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This is not a token issue

It makes me feel warm and fuzzy inside seeing – or 
rather, being unable to see – the paper around 
campus on a Monday. It might be that someone is 
making a life-size papier-mâché replica of Queen’s 
Tower, or that someone requires A LOT of kindling. 
But I want to believe that it was you picking up 

felix, reading our ‘top journalism’, getting your news, 
your science, your culture, your puzzles fixes.

Apparently some of our writing has caused a bit of 
a stir, but hey, for me that feels like a nice pat on the 
back – we’re encouraging dialogue. You can hear the 
buzz of conversation in the library cafe; then again 
maybe it’s just starved postgrads.

This week the union screwed up the autumn 
elections. They sent out a humble email, (subject “We 
made a mistake”) and apologised Hollywood-style, 
acknowledging their error.

Also, Commemoration Day came and passed. There 
were long queues and that’s really it. 

 

  But, despite commemoration day, this issue is 
dedicated to the black, ethnic, and minority (BME) 
members of our community. As we’re approaching the 
end of October you might not have realised that we’re 
also nearing the end of black history month which, 
in one form or another, has been around since the 
1920’s. 

Race has always been a divisive issue and giving a 
platform to voices from all cultural backgrounds so that 
they can be heard loud and clear, is something we as a 
society (not just an Imperial society) are still working on. 
We worked with the BME officer at Imperial this year to 
send a message, that part of our mission is to strengthen 
these voices; we are here to discuss issues that need 
discussing. We don’t want this to be a token edition, but 
it depends on you as much as it depends on us. If you 
feel that there were issues that we didn’t touch upon this 
week, tell us, or even better write for us. We’re only as 
good as you let us be. 
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Alice Gast’s autumn letter
felix reads it so you don’t have to (you’re welcome) Matt Johnston

Imperial College President, 
Alice Gast, released her 
autumn letter this week 
and set out College’s vision 
for the future, a post Brexit 
future.

The letter touched on the 
fact that (spoiler alert) Brexit 
is happening and what the 
College plans to do to keep the 
status quo as much as possible. 
Gast acknowledged that the 
vote had “created a great deal 
of uncertainty for the College 
and for many who work here” 
but urged that Imperial had 
overcome challenges in the past 
and would do again.

With the Government 
severing quite a few ties with the 
EU, Imperial must continue to 
“Think and act internationally” 
the letter continued, outlining 
the President’s ideas and plans 
on immigration, research 
collaborations, and corporate 
partnerships.  

In essence, immigration 
involving students and staff is 
valuable to the college and 
despite it being “Clear that there 
are going to be restrictions on 
the free movement of people” 
the College is planning to do all 
it can to nudge the government 
to keep the borders open as 
much as possible for academics. 

Gast proposes that this is 
largely going to be achieved 
through the increase of visas to 
the relevant people, visas she 
suggests could be fast tracked 
by giving top universities 
accreditation. This presumably 
gives College a bit more 
autonomy as to who they could 
hire. 

One way touted as a method 
to help with the reduced freedom 
of movement is the European 
Partners Fund which college 
is establishing. £100,000 a 
year will be made available 
for Imperial academics to 
both “develop collaborations 
in Europe which lead to new 
science and to applications 
for external funding”. Slightly 
longer term Imperial is planning 
to partner up with European 
institutions and “pursue bilateral 
partnerships”.

Corporate partnerships were 
also brought up in the letter and 
Imperial are again planning to 
try and do as much as possible 
to sway government into 
policies and actions that help 
companies to thrive. Thriving 
companies are in the interest of 
pretty much most people so this 
seems a great idea, how much 
sway Imperial will actually have 
in consultations (if there even 
are any) remains to be see

The letter then takes a more 
personal note as Gast almost 
urges readers to focus on things 
other than Brexit, things which 
are more important. “One of 
the things that most worries 
me about the outcome of the 
EU Referendum is the amount 
of intellectual energy that 

\\ Gast almost 
urges readers to 
focus on things 
other than Brexit, 
things which are 
more important \\  

everyone is expending on this 
topic at the cost of other more 
forward-looking and positive 
things”. 

Whilst the referendum has 
taken up a decent chunk of 
airtime in the past few months, it 
has the potential to be a pivotal 
moment for both future careers 
and research. These will affect 
students and academics alike 
and a dialogue still needs to be 
had. 

Imperial’s performance in 
the National Student Survey 
(NSS) was also mentioned, with 

a five percent drop in overall 
satisfaction attributed to some 
students feeling “unseen and 
unheard”. Plans to combat this 
were vague but will be “novel, 
evidence-based ways of 
teaching, fit for a leading STEM-
institution such as ours that can 
truly inspire students and staff”. 
If teaching methods are the 
only way Imperial are planning 
on making students feel more 
included I wouldn’t bet on our 
NSS ranking improving greatly.

The ‘Excellence Fund for 
Learning and Teaching 
Innovation’ is to be set up to 
form a community of teachers 
who will play a role in “ Helping 
the College to deliver a world-
class educational experience 
for all of our students”. 

Other funds, grants and 
corporate partnerships 
(Thomson Reuters and all 
round good guys, Nestlé) 
were announced as well 
as emphasising the strong 
links that are being built with 
alumni, possibly an outlet that 
Imperial are planning to use for 
increased funding.

Gast concluded by reiterating 
that Imperial is, and would 
remain, a global university, 
whether this will be the case, 
your guess is as good as mine. 

You Can Call me Al \\ Imperial 
College

“If we are unable to negotiate 
a political solution to Brexit that 
allows us to fully participate in 
European Union funding, we 
need to evaluate what elements 
of funding and collaboration 
are the most important to us.” 
Read this as “We might lose a 
lot of funding, we need to find 
ways to not go broke” (You and 
me both, Alice). Again visas 
come into this as without people 
to collaborate with, there are 
no collaborations.
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Union screws up autumn elections
Days without election mistake    1599    0

\\ In our department 
the first student staff 
committee had to 
be pushed back a 
week, but similarly 
departments across 
campus are having 
to deal with this  \\

the final refresh overran 40 
minutes, allowing students 
who voted during those first 
40 minutes to get a second 
vote after the refresh. 

An inside source told felix 
that the only reason the union 
even became aware of the 
technical error was that union 
officials were contacted by 
surprised (and we imagine 
mildly amused) students who 
had managed to vote twice. 

Though the Union estimates 
that the opportunity to 
vote twice was only made 
available to fewer than 150 
students, out of the 17,000 that 
comprise the student body, it’s 
often the case with Dep Rep 
elections that the outcome is 
determined by a few votes.

Imperial College Union 
had to remove 73 
positions from the Autumn 
Elections that were 
underway this week, after 
a technical error that 

allowed students to vote twice. 
The announcement was 

made on Tuesday afternoon, 
when Andrew Keenan, head 
of the student voice and 
communications, sent out a 
mass apology to the student 
body entitled “Autumn 
Elections: We’ve made a 
mistake”.

“This is causing us to not have 
representation for the first 
few weeks of the year. These 
weeks are really important 
especially for first years who 
don’t have any idea how 

things work”, said one  CGCU 
departmental representative. 
“In our department the first 
student staff committee had to 
be pushed back a week, but 
similarly departments across 
campus are having to deal 
with this”

The error means that another 
round of elections will have to 
take place next week.

Protesting the delay, a letter 
was sent out by Abhijay 
Sood, Physics Dep Rep,  
requesting that voting for 
these 73 positions resumes 
ASAP and closes on Friday 
as it would normally. Sky 
Yarlett, Representation and 
Campaigns Coordinator, 
reportedly said that wouldn’t 
be possible, however, for a 

number of reasons including 
the election by-laws which 
state that appropriate notice 
is given (namely “5 clear 
College days in advance of 
nominations opening”).

The screw up was partly 
due to the Union’s approach 
to many last minute student 
registrations. As it’s still early 
days, and some students have 
only just recently registered 
with their departments, 
or are in the process of 
switching course, their status 
is occasionally not updated in 
time for the autumn elections. 
This communication delay 
might mean that these students 
will not be eligible to vote 
during the elections.

To allow as many students 
to vote as possible, the Union 
keeps refreshing registration 
details till the very last minute. 
However, whereas the last 
refresh usually occurs before 
the elections begin, this year 

Professor Hawking visits Imperial
Talks about Hawking Radiation. Pfft, show off Matt Johnston

that the next big discovery 
is one related to either 
supersymmetry, or the true 
nature of dark matter but 
acknowledged that it would 
be even more exciting if 
something unexpected was 
found. 

Professor Hawking also 
praised the College earlier in 
the day. “Looking forward, 
Imperial College continues 
to be one of the world’s 
leading centres for research 
in theoretical physics, string 
theory, cosmology, and 
quantum gravity, and the 
College should be very 
proud. I am confident that 
the Theoretical Physics 

Esteemed theoretical 
physics boffin, 
Professor Stephen 
Hawking, gave a 
lecture on Monday 
evening, speaking 

on black holes, Hawking 
Radiation, and AI.

Taking place in a packed 
Great Hall, Professor 
Hawking was introduced via 
a video from The Big Bang 
Theory’s Sheldon Cooper 
before launching into his 
speech which largely covered 
the area of physics that he 
has become synonymous 
with, black holes. 

25,000 applications were 
received for tickets, but only 

a select few managed to gain 
entry to the hour long talk. 
60,000 people have now 
watched the Facebook Live 
video of the Q&A section that 
Hawking did after the main 
talk in which members of the 
audience had the opportunity 
to ask questions. 

One such question focussed 
on the rise of AI, a topic 
which Professor Hawking has 
warned could end mankind. 
In the talk he said that AI is 
likely to surpass humans in 
the next 100 years and hopes 
that “their goals are aligned 
with ours”. 

The LHC was also brought 
up with Hawking hoping 

Lef  Apostolakis

Group, including five former 
members of my own Relativity 
Group in Cambridge, will 
continue the great tradition of 
fundamental physics research 
at Imperial.”

Hawking also managed to 
add in a motivational quote 
during the talk, saying “If you 
feel you are in a black hole, 
don’t give up, there’s a way 
out”. Cheers, Prof.

Sherfield hadn’t been this packed since lunchtime \\ Imperial College
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Smart. Nice. Driven.
These are the words we use to define who we are, what we value and what we seek in individuals. 

Unconventional thinking. Real impact.

Find us and join the conversation

• Parthenon-EY Info Session: Tuesday, 25 October 2016 – Time: 18:00 
Location: Imperial College, London Campus

• Application Deadlines:  
Tuesday, 1 November 2016 – Full-time Associate Position  
Thursday, 5 January 2017 – Summer Intern Associate Position

Interested in strategy consulting? Learn more about Parthenon-EY.
Come meet the team to explore opportunities on these important dates:

To learn more about Parthenon-EY please visit parthenon.ey.com

Parthenon-EY is a leading advisory organisation 
focused on strategy consulting. We are 
committed to combining our unconventional 
thinking with our clients’ smarts to deliver 
actionable strategies. Successful candidates  
are intellectually curious and hardworking  
with an entrepreneurial mindset.

Or don’t. We cool. 

But seriously. We’re really cool. Come check us 
out.

In the basement.

We are the Illuminati.

Write
Edit 
Design

felix@ic.ac.uk

get in touch <3

you filth
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C O M M E N T

I was born and raised in Lagos, the most 
populated city in Nigeria and in Africa 
as a whole. On September 30th 2014, 
less than 3 weeks after my 17th birthday, 
probably the most defining event in my 
life so far occurred. I moved to London 

to attend Imperial College.
Before leaving, my parents gave me 

a talk I imagine a fair few of my fellow 
Nigerians must have received as well. 
“Don’t go get drunk” (being 17 already 
made this tricky) “and don’t do anything 
stupid, remember you are there on a visa 
and if you mess up you are coming home. 
Put your studies first, everything else is 
secondary. Girls can wait till after you 
have a first class degree and don’t forget 
your values and morals.”

Brimming with excitement for my new 
experience, I probably visited the Freshers 
Facebook group and college and union 
websites pretty much every day after 
receiving my offer, and had already 
added a bunch of people from the 
Freshers page (a lot of whom I eventually 
never met in person). I had joined some 
societies. I had even been handed my first 
disappointment, realising that I would be 
branded with the dreaded red square on 
my ID and wouldn’t be able to attend the 
majority of the Freshers events due to my 
age. Regardless, I was looking forward 
to the experience and even managed to 
contribute some quality Game of Thrones 
banter on the Freshers page.

