miss all of the 
chaos and commotion. Perhaps even 
the constant messenger notifications, 
the spam mail, and the long days spent 
slaving away in the Choffice. Letting 
go of the paper is incredibly hard, but, 
in the end, I am most proud to be able 
to pass it on to Oli and Adam, who I 
know will do an excellent job in the 
next term and continue carrying on 
the long legacy of Cherwell.

Bintia Dennog
Editor-in-Chief

Cherwell

Amelia Dovell
Deputy Editor-in-Chief

This week at Features we pub-
lished a piece by Leila Moore, 
where she recounts how losing her 
diary led her to develop a new ap-
preciation for diarising: not only 
as a tool for self-discovery but also 
as a way to let go. Leila’s article is 
a beautifully written piece, and I’d 
really recommend everyone read it. 
It articulated some of the worries 
that have been playing on my mind 
this year, namely: “Why did life not 
feel entirely real until I had written 
it down? Was it possible, I thought, 
that I had relied too much on these 
diaries to make my reality?”
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I think one thing that strikes me 
here at Oxford, and is rather trite 
to say (sorry), is how quickly time 
seems to pass by. As a second year, 
this fact was brought rudely to my 
attention this term during Halfway 
Hall. Perhaps it’s the routine and 
familiarity that makes days blur 
into one, where I’m left scrambling 
to figure out what I did on a cer-
tain day last week, or how on earth 
it’s already March. Maybe it’s the 
apps on my phone. BeReal and 1SE 
distil my days into a single image 
or a fleeting second. It may sound 
strange, but something I struggle 

with is this idea of wanting to cap-
ture every moment, remembering, 
and holding onto every detail. I 
used to find myself annoyed at not 
being able to properly recount my 
memories as I remembered them 
on paper. It never felt the same, but 
of course, it never could. 

In a world where everything is in-
creasingly digitalised, there’s beau-
ty in written reflection. But as Lei-
la’s piece does so well to emphasise, 
letting go is part of the process. It’s 
ok to forget, because you are proof 
enough of your experiences. 

Cem Kozanoglu
Deputy Editor-in-Chief

Science without Philosophy; 
don’t even bother

It’s undeniable that as society has 
progressed, academia has shifted 

towards a very stringent intellectu-
al division of labour, not only in its 
departments and journals, but also 
in the individual researchers them-
selves. Very rarely do scientists in 
STEM fields engage in philoso-
phy, and many in the humanities 
are woefully unaware of technolo-
gies that now rule our world. It’s a 
problem for society that many be-
lieve that they should stick to what 
they know and don’t think too hard 
about what the other side does. 

This attitude is not only corro-
sive to creating well rounded and 
intellectually curious citizens, but 
it also stifles innovation in the 
sciences. The greatest advances in 
physics in the last century have 

been from scientists who reflected 
deeply about the philosophical as-
sumptions and implications inher-
ent in their research. 

Take it from Einstein: “A knowl-
edge of the historic and philosoph-
ical background gives that kind of 
independence from prejudices of 
his generation from which most 
scientists are suffering. This inde-
pendence created by philosophi-
cal insight is - in my opinion - the 
mark of distinction between a 
mere artisan or specialist and a real 
seeker after truth.”

There is a rich history of 
cross-disciplinary interactions, 
which was never phrased in that 
way because the idea of separating 

disciplines was never as rigid as it 
has been in the last half century. 
For example, Descartes is not only 
one of the critical modern philos-
ophers, but he’s also the reason 
why we have Cartesian geometry. 
For him, any distinction between 
maths, physics or philosophy 
would have been completely inco-
herent. 

We should all lament the fact that 
many of those in STEM fields have 
forsaken an interest in philosophy 
and art (except an embarrassing 
obsession with AI art) in favour of 
‘scientific-certainty’. Any elemen-
tary understanding of philosophy 
would show that there can be no 
such thing. 
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Elizabeth Bishop’s poem 
‘One Art’ is beautiful be-
cause of its hypocrisy. 
The speaker exalts loss 

- of places, names, houses, their 
mother’s watch - with an odd jo-
viality. You’re sure, reading it for 
the first time, that there must be 
something disingenuous going 
on here. The act of writing expos-
es the chasm between speech and 
feeling, as Bishop squeezes out the 
painful final lines:
Even losing you (the joking voice, 
a gesture I love) I shan’t have lied. 
It’s evident the art of losing’s not 
too hard to master though it may 
look like (Write it!) like disaster.

Bishop’s voice here, before she 
lets the mask slip, seems to be 
reminiscent of some stoic and an-
cient philosophy, those that recog-
nises the futility of attaching our 
worth and feelings to things you 
can have, whether it is a beautiful 
ring, or a city, or a person. She re-
mains resistant to the hyper-con-
sumption of modernity, when 
every time we open our phones, 
we are bombarded with an array of 
products that promise to make us 
feel a little better about ourselves 
if we buy them. But all of that is 
old news- we’ve all learned by 
now that ordering something off 
Amazon can’t replace those parts 
of ourselves we suspect have gone 
missing. 

 Besides, isn’t it boring, not to 
covet anything? A friend texted 
me recently with the quote that 
‘in capitalist societies, to love 
things is something of an embar-
rassment’, and I felt gratified that 
I did have material things in my 
life to treasure: my books, my fa-
vourite clothes, and my diaries. 
Treasuring physical objects, espe-
cially ones that you have dreamed 
of and laboured over, feels like an 
apt rebellion in the age of click and 
collect.

 Of course, there is a more per-
tinent theme to ‘One Art’ than 
possession, and that is loss. The 
motion of it, its substance, its stub-
born revival throughout our lives. 
Until recently, I was fairly sure 
that the loss of a possession could 
never truly devastate me- to do so 
seemed frivolous, spoiled, even a 
little unintelligent. I could lose my 

favourite pair of shoes, but I would 
still be me, I thought. That is, until 
I lost my diary.

 Well, it wasn’t technically lost; 
it was stolen on the last night of 
term. I always find endings un-
comfortably liminal, full of fluc-
tuating emotions and swallowed 
goodbyes that live in your throat 
for weeks. That’s exactly why this 
Michaelmas I strategised some-
thing that would keep me occu-
pied and not too existential: the 
faithful pub trip. Bundling into 
the Lamb and Flag on one of the 
first nights of December, I chatted 
with a friend about the last few 
days, and then briefly entertained 
some Americans who wanted res-
taurant recommendations from 
‘two real Oxford girls’. It was a 
normal evening, and the infinite 
potential for disaster that ‘Friday 
of 8th week’ holds in my mind 
turned out to be, well, in my mind. 
That is, until I woke up the morn-
ing after and realised I had left my 
bag in the pub. After confirming 
nobody had turned anything in, 
I began to accept that the journal, 
stored inside, was truly lost.

 The first stage of acceptance 
took place in Crewe train station, 
which is already one of the most 
depressing places in England, in-
deed only made more so by the 
sight of me wailing on the phone 
to my mother as I wandered aim-
lessly up and down a platform. 
The shock of receiving the mes-
sage that, ‘No, no brown leather 
bag was handed in last night’, had 
sent me into a temporary frenzy, 
and I was sobbing unashamedly 
in public for the first time of my 
adult life. My mum has watched 
me grow into a person who co-
coons herself with words. Closest 
to my heart is the dear-diary prose 
of the journal, the mode of writ-
ing I began with at age five, which 
I still swear by now. At twenty, the 
form of the diary is still sacred to 
me, the place where I express what 
I am and craft the person I hope 
to be. 

 The notebook I lost spanned 
around six months of my life, in-
cluding all my summer travels, 
even a few photos. But it wasn’t 
necessarily the memories I had re-
corded that hurt the most to lose- 

it was my feelings. My most pri-
vate, most painful, and sometimes 
most shameful thoughts went into 
that notebook, the most previous 
entry dated only a few days prior 
to its loss. The thought tormented 
me, of a complete stranger rifling 

tour my mind as a burglar would 
stroll into an unlocked house. ‘I’m 
sure you feel as if you’ve been vi-
olated,’ my mum said over the 
phone when I had stopped crying. 
Her words twisted in my stomach, 
but I was grateful that at least she 
understood. 

 When I arrived home for 
Christmas, I was drawn to the 
keepsake box stowed under my 
bed which contains all the diaries 
I have finished. My grief had sub-
sided after a week, but I found my-
self thinking about writing more 
than I was actually writing. Why, 
I asked myself, had this habit en-
dured for so much of my life, long 
enough to become instinct? Why 
did life not feel entirely real until 
I had written it down? Was it pos-
sible, I thought, that I had relied 
too much on these diaries to make 
my reality?

 Diving headfirst into existen-
tialism, I pulled out the first note-
book from the box. A gift from my 
aunt when I was five, it came with 
a little lock and key that I quickly 
lost, but the notebook remains. It’s 
as battered as you would expect: 
some pages are ripped out, some 
just contain scribbles, or a  person 

without arms I had abandoned 
drawing when something more 
interesting came along. Progress-
ing through earlier journals ac-
quainted me with the mechanics 
of writing- how to avoid smudging 
ink, how to date, how to write in 
cursive. When I was six or seven, 
I began to chronologise, and in-
creasingly to complain- about my 
annoying sister, or someone at 
school.

 There’s little variety. I myself 
don’t find them that interesting, 
despite having actually written 
them. Nevertheless, I can appreci-
ate them for what they represent; 
namely, the beginning of my dis-
covery of a secret place I could re-
side. A place of my own creation, 
which both did and did not exist, 
which was everywhere but only for 
me to find- in short, privacy.

 Childhood is not a time many 
would define by privacy. For a 
start, you are taken care of for most 
of it, watched by someone, wheth-
er it be a parent or teacher. Sharing 
a bedroom meant I hardly had any 
time alone until I was around ten- 
but a diary in childhood is one of 
the few places of solitude you can 
create for yourself. 

How to 
grieve a 
stolen diary
After losing her diary, Leila Moore 
contemplates the significance of 
diarising to memory and identity.

“The thought 
tormented me, 
of a complete 
stranger 
rifling through 
the pages I had 
imprinted my 
heart onto.”
through the pages I had imprint-
ed my heart onto. Would they be 
amused? Would they think I was 
silly, or reprehensible? My worst 
fear was that they would view it as 
entertainment, an opportunity to 
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I 
was a quiet 
and at times strange-
ly introspective kid, and 
I quickly learned that read-
ing or writing meant people 
would leave me alone, and 
that being alone entailed a 
different kind of living than I had 
experienced before.

 Also apparent from my writing 
is how expert the young diarist 
can become at mimicry; at age 
eight I strolled into a narrative 
voice heavily influenced by Diary 
of a Wimpy Kid, and I even ac-
companied my entries with draw-
ings for a few weeks. Thankfully 
I gave that up quickly after real-
ising whatever talents I possessed 
did not lie in visual art. At age 
ten, when I was writing in a red 
fabric-bound journal, I faithfully 
addressed it as ‘kitty’, hoping to 
emulate my new personal hero, 
Anne Frank. Beyond the diarists 
and diary-novels I was reading at 
the time, these entries are really 
an unconscious reflection of what 
I loved to read when I learned to 
love reading, from The Little Prin-
cess to The Hunger Games.

 In May 2017, I picked up my 
journal to write an inventory of all 

discovered how liberating it can 
be to simply write the un-

speakable, something 
you would have never 

dared to articulate before 
that now exists just for you. 

 At seventeen, Sylvia Plath’s 
collected diaries became my bi-

ble. I loved the passion she ob-
served the w o r l d 
w i t h , and tried 
t o channel her 

diligent dia-
rising into my 

own, fervently re-
cording interactions 

I had with people in cof-
fee shops and attempting 

to get down scraps 
of poetry. 
Now that 
I’m a few 
years older, 

and one sto-
l e n diary wiser, 
I can’t help but think of the 
trespass it is to treasure someone’s 
personal writings that were nev-
er intended for publication- that 
possibly would never have been in 
the public domain if their author 
had not committed suicide. But 
I fell in love with Plath’s writing 
about fish and chips before I was 
mature enough to consider the 
ethics of reading it-
 ‘The girl picked up the cracked 
metal tin of salt and snowed it 
into the bag. Then, taking the cut-
glass bottle of vinegar, she show-
ered it onto the fish, lifted the edge 
of it, and doused the potatoes. She 
handed the bag back to the wom-
an, who wrapped it in a sheaf of 
newspaper.’

 Today I still find it difficult, as a 
literature student, to know what I 
think about reading diaries as lit-
erary artefacts. The private self is 
indeed different from the self we 
construct to face the public; but 
it is still constructed nonetheless, 
and whether it is ‘truer’ I could 
not say. Apart from the fact that, 
if the stranger that stole my dia-
ry reads it instead of throwing it 
in the bin, I hope they would un-
derstand that although that note-
book expresses important parts 
of myself, it hardly constitutes the 
whole of it. 

 When I was eighteen I start-
ed university and stopped writ-
ing for myself. At the same time 
I was writing more than I ever 
had in my life, and became quick-
ly acquainted with the rhythm of 
churning out the weekly essay. 
People often don’t have the energy 
to write anything but their tutorial 
essays at Oxford, and this was true 
for me, but the bigger obstacle to 
my keeping a diary was actually 
the new version of my life I was 
struggling to become acquainted 
with. As I departed from adoles-
cence, so I departed from the ways 
I wrote about my adolescence, and 
after many failed attempts at de-
scribing my new life, I got tired of 
staring at blank pages and angry 
at myself for being unable to fill 
them with anything but self-pity. 
So I put my pen down for ten 
months and learned how to have 
fun. 

 But old habits are hard to break, 
and in my second year I inadvert-

ently started writing about my 
feelings again when I was keeping 
a travel itinerary in Morocco. My 
diaries now look very different to 
what they did before; they are not 
such obviously precious objects, 
with pages ripped out, scribbled 
over, paragraphs abruptly broken 
off when I had to dash out of the 
house, and entries interspersed 
with shopping lists which remind 
me to buy a new pair of nail scis-
sors. I’ve also taken to obsessively 
collecting ticket stubs, notes from 
friends, play programmes, and 
postcards, in an attempt to scrap-
book. It’s an activity that I find 
profoundly feminine and novel, 
with its roots in the 19th centu-
ry scrapbooking of wealthy and 

travelled women. Trying it myself 
only sheds light on my own short-
comings, and the unrecognised 
talents of women living centuries 
ago, who were able to create such 
beautiful works of art in their day-
to-day lives. 