The estimated population of Lagos is 

somewhere around 21 million (London’s 
estimated population is 8.6 million, to 
put things in perspective) so in first year 
I was one of the few people who didn’t 
have to adjust to life in the big city. Lagos 
also happens to be smaller than London 
in terms of land area (the smallest state 
in Nigeria) so I was pleased to be in a 
less busy city. As naïve as my 17-year-
old Fresher self was, I did expect life and 
people in London to be different from 
what I was used to back in Lagos; after all, 
I had visited London a few times before. 
Nonetheless, life in London had a sleeve 
full of surprises waiting for me.

I remember sitting in a lecture on British 
slang in the Imperial International Student 
Week (just before Freshers’ week) and 
being asked to draw lines matching words 
like ‘pissed’ and ‘knackered’ to their 
meanings. I remember my first venture 
outside the South Ken bubble since 
arriving, walking around Shepherd’s Bush 
Market and wondering if the Hammersmith 
and City line had brought me to a different 
city. I remember learning that fancy dress 
meant funny costumes and not formal 
clothing. I remember learning the great 
British art of euphemising: instead of 
saying “this soup tastes like crap”, I was to 
say “this is probably not the best soup I’ve 
ever had”.

That first October was a massive learning 
period for me. There were some slightly 
embarrassing missteps, like when I wore 
a suit to my speech when running for year 
rep. I thought I’d be more approachable if 
I left out the tie as everyone else would be 
in suits, obviously. Imagine my horror when 
I showed up to find the other candidates 
in sweaters and t-shirts. There was also 
the time I went in my traditional wear to 
the African Carribbean Society welcome 
party because I thought, since it was 
about celebrating African and Caribbean 
culture, everyone would wear theirs too, 
obviously. This one hammered home the 
message – sweaters and t-shirts yet again.

There were adjustments to be made. 
Lagos heat became London rain, 
complaining about food with spice excess 

became complaining about food 
with spice deficiency. I had to 
silence the voice in my head that 
insisted on converting the price 
of everything I bought to Naira 
(Nigerian currency) and reminding 
me of the extortionate international 
fees any time I wasn’t working. I 
had to deal with some annoying 
questions about Africa and people 
expecting me to know their random 
friend from school who was from 
Tanzania, which for the record 
is further away from Lagos than 
London is. I was introduced to 
British humour, which a lot of the 
time did not humour me, but I took 
the cue from other people’s laughter 
that something funny had been 

said. I was introduced to puns, and 
arguments about the pronunciation 
of scone (still have no clue which 
one is correct).

With time I got better. I learned 
how to pronounce words like 
Warwick and Woolwich and got 
used to explaining that English being 
my first language and the official 
language of Nigeria was why I 
spoke it so well. I was brought up in 
an environment where respect for 
elders is emphasised from childhood 
and non-negotiable regardless of 
circumstance. However, with time, 
I stopped physically cringing when 
I called people significantly older 
than me by their first name or when 
I overheard a friend shout at and 
talk back to their parents over the 
phone. I was ‘integrating’.

Besides these harmless cultural 
differences, I found myself in a 
position where I had to confront 
and form opinions on many issues, 
some of which had never crossed 
my mind. I had been thrown into a 
vast ocean of -isms and -phobias. 
Being Black in a predominantly 
White country, I became aware 
of the reality of racism, a concept 

My name 
shouldn’t have to 
be ‘convenient’ 
for you
Ndidi Ukachi Iwumene discusses 
the importance of names as a part 
of one’s identity

Most school children 
would celebrate at the 
glimpse of a substitute 
teacher. Even the most 
well behaved students 
are relieved to ditch 

their teacher’s pet persona momentarily. 
However, for some Black minority and 
ethnic (BME) students the arrival of a 
substitute teacher elicits a familiar dread. 
As the naïve teacher grasps the register, 
an awkward smile is instinctively plastered 
across the faces of BME pupils. A smile 
that is worn as a shield to deflect the 
imminent ridiculing laughter. A series 
of Western European names are called 
out seamlessly and then, at an expected 
point, an anxious declaration of “I can’t 
say this one” triggers a wave of giggles. 
The cackles are even more piercing 
when a teacher decides to butcher the 
pronunciation of a BME pupil’s name. 
This may seem trivial, but names are a 
fundamental aspect of self-identity. Hence 
the everyday derision of ethnic names has 
a negative psychological impact.

Names matter in recruitment, too. So 
much can be ignorantly inferred about 
a candidate based solely on their name. 
Countless studies have exposed the 
brazen rejection of applicants with ‘Black’ 
or ‘African’ names. It is not surprising, 
then, that last year the UK government 
imposed name-blind UCAS applications. 
The goal was to help increase participation 
in Higher education (HE) from ethnic 
minority groups. This new initiative was 
generally commended but a deeper issue 
still thrives. How do the aforementioned 
groups participate socially once within 
these HE institutions? Names cannot be 
concealed in social settings. Personally, 
on several occasions, my name has been 
a social handicap. People have abstained 
from conversing with me out of fear of 
pronouncing my name wrong. Sounds 
ridiculous but it is a genuine and palpable 
predicament for many BME students. The 
use of only pronouns ‘she’ or ‘he’ to refer 
to someone with a non-Western-European 

name is also very common. 
This too is problematic as 
it cultivates a relational 
barrier. Knowing and using 
someone’s name correctly is 
key to establishing a personal 
connection with them.

In response to employment 
discrimination and social 
awkwardness, many BME 
students choose to take 
on nicknames or ‘English’ 
names. The latter was an 
enticing notion for me prior 
to university. I deliberated  
over changing my first name 
to something more ‘simple’ 
but later refrained from doing 
so. In my opinion, changing 
one’s name to conform to an 
environment is nonsensical. 
It snubs unique culture and 
discards the story behind a 
name. It amputates identity. 
Slave owners in the 16th 

century understood this and 
so christened their slaves with 
Western names. Today, some 
Black Americans celebrate 
their inheritance of European 
surnames, and others detest 
it. Nonetheless, their choice of 
name undoubtedly influences 
their progression in life. 
Finally, there are examples 
which suggest society has 
moved forward; for instance, 
the succession of Barack 
Hussein Obama to presidency. 
Despite this, Jack Smith is still 
more likely to be employed 
than Oluwadamilola Alabi.

that had been so foreign to me 
growing up in Nigeria. London is 
incredibly diverse, which provides 
a big learning opportunity, but at 
the same time opens up avenues 
for so many types of discrimination. 
I witnessed the harsh reality 
of this discrimination in the 
experience of many Londoners 
and its disheartening escalation 

with recent events like Brexit and 
the terrorist attacks in Paris and 
Brussels. I found myself learning 
so much about other cultures and 
international issues. Every day was 
a new awakening to my ignorance. 
I was becoming more ‘woke’.

Lagos to London has been a 
complex and multi-faceted ongoing 
transition. Days have turned to 
weeks and weeks to years. I’ve 

\\ With time, I stopped 
physically cringing 
when I called peoplew 
significantly older than 
me by their first name \\ 

grown to love it here. I’ve enjoyed 
the experience, from random 
snowfall in May, suicidal pigeons 
and homicidal cab drivers to sunny 
days in Hyde Park, cheeky Nandos 
and everything in between. I have 
appreciated the exposure attending 
such a multi-cultural university 
affords me and have tried to make 
the most of it. However, I can never 
quite shake the feeling that while I 
have made many friends and feel 
welcomed, I have not felt at home.

London has its pluses, like easier 
transport and 24/7 electricity, but 
there’s been something missing. I 
had been so ready to leave Lagos 
for so long that it seemed ridiculous 
to me that I could start missing some 
of the things that had made me 
want to leave in the first place.

Lagos to London was a six hour 
flight followed by a colossal 
paradigm shift. Although moving to 
London greatly influenced the way 
I think and see the world, moving 
5004km away has actually brought 
my heart closer to home and made 
me appreciate Lagos more than I 
ever had in the past. So while I live 
it up in London, Lagos stays on my 
mind.

See my fro,
It’s a testament of the persistence of my great great grandfather’s stubborn mane.

The thickness is my grandmother’s claim.
See my fro,
The titanium strands were designed to battle African thread.

See my fro,
Its blackness steals the sunlight.

Nigerian blood makes the curls tight.
See my fro,
It’s a living memory, a window enclosing a unique civilization.

Ndidi Ukachi Iwumene

Ishi

Lagos to London
| My transition

Daniel Ogbonna shares the many 
highs and lows of adjusting to 
London culture

\\ I remember learning 
that fancy dress meant 
funny costumes and not 
formal clothing. I remember 
learning the great British art 
of euphemising \\ 

\\ Being Black in a 
predominantly White 
country, I became 
aware of the reality of 
racism \\ 
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C O M M E N T

I was born and raised in Lagos, the most 
populated city in Nigeria and in Africa 
as a whole. On September 30th 2014, 
less than 3 weeks after my 17th birthday, 
probably the most defining event in my 
life so far occurred. I moved to London 

to attend Imperial College.
Before leaving, my parents gave me 

a talk I imagine a fair few of my fellow 
Nigerians must have received as well. 
“Don’t go get drunk” (being 17 already 
made this tricky) “and don’t do anything 
stupid, remember you are there on a visa 
and if you mess up you are coming home. 
Put your studies first, everything else is 
secondary. Girls can wait till after you 
have a first class degree and don’t forget 
your values and morals.”

Brimming with excitement for my new 
experience, I probably visited the Freshers 
Facebook group and college and union 
websites pretty much every day after 
receiving my offer, and had already 
added a bunch of people from the 
Freshers page (a lot of whom I eventually 
never met in person). I had joined some 
societies. I had even been handed my first 
disappointment, realising that I would be 
branded with the dreaded red square on 
my ID and wouldn’t be able to attend the 
majority of the Freshers events due to my 
age. Regardless, I was looking forward 
to the experience and even managed to 
contribute some quality Game of Thrones 
banter on the Freshers page.

The estimated population of Lagos is 

somewhere around 21 million (London’s 
estimated population is 8.6 million, to 
put things in perspective) so in first year 
I was one of the few people who didn’t 
have to adjust to life in the big city. Lagos 
also happens to be smaller than London 
in terms of land area (the smallest state 
in Nigeria) so I was pleased to be in a 
less busy city. As naïve as my 17-year-
old Fresher self was, I did expect life and 
people in London to be different from 
what I was used to back in Lagos; after all, 
I had visited London a few times before. 
Nonetheless, life in London had a sleeve 
full of surprises waiting for me.

I remember sitting in a lecture on British 
slang in the Imperial International Student 
Week (just before Freshers’ week) and 
being asked to draw lines matching words 
like ‘pissed’ and ‘knackered’ to their 
meanings. I remember my first venture 
outside the South Ken bubble since 
arriving, walking around Shepherd’s Bush 
Market and wondering if the Hammersmith 
and City line had brought me to a different 
city. I remember learning that fancy dress 
meant funny costumes and not formal 
clothing. I remember learning the great 
British art of euphemising: instead of 
saying “this soup tastes like crap”, I was to 
say “this is probably not the best soup I’ve 
ever had”.

That first October was a massive learning 
period for me. There were some slightly 
embarrassing missteps, like when I wore 
a suit to my speech when running for year 
rep. I thought I’d be more approachable if 
I left out the tie as everyone else would be 
in suits, obviously. Imagine my horror when 
I showed up to find the other candidates 
in sweaters and t-shirts. There was also 
the time I went in my traditional wear to 
the African Carribbean Society welcome 
party because I thought, since it was 
about celebrating African and Caribbean 
culture, everyone would wear theirs too, 
obviously. This one hammered home the 
message – sweaters and t-shirts yet again.

There were adjustments to be made. 
Lagos heat became London rain, 
complaining about food with spice excess 

became complaining about food 
with spice deficiency. I had to 
silence the voice in my head that 
insisted on converting the price 
of everything I bought to Naira 
(Nigerian currency) and reminding 
me of the extortionate international 
fees any time I wasn’t working. I 
had to deal with some annoying 
questions about Africa and people 
expecting me to know their random 
friend from school who was from 
Tanzania, which for the record 
is further away from Lagos than 
London is. I was introduced to 
British humour, which a lot of the 
time did not humour me, but I took 
the cue from other people’s laughter 
that something funny had been 

said. I was introduced to puns, and 
arguments about the pronunciation 
of scone (still have no clue which 
one is correct).