 Diarising is one of the most 
socially accepted forms of vanity, 
a room which contains only your 
voice. When I lost mine, it was the 
loss of this privacy, the preserved 
parts of myself - shopping lists 
and all - that hurt the most to be 
parted from. But as the weeks have 
passed, I’ve forgotten most of what 
I wrote in the stolen notebook, 
and I think less and less about the 
anonymous thief who may be de-
lighting in it. Most surprisingly, 
I’m still me, with the same ideas 
and feelings which I can record in 
my new journal (I treated myself 
to my first Moleskine to help me 
through the mourning period).

“It is an endless 
labour of love 
that involves 
parting with my 
feelings in the 
hope that they 
can find a more 
bearable form 
in language.”

 I always assumed that I journal-
ed to obtain self-discovery; that 
one day I might stumble across 
the clearly articulated source of 
all my problems in an entry dated 
ten years prior. How naïve it was, I 
realise now, to think I could be my 
own archivist. Writing about my 
life could never solve the question 
of who I am; that kind of work 
must be done away from the page. 
What I have learned is that these 
notebooks are aesthetic testimo-
nies to the various chapters of my 
life. The greatest joy of keeping 
them is being able to flick through 
the filled pages and basking in the 
texture of my own existence: ‘I am, 
I am, I am.’

 When I lost my journal, I was 
confronted with how much of a 
hoarder I am, of my emotions as 
much as my possessions. What I 
failed to realise before is that all 
diary keeping is loss. What’s pres-
ent in my entries is the shedding 
of pain and worries, hopes and 
aspirations, so that I can move 
through life a little less encum-
bered by their weight. It is an end-
less labour of love that involves 
parting with my feelings in the 
hope that they can find a more 
bearable form in language. It de-
mands me to trust that I have the 
ability to make something useful 
out of this separation.

 Diaries are collections of our 
most noteworthy debris, and we 
keep them because, as long as they 
have blank pages to offer, they, 
in turn, offer the opportunity to 
lose whatever is causing weight 
on the mind and heart: an exer-
cise in self-annihilation as much 
as self-creation. It took a forgotten 
bag and a healthy dose of thiev-
ery for me to realise this, and to 

know that Elizabeth Bishop is 
right after all; loss is an art, and 
I have been unwittingly practising 
it since the Christmas I received 
my first notebook. Once I got past 
the sensation of feeling as though 
I had lost a limb, I welcomed my 
diary’s disappearance as an oppor-
tunity to let go: of the feelings of 
inadequacy and guilt it sometimes 
stored, of unkind words about the 
people I love, of unfulfilled wish-
es. 

“People often 
don’t have the 
energy to write 
anything but 
their tutorial 
essays at 
Oxford.”
my friends at school; what I liked 
and disliked about them, who was 
popular, who I admired and who I 
was jealous of. The teenage diarist 
is one of the most enduring images 
in pop culture; creative, disdainful 
and rebellious, the diary is an ado-
lescent’s new playground. It’s clear 
I was revelling in the true range of 
my emotions when I was fourteen: 
one paragraph I’m dissecting the 
reasons for my parent’s divorce 
with surprising maturity, the next 
I’m describing the specific colour 
of my period blood. At this age I 
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“Diaries are 
collections of 
our most note-
worthy debris...
they offer the 
opportunity to 
lose whatever is 
causing weight 
on the mind 
and heart.”

 Of course, I could have tak-
en a different route of cynicism 
and anger, that I can never keep 
the things I treasure safe. But so 
much writing has taught me that I 
do have free will in small matters 
such as these, so I’ve chosen to be 
kind to myself, to craft a story and 
a lesson out of the whole affair. 
Isn’t it what I’ve been preparing 
for all along?



Eager hands reach toward 
the ceiling as children at 
the Ismail Qemali school 
in Mitrovica, northern 

Kosovo, desperately try to attract 
the attention of an author who has 
come to talk to the pupils about 
her new book. They want to know 
more about the central character - a 
young refugee who finds herself in 
a strange new country - and about 
how to be a good writer. 

Such a scene was unthinkable 
before The Library Project began 
its work in the region, building 
libraries from scratch, bringing 
books into schools for the first time, 
training teachers in new methods, 
and implementing ‘Reading Hour’, 
an activity in which the entire class 
participates in a discussion of a 
book’s themes, plot and characters. 
The charity’s overall aim is to use 
group reading to construct a tra-
dition of dialogue in a region that 
has suffered greatly from ethnic 
divisions and alienation, not only 
during the 1990s Yugoslav wars, but 
more recently too. 

Last April, ethnic Serbs boycott-
ed the Kosovan mayoral elections 
in a protest over broken promises 
of autonomy; in July the hospital in 
Mitrovica faced shortages in med-
ical supplies due to the closure of 
border crossings; and by Septem-
ber four men had lost their lives in 
a confrontation between Serbian 
paramilitaries and Kosovan police. 
Symbolically, this last conflagration 
had taken place in an Orthodox 
monastery only twenty minutes 
away from the Ismail Qemali school 
in Mitrovica. 

I came across The Library Project 
whilst desperately trying to under-
stand what has been going on be-
tween Kosovo and Serbia over the 
last twelve months. It was born from 
the founder Safete Binaku’s experi-
ence of the Serbia-Kosovo conflict, 
in which campaigns led by convict-
ed war criminal Slobodan Milosevic 
resulted in the displacement of over 
one million Albanian Kosovans, 
and the deaths of thousands. 

Safete Binaku was one of those 
forced to flee, moving to Sweden 
aged 13. Memories of her school 
days are not filled with novels and 
the opportunity to discuss litera-
ture, but of being taught in separate 
classrooms to the ethnic Serbs, and 
not being allowed to play with them 
at breaktime, before finally leaving 
Kosovo. She describes her flight in 
terms that convey the chaos, pes-
simism and tragedy of the era: “as 
we left everything burned down be-
hind us, there was no return”. 
Fittingly for someone who runs 

a charity based on the power of 
books, she explains that the brutal-
ity of the 1990s was a consequence 
of the fact that Serbs and Kosovans 
had “two completely different sto-
ries”, and neither group sought to 
understand the other’s. It was partly 
her desire to make sure that today’s 
young Kosovans are able to engage 
and understand others’ stories, ex-
periences, and opinions, that en-
couraged her to set up The Library 
Project in 2017 with some friends 
in Stockholm. 

Owing to her promotion of tol-
erance and dialogue, I wanted to 
know if her experience of the famed 
culture of acceptance in Sweden 
had also played a role in the estab-

when she was helped to pick out a 
book at secondary school, knowing 
that Kosovan children didn’t receive 
the same attention as she did. Un-
derstanding the transformative po-
tential of a single book, she wanted 
to bring that empowerment to her 
homeland.

Safete believes that part of the val-
ue of being a lifelong reader is be-
coming comfortable with perspec-
tives that challenge your own. She 
tells me how Wonder, a book about 
a boy with a facial deformity, and 
the orphaned Oliver Twist, have 
had a particularly strong impact on 
the Kosovan children who have re-
ceived books thanks to The Library 
Project.

Nonetheless, Suzana, a teacher 
and Safete’s co-founder, highlights 
the children’s “hunger for more sto-
ries that speak to them”, a desire that 
is being met by The Project’s drive 
to get more Kosovan literature into 
the classroom. By seeing their own 
childhoods reflected on the pages 
of books, it is hoped that pupils will 
also gain the tools to articulate their 
own experiences to others.

‘Reading Hour’, similar to activ-
ities like ‘class reader’ in the UK, 
is unlike anything Safete experi-
enced at school in Kosovo in the 
90s, when the education system 
was strongly grounded in strict dis-
cipline and rote learning. In fact, 
today’s Kosovan children struggle 
with the concept initially as a re-
sult of comprehension and analysis 
skills still being completely left off 
the Kosovan curriculum. They are 
often uncomfortable with the con-
cept of debate, answering questions 
intended to elicit their opinions 
with memorised paragraphs of the 
book, but soon begin to passionate-
ly advocate for or critique the cen-
tral characters in every story.

All the books are handpicked by 
the Project, based on their ability 
to generate discussion on a press-
ing theme, wheth- e r 
that’s friendship, 
LGBTQ+ issues, or 
bullying. Some of 
the themes even allow 
teachers to tackle 
taboo topics 
in Kosovan 
society, and 
Safete ex-
plains how 
Anne Frank’s 
diary pro-
vided a sur-
prising ex-
ample.

“ T h e y 
d i d n ’ t 
k n o w 

that you could talk about having a 
negative relationship with a parent”, 
she says, describing the shock the 
children felt when Anne expresses 
less than generous thoughts about 
her mother. It is not part of Kosovan 
culture to talk about feelings open-
ly, especially any sentiments that 
might betray disrespect to one’s el-
ders, and so it is unsurprising that 
several children told their teacher 
that they were going to start a pri-
vate diary. For their sake, I hope 
their parents don’t read them...

But the impact of the project is 
felt far beyond ‘Reading Hour’. In 
the absence of a clearly defined cur-
riculum, Kosovan teachers are often 
left with little guidance on how to 
educate the children, a difficulty 
compounded by the scarcity of re-
sources written in Albanian. One 
of the first ways that The Library 
Project sought to make a change in 
Kosovan classrooms was by train-
ing educators in small sessions, 
before sending them back to their 
respective schools and asking them 
to spread the new methods amongst 
their colleagues. 

“We’re trying to put the system 
in place and then hand it over”, Saf-
ete explains, a philosophy which 
reflects the sense of independence, 
creativity, and initiative that she is 
trying to instil in the children them-
selves.

Testimonies all attest to the im-
pact the project has had on edu-
cators’ professional and personal 
lives, with teachers Ermira, Donita 
and Merita all commenting on how 
it has revolutionised the children’s 
learning and their own approach to 
all subjects, and Naime – the very 
first teacher to receive the training 
– saying that Reading Hour, loved 
by the children, “has become very 
dear” to her as well.

But scrolling through the charity’s 
Instagram account, it is strik-
ing that almost all the 

p i c - t u r e s 
o f 

the 

teacher training sessions include 
only women. Though empowering 
the female educators the project 
works with, Safete admits that male 
teachers are often more resistant to 
learning new techniques.

This is only one of the challeng-
es they face, the greatest of all be-
ing the scepticism exhibited by 
children, headteachers and parents 
when approached by the charity.
“Kosovan kids are not like the Swed-

ish kids.”
 “You are never going to manage to 

build us a library.”
 “They don’t read that way.”

The second of these statements 
of doubt was uttered by Ardian, a 
ninth-grader who was incredulous 
at the prospect of his run-down 
school having its own library.

A few years later, Safete was in a 
café in Kosovo and Ardian bounded 
up to her, excitedly telling her that 
although he had now graduated, 
his younger siblings were using the 
newly built library at the school.
Such success stories as this will fuel 
the project’s current plans, which 
will involve more teacher training 
and setting up a library in Pristina, 
Kosovo’s capital. Like the other fa-
cilities set up by the charity, it will 
have a rotating collection, so local 
schools will be able to take out a full 
set of books to run ‘Reading Hour’, 
and when they come back for their 
next set, their previous loan will be 
passed on to another school to bor-
row.

Last September’s escalation of 
violence perforates this sense of 
optimism, but also re-asserts why 
The Library Project’s work is so 
crucial. Serbian children still learn 
a different version of history to 
their Kosovan counterparts across 
the border, and without a mutual 
understanding of one another, it 
is difficult to imagine a context in 
which the two groups might be able 
to live in relative harmony. With 
200 new UK soldiers joining the 
4,000-strong NATO taskforce based 
in the region, and the US accepting 
Kosovo’s application to buy Javelin 
anti-tank missiles only two weeks 
ago, 2024 could see tensions boil 
over again.

Amidst this dark, uncertain back-
drop, Safete insists she is no hero. 

But The Library Project’s mission, 
articulated by co-founder Suzana 

as using books to pave “the 
way to a brighter future for 
children and young people 
in Kosovo” certainly seems 

heroic. 
Read the full article at cher-

well.org

The making of a new generation 
in northern Kosovo
Sofia Johanson discusses the work of The Library Project, a charity in Kosovo which uses 
the power of literature to heal fractures.

“Understanding 
the transforma-
tive potential of 
a single book, 
she wanted to 
bring that em-
powerment to 
her homeland.”
lishment of her charity. Her answer 
is nuanced. 

On the one hand, she describes 
how proud she was to associate 
herself with Sweden up until 2015, 
recounting how she signed up to 
volunteer with Syrian refugees but 
didn’t get a spot because so many 
people had put themselves forward. 

However, like in much of Europe, 
the country’s right-wing populist 
party has seen significant gains in 
recent years, and in 2022 it became 
part of a government coalition for 
the first time in its history.

The innocuously-named Swedish 
Democrats’ doubt the viability of 
multiculturalism and often point to 
the situation in Malmo, a city with 
a 35% foreign born population, 
which has long suffered with high 
crime rates and has been described 
as having ‘no go zones’ for police. 
Safete laments the rising trend of 
politicians laying the blame on im-
migrants, but feels that Sweden still 
has a “very giving culture”, high-
lighting that it is currently the fifth 
biggest donor to Kosovo. 

But she also directly credits her 
experience of the Swedish educa-
tion system as inspiration for the 
charity, citing the injustice she felt 
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American Odyssey – The World Building of Lana del Rey 
Ellen Rowlands 

The past decade of Lana del 
Rey’s music has ventured  
from the deserts and ne-
on-lights of Las Vegas 

to the streets of New York, Holly-
wood, and eventually rural Califor-
nia. This journey through the lens 
of old-world Americana is entic-
ing, and for me a huge part of what 
makes her music so captivating. 
Moulding this narrative not only 
through where she chooses to place 
herself, but also how she chooses to 
express it has lead to Lana del Rey 
filling stadiums around the world, 
always keeping us coming back for 

more. Whether it’s a cry-your-heart 
out ballad, I60’s inspired lullaby or 
an effortlessly cool hip hop piece, 
her world building plays such a 
large part in her success. However, 
whilst places and time scales may 
change, Lana’s continual reliance 
upon the idea of melancholy and 
sadness within her work shines 
through. It’s the melancholy and 
continual longing for the plac-
es she’s left and the places she’s in 
which makes the listener dive into 
another album looking for the next 
instalment. 

If we are to think of her albums 
as these instalments, they feel al-
most confessional. They track the 

life of a young twenty something 
party girl gone wrong into a ranch 
owning chicken feeding country 
woman. NFR, her fifth studio al-
bum, expresses this metamorphosis 
clearly when in How to Disappear 
she writes “Now it’s been years 
since I left new York/ I’ve got a kid 
and two cats in the yard/ The Cal-
ifornia sun and the movie stars/ 
I watch the skies getting light as I 
write/ as I think about those years”. 
Infusions of the confessional into 
lines like this is part of what keeps 
us wrapped up in the story. We 
want to see what area of Americana 
she’ll lean into next. If it’s not the 
starlet, the old-money darling or 
the free-spirited hippie what could 
it be? In light of this, it’s possible to 
draw comparisons between Lana 
and Taylor Swift. Both rely heavily 
on creating set time-periods in their 
work or in Taylor’s case, Eras. On 
the sides of both del Rey and Swift 
this is a clever marketing tactic be-
cause why pull in only one fan-base 
when you could have four or five? 
Listeners can identify with their 
chosen album, infusing into it their 
own memories, feelings, and jour-
ney. It’s common knowledge and 
pretty obvious that artists are never 
going to stay the same, take Lorde’s 
transition from grunge Tumblr teen 
to Solar goddess. However, the dif-

ference in Lana’s take on this  sets 
her apart from her contemporaries, 
she not only builds lanscapes, she 
immerses us in them. 

The landscapes she builds for us 
may drastically shift, yet there’s a 
distinct sense of cohesiveness to all 
of her projects. Just take a look at 
any of her lyrics, there are constant 
repetitions of “tears” “racing cars” 
“guns” “roses”  or perhaps most 
infamously “cola”  tie her many 
lives together. This kind of lyrical 
branding, honing in on specific 
words and their connotations in 
order to paint these landscapes are 
central to her brand. Immediately, 
when we think of them, our mind 
draws back to this idea of the sad-
girl, bad-boy universe she plays 
into that it almost becomes refer-
ential to what she’s actually saying. 
Whilst readings such as this have 
drawn controversy from both the 
media and the songstress herself,  
in a 2019 Twitter battle amidst the 
NFR release, Lana got back at critics 
by quipping: “Never had a persona. 
Never needed one. Never will.” Her 
shape shifting and reliance on spe-
cific tropes make it really easy to 
see why this conclusion might be 
drawn. However, for me, it’s always 
been possible to see Lana not as a 
persona but a commentator for our 
times and our culture. She referenc-

es, she provokes, and she engages us 
in her world building. After all, who 
else would be able to say “pass me 
my vape/ I’m feeling sick/ I need a 
puff” after writing something as po-
etic as Margaret? She’s up to date on 
every aspect of today’s cultural mi-
lieu but isn’t afraid to look back to 
the past when it might seem more 
poetic. It’s this tongue in cheek ob-
serving and crafting of her sound 
which is testament to her value as 
an artist rather than a persona. 

Lana’s sound and brand seems to 
be a never ending public and pri-
vate journey. From listening to her 
first album on my iPod mini aged 
9 (the consequences of unfettered 
access to the internet) one thing 
I’ve learnt is that she’s never tiring.  
Even though we’re now a decade 
on from that release, it’s still an al-
bum I continually return to. Why? 
Because it’s exciting. Amongst her 
other works, I get to go on a jour-
ney, to sepia toned flashes of din-
ers and parties and beaches  whilst 
meeting bikers , celebrities and 
maybe the odd gangster along the 
way. With her headlining of Read-
ing this summer and release of her 
country album Lasso this autumn, 
I’m only more excited to see the 
new territories she’s charting.  

Image Credit: Jaguar MENA /CC 
BY 2.0 via Flickr
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Tracing seven decades of 
Yoko Ono’s multidiscipli-
nary approach to art, the 
exhibition YOKO ONO: 

MUSIC OF THE MIND is a cele-
bration of her interactive and often 
radical work. As such, a symphony 
of sounds struck me upon first en-
tering the main gallery room of the 
exhibition at the Tate Modern. Her 
‘Music of the Mind’ was very much 
present and alive. The general buzz 
amongst visitors, the projection of 
Ono’s films onto the gallery walls 
and her voice added a dimension 
of musical performance to the ex-
hibition, contrasting the tradition-
al silence expected in art galleries.

The usual compelling force to 
remain quiet within the art gallery 
was thus removed; visitors did not 
stare at the work created by Ono 
in silence for a prolonged period 
of time or awkwardly shuffle to 
the side to make room for the next 
observer, their brows stern as they 
inspected the pieces on display. In-
stead, visitors were constantly mo-
bile and vocal as they moved from 
one interactive piece to the next. 
The gallery space itself did not pro-
vide an atmosphere of silence, but 
rather upon observation, isolated 
moments of contemplation and 
quietness were evident amongst 

the bustling scene in the room.
Ono’s installation Add Colour 

(Refugee Boat) is an example of 
how viewers interacted with her 
work to create their own collabo-
rative art. It started as an all-white 
boat in an all-white room and, as 
the day progressed, it became a 
mural adorned with blue messag-
es. Visitors expressed their own 
thoughts regarding the ongoing 
refugee crisis present today in 
contemporary society through the 
medium of art as they responded 
to Ono’s instructions that ‘Just blue 
like the ocean’ they should contrib-
ute their own hopes and beliefs in 
blue and white. The collaborative 
creation of this piece, therefore, 
reflects on the ability to make a sig-
nificant impact through collective 
action. Yet, alone in that very room 
was a little girl, clasping a pen 
marker bigger than her hand. The 
girl was not aware of the messag-
es written across the walls or the 
press that stood to the side of the 
room, but rather she was circling 
the white boat, deciding where to 
make her mark. It soon became ap-
parent that she was finding the per-
fect place to write Ono’s name. An 
act of commemoration occurred 
at that very moment and the artist 
herself became part of the collec-
tive wall of messages encapsulating 
human agency and joint-responsi-

bility. to engage its viewers, feeling it nec-
essary to directly communicate the 
importance of world peace to her 
fellow activists and neighbours.

In May 1971, Ono revealed how 
she believed anyone could be an 
artist and that, in her view, paint-
ings went through a life trans-
formation when people engaged 
directly with them. This explains 
the presence of Ono’s ‘instruction 
pieces’ throughout the exhibition. 
A particular moment caught the 
attention of the room during the 
press morning: a sudden bang-
ing as a girl engaged with Ono’s 
piece Painting to Hammer a Nail. 
As soon as the loud clamour was 
heard, photographers clustered 
around this spontaneous perfor-
mance. The girl not only became 
an artist in her own right, ham-
mering a nail into the blank canvas 
as instructed by Ono, but she also 
simultaneously became part of the 
art, as photographs were taken cap-
turing this event.

By instructing others to add to 
her work, rather than merely re-
peating it, Ono noted in 2001 that 
she felt like she was representing 
the whole artistic community and 
releasing herself from her position 
amongst an elite group of artists. 
The exhibition YOKO ONO: MU-
SIC OF THE MIND, therefore, 
cleverly relates Ono’s artwork to 

A Press Morning at Yoko Ono’s ‘MUSIC OF THE MIND’ 
Exhibition
Taya Neilson her world views. Rather than tak-

ing the position of the ‘elite’ artist, 
Ono removes the hierarchy estab-
lished between the artist and view-
er through her instructions. Her 
collaborative artwork and perfor-
mances were thus created to reflect 
on the importance of collective ac-
tivism and agency in order to cam-

Music 

Art

Another two men participated 
in the White Chess Set—a game 
consisting of white chess pieces 
and the instruction ‘play as long as 
you can remember where all your 
pieces are’. They avidly leant for-
ward to observe the game unfold-
ing, so focused and unfettered by 
their fellow visitors walking past. 
First released in 1966, White Chess 
Set demonstrates Ono’s anti-war 
stance, making the interactive ele-
ment of her piece extremely signif-
icant. As the chess pieces are indis-
tinguishable, Ono’s modifications 
encourage the players to collab-
orate in order to establish a truce 
between them. She wanted her art 

paign for world peace and social 
justice.

‘Soon there will be no need for 
artists, since people will start to 
write their own instructions or ex-
change them and paint’ (Letter to 
Ivan Karp from Yoko Ono, 1965)

Photography by Taya Neilson



The Oxford Fashion Gala is Back!
Eden Kilgour

You heard it here first! After 
an incredible sold-out 2023 
show, The Oxford Fashion 
Gala is back for 2024, so get 

the date in your diary (W3 TT24!), 
because after speaking to the OFG 
President, David Akanji, and Cre-
ative Director Zaira Christa, we’re 
convinced that it won’t be one to miss. 

In case you haven’t heard, The Ox-
ford Fashion Gala is an annual fash-
ion showcase, celebrating creativity 
and fashion design which is so often 
overlooked at Oxford, which, this 
year, is focused around the theme 'A 
Voyage in Ascent'. This year’s Gala 
is in support of Oxford Mutual Aid, 
a not-for-profit company which is 
working towards reducing homeless-
ness in Oxford. To give our readers an 
exclusive insight (!), Cherwell spoke 
to the team themselves to get all the 
hottest on their vision for the upcom-
ing OFG, and we can assure you they 
didn’t disappoint!

It appears that we’re in good hands, 
with the multi-talented OFG Presi-
dent himself - David Akinja - a sec-
ond-year medic at Oriel, who ex-
plored his motivations for applying 
for the role as rooted in his experience 
completing a Foundation Course 
at UAL, where he focused his Final 
Major Project around the evolution 
of the UK black fashion scene and its 
impact on current trends. David is in-
trigued by fashion, being at the “fore-
front of [his] creative endeavours” as 

an extension of sculpture and 3D art, 
and is excited to share this creativity 
through his Presidency! 

The brilliant Zaira Christa, sec-
ond-year music student at Somerville 
and OFG Creative Director outlined 
her motivations as based around 
bringing her own experience in the 
fashion industry to Oxford, being her 
self-titled brand ‘Zaira Christa’, which 
launched in September 2022 and first 
took to the runway in London Fash-
ion Week 2023.

A Voyge in Ascent, is 
adapted from Issey Mi-
yake’s SS22 collec-
tion A Voyage 
in Descent. 
This col-
lect ion 
is a rep-
resenta-
tion of a 
journey 
into the 
a b y s s , 
whereby the 
l o o k s 
p l a y with 
f l u i d , dynamic and 
lightweight fabrics, combined with 
flowing curves, glossy textures and 
intense colours to represent a pro-
gression into the deep sea, from the 
silence and peace which come with 
entry into the water, to the discovery 
of new creatures and sensations as the 
voyage continues. The team explored 
their fascination with, and subse-
quent adaptation of this collection 

with their initial attraction to “celes-
tial” ideas and the stark contrast of 
such with “depths … and darkness”. 
David told Cherwell that “upon more 
research, I came across Miyake’s SS22 
collection, … which made me think 
that would be a nice spin to put on 
it … instead of descending down-
wards, let’s take that and spin it and 
bring everything upwards”. The OFG 
team is keen to “give designers a good 
breadth to take the theme and push 
it in any direction … so it becomes a 

more celebratory event 
where designers 
have their own 

creative vision and 
they are free to 

explore any 
a v e n u e ”. 
C o n t r a s t 
appears to 
be an ele-
ment the 
team is 

excited to 
work with, as 

Zaira explored 
the development 

of her original “lunar eclipse” 
idea, where the “guests would dress 
in black so the designers would have 
the freedom to design in any colour”, 
which was built on by the team’s focus 
on “celestial bodies, and spiritual as-
cent as well as literal ascent”. 

The OFG team plans to make the 
celebration of who the designers and 
models are a priority this year, with 
a production of a catalogue of looks 

with bios of each designer, and spac-
es for them to discuss their ideas and 
thoughts, to contextualise the gar-
ments and bring them to life. Zaira 
emphasises their focus on a “space 
of creative expression… with a cel-
ebration of fashion and art for both 
designers and guests”. 

However, the Gala itself isn’t sole-
ly about the expression of artistry, as 
David delves deeper into their focus 
on sustainability, stating the team’s 
pledge to “align ourselves with brands 
that are ethical and … work well 
with the environment, … adamantly 
steer[ing] away from retail”, despite 
its potential economic benefits. The 
team “values integrity … as a society”, 
and is encouraging upcycling, em-
phasising to designers that “you don’t 
need to go out and buy yards and 
yards of fabric to create a look! … The 
resurrection of clothing is an avenue 
we’re really trying to push designers 
to go down”. 

Perhaps the most exciting element 
of The Oxford Fashion Gala, howev-
er, is that you can get involved! The 
call-out for both models and design-
ers is open now on their Instagram, @
theoxfordfashiongala! With no expe-
rience required, this is the perfect op-
portunity to channel your creativity, 
as either a designer or model, as Da-
vid emphasises his desire to decrease 
gate-keeping of the industry, and in-
crease inclusivity in the event, calling 
for “everyone to have fun, and enjoy 
themselves through fashion”.

Image credit: Oxford Fashion Gala

Mistakes and Markers of Time
Violet Aitchison

Whilst I was procras-
tinating in the Rad 
Cam a couple of days 
ago, I glanced down 

at my hand, and for the first time 
in a while, I properly looked at 
one of the tattoos I had gotten two 
years ago. Of course, I catch sight 
of it every day as I’m washing my 
hands, typing on my laptop, and 
cooking, but I don’t often actual-
ly look and think about it. Part of 
the reason I so infrequently admire 
it is because when I do, I have to 
face the fact that it’s slightly won-
ky, weird-looking, and faded, as a 
friend of a friend ‘stick and poked’ 
me in her mum’s sitting room. The 
reason it is slightly wonky is be-
cause, during the process, I refused 
to tell her that I wanted the stencil 
position to be moved slightly to 

the right. I was too scared I would 
upset or offend her, so I let her tat-
too my wrist knowing it looked 
off-centre. Because at that time in 
my life, I would have truly rather 
permanently altered my appear-
ance in a way I didn’t quite like 
rather than stand up for myself. I 
understand how stupid this might 
sound to some of you. But now, 
when I look at my wrist, I don’t re-
gret my choice, I look at it fondly.