With time I got better. I learned 
how to pronounce words like 
Warwick and Woolwich and got 
used to explaining that English being 
my first language and the official 
language of Nigeria was why I 
spoke it so well. I was brought up in 
an environment where respect for 
elders is emphasised from childhood 
and non-negotiable regardless of 
circumstance. However, with time, 
I stopped physically cringing when 
I called people significantly older 
than me by their first name or when 
I overheard a friend shout at and 
talk back to their parents over the 
phone. I was ‘integrating’.

Besides these harmless cultural 
differences, I found myself in a 
position where I had to confront 
and form opinions on many issues, 
some of which had never crossed 
my mind. I had been thrown into a 
vast ocean of -isms and -phobias. 
Being Black in a predominantly 
White country, I became aware 
of the reality of racism, a concept 

My name 
shouldn’t have to 
be ‘convenient’ 
for you
Ndidi Ukachi Iwumene discusses 
the importance of names as a part 
of one’s identity

Most school children 
would celebrate at the 
glimpse of a substitute 
teacher. Even the most 
well behaved students 
are relieved to ditch 

their teacher’s pet persona momentarily. 
However, for some Black minority and 
ethnic (BME) students the arrival of a 
substitute teacher elicits a familiar dread. 
As the naïve teacher grasps the register, 
an awkward smile is instinctively plastered 
across the faces of BME pupils. A smile 
that is worn as a shield to deflect the 
imminent ridiculing laughter. A series 
of Western European names are called 
out seamlessly and then, at an expected 
point, an anxious declaration of “I can’t 
say this one” triggers a wave of giggles. 
The cackles are even more piercing 
when a teacher decides to butcher the 
pronunciation of a BME pupil’s name. 
This may seem trivial, but names are a 
fundamental aspect of self-identity. Hence 
the everyday derision of ethnic names has 
a negative psychological impact.

Names matter in recruitment, too. So 
much can be ignorantly inferred about 
a candidate based solely on their name. 
Countless studies have exposed the 
brazen rejection of applicants with ‘Black’ 
or ‘African’ names. It is not surprising, 
then, that last year the UK government 
imposed name-blind UCAS applications. 
The goal was to help increase participation 
in Higher education (HE) from ethnic 
minority groups. This new initiative was 
generally commended but a deeper issue 
still thrives. How do the aforementioned 
groups participate socially once within 
these HE institutions? Names cannot be 
concealed in social settings. Personally, 
on several occasions, my name has been 
a social handicap. People have abstained 
from conversing with me out of fear of 
pronouncing my name wrong. Sounds 
ridiculous but it is a genuine and palpable 
predicament for many BME students. The 
use of only pronouns ‘she’ or ‘he’ to refer 
to someone with a non-Western-European 

name is also very common. 
This too is problematic as 
it cultivates a relational 
barrier. Knowing and using 
someone’s name correctly is 
key to establishing a personal 
connection with them.

In response to employment 
discrimination and social 
awkwardness, many BME 
students choose to take 
on nicknames or ‘English’ 
names. The latter was an 
enticing notion for me prior 
to university. I deliberated  
over changing my first name 
to something more ‘simple’ 
but later refrained from doing 
so. In my opinion, changing 
one’s name to conform to an 
environment is nonsensical. 
It snubs unique culture and 
discards the story behind a 
name. It amputates identity. 
Slave owners in the 16th 

century understood this and 
so christened their slaves with 
Western names. Today, some 
Black Americans celebrate 
their inheritance of European 
surnames, and others detest 
it. Nonetheless, their choice of 
name undoubtedly influences 
their progression in life. 
Finally, there are examples 
which suggest society has 
moved forward; for instance, 
the succession of Barack 
Hussein Obama to presidency. 
Despite this, Jack Smith is still 
more likely to be employed 
than Oluwadamilola Alabi.

that had been so foreign to me 
growing up in Nigeria. London is 
incredibly diverse, which provides 
a big learning opportunity, but at 
the same time opens up avenues 
for so many types of discrimination. 
I witnessed the harsh reality 
of this discrimination in the 
experience of many Londoners 
and its disheartening escalation 

with recent events like Brexit and 
the terrorist attacks in Paris and 
Brussels. I found myself learning 
so much about other cultures and 
international issues. Every day was 
a new awakening to my ignorance. 
I was becoming more ‘woke’.

Lagos to London has been a 
complex and multi-faceted ongoing 
transition. Days have turned to 
weeks and weeks to years. I’ve 

\\ With time, I stopped 
physically cringing 
when I called peoplew 
significantly older than 
me by their first name \\ 

grown to love it here. I’ve enjoyed 
the experience, from random 
snowfall in May, suicidal pigeons 
and homicidal cab drivers to sunny 
days in Hyde Park, cheeky Nandos 
and everything in between. I have 
appreciated the exposure attending 
such a multi-cultural university 
affords me and have tried to make 
the most of it. However, I can never 
quite shake the feeling that while I 
have made many friends and feel 
welcomed, I have not felt at home.

London has its pluses, like easier 
transport and 24/7 electricity, but 
there’s been something missing. I 
had been so ready to leave Lagos 
for so long that it seemed ridiculous 
to me that I could start missing some 
of the things that had made me 
want to leave in the first place.

Lagos to London was a six hour 
flight followed by a colossal 
paradigm shift. Although moving to 
London greatly influenced the way 
I think and see the world, moving 
5004km away has actually brought 
my heart closer to home and made 
me appreciate Lagos more than I 
ever had in the past. So while I live 
it up in London, Lagos stays on my 
mind.

See my fro,
It’s a testament of the persistence of my great great grandfather’s stubborn mane.

The thickness is my grandmother’s claim.
See my fro,
The titanium strands were designed to battle African thread.

See my fro,
Its blackness steals the sunlight.

Nigerian blood makes the curls tight.
See my fro,
It’s a living memory, a window enclosing a unique civilization.

Ndidi Ukachi Iwumene

Ishi

Lagos to London
| My transition

Daniel Ogbonna shares the many 
highs and lows of adjusting to 
London culture

\\ I remember learning 
that fancy dress meant 
funny costumes and not 
formal clothing. I remember 
learning the great British art 
of euphemising \\ 

\\ Being Black in a 
predominantly White 
country, I became 
aware of the reality of 
racism \\ 
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I’m so tired. There is a 
general consensus right 
now in the media that 
2016 has been, for lack of 
a better word, a shitshow. 
But as a person who has 

experienced sexual assault, 
the last week has basically 
been a living nightmare.

For those of you living under 
a rock, recently a recording 
was released where Donald 
Trump jokes about being 
grabbing and kissing women 
without their consent. The 
Trump campaign has tried to 
dismiss this as “locker room 
banter” that all men partake 
in, which does nothing but 
suggest that he must have a 
very low opinion of his fellow 
man.

However, since those tapes 
were released, ten women 
have come forward with 
stories about how they were 
sexually assaulted/harassed 
by Trump over the last 30 years 
and Trump’s spokeswoman 
has responded by saying that 
these women simply want their 
”15 minutes of fame”. Cue me 
feeling physically ill.

I’m not sure where the idea 
that going public with sexual 
assault claims is ‘a glamorous 
and profitable move’ came 
from, but the media coverage 
from this week alone should be 
able to kill this misconception. 
The women who have come 
forward have been ridiculed, 
shamed and openly been 
accused of lying on a national 
stage. One of these women 
has now said she plans to 
leave the US because she 
fears for her family’s safety. 

And, before we all get on 
our high horses this side of 
the pond, the woman who 
accused Ched Evans has had 
to move five times in the last 
four years and has now gone 
into hiding due to online and 
physical threats to her safety. 
Because that sounds like fun.

The attacks on these women 
have ranged from Trump 
saying one woman “wouldn’t 
be his first choice” (i.e. 
she’s not attractive enough 
to assault), to one Trump 
surrogate releasing the phone 
number of another accuser. 

\\  I’m not sure 
where the idea that 
going public with 
sexual assault claims 
is a glamorous and 
profitable move 
came from \\ 

For some people, the fact 
that none of these women 
spoke out before seems to be 
enough to dismiss these reports 
out of hand, even though one 
of the women has stated that 
the tapes’ release made her 
realise that the assault was 
not her fault for the first time. 
Because the idea of speaking 
out against a rich, powerful 
man wouldn’t intimidate 
anyone into silence. Because 
apparently no one remembers 
the Bill Cosby case.

These arguments are so 
frustrating that they make me 
want to scream into a pillow 
because the “conversation” 
going on right now is essentially 
the lived experience of most 
sexual assault survivors, 
myself included, blown up to a 
grand scale.

Labour must lead 
a positive debate 
on immigration

Giacomo Boscaini-Gilroy implores 
the Labour Party to change public 
perception of immigration

Imperial’s success depends on a 
culture of open-mindedness that has 
attracted academics and students 
to come from abroad, and means 
people from different cultures, but with 
similar interests, can exchange ideas. 

Immigration has allowed this university to 
thrive, so why is it that in Britain today it is 
so universally considered a burden on our 
society?

The Labour Party is best placed to drive 
the conversation on immigration to being 
a positive one. The Conservatives are only 
doing the opposite, with home secretary 
Amber Rudd talking about shaming 
companies that employ too many foreign 
workers. However, Labour has tended to 
be silent on this in recent years because 
their support is split between traditional 
working class communities of the Midlands 
and the North, and progressively-minded 
people mainly from Southern cities that 
Vote Leave branded the ‘metropolitan 
elite’. One veered overwhelmingly for 
Brexit and the other is strongly pro-
Europe, so on the topic of immigration, 
the two cannot be reconciled. The solution 
has always been to avoid speaking about 
it loudly, for fear of offending one of the 
two sides.

The Harambe 
effect: meme over 
(serious) matter

Jonah Beaudin discusses the 
internet’s propensity for turning 
tragedies into jokes

The beginnings are there, 
but as we have seen before, 
the party lacks unity and a 
single voice. Corbyn’s words 
have not yet filtered through to 
the bulk of the electorate, who 
need to be convinced that 
immigration can be made to 
work. In the past, by shoving 
immigration under the carpet, 
Labour left a space pounced 
on by UKIP, who made their 
own views very clear and 
perpetuated xenophobia. 
Many Labour voters’ questions 
about declining public services 
and purchasing power have 
been answered by right-wing 
populism.

A debate without vitriol 
might push us to associate 
foreign faces and accents with 
hard-working labourers and 
highly-skilled intellectuals who 
want to come to our country 
because it is brimming with 
opportunity. That is how we 
build a cohesive society. It 
should not all be down to 
Labour, but in 2013, as home 
secretary, Theresa May 
introduced a divisive billboard 
campaign telling illegal 
immigrants to go home. I do 
not think the party of power 
has understood that threats 
and marginalisation are the 
last thing we need.

The story about Harambe gained 
global attention this summer. 
Then the Cincinnati Zoo wrote 
“We are not amused by the 
memes, petitions and signs about 
Harambe.” And that broke the 

internet. The number of memes created 
skyrocketed. Songs were composed, signs 
were made, petitions were signed. God 
it was hilarious. But it seems like nobody 
really cared about the gorilla.

“Dicks Out For Harambe,” isn’t 
empathetic. It’s a joke. The mythical 
creature of Harambe the Silverback 
gorilla, has grown beyond just a tragic 
incident. Don’t get me wrong, I still think 
Harambe memes are hilarious, but the joke 
is very different once one isn’t ignorant 
about the sequence of events. Watch the 
footage and make up your own mind if the 
mom should be shot instead of Harambe?

As a result, it has been difficult to 
understand what the Labour Party’s 
stance is. Shadow Brexit minister Keir 
Starmer called for immigration to be 
‘reduced’, but in Jeremy Corbyn’s Labour 
conference speech, he started delivering 
the right message. He spoke out against 
the demonisation of migrants. He decried 
the lack of investment in public services 
and housing that has seen immigrants 
become the school-place-takers and 
council-house-stealers. We need to hear 
people advocating the benefits that we 
experience as Imperial students. We need 
to be shown specific policies like a high 
minimum wage or a robust tax credits 
system that can make up for downward 
pressure on wages.
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If there is something that this taught 
Cincinnati Zoo though, is that you do not 
mess with the internet. What were they 
expecting? A politely worded apology 
letter from all the h8ers and a gift basket? 
This is probably why old people shouldn’t 
use the internet.

I’m not mad about the Cincinnati Zoo 
deleting their twitter account (just like 
they deleted Harambe) but maybe we 
should reflect more on our own ignorance 
regarding trends such as Trump, Pepe or 
even Harambe.

Up until writing this article I’d never seen 
the footage of what happened during the 
Harambe accident. My brief sorrow was 

followed by a boatload of 
laughs. Harambe being shot 
is tragic. And the Harambe 
joke has spread more joy than 
tears on the internet, so is it a 
good thing?

Finding the truth in a turmoil 
of nebulous media messages is 
difficult. Take the US election, 
where voters seem to be more 
worried about their candidate 
being likeable, rather than 
their proposed tax codes or 
foreign policy. You do not 
have to be a genius to be able 
to undermine Trump as a sexist 
megalomaniac who wants 
to finally be taken seriously. 
But sorry Donald, maybe the 
white house is not the best 
place for a billionaire who will 
do anything for money.

I enjoy my internet rough 
around the edges. It is the 
only way it can capture the 
Zeitgeist of a joke. However 
real time self-reflection on 
pop-culture is not exactly 
something the internet excels 
at. When is one ruining a 
joke, and is one making a 
point? Hard to say. Especially 
now with US elections coming 
around it seems like some 
Americans should wake up 
and stop laughing about the 
joke they created. How would 
Donald even lead the US with 
such tiny hands?

\\  The woman who 
accused Ched Evans 
has had to move five 
times in the last four 
years and has now 
gone into hiding 
due to online and 
physical threats \\ 

“Why didn’t you say 
something sooner?”

“Are you sure it was him? He 
seems so nice.”

“Well I’m sure he’s sorry, it 
was a while ago.”

“It’s not like you can prove 
anything.”

These are the responses I 
got from friends – people who 
didn’t mean badly, but people 
who live in a culture where the 
first response to this type of 
allegation is to assume women 
are lying. This isn’t even 
taking into account the stigma 
surrounding male survivors, 
since even the concept that 
men can be sexually assaulted 
seems to be far fetched for 
some people.

So, just for the record, here 
are some facts. It’s believed 
that only between 15-35% of 
sexual assaults get reported. 
Compared to other types of 
violent crime, false sexual 
assault reports are not more 
likely to be filed. Men are 
statistically more likely to 
be victims of sexual assault 
than be falsely accused. On 
average, for every 1000 
reported rape cases, 994 
perpetrators will face no 
punishment.

This is less of an opinion 
piece and more of a personal 
plea: when someone tells 
you they’ve been sexually 
assaulted, please believe 
them, please tell them it’s not 
their fault. I know being a 
survivor who hasn’t reported 
is not rare. But the idea that 
I’m not alone is, for once, not 
comforting – it’s terrifying.

\\  On average, 
for every 1000 
reported rape cases, 
994 perpetrators 
will face no 
punishment \\ 

Stop silencing 
those who 
speak out about 
sexual assault

\\ The “conversation” 
going on right now is 
essentially the lived 
experience of most 
sexual assault survivors \\

Anonymous explains why we need 
to treat sexual assault survivors with 
empathy, not suspicion

\\ What were they 
expecting? A politely 
worded apology from all the 
h8ers and a gift basket? This 
is probably why old people 
shouldn’t use the internet. \\ 
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I’m so tired. There is a 
general consensus right 
now in the media that 
2016 has been, for lack of 
a better word, a shitshow. 
But as a person who has 

experienced sexual assault, 
the last week has basically 
been a living nightmare.

For those of you living under 
a rock, recently a recording 
was released where Donald 
Trump jokes about being 
grabbing and kissing women 
without their consent. The 
Trump campaign has tried to 
dismiss this as “locker room 
banter” that all men partake 
in, which does nothing but 
suggest that he must have a 
very low opinion of his fellow 
man.

However, since those tapes 
were released, ten women 
have come forward with 
stories about how they were 
sexually assaulted/harassed 
by Trump over the last 30 years 
and Trump’s spokeswoman 
has responded by saying that 
these women simply want their 
”15 minutes of fame”. Cue me 
feeling physically ill.

I’m not sure where the idea 
that going public with sexual 
assault claims is ‘a glamorous 
and profitable move’ came 
from, but the media coverage 
from this week alone should be 
able to kill this misconception. 
The women who have come 
forward have been ridiculed, 
shamed and openly been 
accused of lying on a national 
stage. One of these women 
has now said she plans to 
leave the US because she 
fears for her family’s safety. 

And, before we all get on 
our high horses this side of 
the pond, the woman who 
accused Ched Evans has had 
to move five times in the last 
four years and has now gone 
into hiding due to online and 
physical threats to her safety. 
Because that sounds like fun.

The attacks on these women 
have ranged from Trump 
saying one woman “wouldn’t 
be his first choice” (i.e. 
she’s not attractive enough 
to assault), to one Trump 
surrogate releasing the phone 
number of another accuser. 

\\  I’m not sure 
where the idea that 
going public with 
sexual assault claims 
is a glamorous and 
profitable move 
came from \\ 

For some people, the fact 
that none of these women 
spoke out before seems to be 
enough to dismiss these reports 
out of hand, even though one 
of the women has stated that 
the tapes’ release made her 
realise that the assault was 
not her fault for the first time. 
Because the idea of speaking 
out against a rich, powerful 
man wouldn’t intimidate 
anyone into silence. Because 
apparently no one remembers 
the Bill Cosby case.

These arguments are so 
frustrating that they make me 
want to scream into a pillow 
because the “conversation” 
going on right now is essentially 
the lived experience of most 
sexual assault survivors, 
myself included, blown up to a 
grand scale.

Labour must lead 
a positive debate 
on immigration

Giacomo Boscaini-Gilroy implores 
the Labour Party to change public 
perception of immigration

Imperial’s success depends on a 
culture of open-mindedness that has 
attracted academics and students 
to come from abroad, and means 
people from different cultures, but with 
similar interests, can exchange ideas. 

Immigration has allowed this university to 
thrive, so why is it that in Britain today it is 
so universally considered a burden on our 
society?

The Labour Party is best placed to drive 
the conversation on immigration to being 
a positive one. The Conservatives are only 
doing the opposite, with home secretary 
Amber Rudd talking about shaming 
companies that employ too many foreign 
workers. However, Labour has tended to 
be silent on this in recent years because 
their support is split between traditional 
working class communities of the Midlands 
and the North, and progressively-minded 
people mainly from Southern cities that 
Vote Leave branded the ‘metropolitan 
elite’. One veered overwhelmingly for 
Brexit and the other is strongly pro-
Europe, so on the topic of immigration, 
the two cannot be reconciled. The solution 
has always been to avoid speaking about 
it loudly, for fear of offending one of the 
two sides.

The Harambe 
effect: meme over 
(serious) matter

Jonah Beaudin discusses the 
internet’s propensity for turning 
tragedies into jokes

The beginnings are there, 
but as we have seen before, 
the party lacks unity and a 
single voice. Corbyn’s words 
have not yet filtered through to 
the bulk of the electorate, who 
need to be convinced that 
immigration can be made to 
work. In the past, by shoving 
immigration under the carpet, 
Labour left a space pounced 
on by UKIP, who made their 
own views very clear and 
perpetuated xenophobia. 
Many Labour voters’ questions 
about declining public services 
and purchasing power have 
been answered by right-wing 
populism.

A debate without vitriol 
might push us to associate 
foreign faces and accents with 
hard-working labourers and 
highly-skilled intellectuals who 
want to come to our country 
because it is brimming with 
opportunity. That is how we 
build a cohesive society. It 
should not all be down to 
Labour, but in 2013, as home 
secretary, Theresa May 
introduced a divisive billboard 
campaign telling illegal 
immigrants to go home. I do 
not think the party of power 
has understood that threats 
and marginalisation are the 
last thing we need.

The story about Harambe gained 
global attention this summer. 
Then the Cincinnati Zoo wrote 
“We are not amused by the 
memes, petitions and signs about 
Harambe.” And that broke the 

internet. The number of memes created 
skyrocketed. Songs were composed, signs 
were made, petitions were signed. God 
it was hilarious. But it seems like nobody 
really cared about the gorilla.

“Dicks Out For Harambe,” isn’t 
empathetic. It’s a joke. The mythical 
creature of Harambe the Silverback 
gorilla, has grown beyond just a tragic 
incident. Don’t get me wrong, I still think 
Harambe memes are hilarious, but the joke 
is very different once one isn’t ignorant 
about the sequence of events. Watch the 
footage and make up your own mind if the 
mom should be shot instead of Harambe?

As a result, it has been difficult to 
understand what the Labour Party’s 
stance is. Shadow Brexit minister Keir 
Starmer called for immigration to be 
‘reduced’, but in Jeremy Corbyn’s Labour 
conference speech, he started delivering 
the right message. He spoke out against 
the demonisation of migrants. He decried 
the lack of investment in public services 
and housing that has seen immigrants 
become the school-place-takers and 
council-house-stealers. We need to hear 
people advocating the benefits that we 
experience as Imperial students. We need 
to be shown specific policies like a high 
minimum wage or a robust tax credits 
system that can make up for downward 
pressure on wages.
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If there is something that this taught 
Cincinnati Zoo though, is that you do not 
mess with the internet. What were they 
expecting? A politely worded apology 
letter from all the h8ers and a gift basket? 
This is probably why old people shouldn’t 
use the internet.

I’m not mad about the Cincinnati Zoo 
deleting their twitter account (just like 
they deleted Harambe) but maybe we 
should reflect more on our own ignorance 
regarding trends such as Trump, Pepe or 
even Harambe.

Up until writing this article I’d never seen 
the footage of what happened during the 
Harambe accident. My brief sorrow was 

followed by a boatload of 
laughs. Harambe being shot 
is tragic. And the Harambe 
joke has spread more joy than 
tears on the internet, so is it a 
good thing?

Finding the truth in a turmoil 
of nebulous media messages is 
difficult. Take the US election, 
where voters seem to be more 
worried about their candidate 
being likeable, rather than 
their proposed tax codes or 
foreign policy. You do not 
have to be a genius to be able 
to undermine Trump as a sexist 
megalomaniac who wants 
to finally be taken seriously. 
But sorry Donald, maybe the 
white house is not the best 
place for a billionaire who will 
do anything for money.

I enjoy my internet rough 
around the edges. It is the 
only way it can capture the 
Zeitgeist of a joke. However 
real time self-reflection on 
pop-culture is not exactly 
something the internet excels 
at. When is one ruining a 
joke, and is one making a 
point? Hard to say. Especially 
now with US elections coming 
around it seems like some 
Americans should wake up 
and stop laughing about the 
joke they created. How would 
Donald even lead the US with 
such tiny hands?

\\  The woman who 
accused Ched Evans 
has had to move five 
times in the last four 
years and has now 
gone into hiding 
due to online and 
physical threats \\ 

“Why didn’t you say 
something sooner?”

“Are you sure it was him? He 
seems so nice.”

“Well I’m sure he’s sorry, it 
was a while ago.”

“It’s not like you can prove 
anything.”

These are the responses I 
got from friends – people who 
didn’t mean badly, but people 
who live in a culture where the 
first response to this type of 
allegation is to assume women 
are lying. This isn’t even 
taking into account the stigma 
surrounding male survivors, 
since even the concept that 
men can be sexually assaulted 
seems to be far fetched for 
some people.

So, just for the record, here 
are some facts. It’s believed 
that only between 15-35% of 
sexual assaults get reported. 
Compared to other types of 
violent crime, false sexual 
assault reports are not more 
likely to be filed. Men are 
statistically more likely to 
be victims of sexual assault 
than be falsely accused. On 
average, for every 1000 
reported rape cases, 994 
perpetrators will face no 
punishment.

This is less of an opinion 
piece and more of a personal 
plea: when someone tells 
you they’ve been sexually 
assaulted, please believe 
them, please tell them it’s not 
their fault. I know being a 
survivor who hasn’t reported 
is not rare. But the idea that 
I’m not alone is, for once, not 
comforting – it’s terrifying.

\\  On average, 
for every 1000 
reported rape cases, 
994 perpetrators 
will face no 
punishment \\ 

Stop silencing 
those who 
speak out about 
sexual assault

\\ The “conversation” 
going on right now is 
essentially the lived 
experience of most 
sexual assault survivors \\

Anonymous explains why we need 
to treat sexual assault survivors with 
empathy, not suspicion

\\ What were they 
expecting? A politely 
worded apology from all the 
h8ers and a gift basket? This 
is probably why old people 
shouldn’t use the internet. \\ 
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James West | 1931 – Present

James West is a U.S. inventor and professor who, in 1962, developed 
the electret transducer technology later used in 90% of contemporary 
microphones.
He knew he wanted to pursue his interest in science aca-

demically, though his parents were concerned about future job 
prospects for an African-American scientist.  Undeterred, West 

headed to Temple University in 1953 where he received his BSc in Phys-
ics in and was later hired for a full-time position as an acoustical scientist. 