It’s very easy to criticise and 
cringe at old pictures of yourself, 
wondering how your mum ever let 
you leave the house in your most 
treasured white ripped ‘joni jeans’, 
or knee-high DM boots. But to me, 
this evidence acts as such a time 
capsule. Dying my hair has been 
an important part of my identity 
since I first coloured it baby pink at 
sixteen. For some people, different 
scents or songs can transport them 
to different times of their lives, but 
for me, hair colour acts as a mark-
er of time. My hair has been pink, 
bleached blonde, silver, black, red, 
brown, copper, blonde, and brown 
again. It’s a bit of a cliché that when 
faced with change you completely 
alter your hair, but I have to admit 
that when I broke up with my first 
boyfriend, I immediately chopped 
it all off and dyed it black. Similar-
ly, before I came to university, rid-
dled with anxiety about how I was 

going to be perceived, I got way too 
many layers cut and dyed my hair 
copper. And whilst I’ve learned to 
regulate this tendency, I refuse to 
feel remorseful.

It saddens me now to see teens of 
eleven, twelve, and thirteen wear-
ing ‘trendy’ outfits, compared to 
the likes of influencers like Molly 
Mae or Matilda Djerf. It feels like 
these young people are missing out 
on ‘rite of passage’ experiences. 
Because without all those whacky 
outfit choices, and crazed make-
up looks I’m not sure I would have 
found my style. Experimenting and 
messing up is an important part of 
building your distinct identity, and 
if we have children who never did 
this due to the pressure from social 
media to be ‘cool’, individuality is 
going to decrease. Amongst pre-
teens, the rise and dominance of 
brands such as ‘Lulu Lemon’ which 
emphasise neutral tones and basic 
silhouettes are adding to the loss of 
originality. And that is not to judge 
older people who enjoy this style. 
It’s just I’m sure those adults had 
time to experiment with different 
styles before choosing that as their 
own. But when eight-year-olds on 
‘TikTok’ are in matching beige 
sets carrying a ‘Stanley’ cup half 
the size of their head, you’ve got to 
wonder how we got here and what 
is to become of a new generation 

whose life is so documented on-
line that they cannot bear to make 
mistakes or laugh at themselves. 
How do you ever move forward or 
become self-aware without learn-
ing from disastrous decisions that 
are only forgivable because of your 
youth?

These days, I wear my closed-up 
piercing holes and grown-out lay-
ers with pride. Each story behind 
them might not be my proudest 
moment, but I’m glad I have lit-
eral, lasting marks on my body to 
remind me of memories I would 
have otherwise forgotten. We live 
in an age of impulsivity and im-
patience, and whilst many of my 
piercings and hair changes hap-
pened for those exact reasons, I’m 
glad they led to physical reminders 
of all the experiences I’ve collect-
ed across the years. Because whilst 
the minute stick-and-poke flower 
on my right hand’s middle finger 
might often be wrongly identified 
as fireworks, shooting stars, or, in 
its worst moments, a magic wand, 
I get to always hold the memory of 
that drunken night with my two 
school friends when we gave each 
other the tattoos. And I’m certain 
that was not my last dodgy tattoo 
or failed fashion choice. But I look 
forward to reminiscing about the 
stories behind my future ‘mistakes’. 

Image Credit: Penn State
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What’s 
on...

Stage: The Trail to Oregon
@The Pilch

5th-9th March
Based on the classic Trail to 
Oregon game, the musical 
follows a family as they travel 
the Oregon trail. The twist? 
Each night, the audience 
chooses the names, stories 
and endings of the characters- 
no two shows will ever be the 

same!

Art: Bruegel to Rubens
@The Ashmolean

23rd March- 23rd June
The Ashmolean's next ticketed 
exhibition will be a showcase 
of over 100 exceptional 
Flemish drawings from the 

16th and 17th centuries. 

Film: Dune- Part II
@Odeon Oxford 
From 1st March

Timothee Chalamet and 
Zendaya among others return 
in Dune II, with Paul Atreides 
seeking revenge against the 
conspirators who destroyed 

his family. 

The ultimate guide to 
what’s happening where 
in Oxford in 7th and 8th 

week...

Stage: The Sun King
@BT Studio

5th-9th March
The Sun King takes us through 
a boy's adolescent years... and 
the reign of a fantasy king. 
In the Sun King's realm, it's 
always bright and warm, no 

matter the season.

Fashion



Arriving at the TS Eliot 
theatre to be greeted by a 
small (intimate?) venue, I 
was fascinated to see how 

the Merton Floats, in collaboration 
with the Univ Players, would deliver 
on their promise of a ‘film noir’ take 
on Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar. We 
were warned before the sold-out Fri-
day showing that a cast member had 
been taken ill and other members 
would be ‘filling in’- but as the cliché 
goes, the show must go on, and soon 
enough the lights dimmed, and the 
play began.

From start to finish, it was a show 
filled with excellent performances 
from leading cast members. Take, for 
example, Cassius (Lucas Haskins). He 
was depicted perfectly as the brood-
ing plotter, disillusioned by Caesar. 
Particularly brilliant was the visible 
rage behind his eyes in the scene 
where he is mocked by Caesar. Both 
his and Brutus’ (Ethan Bareham) 
drawn out speeches to each other 
were also excellent, and we felt a real 
connection build between the two 
a s t h e play went on. 

Brutus 

was also very well played, with the in-
ternal turmoil seen through the body 
language exhibited during scenes like 
that of the murder of Caesar, in which 
he appeared to be in a state of agony. 

At the right moments, it was also 
a play which didn’t take itself too se-
riously. Our Julius Caesar (Myfanwy 
Taylor-Bean) was especially good at 
knowing which moments to bring 
lavish extravagance to and generate 
laughter from the crowd as a result. 
Her hubris was visible, and her cha-
risma convincing. As Caesar should 
be, she was the centre of attention in 
every scene she was a part of. Other 
cast members were also incredibly 
good at making the most of the funny 
parts of the script- take the comic re-
lief of the murder of Cinna the poet; 
a silly scene, and suitably silly in its 
delivery in this performance. 

By far and away though my favour-
ite moment of the evening has to go 
to Mark Antony (Thomas Allen). 
His Soliloquy following the death of 
Julius Caesar just before the interval 
was filled with the passionate rage 
that such a speech wouldn’t be right 
without. Indeed, from 

his first appearance 
in the play, An-

t o n y 

delivered an incredibly mature per-
formance, exhibiting the manipula-
tion of Brutus and Cassius with his 
changes in demeanour perfectly. His 
speeches were convincing even to an 
audience member, and he had us all 
in stitches with the way he worked the 
crowd up at Caesar’s funeral. 
One must also give credit to the 
crew for the very intelligent use of 
the space in the theatre. Though I 
was concerned upon entry about the 
small venue’s ability to do justice to 
the grand and extravagant speeches 
that this play is laced with, its intimate 
setting actually did much to enhance 
the experience. Being so close to the 
actors allows the audience to pick up 
on every detail of the cast’s body lan-
guage, an aspect of their performance 
that many members had perfected. 
The compact setting also worked in 
the cast’s favour in scenes like the 
Caesar’s funeral, in which the cast 
surrounding the audience to heckle 
the characters during their speeches 
made us feel at one with the crowd. 
The hilarious fickleness of the Roman 
citizens through the switching tones 
of the heckles was a hysterical touch 
(made particularly funny by which-
ever cast member was repeatedly 
shouting ‘bastard’ at any mention of 
Brutus). 

The only major aspect of the play 
which I felt more could have been 
made of was the ‘film noir’ theme. 
The opening scenes which utilised 
the piano and the warning to Caesar 
of the ‘Ides of March’ taking place 
over the phone were great uses of this, 
but it felt as though beyond the cos-
tuming the theme was much forgot-
ten after that, other than the odd gun 
being waved around here and there. 

“Mature & intelligent”: Julius Caesar review
Adam Saxon
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Is Greg Heffley the hero we never 
knew we needed?

Few modern comic heroes 
align with our distinctive age 

– an age which Dickens’s famous 
opening, ‘It was the best of times, it 
was the worst of times’, would easily 
resonate, and an age in which pro-
gress and innovation coexist with ex-
istential threats. Jeff Kinney’s literary 
forebears, those of the disillusioned 
and hubristic comic hero tradition, 
lie firmly in the twentieth century: 
the gloriously self-important Mr 
Poots, Orwell’s ostracised bookseller 
Gordon Comstock, the ever-exasper-
ated academic Jim Dixon, and the 
acne-riddled Middle-England poet 
Adrian Mole.  

Greg represents all of the hubris 
and ‘self-irony’ of this literary tra-
dition, and this is where the series’ 
comic appeal lies. For instance, his 
constant belittlement of his best 
friend Rowley Jefferson, and preten-
sions of grandeur by comparison, is 
confounded when Greg’s paranoia 
leads their mutual date, Abigail, into 
Rowley’s arms in The Third Wheel. 
Yet in his distinctive ‘David Brent’ 

mould Greg’s heroism is consistently 
balanced with some pretty unsa-
voury characteristics. Between his 
disregard for Rowley when he breaks 
his arm in the original book and his 
failure to take responsibility f o r 
wrecking his Dad’s car 
in Old School, we do not 
find a particularly noble 
or virtuous character 
in Jeff Kinney’s vol-
umes. 

But is that what we want 
when we turn to comedy? 
Probably not. Rather, it is 
the passages of ironic bril-
liance, that elude self-real-
isation, that resonate with 
us and make us laugh. Just 
as Sue Townsend’s Adri-
an Mole fails to recognise 
the shortcomings of his ul-
tra pretentious avant-garde 
literary style, Greg’s com-
ic strip  is superseded by 
Rowley’s genuinely funny 
Zoo Wee Mama! comic in 
the school newspaper. In a quest for 
popularity that does not dissipate 
throughout the series, Greg also 
demonstrates his shallowness. After 
becoming the most popular kid in 

school for being able to tell the time at 
his terrible new school in No Brain-
er, his newly bestowed title of “Time 
Lord” beautifully characterises his 
self-delusion – or maybe reflects a 
sense of pragmatism that, if he 

becomes popular based 
on being able to tell the 
time, so be it. 

The twenty-first cen-
t u r y could well be 

perfect for 
the sense 

of disillu-
sionment which per-

vades every volume and 
affects Greg’s actions so 
decisively. And through 
its engagement with deep-

ly contemporary issues, the 
series explores being a teen-

ager in an age which should 
have everything, yet in which 
there are new and troubling 
challenges. His battle with 
his anti-technology mother 

at the beginning of Old School pits 
the generations firmly against one 
another – an Arkady bringing the 
modernising Bazarov to the sceptical 
older generation. 

But it is the trip to a tropical resort 

in The Getaway that most embodies 
our ambiguous and sometimes pes-
simistic age: his high expectations 
of paradise are confounded by what 
has become the epitome of modern 
tacky commercialism. If his par-
ents are Adam and Eve going back 
to their prelapsarian nirvana, then 
Greg is the voice of their fallen de-
scendants, wrestling with the snake 
of disappointment. He must reckon 
with the frustrations of modern life, 
just as Orwell’s neurotic Gordon rails 
against the modern “Money God” 
that conspires against his relation-
ships and writings. 

Yet, between the dating failures 
and the strains of family life, there 
remains in Greg a profoundly hu-
man capacity  for kindness and hu-
mility. This provides a heartfelt, nec-
essary counterpoint, and reminds 
the modern reader of the possibility 
and everyday reality of goodness in 
our times. His reconciliation with 
the recently broken-up Rowley in 
Hard Luck allows Greg to bury the 
hatchet with his oldest friend; when 
the proposed Heffley house move in 
Wrecking Ball threatens to break the 
friendship apart again, and does not 
materialise at the eleventh hour, the 

Greg Heffley: A Hero of our Time
Sebastian Hall

Books

final scene of them reunited reminds 
the reader of the tenderness of rela-
tionships forged over many years. 

Here Greg experiences a rare and 
cathartic moment of self-realisation: 
his friendship with Rowley is more 
important than any new house. The 
dichotomy between constant self-de-
lusion, and self-realisation in the 
critical moments, provides the reader 
both with searing humour at Greg’s 
expense, and yet the final recogni-
tion that he can overcome his flawed 
personality and relationships to pre-
serve what matters – so the bumbling 
David Brent reconciles with his Wer-
nham Hogg colleagues in The Of-
fice’s dying moments. The 3-pointer 
Greg accidentally makes at the end of 
Big Shot, having been traded off his 
basketball team by his own mother, 
emphasises this unlikely heroism. 
Happiness in an uncertain world 
may come from unexpected places. 
It is his unimpressive ability to tell 
the time, rather than any self-delud-
ed attempts at romance, that finally 
gets him a girlfriend in No Brainer (if 
only for a few pages). And if the per-
ennially under-achieving Greg can 
find success, so can we all. 

Image Credit: sugarbee908/CC BY-
ND 3.0 via DeviantArt.

Stage Stop Me If You’ve Heard This 
One Before...

When you’re busy, slow days without 
any alarms or to-do lists seem heav-
enly. Once the holidays come around, 
though, such days quickly get old and 
left to languish, ennui sets in. While 
rest is important, there is a crucial dis-
tinction between rest and inertia: to 
be out of the action for too long, like a 
sail on calm seas, robs us of purpose; 
something far more satisfying than a 
lie-in.

Seneca gets at what I’m trying to say 
aptly: ‘No man is more unhappy than 
he who never faces adversity. For he 
is not permitted to prove himself.’ If 
your path has no obstacles in its way 

and you get what you want easily, it all 
feels a bit shallow and meaningless. I 
know it seems banal but doing, creat-
ing, etc. is a surer way to fulfillment 
than rotting on the sofa.

One thing that trumps even the 
fiercest college rivalry is a universal 
smugness about the Oxford workload 
— though it doesn’t always feel like 
something to be chuffed about — and 
how easy all other university students 
have it by comparison. For better or 
worse, we have all chosen to face the 
stormy seas; a challenge both daunt-
ing and exciting that we should be 
proud to tackle.

Of course, the scope of what can be 
done with Shakespeare is incredibly 
limited, especially given the size of the 
set, but it might have been nice to see 
the periodic nature of the interpreta-
tion drawn out slightly more. 

Nevertheless, these minor points 
did not detract from a performance 
that was truly admirable. I was 
stunned by the maturity of all of the 

lead actors- especially given chal-
lenging circumstances out of their 
hands on the night. It is a difficult 
play, made even more challenging by 
the constraints on the size of both the 
cast and the venue. However, they did 
a very impressive job, and I look for-
ward to seeing what all those involved 
take on next. 

Image Credit: Univ players and Merton floats

The Sail- Mikhail Lermontov
A lone white sail shows for an instant
Where gleams the sea, an azure streak.
What left it in its homeland distant?
In alien parts what does it seek?
The willows play, the mast bends, creaking,
The wind, impatient, moans and sighs. .…
It is not joy that it is seeking,
Nor is’t from happiness it flies.
The blue waves dance, they dance and tremble,
The sun’s bright waves caress the seas.
And yet for storm it begs, the rebel,
As if in storm lurked calm and peace! …

Rufus Jones



In the first chapter of Martin 
Amis’ 2014 novel The Zone of 
Interest,  Golo Thomsen, a Nazi 
soldier, describes the passing 

of a lorry revealing its ‘cargo’ to the 
newly arrived French inmates of 
Auschwitz-Birkenau. To Thomsen, 
it’s ‘nothing more than a day’s nat-
ural wastage from KL1, on its way 
to KL2. But of course our Parisians 
let out a great whimpering howl’. 
His euphemisms are obvious, yet 
they are emblematic of the culture 
of ‘seeing without seeing’ that cast 
its shadow over the National So-
cialist period in Germany. Jonathan 
Glazer’s recent film adaptation of 
the novel captures this same at-
mosphere of avoidance, but does so 
through its visual language rather 
than through Amis’ sardonic prose. 
Their shared title, ‘The Zone of In-
terest’, was the commonly used term 
which euphemistically referred to 
the restricted zone surrounding the 
death camp. It is emblematic of the 
industrial levels of mass murder that 
the Nazis committed: reducing hu-
man suffering to numbers, and hu-
man life to ‘cargo’.
Glazer does not ease us into this 

horrific world. The first two minutes 
of the film show only a blank, black 
screen paired with Mika Levi’s deaf-
ening and sparse score. There is no 
narrative exposition: we are thrown 
headfirst into the daily life of the 
Höss family. Rudolf Höss, the patri-
arch and longest serving Auschwitz 
Kommandant, and his wife, Hed-
wig, live in a sizeable house and 
share a garden wall with the death 
camp. We watch them care for their 
children, entertain guests, and be at-
tended to by servants. The servants 
are most likely prisoners whose one 
wrong move could result in them 
being sent back over the wall. They 
are mostly treated as an invisible 
nuisance by the Höss family, yet on 
one occasion, following the early 
departure of her mother, Hedwig 
threatens death upon the servant 
girl as easily as scolding her for 
burning toast.
Hedwig is perhaps the most in-

teresting character of the film, bril-
liantly portrayed by actress Sandra 
Hüller. There is something infantile 
about her, and though she spouts 
Nazi rhetoric more than her hus-
band, there is a sense that she does 
not really understand the words she 
says, or perhaps she has regressed 

in an effort to distance herself from 
them. When her mother visits, Hed-
wig takes her on a tour of the garden, 
and jokingly brags at one point that 
she has been nicknamed the ‘Queen 
of Auschwitz’. Her garden, like her 
nickname, is an effort to make light 
of the atrocities being committed, 
yet the foundations, the very soil, 
are inseparable from death. In one 
scene, a prisoner tills ash into the 
ground; death becomes the fertil-
iser for Hedwig’s lush, green Eden. 
Nonetheless, Hedwig’s sincere or 
feigned ignorance allow her to be 
fiercely proud of the life she and her 
husband have built.
Rudolf Höss’ feelings towards his 

‘job’ are more ambivalent. He cares 
deeply for animals and his children. 
He takes his boots off before he goes 
upstairs. He is as childlike as his 
wife, teasing her from his separate, 
single bed about her French per-
fume. The only hint that he feels any 
guilt comes towards the end of the 
film. He is relocated to Oranienburg 
near Berlin, and after attending a 
party, calls Hedwig and recounts 
pondering how long it would take 
to gas the ballroom. It is the film’s 
most direct allusion to the atroci-
ties he has committed, and, though 

earlier his doctor had found him to 
be physically healthy, he begins gag-
ging in the stairwell. The film then 
abruptly cuts to the modern day as 
cleaners sweep the gas chambers 
and wipe down the ovens for im-
minently arriving tourists. The iro-
ny of cleaning these spaces to make 
them more ‘palatable’ for modern 
day tourists is as contradictory as 
Hedwig’s garden of death. The film 
is less about the ‘banality of evil’, but 
rather the sanitization of it.
The Zone of Interest ultimate-

ly ends as it begins, with the same 
black screen and deafening audio. 
There are other instances of these 
Nazi flag coloured scenes through-
out the film. As the sounds of gun-
shots fill the garden in one scene, 
Glazer redirects us to a close-up 
of a flower that dissolves into a 
bright red block of colour. In an-
other scene, Glazer films the white 
sky above Auschwitz accompanied 
by the sounds of children crying. 
These more abstract scenes, along 
with the folkloric atmosphere of the 
scenes where a Polish girl plants ap-
ples for the inmates, were the most 
moving. Their simplicity forcing us 
to reflect - forcing us to reflect on 
the possibility of our own evil.

Review: Zone of Interest 
Kate Bunn
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Although hugely 
popular in the 
French-speak-
ing world, the 
Belgian sing-
er-songwriter 
Angèle is un-
doubtedly an un-
derrated voice in the UK and US. 
Her musical influences are eclectic, 
ranging from electronic to jazz to 
rap, her lyrics mixing French and 
English, spanning charged medita-
tions on her sexuality to the Balance 
Ton Porc movement to toxic inter-
net culture. Her debut album, Brol, 
went 7x Platinum and 2x Diamond, 
and her 2018 single Tout oublier 
broke Stromae’s record for weeks at 
the top of the Belgian charts.
Angèle Van Laeken was born in 

1995 in Ucle, Belgium, to the singer 
Marka and actress Laurence Bibot. 
Her brother is also a famous rap-
per, Roméo Elvis (with whom she 
collaborated on the song Tout ou-
blier) and she was encouraged to 
pursue her love of music from an 
early age. Angèle first gathered a 
following through covers she posted 
on Instagram and as the support act 
for the rapper Damso, but it wasn’t 
until her single La Loi de Murphy, 
released in 2017, that she became 
well recognised when its music vid-
eo gained millions of views. Soon 
after the release of her debut album 
Brol’s tracklist, the artist was break-
ing chart records and performing in 
sizable Paris venues.
Angèle’s 2019 song Balance Ton 

Quoi (named after the French move-
ment Balance Ton Porc) sought to 
call out France’s institutionalised 
sexism and the rampant and nor-
malised sexual assault of women, 
particularly in the entertainment 
industry. The singer doesn’t hesitate 
to expose the sexist rhetoric, dehu-
manisation, assumptions of nepo-
tism and backhanded compliments 
she, and indeed as do so many 
women, face on a daily basis. The 
audacious nature of the music video 
is lent even further emotional and 
political weight in its midway break, 
in which she features, speaking to a 
group about the nature of consent. 
Balanced and mature, Angèle suc-
ceeds in relaying a vital message 
through a fun, catchy song.
Angèle’s Ta Reine is also not one 

to be missed: in 2019 the singer’s 
sexuality was outed on a French talk 
show without her consent, and so 
the next year she released this beau-
tiful, intimate and poignant portray-
al of a woman in love with another, 
in fears of the  impact of expressing 
her love. The orchestra version, re-
leased in November 2019, heightens 
the song’s poignancy and emotion 
even further, its violin crescendo in 
particular serving to intensify the 
profound candour Angèle is una-
fraid to write into the song.
Let’s hope for another album 

soon!

Forget Her Not: 
Rediscovering 
Women in Music

The Source

Keziah McCann



ROMEO

First impressions?
Chatty and well dressed 

Did it meet your expectations?
Yeah 

What was the highlight?
He took me on a really nice walk 

afterwards. 

What was the most embarrassing 
moment?

Not being able to find them at the 
beginning! 

Describe the date in 3 words:
Fun, interesting, sweet 

Is there a second date on the 
cards?
Maybe 
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JULIET

First impressions?
Really good! They were nice and 

had a cool t-shirt on. 

Did it meet your expectations? 
My expectations were low, but it 

was so much better. 

What was the highlight?
 Bonding over our shared love for 

theatre. 

What was the most 
embarrassing moment?

One of my (usually funny) jokes 
not landing.  

Describe the date in 3 words:
Enjoyable, surprising and fun. 

Is there a second date on the 
cards?

Yes if they would like to. 

Looking for love?
Email lifestylecherwell@gmail.com or message one of our editors!

Cherpse

Help! My best friend is addicted to Oxfess!
Reuben Meadows discusses the all-consuming world of Oxfess

Oxfess: the social 
media platform 
that broadcasts the 
woes and troubles of 

the University’s most prolific 
oversharers. Yet it also piques 
the interest of thousands of other 
overworked students keen to 
tune into the latest gossip cycle. 
It’s where reality TV meets dark 
academia, a cultural crossover 
that I never anticipated when 
writing my UCAS application. 
And it’s everywhere, having 
infiltrated the doom-scrolling that 
marks our generation. The guy sat 
opposite you on his phone in the 
radcam? He’s on Oxfess. The girl 
queuing for an ATS sandwich? 
On Oxfess. Your tutor on his 
laptop as you inevitably arrive late 
to the tutorial. Oxfess (indulge 
me). It’s a time-killing activity 
whose immediate relevance to our 
everyday experiences, its capacity 
to be relatable in this small city, 
makes it addictive. Although 
Instagram reels are just as good 
too. 

So what has this esteemed 
establishment brought us? 
Highlights include the Univ 

Sh***er, Balliol scurvy, and ChCh 
puffer boy from the darkest 
corners of the Glink. Freshers 
will have to forgive me for such 
outdated references; this second 
year has been desperately trying to 
fight his addiction. The deleting 
and all-too-soon re-downloading 
of Facebook is a perpetual loop. To 
escape, only to overhear someone 
mention the latest especially 
salacious Oxfess e.g. Oxwhy 
did I sleep with both my college 
parents? Well now I’m intrigued. 
Ultimately, I pin this university’s 
cravings for such depravity on its 
workload. The constant reading 
lists, problem sheets, and lectures 
leave us wanting more than the 
academic confessions SOLO can 
provide us with. 

Yet it can also become too much. 
The constant stream of a collective 
Oxford consciousness leaves me 
wanting to blast white noise, run 
a bath (one can dream), or just 
bury myself under the crushing 
weight of the Bodleian Library. 
Extreme? Perhaps. But there is a 
repetitive streak to these online 
submissions that can make even 
the most ardent Oxfess ‘top fan’ 
begin to yawn. Take the classic ‘x 

freshers as…’ format.. Although 
I know a particularly good one 
assigning every Hilda’s first year 
to a Mamma Mia character, with 
accompanying pie charts too! Its 
authorship remains a mystery 
(apparently it was a collaborative 
endeavour…). Clearly last year’s 
admins had good taste. But recent 
failings have led me to question 
whether current Oxfess editors 
do in fact have a sense of humour.  
Not sure how I would know that, 
I never submit anything. That 
would be embarrassing. 

What is perhaps more 
embarrassing, while this could be 
particular to me, is experiencing 
the bizarre happenings of everyday 
Oxford life only for my best friend 
to exclaim ‘wait a second, I have 
to Oxfess this now.’ There are 
two types of Oxfess addiction; I 
introduce you first to the ‘mass 
producer’. A way of spilling your 
deepest desires (confessing your 
love for your Oxford crush as you 
pass them on Longwall), critiquing 
your ex (toxic yet not undeserved), 
or expressing frustration at your 
faculty’s inability to replenish the 
loo roll. By all accounts, we should 
rebrand the platform to Oxmoan. 
But when you start recognising 
your best friend’s Oxfesses then 
you should be worried. Should 
I be proud of my intimate 
knowledge of your writing style 
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Cherwell sent two lucky readers on a blind 
date, here’s how it went...

or should I stage an intervention? 
Either way, your Oxfess about the 
microwaved gnocchi really made 
me giggle. Or the time you started 
the Emma Watson goes to Hilda’s 
rumour. A startling ability to turn 
idle hearsay into university-wide 
chatter has made this infamous 
platform into an institution. 

The other type of addict is of
course the ‘invisible consumer’.
The silent majority. 7 people and 
your college spouse may have 
liked this Oxfess on Facebook, 
but hundreds have seen it. I know 
an especially well-read Engineer 
who never misses a new release, 
yet rarely interacts beyond this. 
But what of those who do? The 
site has become a road to BNOC-

hood, or equally a surefire way of 
deciding who should be avoided. 
While I appreciate your japes 
and banter, tagging someone in 
an Oxfess so specific it could 
never be your friend is something 
I consider a serious faux pas. 
They’re the people in the subject 
GC who really need to take it to 
the DM. I did once get a photo 
with HN in the Oriel MCR. In the 
moment I was near star-struck. 
Who’d have thought mindlessly 
tagging SH could bring you such 
celebritydom? 

I do feel for the honest Oxfessers. 
Those asking for advice, searching 
for a welcoming society to join, or 
struggling with the overwhelming 
experience the University can 
provide. They have been rather 
drowned out by the Oxmoaners 
and gossipers that plague the 
student body. Myself (hesitantly) 
included. Scandal and shocking 
speculation is entertaining; it 
serves as a momentary distraction 
from our busy schedules. 

But could I live without it? Would 
we all be better off without it? It 
certainly feeds a sense of shared 
Oxford identity - from Pembroke 
to Catz to Hertford we’ve all heard 
the same rumour - yet are there 
other ways of fostering such a 
commonality? Something beyond 
the doom-scrolling and incessant 
commenting. 

The patience of ordinary things

By the time this column 
reaches print, 7th week 
will be over, and the term 
will, officially, be coming 

to a close. 
Rooms will be packed up, fridges 

cleared out, goodbyes exchanged – 
and I, along with a large proportion 
of Oxford’s student population, will 
go home. 

And what better time to consider 
the term retrospectively, than at the 
approach of its ending? 