\\ John Hopkins University

\\ Howard University 

Mark Dean | 1957 – Present 

Computer scientist and engineer Mark Dean helped develop a number 
of landmark technologies for IBM, including the colour PC monitor and 
first gigahertz chip. He holds 3 of the company’s original 9 patents, with 
20 more patents associated with his name. 

He is credited with helping to launch the personal computer age 
with work that made the machines more accessible and powerful. 
In 1979, he graduated at the top of his class at the University of Tennessee, 

\\ IBM 

Charles Drew | 1904 –1950

Charles Drew was an African-American surgeon who pioneered 
methods of storing blood plasma for transfusion and organized the first 
large-scale blood bank in the U.S.

In 1938, Drew received a Rockefeller Fellowship to study at Colum-
bia. Drew developed a method for processing and preserving blood 
plasma. Plasma lasts much longer than whole blood, making it possi-
ble to be stored or “banked” for longer periods of time. His research 
served as the basis of his doctorate thesis, “Banked Blood,” making 
him the first African-American to earn this degree from Columbia. 

Daniel Hale Williams | 1856 – 1931

Daniel Hale Williams was one of the first physicians to perform open-
heart surgery in the United States and founded the first hospital with 
interracial staff.

Due to the discrimination of the day, African-American citi-
zens were still barred from being admitted to hospitals and black 
doctors were refused staff positions. Believing this needed to 
change, in 1891 Williams opened the Provident Hospital and 
Training School for Nurses, the nation’s first interracial hospital. 

\\ TradingCardsNPS

George Washington Carver | 1864 – 1943

Very few discussions on influential black scientists go by without 
mention of George Washington Carver. He was a brilliant botanist 
who invented hundreds of products from peanuts and other crops, 
producing substances that included plastics, paints, dyes and even a 
kind of gasoline. 
He was born into slavery in Missouri around 1864. A year later, slavery 

was abolished in that area, and his former owner’s wife taught him to read 
and write as schools did not take black students. In his free time, he studied 

nature and developed a prodigious talent for botany.
 

\\ NASA

This Black History Month, we’d like to celebrate some black individuals who’ve made significant            contributions to science. It’s important to acknowledge the resilience of these individuals, many of 
whom faced the very harsh realities of systemic and institutional racism. Most suffered setbacks                due to the colour of their skin and some were even born into slavery.             

Mae C. Jemison | 1956 – Present
Astronaut, Chemical Engineer, Doctor, Dancer, Actress and all-

round badass Mae C. Jemison made history in 1987 as the first 
African-American woman admitted into the astronaut training pro-
gram. As if this wasn’t enough, she blasted off aboard the Endeavour 

shuttle in 1992, becoming the first African-American woman in space. 
Born in Alabama in 1956, she spent a lot of time growing up reading 

about science and was a consistent honours student at school. She finished 
high school with a scholarship to study at Stanford where she got a BSc in Chemi-
cal Engineering whilst being head of the Black Students’ Union, and participating 

Percy Lavon Julian | 1899 – 1975

Chemist Percy Julian was a pioneer in the synthesis of medicinal drugs 
such as cortisone, steroids and birth control pills. Although his race 
presented challenges at every turn, he is regarded as one of the most 
influential chemists in American history.

Despite earning international acclaim for synthesising a drug that could 
treat glaucoma, the university he was researching at still refused to make 
him a full professor because of his skin colour.

Julian applied for jobs at prominent chemical companies, but was 
repeatedly rejected when hiring managers discovered that he was black. 
Ultimately, he obtained a position at Glidden Company as lab director, 

\\ National Library of Medicine

\\ ChemHeritage 

Patricia Bath | 1942 – Present

Among many firsts, Patricia Bath is the first African American 
to complete a residency in ophthalmology, the branch of med-
icine looking at the disorders of the eye. She was also the first 
African-American female doctor to receive a medical patent. She 

invented the Laserphaco Probe for cataract treatment in 1986.
Through her studies at Columbia University, she discovered that 

African Americans were twice as likely to suffer from blindness than 

Celebrating black scientists                                                                                     

   Eventually in 1891, he began his botanical studies as the first black 
student at Iowa State Agricultural College, excelling at his studies 
and establishing his reputation as a brilliant botanist.

His ground-breaking research on plant biology brought him to 
critical acclaim, but he also did important research on crop rotation 
and alternative cash crops for farmers in areas heavily planted 
with cotton. His work directly contributed to economic stabilisation 
among the black population as he focused his research on strug-
gling farmers who were formerly slaves.

in dance and theatre productions. 
She got her M.D. in 1981 and later worked as a GP. For the next 

two and a half years she was a Peace Corps Medical Officer in Sierra 
Leone and Liberia where she taught and did medical research. When 
she got back to the US in 1985, she applied for the astronaut training 
program and went on to make history. During her eight days in space, 
she conducted experiments on weightlessness and motion sickness on 
the crew and herself.    

where he invented Aero-Foam, a product that uses soy protein to 
extinguish oil and gas fires. He continued his biomedical work, 
discovering how to synthesize the hormones progesterone and 
testosterone, to be used in hormonal contraception. He was also 
lauded for his synthesis of cortisone, which became used in the 
treatment of rheumatoid arthritis.

Julian left Glidden and established his own laboratory, in 1954. 
He sold the company in 1961, becoming one of the first black 
millionaires, before founding Julian Research Institute, a non-profit 
organization that he ran for the rest of his life.

other patients to which she attended, and eight times more likely to 
develop glaucoma. Her research led her to development a community 
ophthalmology system, which increased the amount of eye care given 
to those who were unable to afford treatment.

In 1976, Bath co-founded the American Institute for the Prevention of 
Blindness, which established that “eyesight is a basic human right.” 

where he studied engineering. Not long after college Dean 
landed a job at IBM, a company he would become associ-
ated with for the duration of his career. In 1999, Dean led 
a team of engineers at IBM’s Austin, Texas, lab to create 
the first gigahertz chip—a revolutionary piece of technology 
that is able to do a billion calculations a second. 

  In 1960, West teamed up with fellow scientist Gerhard M. Sessler 
to develop an inexpensive, highly sensitive, compact microphone. In 
2 years they finished development on the product, which relied on 
their invention of electret transducers. By 1968, these microphones 
were being mass produced. West’s and Sessler’s invention became 
the industry standard, and today can be found in telephones, tape 
recorders, camcorders, baby monitors and hearing aids.

   As World War II raged in Europe, Drew was asked to head a 
special medical effort known as “Blood for Britain.” He organised 
the collection and processing of blood plasma from several New 
York hospitals, and the shipments of these life-saving materials 
overseas to treat casualities in the war. 

After creating two of the first blood banks, Drew returned to 
Howard University in 1941. He served as a professor there, heading 
the university’s department of surgery. 

  In 1893, Williams continued to make history when he oper-
ated on James Cornish, a man with a severe stab wound 
to his chest. Without the benefits of a blood transfusion or 
modern surgical procedures, Williams successfully sutured 
Cornish’s membranous sac (enclosing the heart), becoming 
one of the first people to perform open-heart surgery. Cornish 
lived for many years after the operation.

First African-American to have a 
national monument dedicated to him

Astronaut, Star Trek actress, teacher and 
founder of two technology firms

First African-American examiner for the American Board of 
Surgery, collected 14,500 pints of blood during WW2

Founded the National Medical Association, a profes-
sional organization for black medical practitioners, 
who were not allowed membership for American 
Medical Association

First black chemist elected to the 
National Academy of the Sciences in America

Invented the technology that helped to 
restore the sight of blind individuals First African-American to become an IBM Fellow 

Inducted into the National Inventors Hall of Fame

Prolific writer and inventor with 
more than 250 patents 

Eight scientists you should know of
  

  Daniel Ogbonna 
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James West | 1931 – Present

James West is a U.S. inventor and professor who, in 1962, developed 
the electret transducer technology later used in 90% of contemporary 
microphones.
He knew he wanted to pursue his interest in science aca-

demically, though his parents were concerned about future job 
prospects for an African-American scientist.  Undeterred, West 

headed to Temple University in 1953 where he received his BSc in Phys-
ics in and was later hired for a full-time position as an acoustical scientist. 

\\ John Hopkins University

\\ Howard University 

Mark Dean | 1957 – Present 

Computer scientist and engineer Mark Dean helped develop a number 
of landmark technologies for IBM, including the colour PC monitor and 
first gigahertz chip. He holds 3 of the company’s original 9 patents, with 
20 more patents associated with his name. 

He is credited with helping to launch the personal computer age 
with work that made the machines more accessible and powerful. 
In 1979, he graduated at the top of his class at the University of Tennessee, 

\\ IBM 

Charles Drew | 1904 –1950

Charles Drew was an African-American surgeon who pioneered 
methods of storing blood plasma for transfusion and organized the first 
large-scale blood bank in the U.S.

In 1938, Drew received a Rockefeller Fellowship to study at Colum-
bia. Drew developed a method for processing and preserving blood 
plasma. Plasma lasts much longer than whole blood, making it possi-
ble to be stored or “banked” for longer periods of time. His research 
served as the basis of his doctorate thesis, “Banked Blood,” making 
him the first African-American to earn this degree from Columbia. 

Daniel Hale Williams | 1856 – 1931

Daniel Hale Williams was one of the first physicians to perform open-
heart surgery in the United States and founded the first hospital with 
interracial staff.

Due to the discrimination of the day, African-American citi-
zens were still barred from being admitted to hospitals and black 
doctors were refused staff positions. Believing this needed to 
change, in 1891 Williams opened the Provident Hospital and 
Training School for Nurses, the nation’s first interracial hospital. 

\\ TradingCardsNPS

George Washington Carver | 1864 – 1943

Very few discussions on influential black scientists go by without 
mention of George Washington Carver. He was a brilliant botanist 
who invented hundreds of products from peanuts and other crops, 
producing substances that included plastics, paints, dyes and even a 
kind of gasoline. 
He was born into slavery in Missouri around 1864. A year later, slavery 

was abolished in that area, and his former owner’s wife taught him to read 
and write as schools did not take black students. In his free time, he studied 

nature and developed a prodigious talent for botany.
 

\\ NASA

This Black History Month, we’d like to celebrate some black individuals who’ve made significant            contributions to science. It’s important to acknowledge the resilience of these individuals, many of 
whom faced the very harsh realities of systemic and institutional racism. Most suffered setbacks                due to the colour of their skin and some were even born into slavery.             

Mae C. Jemison | 1956 – Present
Astronaut, Chemical Engineer, Doctor, Dancer, Actress and all-

round badass Mae C. Jemison made history in 1987 as the first 
African-American woman admitted into the astronaut training pro-
gram. As if this wasn’t enough, she blasted off aboard the Endeavour 

shuttle in 1992, becoming the first African-American woman in space. 
Born in Alabama in 1956, she spent a lot of time growing up reading 

about science and was a consistent honours student at school. She finished 
high school with a scholarship to study at Stanford where she got a BSc in Chemi-
cal Engineering whilst being head of the Black Students’ Union, and participating 

Percy Lavon Julian | 1899 – 1975

Chemist Percy Julian was a pioneer in the synthesis of medicinal drugs 
such as cortisone, steroids and birth control pills. Although his race 
presented challenges at every turn, he is regarded as one of the most 
influential chemists in American history.

Despite earning international acclaim for synthesising a drug that could 
treat glaucoma, the university he was researching at still refused to make 
him a full professor because of his skin colour.

Julian applied for jobs at prominent chemical companies, but was 
repeatedly rejected when hiring managers discovered that he was black. 
Ultimately, he obtained a position at Glidden Company as lab director, 

\\ National Library of Medicine

\\ ChemHeritage 

Patricia Bath | 1942 – Present

Among many firsts, Patricia Bath is the first African American 
to complete a residency in ophthalmology, the branch of med-
icine looking at the disorders of the eye. She was also the first 
African-American female doctor to receive a medical patent. She 

invented the Laserphaco Probe for cataract treatment in 1986.
Through her studies at Columbia University, she discovered that 

African Americans were twice as likely to suffer from blindness than 

Celebrating black scientists                                                                                     

   Eventually in 1891, he began his botanical studies as the first black 
student at Iowa State Agricultural College, excelling at his studies 
and establishing his reputation as a brilliant botanist.