And, for me at least, it is a hell 
of a retrospective. This term, 
after the obligatory settling-in of 
Michaelmas, I had one resolution 
on my mind; to get involved 
with the most outlandish student 
societies I could find. 

This, of course, is a promise more 
easily made than realised. I have 
been patiently waiting for admission 
into the Oxford University Change 
Ringers’ Facebook group since early 
January – in hindsight, my multiple 
references to The Hunchback of 
Notre Dame probably did little 
to earn me a place amongst their 
ranks. My attempts to attend the 
Cheese Society’s tasting nights 
have always ended with me, forlorn 

and cheese-less, blankly staring at  
the ‘sold out’ Fixr notification that 
seemed to appear almost before the 
tickets themselves went up. I may 
work hard - but Oxford’s cheese-
tasters work harder. 

On the (humiliatingly rare) 
occasions in which I am actually 
allowed into these events, 
experiences within them are 
varied, to say the least. I have a 
bad habit of seeing posters without 
reading them, and making up 
my mind to attend without really 
understanding the nature of the 
events they advertise – which is 
to say, I have sat, sober, in one too 
many crafting sessions that, (in my 
defence) I had no way of knowing 
were hosted by the Psychedelics 
Society. 

Save for the fact that it was 
written on the poster, of course. 

My natural gift for spouting 
confident nonsense, combined 
with a natural inability to admit the 
(extensive) limits of my knowledge, 
have guided me through (and 
possibly ruined) countless society 
debates. 

My reputation as an ill-advised-
extracurricular-enjoyer precedes 

this column, and 
will most likely 
outlive it. Given the 
amount of life-drawings, society 
drinks, and painting evenings that 
I have dragged my long-suffering 
friends to, it is not an unearned 
title. And while not always invoked 
in a complementary manner, it is 
not a title I resent. 

My experiences in these societies 
may well be varied; but it is the 
variation that makes the experience 
so worthwhile. My humbling 
encounters in Psychedelic Society 
crafting sessions and awkward 
debates have left me with so 
much more than just some poorly 
made scratch-off art and burning 
animosity towards students I will 
likely never see again. At least, I 
hope so. 

One of the big ‘sells’ of university, 
so to speak, is its value as a place 
to find yourself and figure out who 
you are – and part of that is figuring 
out who you are not. 

And that, with my endeavours 
into shoddy (and mildly insulting) 
nude portrait-artistry and terrible 
open-mic poetry, is exactly what I 
am aiming to find out. 

Evelyn Power discusses one small, mundane pleasure of life... This 
week, the weird and the wonderful of student societies. 

“A startling 
ability to turn 
idle hearsay into 
university-wide 
chatter has made 
this infamous 
platform into an 
institution...”



How do you even begin 
to show a relative or 
friend around Oxford? 
In Michaelmas, a friend 

studying in London came to visit. 
She stayed over for a whopping three 
days which, to me, was a dispropor-
tionately long time to spend in a 
city that was a fraction of the size of 
London. Oxford is no big, bustling 
metropolis; it has no famous tourist 
attractions (besides the university 
itself), no world-class restaurants, 
no breathtaking natural scenery. My 
days are filled with lectures, tutorials, 
libraries, and an occasional escape to 
the pub or club. What was she go-
ing to fill her days with? 

Well, first, the obvious – the 
Radcliffe Camera (affection-
ately referred to as the 
“Rad Cam” by Oxford 
students), Bridge of 
Sighs, Bodleian Li-
brary, Ashmolean 
Museum, etc. My 
friend is a huge 
Harry Potter 
fan, so that 
was easy – I 
was already 
at Christ 
Church, so I 
showed her 
around the 
dining hall 
and clois-
ters, got my 
friend from 
New College 

to show her around the courtyard 
(which had a feature in the film Har-
ry Potter and the Goblet of Fire), and 
brought her to the Divinity School. 
Lunch in the Covered Market, din-
ner at a Christ Church formal, then 
an impromptu post-midnight Has-
san’s for the complete Oxford stu-
dent experience. 

But all these places could be dis-
covered from a quick Google search 
of “things to do in Oxford”; my 
friend didn’t need me to point them 
out to her. Besides, I felt too much 
like a tour guide, not someone show-
ing their friend around the place 
that will define their life for the next 

three years. I wanted to show her 
the places where I forged my best 

memories – where I live, study, 
eat, socialise and cry. This was 

the first time I’ve seen her 
since we left high school, 

and I wanted to show 
her around my new 

life. 
If she had come 

on a weekday, I 
would have 

b r o u g h t 
her to 
one of 
my lec-

tures. We 
c o u l d n’t 
study to-
gether in 
the Rad 
Cam (my 
library of 
choice), 
so in-

stead I 

Something’s not adding up. Take 
out the abacus, put away the 

supercomputer. Simple calculations.

Head to the Rad Cam, get to casual 
surveillance of library users. It’s not 

creepy, it’s private investigation.

Keep going. I hear good things are 
coming to you in 27th week. 

Emails are just so passé. Return to 
roots: pick up pigeon fancying. 
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Yunzhang Liang

Seize the Ides: eat, drink, but skip 
the Mamuralia. 

Relax into repetition. Twist your 
brain into liking the drudge: 

tutorials aren’t so bad.

brought her to Caffè Nero to try 
their godly hot chocolate. We got a 
quick bite from Najar’s, visited the 
cows in Christ Church Meadows, 
and queued for an hour in the cold 
for Ramen Kulture (and it was abso-
lutely worth the wait!). We ate bingsu 
(Korean shaved ice) at Endorphins 
Dessert Cafe. We watched the sunset 
from the rooftop of Westgate. And 
all along the way, I pointed out snip-
pets of my life to her – this is where 
I ate my first meal in Oxford, this is 
where I was drunk out of my mind 
after my first night out, this is where I 
cried when I felt so homesick. This is 
where I saw the most beautiful sun-
rise of my life. This is where I walked 
whenever I was stressed or anxious. 
This is where I built my new life, in 
a foreign country 6000 miles from 
home. We got G&Ds, then chatted 
the night away in my room, remi-
niscing about the old and catching 
each other up on the new as we set-
tled into the next chapter of our lives. 

So, to answer the question: how do 
you begin to show a relative or friend 
around Oxford? What makes for a 
good impromptu tour? Of course, 
show them the grand, romantic ar-
chitecture, the buildings steeped in 
mystique and history that tourists 
marvel at when they visit Oxford. But 
also show them what Oxford means 
to you. Show them where you like to 
go on a night out. Where you go for 
lectures. Where you churn out your 
2000-word essay dangerously close 
to the deadline. Where you get your 
groceries. I’ve been thinking about 
how friendships change and evolve 
as we move on to university – as you 

grow older, friendships become less 
about experiencing life together, and 
more about telling each other about 
your respective lives. This rings true 
for family as well. Before university, 
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A guide for the impromptu undergraduate tour

Dear aunty, 
I’ve gone long distance with 

my boyfriend of 2 years who grad-
uated last year. I’m finding the long 
distance really hard and starting to 
resent the fact our lives are in differ-
ent places even if I really love him. 
Oxford without him is really hard - I 
don’t know if this is the beginning of 
the end? What should I do?  - Love-
sick at LMH

Dear Love-sick at LMH, 
Long distance is perhaps the 

hardest episode of any relationship 
- you’ll often hear people say that 
it’s the ‘make or break’ moment of a 
relationship. Anyone who has been 
through this situation will lend their 
sympathetic ears and shoulders to 
you.

Oxford without your partner 
must really suck. When you know 
a place so intimately with a person, 
it can feel that your memories haunt 

you everywhere you go. One way 
around this is to try and reclaim it as 
your own - keep yourself busy, join 
that society you’ve always wanted to, 
and do things you may not have done 
last year. That way, you’ll be able to at 
least distract yourself from the feeling 
of missing him. If you were to pine 
over him constantly over the year, you 
may resent him for not being able to 
enjoy your years in Oxford on your 
own terms. 

I understand perfectly that you 
may have started to resent the fact 
that your lives are on different paths. 
Now that he has graduated, your lives 
are no longer coinciding or drawn 
closer together by the gravitational 
pull of the Oxford bubble. Whatever 
he is doing, it may feel like he is do-
ing less than you because you are still 
under Oxford work pressure. How-
ever, think that he’s a proper veteran 
of the system. Therefore, he is a great 
person to have in your support net-

work; a mentor if you like to help you 
get through these Oxford situational 
problems. 

It sounds like your new situation is 
making you think differently about 
the physical distance between you. 
Trying to see each other on weekends, 
or at milestones will make you feel less 
isolated. After a 2-year relationship in 
Oxford, it is easy to associate physical 
closeness with emotional closeness. 
Now, you’re realising that the two are 
not necessarily mutually inclusive. 
Loving at a distance is hard and it’s 
certainly not for everyone. Since we 
love a love story, I would encourage 
you to give it all that you can to keep 
the emotional distance between you 
as close as you can.

The key thing really is communica-
tion. That does not necessarily mean 
constant communication. By talking 
about your new environments, and 
thoughts, you can better understand 
his new context, which is the key to 

maintaining respect: without this, 
you may start to resent what he is 
doing. I gather this may have started 
having an effect on you already….  
Maybe you feel yourself itching to 
have this conversation? If you’re not, 
would you rather let this fizzle out? 
It may be worthwhile identifying 
how you’d like to approach it. After 2 
years of a relationship, it seems that 
you owe each other a good heart to 
heart. The fact that you think it is the 
beginning of the end may say more 
about you than the relationship - are 
you saying this because of fear of 
change? 

Things won’t change overnight, 
but Facetime lots; send voice notes; 
and talk to each other about your 
days, but also bigger questions and 
topics that you have in common. 
That way you can restore the in-
tellectual and emotional intima-
cy you’ve once shared, despite the 
physical distance.

Got a problem? Need some advice?
Email lifestylecherwell@gmail.com or message one of our editors!

Dear Cherwell, I am hating long distance!

“Now, with each of 
our paths diverg-
ing, I barely see 
my friends from 
school anymore. 
By hosting them 
when they come 
to visit, I am, in a 
way, integrating 
them back into my 
life...”
we spent virtually every day togeth-
er with our family or friends – they 
are integrated into our lives, as we 
are into theirs. Now, with each of 
our paths diverging, I barely see my 
friends from school anymore. By 
hosting them when they come to 
visit, I am, in a way, integrating them 
back into my life, even if it’s just for 
three days. That, I suppose, is what 
makes an impromptu undergradu-
ate tour worthwhile – the surreality 
of seeing old friends and family in 
such a new environment, and the fa-
miliar warmth they bring to remind 
you that they’re still here. It’s like no 
time has passed at all.  



I vividly remember spending 
my first ever evening in 
Oxford at the Freshers’ 
Formal Dinner. Surrounded 

by strangers and the portraits of 
those who came before me, I was 
in for quite the ride. I had heard 
a lot about formals when I still 
romanticised attending Oxford – 
seeing people post videos in their 
subfusc, sipping college branded 
wine, and enjoying three-course 
meals. Yet, after my first formal 
in question I soon realised that 
it wasn’t as dreamy and Harry 
Potter-esque as I’d once imagined. 

To be fair, the reason for this 
was partly my college. While it is 
customary to wear your gown to 
formals, this is not a requirement 
at St. Hugh’s College. Although 
I have no particular interest in 
wearing my gown any more than 
I have to, I can’t help but feel it 
would add to the traditional 
ambiance of enjoying formalling 
in Oxford. In radical 
contradiction, when 
I attended a formal 
at Magdalen, many 
students dressed 
casually, yet the gown 
remained a staple. 
At Hugh’s, students 
often dress extravagantly, 
perhaps to compensate for the 
rather unconventional setting 
of our ex-war infirmary dining 
hall. I’ve found myself 
dressing over-the-top for 
every formal, resulting in 
an unhealthy amassment 
of charming ankle-length 

dresses... Despite the Hughsie 
way of formalling differing from 
my initial expectations, I always 
enjoy going.

During my year abroad, I found 
myself losing the desensitisation 

to the somewhat absurdity of 
formalling traditions and culture. 
Just this week, I visited Hugh’s in 
time for their weekly Tuesday 
formal and felt embarrassingly 
amused by the Latin grace at the 
beginning. Rising for the high 
table as they filtered through 
like royalty seemed startlingly 

comical to my friends and me, 
leading to exchanged snickers 
across the table muffled by 
the bread we’d stuffed our 
faces with.  

Setting aside the Latin 
prayers, formal dinners at 

Hugh’s are quite enjoyable 
and usually delicious. While 

some meals I’ve had at other 
colleges (I won’t point fingers,  
but Keble is a worthy mention) 

have been pretty tragic, the 
formal menus at Hugh’s 
tend to live up to the hype. 
The starters are consistently 

impressive, especially when 

they whip out the soup, and 
the menus vary week by 
week. At less than £15, it’s 
incredible how you can 
enjoy a fancy full three-
course meal, making it 
a viable option for 
students seeking a 
sophisticated dinner 
without breaking 
the bank. One 
could even say 
there is a certain 
value in learning 
the art of formal 
dining, allowing 
valuable training 
in the navigation 
of knives and forks. 
Surrounded by 
peers, there is hope 
that this learning 
and training is made 
less intimidating. 

Now that I’m 

away from Oxford for the year, 
in an air of odd nostalgia, I 
do miss formals. Dressing up 
with friends, cracking open 
a bottle of wine, and fighting 
over the butter are weird but 

unique experiences that I 
don’t think would exist in 
many places outside of 
Oxford. While I’m well-
versed on the antiquated 
traditions at Oxford, it’s 
always amusing when 
I invite friends from 
back home to join me 
and they look at me 
with confusion. Formals 
are an integral part of 
the Oxford experience, 
and while they may 
appear peculiar from 
the outside, I’m grateful 
for the opportunity to 
partake in something so 
distinctively Oxford.

Don’t just walk to your classes. 
Locomote like a spider; scuttle.

Learn a new hobby, read a decent 
book. It’s not Rot Girl Hilary.

Tick, tick … Time to make those 
vac plans. 

This 8th week, revel. March is your 
midsummer: light bonfires and 

dance naked but for flower crown. 

Stop fucking reading Cherwell and 
do the tutorial reading you’ve been 

putting off.

You are the hottest, most stylish 
person in your college library. 

Phwoar.