His ground-breaking research on plant biology brought him to 
critical acclaim, but he also did important research on crop rotation 
and alternative cash crops for farmers in areas heavily planted 
with cotton. His work directly contributed to economic stabilisation 
among the black population as he focused his research on strug-
gling farmers who were formerly slaves.

in dance and theatre productions. 
She got her M.D. in 1981 and later worked as a GP. For the next 

two and a half years she was a Peace Corps Medical Officer in Sierra 
Leone and Liberia where she taught and did medical research. When 
she got back to the US in 1985, she applied for the astronaut training 
program and went on to make history. During her eight days in space, 
she conducted experiments on weightlessness and motion sickness on 
the crew and herself.    

where he invented Aero-Foam, a product that uses soy protein to 
extinguish oil and gas fires. He continued his biomedical work, 
discovering how to synthesize the hormones progesterone and 
testosterone, to be used in hormonal contraception. He was also 
lauded for his synthesis of cortisone, which became used in the 
treatment of rheumatoid arthritis.

Julian left Glidden and established his own laboratory, in 1954. 
He sold the company in 1961, becoming one of the first black 
millionaires, before founding Julian Research Institute, a non-profit 
organization that he ran for the rest of his life.

other patients to which she attended, and eight times more likely to 
develop glaucoma. Her research led her to development a community 
ophthalmology system, which increased the amount of eye care given 
to those who were unable to afford treatment.

In 1976, Bath co-founded the American Institute for the Prevention of 
Blindness, which established that “eyesight is a basic human right.” 

where he studied engineering. Not long after college Dean 
landed a job at IBM, a company he would become associ-
ated with for the duration of his career. In 1999, Dean led 
a team of engineers at IBM’s Austin, Texas, lab to create 
the first gigahertz chip—a revolutionary piece of technology 
that is able to do a billion calculations a second. 

  In 1960, West teamed up with fellow scientist Gerhard M. Sessler 
to develop an inexpensive, highly sensitive, compact microphone. In 
2 years they finished development on the product, which relied on 
their invention of electret transducers. By 1968, these microphones 
were being mass produced. West’s and Sessler’s invention became 
the industry standard, and today can be found in telephones, tape 
recorders, camcorders, baby monitors and hearing aids.

   As World War II raged in Europe, Drew was asked to head a 
special medical effort known as “Blood for Britain.” He organised 
the collection and processing of blood plasma from several New 
York hospitals, and the shipments of these life-saving materials 
overseas to treat casualities in the war. 

After creating two of the first blood banks, Drew returned to 
Howard University in 1941. He served as a professor there, heading 
the university’s department of surgery. 

  In 1893, Williams continued to make history when he oper-
ated on James Cornish, a man with a severe stab wound 
to his chest. Without the benefits of a blood transfusion or 
modern surgical procedures, Williams successfully sutured 
Cornish’s membranous sac (enclosing the heart), becoming 
one of the first people to perform open-heart surgery. Cornish 
lived for many years after the operation.

First African-American to have a 
national monument dedicated to him

Astronaut, Star Trek actress, teacher and 
founder of two technology firms

First African-American examiner for the American Board of 
Surgery, collected 14,500 pints of blood during WW2

Founded the National Medical Association, a profes-
sional organization for black medical practitioners, 
who were not allowed membership for American 
Medical Association

First black chemist elected to the 
National Academy of the Sciences in America

Invented the technology that helped to 
restore the sight of blind individuals First African-American to become an IBM Fellow 

Inducted into the National Inventors Hall of Fame

Prolific writer and inventor with 
more than 250 patents 

Eight scientists you should know of
  

  Daniel Ogbonna 
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Macaques pave road for HIV therapy

  
  Sophie Protheroe 

An international 
study treating 
r h e s u s 
macaques with 
SIV (Simian 

Immunodeficiency Virus), 
related to HIV, showed, for the 
first time, long-term control of 
the disease for up to two years. 
The macaques were able to 
use their own immune system 
to keep the virus cell count at 
low levels, without the help of 
drugs, and for nine months the 
virus was undetectable. This is 
great news for HIV sufferers 
that have to undergo frequent 
and intense drug therapy to 
keep HIV at bay. 

Globally, 36 million people 
suffer from HIV, and there is 
no permanent cure for the dis-
ease. Currently, antiretroviral 
drugs are used, which target 
the virus to slow its replication. 

Antiretroviral drug therapy 
(ART) means that HIV patients 
are able to live with the virus, 
avoiding the death sentence. 
Usually, regular and intense 
levels of drugs are needed to 
slow viral charge build up. This 
can have bad side effects, such 
as poisoning, inflammation and 
accelerated aging. Given that 
ART is the most effective treat-
ment at the moment, reducing 
patient suffering is a priority. 
This study brings hope that 
one day, such rigorous drug 
treatment will not be needed. 
  The key to success appears to 
have been the result of using 
combination therapy: both 
antiretroviral drugs and an 
antibody. The monkeys were 
treated with antiretroviral drugs 
for nine weeks, and an anti-
body was also given after week 
nine until the end of the treat-
ment. An antibody is a protein 

used by the immune system to 
target harmful viruses and bac-
teria. The antibody given was 
a variant of Vedolizumab, a 
therapeutic antibody used in 
the treatment of inflammatory 
bowel diseases. It targeted 
another protein used by SIV, 
and HIV, to enter cells. This 
stopped further spread of the 
virus, as viruses depend on 
using other cells as hosts to 

replicate and spread.
After stopping both treat-

ments, the viral load was 
undetectable for nine months, 
and was still low two years 
later. The success of the ther-
apy paves the way for better 
treatment in humans, and a 
clinical trial is already under-
way in the US. The goal is to 
see whether this combination 
treatment, using antiretroviral 
drugs with the antibody, can 
have the same long-term effect 
in humans. The researchers 
involved are confident that the 
results will be life-changing for 
HIV sufferers.

How much water is too much water?

The mantra that 
drinking lots of 
water is good for 
us is a familiar one 
and indeed, the 
NHS recommends 

drinking 8 glasses a day. 
However, a new study has 
challenged this popular idea. 
For the first time, scientists 
have gained an insight into 
the mechanism that regulates 
fluid intake and stops us 
from drinking too much. This 
research suggests that we 
should listen to our bodies and 
drink according to thirst rather 
than sticking to a rigid routine. 
In fact, over-drinking can even 
be fatal.

Previously, scientists had 
shown that there is a ‘stop 
mechanism’ that regulates 
brain signals, telling an individ-
ual to stop drinking water when 
no longer thirsty. A new study 
led by Monash University has 
shed light on this mechanism, 
revealing that a ‘swallowing 

inhibition’ is activated by the 
brain after excess liquid is con-
sumed, helping to maintain the 
correct volume of water in the 
body.

In the study, led by associ-
ate professor 
Michael Far-
rell from 
the Monash 
Biomedicine 
D i scover y 
I n s t i t u t e , 
r e s e a r c h -
ers asked 
participants 
to rate the 
a m o u n t 
of effor t 
r e q u i r e d 
to swallow water under two 
conditions: when they were 
thirsty after exercising and 
then later when they were 
satiated. The results revealed 
a three-fold increase in effort 
after over-drinking, implying 
overcoming some sort of resist-
ance. This resistance is caused 

by inhibition of the swallowing 
reflex once enough water has 
been drunk.

The scientists used functional 
magnetic resonance imaging 
(fMRI) to measure brain activity 
just prior to swallowing. They 
found that the pre-frontal areas 
of the brain were much more 
active during effort-full swal-
lowing than when swallowing 
whilst thirsty. This suggests that 
the pre-frontal cortex overrides 
the swallowing inhibition to 
allow water consumption.

In this age of health food 
bloggers, many people are 
formulating their eating and 
drinking habits around elab-
orate routines. You can even 
get apps which allow you to 
log how much you drink and 
remind you when to drink 
more. However, your own 
body is the best judge of your 
needs. Remember that water 
is contained in food and other 
beverages. Drinking according 
to a schedule whilst ignoring 

signals from your body can be 
dangerous. Over-drinking can 
potentially leading to water 
intoxication or hyponatremia 
(abnormally low blood sodium 
levels), leading to lethargy and 
nausea and, in the worst case, 
convulsions and coma. In rare 
cases, marathon runners have 
died after drinking excessive 
quantities of water before a 
race.

It seems we needn’t be slaves 
to drinking 8 glasses of water a 
day without reference to thirst. 
Your body is highly skilled at 
maintaining tightly calibrated 
water levels, signalling you 
to drink long before you are 
dehydrated and balancing 
water levels with urine. The 
swallowing inhibition is proba-
bly crucial to this process. So, 
trust your body and drink to 
thirst.

\\ After stopping 
both treatments, the 
viral cell count was 
undetectable for 
nine months, and 
was still low two 
years later \\

Fact | Sperm takes 
longer to make than 
you ever imagined: 
43 million years.

No, not quite 43 
million years each – 

it takes a mere 60 days for a 
single sperm to fully develop.

The true scale of the prob-
lem of sex comes down to 
the sheer number of sperm 
required to raise the odds of 
just one reaching the egg. 
The average man will release 
250 million sperm each time 
he ejaculates. If you made 
one sperm at a time, back to 
back, it would take 43 million 
years to produce that number.

Luckily, billions of sperm 
start development every day, 
so you can turn once-in-a-
lifetime into 4-times-a-day, 
although sending that many 
children through university 
could be pretty crippling 
in 20 years. We aren’t the 
sexually advanced species we 
might like to imagine though; 
Rams produce nearly 100 bil-
lion sperm per ejaculate, and 
a male lion can mate up to 75 
times in a single day during 
mating season. Legend.

So, men everywhere are 
furiously producing sperm 
while flying planes, repairing 
the International Space Sta-
tion and running the United 
States of America. Who said 
we can’t multi-task?

Another one of Mr Shau-
nak’s Little Bites of Science

Sex 
A Long Time Coming 

\\ Zappys Technology Solutions

  
  Lara Bailey 



Friday 21 October 2016 13 cultfeli@ic.ac.uk      felixonline.co.uk/culture

felixC U L T U R E

D   ue to a stellar 
cast, impressive 
soundtrack, and 
production from 
the studio that 
made Shrek, my 

expectation for Trolls was 
pretty high – even for a kid’s 
film. This was clearly matched 
by the anticipation of others, 
given that it was nominated 
for the Teen Choice Award 
‘Choice AnTEENcipated 
Movie’ (groan). Before the 
film is even released, there 
was merchandise in every 
shop and children already 
own the full set of Troll dolls. 
But all this build up made the 
disappointment of the actual 
film that much more bitter.

Things started well enough. 
A surprisingly dark intro-
duction explains how the 
song-filled, forever cheery  

Trolls are held captive and 
annually massacred on 
‘Trollstice’ by the miserable 
Burgens. The Trolls are eaten 
because this is the only way 
the Burgens can experience 
true happiness. However, 
on the eve of Prince Gristle’s 
(Christopher Mintz-Platz) first 
Trollstice, the Trolls carried 
out their escape, led by 
Jeffrey Tambor’s King Peppy 
with the rallying cry of ‘no 
troll left behind’. We then cut 
to twenty years later, where 
the trolls have already 
forgotten the threat of the Bur-
gens due to their ceaselessly 
joyous (read: perpetually irri-
tating) nature and decide to 
throw a loud celebration. Of 
course, they’re found and 
trollnapped, leading our 
heroine Princess Poppy  
(Anna Kendrick) and grey, 
songless Branch (Justin Tim-
berlake) to rescue them and 
save the day. Cue the usual 
rescue-mission dangers, even-
tual fuzzy-feelings between 
the 
two leads, and eye-rolling 
plot points, topped off by 

non-existent. It was horribly 
clear that many of the head-
lining cast had gone to the 
studio for the day, recorded 
their few lines and collected 
their paycheck, thank you 
very much (I’m looking at you 
James Corden and Russell 
Brand). Their characters were 
difficult to care about and 
did not inspire compassion 
or empathy – key values off 
which children’s film are so 
often based. I did not think 
they were cute or funny, 
nor did they put a smile on 
my face. My most profound 
surge of sympathy was 
directed toward the crying 
child who could be heard 
throughout the cinema when 
he just couldn’t take anymore. 
I would’ve been quite pleased 
if they’d all be eaten by 
the Bergens – at least then 
there’d be no chance of a 
sequel.. 