Tales from the High Table: formal dinners at 
Oxford
Nina Naidu
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Lessons from the landing...

At last, week 8 is on the horizon, 
dusk is beginning to fall after labs 
finish, and maybe (if the rain ever 
stops) spring is on its way. 

To celebrate the close of another 
instalment of academic chaos, 
I did what I (arguably) do best - 
cooked for my friends. On today’s 
menu: pan-fried salmon on top of 
spaghetti in a pea and basil sauce, 
all accompanied with nectarine 
and mozzarella on top of a bed of 
rocket.

As my quartet of dinner 
companions dug into a real 
culinary treat, we discussed the 
end of term. The end of term and 
the beginning of vac is always a 
tricky one to navigate: should we 
be sad to be parting ways with 
our friends or relieved that we 
survived another eight weeks in 
the rollercoaster of Oxfordshire’s 
most hectic and emotional ring-
road? 

The truth is, your feelings 
about this term and its conclusion 
should be exactly that. Yours. All 
too often, especially in the highly 
digitised Zillenial ecosystem, we 
put too much pressure on feeling 
what society tells us to feel. For 
instance, social media portrays 
University as the best time of your 
life! Is this echo-chamber of toxic 
positivity a reality for the majority 
of students? Probably not.

To be frank, this Hilary, whilst 
sweet at certain corners, has left 
me feeling (if we’re running with 
the nectarine metaphor) a little 
emotionally bruised and in some 
aspects, a bit rotten. Am I ashamed 
that my term has been ‘wasted’ by 
unpleasant emotional episodes? 
Of course not. I mean I’m a bit 

annoyed that the 
past eight weeks have been 
marred by internalised emotional 
turmoil, but that’s part of being 
twenty and growing up. I am in no 
way advocating wallowing, rather, 
I am urging you to accept that 
your feelings about what is such 
a tricky term are valid, and more 
normal than you probably think.

To finish the term is an 
achievement in itself. Congratulate 
yourself for merely existing, 
even if maybe some essays never 
materialised or some friendships 
went awry. Reflecting on the past 
two months, we need to look for 
the brightness and colour, even if 
fairly brief, which occurred in our 
lives. Not to sound like my mother, 
but we need to practise gratitude. 
As we pack up our uni lives into 
a series of boxes once again, it 
may be productive to reflect on 
our feelings at the close of term, 
whilst also seeking out people and 
experiences which made a very 
damp eight weeks a little lighter. 

So, as we all crawl to eighth week 
together, I raise my pint to all of 
you who have found Hilary not the 
easiest of times and salute those of 
you who managed to have the time 
of your lives in the bitterness of 
winter. As I run away from OX4 I 
leave you with the gentle reminder 
that things only get better from 
here. Light is coming. Days are 
e x t e n d i n g . 
Maybe (if 
the rain 
ever stops) 
Spring is 
on its way. 

Katya Ferrier brings you a musing and 
a meal... This week, a ‘nectarine’-ly 
sweet end to the term

Cherwell recommends...

1 Lectures. There are two 
approaches here: 1. Tackle 
that Panopto pile-up head on 

(at 1.5x speed of course), ready to 
indulge in a lazy first four weeks 
of the vac before collections panic 
sets in) or 2. Forget ‘em! You’ve got 
a week left. People to see, forgotten 
essays to finish.

2 End with Park End. For those 
who have it in them, the 
Week 8 Cheese Floor will be 

happy to welcome another body to 
the crush. Freshers have no excuse. 
Finalists? Why not make it your 
last hurrah! A bittersweet farewell 
to the place that has no doubt 
witnessed your messiest moments. 

3 Housekeeping. Got a chair 
monster you’ve been feeding? 
The mountain of clothes 

strewn across your room needs 
addressing before it evolves into 
sentiency. A light spring clean will 
make your termly college move-

out a little less stressful when 
Saturday rocks up. Make your bed. 
Open the curtains. For the love of 
god, let the light in.

4Sorry, I’ve been busy! You’ve 
accumulated an inbox full of 
unopened messages. Social 

catch-ups you really should have 
followed through with. Coffee with 
an estranged college sibling. Lunch 
with your first year fling. A walk 
around Port Meadow for a friend in 
need. Time to make amends, open 
that notes app and start drafting 
your guilt-ridden messages.

5 Treat yourself. You’ve made 
it. Another term is almost 
over. Pat yourself on the back 

and be thankful you’ve survived. 
Why not indulge in some retail 
therapy? Or buy yourself a sweet 
treat. Despite all your overdue 
submissions and all-nighters, you 
deserve it (or I’ll say you do, for the 
local economy).

Our life editors’ top picks for how to make the 
most of your final week in the HT paradise

“I’m grateful for 
the opportunity 
to partake in 
something so 
distinctively 
Oxford.”



In praise of breakfast grandeur

Breakfast is a neglected meal. 
Your average cookbook 
doesn’t even go there, and 
most food influencers will 

only occasionally create complex 
cooked numbers ‘to cure that hango-
ver’: this is a mission for which their 
shakshuka will never receive a call 
up.

But breakfast, that is the actual 
food that people eat on a daily basis, 
is a neglected meal for good reason. 
Is it unfair to expect reasonable peo-
ple to spend more than five minutes 
on breakfast in the morning, and 
dirtying a pan? Even more so. Break-
fast ideas that are fast, cheap, repeat-
able, healthy, and tasty are hard to 
come by, and their scarcity is down 
to the fact that there just aren’t that 
many. If you’re not a fan of oats, or 
eggs are off the table, tough luck.

The criteria might seem too re-

Bruno Armitage strictive, the brief too exacting, but 
there is a solution. It comes in the 
form of what must be described as 
mashed beans on toast, a suitably 
unglamorous title for this workhorse 
of a meal, but one that belies its so-
phistication. It isn’t just the ingredi-
ents here, but the process too that 
makes this a practical option that I 
turn to most days. To keep from get-
ting bored, this recipe can be adapt-
ed depending on what you have, and 
what you’re in the mood for, but the 
basic elements remain.

 Start by using a fork to remove 
around a third of a can of cannellini 
beans into a small bowl – the rest 
can go in the fridge for following 
mornings – and optionally a handful 
of frozen peas for colour and varia-
tion. Put the beans and the peas in 
the microwave until the liquid they 
produce is nearly boiling, or just 
very hot, it doesn’t really matter. In 
the meantime, toast a slice of bread. 

I go for half of a hunk of sourdough 
(the loaves sold at Jericho Cheese 
Company in town, and Hamblin in 
Iffley are excellent for a treat) but rye, 
or any other bread will do. I cut and 
freeze my bread beforehand so that it 
doesn’t go stale, and I can transfer a 
slice from freezer to toaster without 
creating any washing up.

Once the beans are finished in the 
microwave, take the fork from earli-
er and use it to roughly mash into a 
spreadable consistency, or however 
you like it. You might need to pour 
off some liquid if the peas give out a 
lot of water. I always add lemon juice 
or another acid to the beans, and a bit 
of nutritional yeast if I want it a little 
thicker and richer. Once your toast is 
done and doused with as much extra 
virgin olive oil as you can justify, pile 
the beans on top – don’t worry if the 
beans go over the side, this will be 
eaten with a knife and fork.

The toppings are where you can 

get creative. Salt is a must, but aside 
from that anything goes. Nuts and 
seeds add a lot texturally, and this 
is a perfect 
time to use 
any herbs 
or leaves 
that might 
o t h e r w i s e 
be dying in 
the fridge. 
More good 
olive oil and 
nutritional 
yeast go a 
long way, 
and you 
could also 
add chilli 
flakes, su-
mac, or any 
hot sauce 
to contrast 
with the relatively savoury bread 
and beans. Now is also the moment 

Uncorny traditionalism at Il Corno

Il Corno stands out from the av-
erage sit-in Covered Market res-
taurant. Its crimson walls con-
trast from the beiges and blues 

of the surrounding stalls and walls, 
with an inviting and intimate yet 
intimidating atmosphere that made 
me feel like I was no longer in a mar-
ket. The walls were covered with var-
ious statues of cornicellos - twisted 
chilis that look like horns and are 
central to Neapolitan culture - that 
the restaurant took its name from. 
They also served as centrepieces for 
each of the metal tables with red out-

door market-style chairs adding to 
the colour scheme.  Light jazz played 
in the background, and the seating 
was limited, which made it feel more 
close-quartered, and packed despite 
coming at 3pm on a weekday. 

Il Corno is a Neapolitan panuozzo 
place cooking the Cucina Campa-
nia. The restaurant serves this type 
of sandwich - panuozzo - made of 
pizza dough cooked in the oven and 
filled to the brim with various in-
gredients. Il Corno is run by Fanny 
and her family, who are from Naples. 
After getting her Italian Studies PhD 
in the UK, Fanny wanted to incor-
porate her culture into the restaurant 
through both the food and decor . 
The cornicellos are lucky amulets 

in Naples; each one brings a slightly 
different type of luck. The other stat-
uettes in the restaurant are from Na-
ples as well. There’s one of San Genn-
aro and Lady Bella to bring positive 
energy. Fanny also noted that the 
jazz playing in the background was 
all Neapolitan records. She truly ties 
in the theme of traditionalism.

The food was no different. To be-
gin, we had the almond taralli, a 
traditional street food that is a small 
donut-shaped wheat snack. They 
had both a vegan and a non-vegan 
option to try, with the non-vegan 
option being made of pork fat. I 
loved the crumble of the non-vegan 
option and the way it paired with the 
crunch of the large pieces of almond. 
This was a delight to have warm. It 
was slightly salty and not much else, 
which let you focus on the unique 
texture.The vegan option had no al-
mond and was more crunchy than 
crumbly, which I liked less, but re-
minded me of the sweet taralli I’d 
have at the Italian bakery at home. 
The crunch was more similar to that 
of an extra crunchy pretzel, and I 
certainly could picture eating some 
on a late night snack. 

We then got to the panuozzi them-
selves. There were  both vegetarian 
and meat options, which Fanny ex-
plained was one of her key priorities 
when planning. “At first, I wanted 
it all to be veggie and vegan, but it 
created a clash with making it all 
authentic Neapolitan food. This was 
the best compromise.” There is an 
option to make it vegan; Il Corno’s 
award-winning vegan mozzarella is 
from a vegan pizza ingredient pro-
ducer in London and costs nothing 
to substitute. The other ingredients 
in each of the panuozzi were likewise 
assured to be fresh, whether from 
Italian ingredient shops in London 
or from Italy itself. Fanny explained 
that she cared more about the qual-
ity of ingredients than the number 
of options, leaving us with four total 

panuozzi: two veggie- and two meat-
based.

We started with the half-panuoz-
zo Munaciello, which had sausage, 
broccoli friarielli, and scamorza 
cheese. The broccoli friarielli was a 
new touch that I hadn’t found be-
fore in Oxford. It was salty, thinner 
than your grocery store broccoli, 
with more of a chew than a crunch. 
The sausage overpowered the flavour 
originally, but the friarielli came 
out in the aftertaste. The scamorza 
brought out a bit of smoky flavour 
that I quite liked. Overall, with the 
crunch of the bread, I felt it was a 
very good and filling meal, especially 
for half the normal portion.

Then came the vegetarian Il Corno 
, which had tomato, mozzarella, and 
basil. It was a great sandwich, but  
wasn’t anything groundbreaking. 
The bread, once again, really added 
to the experience. I thought that a 
bit of balsamic vinegar would have 
improved it even more.  I had later 
tried the other vegetarian option, 
with the friarielli and bell peppers. I 
liked it more, though the feeling that 
something may have been missing 
was still there.

Prices ranged from 8 to 11.5 
pounds, which seems expensive for 
student budgets. There are options, 
though: half toasties were half the 
price and just as filling. And for the 
price, it felt like a fun treat to have for 
something relatively unique. Even 
just being able to sit in the restaurant 
and work felt good: many people had 
just grabbed coffees and sat to get 
something done. 

We finished with the delicious li-
moncello and baba rum, which was 
a soft bread soaked in syrup and 
served as a nice cap to the afternoon. 
While finishing up, we touched on 
their location in the Covered Mar-
ket: Fanny talked about befriending 
the other stall owners, especially her 
neighbours, and the warm welcome 
they received from the Market. She 

to use any ferments or pickles you 
might have or have made. Not only 
will your microbiome thank you for 

it, but keeping the 
base fairly plain 
means you can 
appreciate their 

strange and complex 
flavours to the fullest 
extent.

At first blush, this 
breakfast may seem 
like a jumped-up 
beans on toast with 
ideas above its sta-
tion, but the pro-
cess here makes hot, 
healthy, varied, and 
delicious food every 
morning a distinct 
possibility. If you 
get fast at it, you can 

brew a coffee to have 
alongside. I’m yet to think of a better 
way to start each day. 
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Three Goats Heads
Susanna Elliot and Reka Sztaray review another 
iconic Oxford pub...
Week 7 – for the normal student, we 
are approaching the end of term, for 
the less normal; it is hack week on St 
Michael’s Street! For our last review 
therefore, we headed to the Three 
Goats Heads (conveniently right be-
side the Union). We visited here for 
Sunday lunch and found the pub to 
have a welcoming, vintage feel. The 
staff were really sweet and the food 
arrived incredibly quickly. In short 
– it was fantastic! The macaroni and 
cheese was delicious and the nachos 
were huge and had an exceptional 
amount of cheese (looking at you, 
Turf!). The chunky chips also deserve 
a shout out – they were the best we 
have had. For drinks, they had an 
extensive range of beer on tap, we of 
course had to try their bitters. Sam-
uel Smith bitters was delicious with 
a buttery note, they even rivalled 
our favourite bitters at the Lamb and 

Flag! Our friend had the Alpine lager, 
claiming that it tasted like Staropra-
nen (a popular Slovak beer – we will 
take her word for it). An impressive 
feature of this pub is their cocktail 
selection – quite rare to see in a pub 
but this place had it all, ranging from 
fruity classics to some more sophis-
ticated flavours. Our friend had the 
Rob Roy and claimed it was the best 
cocktail he had tasted in a while! 
Overall, this pub is very quaint, has a 
great vibe and delicious food, and is 
particularly good if you don’t want to 
break the bank!