The film is sold as the ‘most 
smart, funny, irreverent ani-
mated comedy of the year’. 
This is the publicity team’s 
own version of ‘trolling’. 
Simply put, the writing was 
frustrating and the storyline 
was old, tired and lazy. 
Attempts to avoid this, such 
as the slightly-too-subtle 
references to classics such 
as Labyrinth, were lost in the 
malaise of cringe; in the same 
scene, we met a cloud whose 
entire dialogue consisted of 
Dad jokes about high fives. 
There was so much potential 
here. But once the charac-
ter ‘Guy Diamond’ (Kunal 
Nayyar) had farted glitter in 
someone’s face for the third 
time, even the youngest in 
the audience couldn’t keep 
laughing. Use of the (sadly 
endemic) phrase YOLO was 
a depressing nadir of the film. 
As the credits rolled, and we 
tried to escape, I had to wake 
up a Dad who was not only 
asleep himself, but had his 
two sleeping boys on top 
of him. I sincerely doubt 
this was the effect the 
studio was going for. The 
tagline reads ‘Find your 
happy place’ – yours will 

be as far away from this film 
as you can get.

Jenny Shelley

The latest animation from 
Dreamworks shows that the 
studio has hit a new low, 
producing an annoyingly 
terrible piece of work,  with 
essentialy no redeeming features   

\\ All the build up to 
Trolls only made the 
disappointment of 
the actual film that 
much more bitter \\

bludgeoning the audience 
repeatedly with the films 
message that ‘everyone has 
happiness inside’. 

Meanwhile, the roman-
tic subplot between 
scullery maid Bridget (Zooey 
Deschanel) and Prince Gristle 
initially invokes some sym-
pathy, tapping into universal 
feelings of impossible love 
and unreturned attraction. 
However, the connection was 
short-lived when they turned 
it into a contrived Cinderella. 
Branch is supposed to be the 
sarcastic, relatable, sob-story 
co-star. His trauma derives 
from killing his own Grandma 
with his singing – mine will 
forever be derived from 
viewing this film. The brief 
positive was the soundtrack. 
The use of well-known songs 
was enjoyable and creative, 
bringing in a variety of hits 
at clever moments, such as 
Gorillaz’s Clint Eastwood 
and Lional Richie’s Hello. 
The music department did an 
excellent job. Unfortunately, 
the rest of the team did not.

If the cast had any input at 
all, it could not be felt. Having 
well-known comedians on 
hand left no mark as jokes fell 
flat and comedy timing was 

Even the cast of Trolls aren’t too impressed with 
the film \\ DREAMWORKS ANIMATION

\\ The eye-rolling 
plot points are 
topped off by bludg-
eoning the audience 
repeatedly with the 
film’s message that 
‘everyone has happi-
ness inside \\

Trolls: as annoying as they are creepy 
\\ DREAMWORKS ANIMATION

Trollish 
by name, 
trollish 
by nature
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that he isn’t a journalist, but 
that he is merely conversing 
with those in the film. But I 
respectfully disagree — the 
information shared through 
his subjects is an integral 
part of being a competent 
reporter.

Despite all these complex 
narratives, Herzog retains 
an ability to chronologically 
span through the Internet’s 
history, from its 1969 con-
ception at the University of 
California to what it will mean 
in the future. This could easily 
have been a hindrance to the 
movie’s pacing, but instead, 
it advances the narrative 
and allows viewers to better 
understand the Internet’s 
impact through different eras.

Attempting to examine the 
reach of the online world 
is a daunting task. Herzog, 
however, tackles the subject 
with relative ease, inform-
ing and actively engaging 
his audience through a 
stimulating mental journey. 
Along the way, he’s assisted 
by the expertise of several 
people whose lives have been 
dramatically impacted by the 
Internet’s presence. Thanks to 
all of them, once the credits 
start, we have a much richer 
understanding of its impact in 
our lives.

T           he Internet. It was 
invented in 1969, 
and has objectively 
become a part 
of society’s daily 
consciousness. And 

yet, director Werner Herzog 
reminds us that it is much 
more powerful than we could 
have even imagined.

In Lo And Behold: Reveries 
of the Connected World, 
Herzog masterfully pieces 
together a 94-minute doc-
umentary that details how 
exactly the online world has 
permeated our lives, from the 
evolution of self-driving cars 
to cyber security becoming a 
priority among governments.

This film’s excellence lies 
in the simplicity of Herzog’s 
style: much of the film is 
interview footage ranging 
from expert hacker Kevin 
Mitnick to famous entrepre-
neur Elon Musk. There is the 
occasional b-roll and diagram 
to break up the face-to-face 
interaction, but what we see is 
mostly authentic footage and 
raw uncut film that usually 
loses the audience’s interest, 
but not here. The subject 
matter is just too interesting 
when we look at it through 
Herzog’s eyes.

And perhaps one of the 
veteran director’s most 
thought-provoking views 

came in an answer to an 
audience question before the 
free screening at the Curzon 
Soho on the 14th of October: 
“Documentaries should not 
just be facts … facts do not 
always constitute truth.”

This idea applies throughout 
the film, but one particular 
example that jumps to mind is 
where Herzog interviews the 
family of Nikki Catsouras, an 
18-year-old who died in 2006 
in a car crash in California.

The family, who saw 
horrible pictures of Nikki 
disfigured online, denounce 
the Internet as an “evil” 
force. Lesli, Nikki’s mother, 
even goes as far to say that 
those who are connected 
online have demonic spirits 
in them — a statement that 
is hard to believe, but also 
hard to argue against. This, 
however, effectively illustrates 
the non-factual element of 
documentaries that Herzog 
appears to value.

It is this attention to detail 
that makes the story more 
effective — even for a 21-year-
old who clearly knows what 
the Internet is and its ability to 
connect others. The raw emo-
tion in the Catsouras scene 
forces us to step back and 
realize its negative impact. 
Herzog says in the press 
release for Lo and Behold By Steve Bohnel

Lo and Behold:
Reveries of the 
Connected World

Werner Herzog takes us on a journey through 
the internet \\ DOGWOOF

DOCUMENTARY OF THE WEEK

Three french films that aren’t Amélie 

Delicatessen Les Emotifs 
Anynonymes 
(Romantics 
Anonymous)

Le Rayon Vert 
(The Green Ray)Everyone who’s 

cool has seen 
Amélie, it’s one of 
few French films 
that has enjoyed 
success outside of 

France. Starring the adorable 
Audrey Tautou, this richly 
coloured film with an equally 
mesmerising soundtrack filled 
with quirky characters doing 
quirky things in the quest for 
love, is (in)famous for being 
saturated with sweetness. But 
there’s more to France than 
cute Audrey and nostalgic 
tinted cinematography. So 
here are some other films 
from France that are as 
delightful to watch as Amélie.

The similarities between 
this film and Amélie are so 
obvious that it should come 
as no surprise that they share 
the same director, Jean-
Pierre Jeunet. The tone of the 
film, although with a much 
darker topic, shares the same 
humour, quirky dialogue 
and cinematography that 
is abundant in Amélie. A 
no-brainer for anyone who 
enjoyed Amélie. 

Romantic comedy done 
right. This film is about a 
budding romance between 
two very socially awkward 
people. Set in a chocolate 
factory, there’s enough 
‘sweetness’ to go around.

Directed by the one of 
the men involved with the 
creation of the French New 
Wave cinema, Eric Rohmer, 
Le Rayon Vert is not expected 
to disappoint. And it doesn’t. 
A gentle film about an aimless 
woman recovering from a 
break-up; it follows her during 
her vacation and highlights 
her growing boredom and 
frustration at being expected 
to play the role of the single 
woman. Not sweet enough? 
Don’t worry it has a satisfying 
ending!

Meryl Anil

Marie Riviére and Béatrice 
Romand in Eric Rohmer’s 
Le Rayon Vert \\ Creative 
Commons
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Self Defense 
Family at 
the MOTH

By Robert Garside

\\ Crowd-pleasing 
clearly wasn’t their 
aim \\

pleasing clearly wasn’t their 
aim, a vibe echoed by the 
idiosyncratic between-song 
banter from their frontman.  

The dark atmosphere was 
continued into the next couple 
of songs, with the beak simple 
guitar line and kick drum intro 
of Good Idea Machine and 
the (slightly) more uplifting 
Self Immolation Family.  

Swiftly moving onto perhaps 
their best live song Tithe Pig; 
the crowd visibly reacted to 
the powerful layered guitars. 

Upon arriving at 
the MOTH Club 
in Hackney I 
was instantly 
impressed by 
the 80’s working 

man décor with large booths, 
gold painted walls and ceiling 
and darts championship 
winners’ plaque attached 
to the wall. This décor was 
clearly kept by the current 
owners and set a good tone 
for the slightly weird bands 
on the bill. 

First up was Cassels, a two 
piece from London, playing 
a really promising brand of 
indie rock. Whilst their lyrics 
were a bit esoteric at times, 
the emotional impact of their 
final song was undeniable. 
Creative Adult followed 
shortly after. I must admit at 
this point that I have never 
gotten Creative Adult on 
record; their post-punk too 
psychedelic for my taste. 

By the time the headliners 
Self Defense Family hit the 
stage the anticipation was 
palatable, with the MOTH 

Club now teaming with a 
flannel wearing, bespectacled 
crowd. Rather than choosing 
to feed off this excitement 
with a rowdier song, Self 
Defence instead started off 
with the miserable plodding 
Cottaging, one of their slow-
est and saddest songs. Crowd 

With the blocky chords 
shifting and competing for 
space with the driving bass 
line whilst simple guitar riffs 
swirl amongst them, Tithe 
Pig effortlessly achieves the 
catharsis that so many bands 
try and fail to achieve. Many 
other bands would choose to 
end their set on such a well 
written and performed live 
song, but that would simply 
not be Self Defense. Instead 
they drop into the recently 
released long and jammy 
Brittany Murphy in 8 Mile. 

All in all the gig proved to 
be a wonderfully cathartic 
experience. 

\\ At no point do 
these influences 
seem out of placed 
or forced, rather 
it feels all too 
comfortable \\

Cited by Noel 
Gallagher 
as one of the 
reasons that he 
has yet to reform 
Oasis, Jagwar 

Ma’s debut album Howlin’ 
(2013) was refreshingly full 
of new and experimental 
riffs, alongside 90s acid-
house. This Australian duo 
return with a second serving 
of electro-psychedelic rock. 
The intervening 3 years have 
mellowed and matured their 
style although their youth 
and inexperience still shine 
through. 

Formed in Sydney in 2011 
by Gabriel Winterfield 
(vocals/guitar) and Jono 
Ma (synths/production), 
they were joined in 2012 by 
English bass guitarist Jack 
Freeman. Having supported 
Foals, The xx and Tame 
Impala on tour, elements of 
all three can be heard. Effort-
lessly shifting and sliding 
between both genres and 
live and synthetic instruments, 
the album is a showcase by 
a band not afraid to play 
by its own rules. Stand out 

tracks include teaser single 
O B 1, which sounds like The 
Big Pink take on trip hop, and 
Say What You Feel, which dis-
solves from retro 60s vocals 
into steel drums underpinned 
by a four-to-the-floor beat. 

At no point do these 
influences seem out of place 
or forced, rather it feels all 
too comfortable.  Lacking 
the roughshod energy of 
Howlin’, this album is muted 
in comparison. The more 
serious mood – with a track 
list reading “Falling; Loose 
Ends; Don’t Make It Right”,  
doesn’t quite fit with the 
bands carefree and playful 
character. Typically simple 
and repetitive lyrics give 
us impressions instead of 
windows into Gabriel’s and 
Jono’s experiences. While 
enjoyable and easy to listen 
to, it doesn’t leave me itching 
to hit replay. 

Altogether a very solid and 
varied production, especially 
considering its all in-house 
– Jono Ma helped build the 
studio they used to record it. 
Yet when so easily compared 
to similar sounding giants, 

album cover and reflective 
title, perhaps signs of an 
angsty teenage phase that 
will be shed in favour of a less 
self-conscious sound. Expect 
big things to follow. 

Listen if you like: Temples, 
Tame Impala or Oasis.

Tame Impala, we can only 
hope they have some grow-
ing left to do. It’s a stormy 

Sweaty, loud, and much cooler than 
you \\ Deathwish Inc.