Pints: 5/5	 Food: 3/5	 Price: 4/5	 Ambiance: 5/5
Overall: 4.5/5

notes that Il Corno had created a dif-
ferent kind of space, one that focused 
on letting people sit and relax while 
eating rather than grabbing food and 
going. 

With many Italians coming by to 
get a taste of home as well as tourists 
and students grabbing a bite to eat, 
the restaurant always seems to find 
a way to introduce Neapolitan food 
to new people. Fanny says that she’s 
happy to see her regulars come and 
catch up, whether they order food 
or just a coffee to sit and work. She’s 
taking advantage of the Covered 

Market’s late hours on Thursday and 
Friday to spice up the restaurant dur-
ing dinner hours; it’s often filled with 
people going out for a date night.

She plans on hosting talks about 
both Neapolitan and Italian culture 
overall. Overall, it was a great experi-
ence at Il Corno, with a little immer-
sion into traditional culture mixed 
with the modern flare of jazz. The 
food was good, though pricey, and I 
would totally go back for the taralli if 
ever in need of a savoury treat. 

 With thanks to Fanny and the 
team at Il Corno.



Cuppers 2024: Keble’s historic treble

Two world wars and five world cups: sport & self-identity

Adam Saxon

Oliver Sandall

Following their victory in the 
reserve Cuppers final last 
weekend, Keble’s first team 
and women’s team (Hertble, 

a joint team with Hertford) looked 
to make history this week in a dou-
ble-header of finals at Iffley. No 
college had ever managed the feat 
of winning all three trophies in the 
same year: doing so would be un-
precedented. 

In the first game of the day, Hertble 
faced a strong Summertown team 
from LMH, St Hugh’s, and Trinity. 
The first half was end-to-end; both 
teams were up for the occasion and 
defensively solid. However, disaster 
soon struck for Summertown. One 
of their defenders gave away a pen-
alty via a handball in the box, and 
Hertble’s Megan King made no mis-
take from the spot, slotting it away 
expertly and separating the sides as 
they went in for the half. 

After the interval both teams 
started strongly, with Hertble stick-
ing away a scrappy goal to double 
their lead before a quick reply from 
Summertown ensured Keble and 
Hertford nerves couldn’t be settled 
just yet. As was the case with both 
games though, the fans were the 
12th player, and Hertble’s excellent 
support relative to the low numbers 
brought by Summertown were cru-
cial in pushing the team on through 
these nervy moments. Two further 
goals from Hertble sealed the game, 
including an incredible half volley 
which flew into the top corner to 

When asked “who 
do you support?”, 
I never know what 
to say. And that’s 

not because I don’t know – it’s al-
most always because I’d have to 
explain my real answer. Besides, 
it’s rarely not a loaded question. 

Growing up ‘biculturally’ (what-
ever that might mean – I’m no 
sociologist) has meant that I’ve al-
ways had an ‘English team’ and a 
‘German team’: Manchester Unit-
ed and 1. FC Nürnberg. City- and 
Liverpool-fan readers: yes, I’ve os-
tensibly managed to pick two of the 
most tragic teams of this decade.

Yet whilst I might ‘support’ Man-
chester United, I’ve never truly 
identified with the Red Devils. I 
have a good understanding of the 
team, the managerial situation, and 
their current state of play. But I did 
have to google when they last won 
the Premier League: now over a dec-
ade ago, in 2012-13. But aren’t there 
many such ‘fans’? Not every Totten-
ham fan can tell you when they last 
won the Premiership, for instance.

I’ve also only ever been to two 
games at Old Trafford and have 
never owned a jersey. Yet I’ve some-
how managed to go to see der Club 
whenever I’ve had the slightest 

chance whilst in the area. I’ve been 
to multiple public training sessions, 
met some of the players through a 
family friend (see photo), and been 

to over a dozen matches – all whilst 
having spent less than two years 
(collectively) of my life in Germany.

Never, when watching a United 
game, have I shouted at the screen 
and channelled my inner Mourin-
ho to shout drunken instructions 
at the fullbacks. But, as my mother 
can attest to, I have done many a 
times at the Max-Morlock-Stadion.

Many people who know me as 
more than just a distant ‘mate’, know 
that I feel a lot more German than 
I feel British (specifically English). 
This is not to say that I think your 

relation to a football team always 
reflects how close you feel to a cer-
tain nationality. But I think it does 
demonstrate that for many, sport 
and sporting clubs make their sense 
(or lack thereof) of belonging more 
apparent. We can all appreciate that 
football – or other big commercial 
team sports like rugby or American 
football – helps people come to-
gether and identify as one big group.

Having grown up in a cultur-
ally diverse part of Manchester, I 
became increasingly aware of this 
divide. Those who have no difficul-
ty in knowing who to support and 
those who do. At my school you 
would have been in the minori-
ty if you were just British. 
So, when it came to 
Euro 2016, I vividly 
remember people 
saying: “I don’t 
really know who 
to support.” And 
then in Euro 
2020 (played in 
2021), when Eng-
land played Ger-
many in the round of 
16, I was, deep down, sup-
porting Germany – but those 
around me didn’t know that.

But the more I am invested in 
English football, not least because 
of the friends I’ve made at Oxford or 

make the score 4-1. By this point, 
the Hertble support was justifiably 
going wild, with players from both 
teams deservingly given hero’s wel-
comes as they returned to the side of 
the pitch at full time. Though they 
lost, Summertown had every right 
to be proud of the performance they 
had put in, admirably fighting until 
the final whistle. 

For fans of Keble however, the job 
was not done. Two down, the col-
lege had its eyes on the final prize 
– the men’s trophy. For the dream to 
become a reality though, the team 
would have to beat a Teddy Hall 
team which looked to be a physical 
presence on and off the pitch. Sup-
posedly, there is a historic rivalry 
between these two colleges, driven 
by the two teams being dominant in 
college rugby for a period decades 
ago. Regardless, neither set of sup-
porters needed much excuse to di-
rect insults at each other, and both 
sides quickly pulled out the classic 

‘what do we think of [insert college 
name here]’ chant. Soon enough 
though, it was time for the fans to 
turn their attention to the pitch as 
the captains led their teams out to 
roars from the packed-out Iffley 
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because I am now the Deputy Editor 
in Chief for Sport (and Comment), 
the less sure I am of who to support.

I never truly knew who to cheer 
for. And now, less so than ever. Sport 
has helped me identify with my 
German half, but it has also creat-
ed a growing insecurity within me.

To those who say, “just cheer for 
both”, this article is wasted. To be a 
fan is to feel with the players. To lose 
control when you score that 90’+5 
winner. And for me, that doesn’t 
come naturally with England, at 
least not yet. Only time will tell.

In any case, it has made me 

aware of the role football, and 
sport generally, has in helping peo-
ple identify. The key inspiration 

for writing this article came when 
I thought back to three drunken 
brothers, sat next to us at the first 
home game of the 2023-24 season, 
asking me why I, “ein Engländer” 
(no translation needed, I hope), 
am at the game. And important-
ly, not in the family block with 
my nearly 60-year-old mother.

To which I answered: “Ja, warum 
nicht? Der Club ist unser Verein” 
(Why not? Der Club is our club).

A real part of me feels more 
German, just because I truly iden-
tify with Glubberer (supporters 
of der Club). And maybe that’s 
also because my father is not into 

sports and has never taken me 
to a football match. Foot-

ball has undoubtedly 
allowed me to get 

more in touch with 
my German side.

But it has also 
highlighted the 
issue I – and 
many other sec-

ond or third gen-
eration immigrant 

children – have re-
garding national identity.

Translation of banner from the 
‘Ultras’: “Give your all for Nurem-
berg.” (MD2, 2022-23 season, der-
by versus SpVgg Greuther Fürth)

Image Credits: Oliver Sandall

crowd. Following a quick swap of 
ends after a coin toss, the referee 
blew his whistle, and we were off. 

Teddy started on top. Their phys-
icality was visible, and it took a Ke-
ble a while to grow into the game. A 
stroke of luck befell Keble though, 
as after a nasty 50-50 with Keble’s 

striker the Teddy goalkeeper was 
forced off injured. His replacement 
appeared to be selected to go in net 
simply because he was the tallest 
player on the bench and given his 
struggles later on in the game it is 
safe to assume he wasn’t a natu-
ral goalkeeper. For now, though, 
Teddy continued to play well, and 
were generating the better set of 
chances. They looked particularly 
dominant from set pieces and were 
rewarded for their efforts with a 
goal scored from a corner at around 
the half hour mark. The remainder 
of the half was a cagey affair, with 
few chances to either team. Teddy 
roared their team off the pitch at the 
half time whistle, whilst the shell-
shocked Keble support did their 
best to spur on their players, who 
themselves looked stunned.

Read the full article at Cherwell.org 
Image Credits: Emeric Claudiu

Captain’s Corner
In anticipation of the Boat Race on 30th March, 
Cherwell spoke to the president of the OUWBC, 

Ella Stadler. 
When did you start rowing?
I started rowing when I 

first came to Oxford as an 
undergraduate in 2019. I 
had been on the ergome-
ter a few times at the gym 
but thought that it was the 
‘Oxford thing’ to get involved 
in rowing. I did two years of very 
disrupted college rowing due to 
2019/20 flooding and then the pan-
demic, before joining the university 
development squad in Trinity 2021 
and Trinity 2022. I then trialled in 
the 2022/23 season, making the 
Blue Boat and this year I became 
the president of the OUWBC.

What drew you to the sport?
Initially I was drawn to the sport 

because it seemed like the sport 
that epitomised Oxford and the 
thing that I just had to try whilst 
I was here! I stayed because of the 
friends I made plus the satisfaction 
that I got from a sport which re-
quired so much perfection.

Were there any specific goals for 
this season and how has the season 
gone so far?

The goal for this season as presi-
dent was for an Oxford clean sweep 
and to create a great group dynam-
ic that incorporated both the new 
coach and the recently merged 

openweight and lightweight 
women’s training group. 

As an individual I really 
wanted to improve my 
own technical experience, 
as I am still so new to the 

sport. I think that both my 
presidential and individual 

goals are progressing well, and I am 
so thankful for the coaches and the 
team for making it all possible!

What have been the biggest 
sporting successes and setbacks in 
your time at Oxford so far?

My biggest sporting successes at 
Oxford were making the Blue Boat 
and racing in the Boat Race 2023. 
The biggest setbacks for me were 
probably COVID and the river 
flooding, both now and in 2019/20.

How are you feeling about the 
Boat Race this year?

I am so excited about this year’s 
race! It is completely different to 
previous years and I think that the 
excitement we are feeling towards 
it is really driving our training on. 
We just can’t wait to show the world 
how fast we are and what we have 
built this year as a collective. Shoe 
the tabs and a clean sweep, bring on 
30th March!

Read the full article at Cherwell.org 
Image Credits: Benedict Tufnell



ACROSS
1. Love enters a room? (5) 
4. Care about library 
demonstrates merit (7)
7. Makes voice louder at 
end of copy (5)
8. Yearn for a hundred at 
techno party (5)
9. Dig up what I possess 
(4) 
10. Carnival drama results 
in equal treatment (4, 4) 
12. Sin after promotion, 
get counselling! (6) 
14. Wood for relaxation (6) 
17. Marked down, count 
on diss! (8) 
18. Dull poet travels west 
(4) 
19. Initially, nervous artist 

Cryptic Crossword by Sarah Beard

Sudoku by Lewis Callister

talks a lot about babies 
(5) 
20. All Saints delay (5) 
21. Serious about nearest 
mess (7)
22. Bird makes most 
shiny thing (5) 

DOWN
2. Worshipped from 
every angle (7)
3. Artificial intelligence 
integrated in lift (5) 
4. Fight caused by brush 
with a creature of the 
night (6)
5. Communication 
through feeling bra first 
(7) 
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6. Tie up Eugene, my 
nemesis! (5) 
8. Clicker sounds like 
someone swearing (6) 
11. Baked good wrapped 
up in parchment paper 
(6) 13. A guest? Is it 
inside? (7) 
15. Quiet! Let it be sur-
face-level! (7) 
16. Make a good finan-
cial move in sleeveless 
garment (6) 
17. Closing bod, you of-
ten panic the idiot (5) 
18. Caution between the 
outside terrain (5)

Quiz by Misha Pemberthy
1 Four Beatles biopics 
are set to hit the screens 
from 2027, but what 
are the current top four 
grossing musical biopics 
the Fab Four will be 
looking to unseat?

2 The Apprentice is back 
on screens with Lord Alan 
Sugar in the executive 
chair, but what company 
did Sugar start in 1968?

3 What is name of Stephen 
Hawking’s 1988 entry 
level physics book about 
cosmology?

4 What is the name of 
the fictional fox puppet 
that has been a childhood 
television mainstay since 

the 1960s? 
5 What is an alliterative-hy-
phenated way to say that 
one is wasting time?

6 What is the name for an 
industrial facility that pro-
duces coins and notes? 

7 What connects the an-
swers for 3-6? 

8 According to Cambridge 
University’s Sports Website, 
who has won more var-
sity matches as of writing 
[27/02/24]? 

9  Are each of the follow-
ing either muscles in the 
human body or a role held 
in the Roman Empire: 
Levator Palpebrae Superio-

ris; Praepositus Sacri Cubiculi; Lictor Curiatus; 
Longus Capitis? 

10 Everton’s point deduction has been in the 
news this week, but what is the largest point 
deduction given in English Football history? 

ACROSS: 1) Heart, 3) Saucer, 6) Fraud, 8) Scared, 
11) Vain, 12) Relative, 13) Magenta, 18) Incident, 
11) Ace of spades, 14) Treacle, 17) White van man, 
19) Driver, 21) No way, 22) Yeehaw, 23) Brake
DOWN: 2) Agreed, 3) SOS, 4) Corpse, 5) Red 
herring, 7) Ides, 9) Cedilla, 10) Bad hair day, 12) 
Forgive, 13) Peace, 15) A while, 16) Impala, 18) 
Vent, 20) Raw, 

Quiz answers: 1) THE, THERE, HE, IN, REIN, 
HER, HERE, ERE, THEREIN, HEREIN, 2) LVIII 
(58),  3) SZA, 4) 7,  5) Harold MacMillan,  6) Mexi-
co, 7) Norwich - Nottingham and Reading are sec-
ond and third respectively, 8) Bolts, 9) Company, 

Last edition’s answers 5TH WEEK | 
HT 24