Jagwar Ma  
Every Now 

and Then 

By Theo Farah 

Jagwar Ma’s Every Now and Then \\ 
Mom + Pop Music
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By Chimdi Igwe

\\ I once tried to 
ignore the sting of 
the word, shrugging 
when asked “do 
you mind if I say 
the n-word?” Some 
people, drunk 
with ‘new found 
freedom’, altogether 
stopped using my 
name \\

often followed by accusatory, 
“not everything is offensive, 
you know.”

Some might (and have 
argued to me) that the 
diversification of hip-hop and 
rap means that the word has 
taken on a new meaning, no 
longer black-centred – just 

I     get these questions all 
the time: “Who’s your 
favourite rapper?”, “I bet 
you can freestyle!”, “How 
can you not love Tupac? 
You’re black!”

Hip-hop for some reason 
never really appealed to me 
when I was younger – I didn’t 
hate it, but I tended not to go 
out of my way to find it. After 
moving countries and enter-
ing adolescence, I began to 
consciously avoid listening to 
it; something that thankfully 
I’ve now gotten over.

For me, there hasn’t been 
really much of a reason for 
me to associate with rap and 
hip-hop culture in general, 
but most notably its music 
has been synonymous with 
the urban Black American 
experience. But that was the 
problem – I felt detached 
from the scenarios often nar-
rated in the rhymes, lost in the 
graphic depictions of places 
and people. At the time, it 
didn’t fit into my personal 
idea of blackness.                     

Within the past decade or 
so, rap as a sub-genre of 

music has become gentrified 
beyond its inner-city roots, 
in that it is no longer solely 
tied to, though it frequently 
references, its base culture. 
This, however, brings with it its 
own problems.

Like any art piece, when 
you take rap out of the culture 
from which it came from, 
there is a loss of cultural 
context. 

The original pioneers of hip 
hop infused much of their cul-
ture into their music; with their 
accents and cadence, they 
painted the world they saw 
and recorded the language 
they used.

Language which included 
the word ‘n***a’. 

(Now of course, there is a 
distinction between ‘n***a’ 
and ‘n****r’, but for all 
intents and purposes we can 
assume them to be one and 
the same.)

The problem with the use of 
the n-word in hip-hop is that 
because it has been so widely 
used in the genre, there is an 
assumption that it is a marker 
of the genre; when it should 
in fact be viewed as indicative 
of the musicians themselves as 
people.

Consider the following 
scenario: you’re with friends, 
there’s music playing and 
Kanye’s Gold Digger comes 
on. Needless to say it’s 
always awkward when 
no-one skips that line and 

everyone continues singing. 
When I finally began to 

warm to the themes and 
sounds of hip-hop, this proved 
to be a bit of a stumbling 
block – getting into it could 
easily become a commonality 
between myself and other 
non-black friends who may 
have taken this mutual ground 
as an excuse to go full steam 
ahead. What’s worse is when 
people try to justify it – the 
indignant, “it’s just a song!”, is 

the other day a non-black 
friend of mine was tagged 
in a Facebook post with this 
caption:

                                      

who don’t look like them, and 
understand why this would 
feel very uncomfortable. 
   Let me be clear on how 

I’m black and I don’t rap

\\ By all means, 
keep on jamming 
out to your favourite 
Kendrick song, just 
be aware that just 
‘cos he gets to say 
n****a, don’t mean 
you do too \\

I feel, rap music has most 
certainly gone beyond the 
African-American/Black 
community to permeate and 
include some cultures and 
experiences. But that does 
not mean that the n-word is 
bound to rap music itself. The 
word is tied to the genre, it’s a 
derivative of the culture from 
which the music emerged 
from and out of which it’s 
predominantly produced.    

By all means, keep jamming 
out to your favourite song; 
but the next time a Kendrick 
song comes on, be aware 
that just ‘cos he gets to say 
n****a, don’t mean you do 
too.

\\ It’s always 
awkward when 
no-one skips that 
line and everyone 
continues singing \\

Here is what I’m saying – 
music is so infused into our 
day-to-day life, we have to 
consider the fact that it can 
very easily go from our play-
list to our lexicon; and not 
everyone is fine with the way 
this word is used.

I once tried to ignore the 
sting of the word, shrugging 
when asked “Do you mind 
if I say the n-word?” a few 
years ago: as far as I was 
concerned, it didn’t really fea-
ture much in my history, or my 
culture, so I was apathetic to 
it. That very quickly changed 
when some people, drunk 
with ‘new-found freedom’, 
altogether stopped using my 
name.

Despite coming from a 
background and a place 
where the ‘n-word’ essentially 
had no power, it was still 
relatively easy for me to learn 
to take offence at it. Now 
consider those people who’ve 
grown up in communities 
where they’ve historically 
been called n****s by people 

The late, great Tupac Shakur \\ Leo Gonzales

‘Modern day blackface’ 
or just a poor 
performance? X Factor’s 
latest tabloid favourite,  
Honey G, leaves us 
feeling offended without 
really knowing why.

Theo Farah 

\\ She proclaims to 
hail from “North-
Weezy. North-
West London. In 
Harrow” and is most 
definitely “true to 
the game” \\

Shouting out the 
lyrics to 2pac’s 
California Love 
while panting and 
gyrating across the 
stage, Honey G’s 

first live X Factor performance 
was truly a spectacle. The 
budding “genuine urban” 
artist’s short career hasn’t 
been lacking in controversy. 
Recently she’s been accused 
of being a “fake” by Little 
Mix (of Simon Cowell circa 
2011) and has been subject 
of an opinion piece in The 
Guardian likening her to 19th 

century blackface minstrels. 
I admit her performance 
left me cringing and feeling 
confused. But trying to 
disentangle the mess of 
reasons why her act is so off-
putting proves to be no easy 
task.  

Is this political correctness 
gone mad? Cultural appro-
priation is and always has 
been a contentious topic. 
Determining the point where 
inspiration becomes denigra-
tion of a minority groups art 
and history is muddied further 
when its agent is farcical.  The 
onus lays with Honey G to 
show us. If like Little Mix you 
suspect she isn’t a true suppli-
cant to the altar of Hip Hop, 
her act seems like a cynical 
parody of rap culture.  

Iggy Azalea, the white-Aus-
tralian, Pop-Hip Hop artist, 

came under fire for misap-
propriation of black culture 
after being nominated for 
the BET Best Female Hip 
Hop Artist award in 2014. 
She was accused by Azalea 
Banks of “cherry-picking” 
parts of black culture while 
ignoring its difficult history 
and the issues still faced by 
black people in the US today. 
What particularly irked some 
is Iggy’s ‘blaccent’, which she 
attributes to learning to rap in 
the American South. Whether 
appropriated or not, none 
can deny her genuine musical 
talent and commitment to her 
genre, as demonstrated by 
her 129 award nominations. 

Watching Anna Georgette 
Gilford’s character Honey 
G leaves us questioning the 
authenticity of her persona. 
Her clothes feel like a cos-
tume, her mannerisms stiff 
and awkward, as if too-little 
practised facing a mirror. A 
friend from her time at the 
University of Salford told The 
Sun she had “dumbed herself 
down” for the cameras whilst 

masking her middle class 
accent.  Lola Okolosie of The 
Guardian attributes this to a 
‘reductive caricature’ of the 
black rap artists she is cov-
ering, ‘as if blackness is the 
antithesis’ of her white middle 
class upbringing. But is this 
really fair?  

 The clue is in the name: 
Honey G is a 15-years-too-
late tribute to Sacha Baron 
Cohen’s character Ali G. 
Honey G’s true target of 
ridicule is those that may be 
accused of cultural appropri-
ation themselves. The British 
Hip Hop fans that mimic the 
style and mannerisms of their 
favourite American stars. She 
proclaims to hail from “North-
Weezy. North-West London. 
In Harrow” and is most 
definitely “true to the game”.  
Her persona is designed to 
mock her audience. It’s just 
a shame that she’s ridiculing 
pop culture that hasn’t been 
relevant for over a decade. 
So far, the two songs she has 
‘performed’ have been Work 

It (2002) and California Love 
(2005).  

Baron Cohen’s character 
first appeared on Channel 
4’s, The 11 O’ Clock Show 
and was immortalised in his 
2002 film, Ali G Indahouse. 
A satirical stereotype of a 
“white British suburban male 
who imitates rap culture” 
he is permanently decked in 
oversized, brightly coloured 
shell suits and draped in gold 
chains. His ‘rude-boy’ accent 
a parody of the BBC Radio 
1 DJ Tim Westwood. Ms Gil-
ford’s persona is a sad mimic 
of Baron Cohen’s original. 
With the humour that brought 
appeal stripped away, all 
that’s left is a woman with 
poor fashion sense and lim-
ited musical ability.  

Not that Ali G was free 
from controversy himself, 
with critics such as F. Dexter 
complaining that by adding 
a degree of abstraction he 

allowed the “liberal middle 
classes to laugh [at black 
street culture] while they 
retain their sense of political 
correctness.” Our discomfort 
at Anna’s meta-caricature 
could stem from a sense that 
truly her performance is still a 
mockery of black stereotypes. 

This is a typical ploy of the 
X Factor producers: a weaker 
than average performer that 
just keeps being “saved” by 
the voters. Plucked from a list 
of the weird and wonderful of 
the British Isles; sadly deluded 
shower singers that the audi-
ence can both ridicule and 
pity, they add another ele-
ment of drama to each week’s 
theatrical live show. Perhaps 
what stings most is the feeling 
of being played by Simon 
Cowell as he rides the tabloid 
storm created by Honey G all 
the way to the bank.  

Why are we offended by X Factor’s Honey G? 

\\ The clue is in the 
name: Honey G is 
a 15-years-too-late 
tribute to Sacha 
Baron Cohen’s 
character Ali G \\

\\ Our discomfort 
at Anna’s meta-
caricature could 
stem from a sense 
that truly her 
performance is still 
a mockery of black 
stereotypes \\

\\ Recently she’s 
been accused of 
being a “fake” by 
Little Mix \\

\\ ITV and Syco Entertainment
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By Chimdi Igwe

\\ I once tried to 
ignore the sting of 
the word, shrugging 
when asked “do 
you mind if I say 
the n-word?” Some 
people, drunk 
with ‘new found 
freedom’, altogether 
stopped using my 
name \\

often followed by accusatory, 
“not everything is offensive, 
you know.”

Some might (and have 
argued to me) that the 
diversification of hip-hop and 
rap means that the word has 
taken on a new meaning, no 
longer black-centred – just 

I     get these questions all 
the time: “Who’s your 
favourite rapper?”, “I bet 
you can freestyle!”, “How 
can you not love Tupac? 
You’re black!”

Hip-hop for some reason 
never really appealed to me 
when I was younger – I didn’t 
hate it, but I tended not to go 
out of my way to find it. After 
moving countries and enter-
ing adolescence, I began to 
consciously avoid listening to 
it; something that thankfully 
I’ve now gotten over.

For me, there hasn’t been 
really much of a reason for 
me to associate with rap and 
hip-hop culture in general, 
but most notably its music 
has been synonymous with 
the urban Black American 
experience. But that was the 
problem – I felt detached 
from the scenarios often nar-
rated in the rhymes, lost in the 
graphic depictions of places 
and people. At the time, it 
didn’t fit into my personal 
idea of blackness.                     

Within the past decade or 
so, rap as a sub-genre of 

music has become gentrified 
beyond its inner-city roots, 
in that it is no longer solely 
tied to, though it frequently 
references, its base culture. 
This, however, brings with it its 
own problems.

Like any art piece, when 
you take rap out of the culture 
from which it came from, 
there is a loss of cultural 
context. 

The original pioneers of hip 
hop infused much of their cul-
ture into their music; with their 
accents and cadence, they 
painted the world they saw 
and recorded the language 
they used.

Language which included 
the word ‘n***a’. 

(Now of course, there is a 
distinction between ‘n***a’ 
and ‘n****r’, but for all 
intents and purposes we can 
assume them to be one and 
the same.)

The problem with the use of 
the n-word in hip-hop is that 
because it has been so widely 
used in the genre, there is an 
assumption that it is a marker 
of the genre; when it should 
in fact be viewed as indicative 
of the musicians themselves as 
people.

Consider the following 
scenario: you’re with friends, 
there’s music playing and 
Kanye’s Gold Digger comes 
on. Needless to say it’s 
always awkward when 
no-one skips that line and 

everyone continues singing. 
When I finally began to 

warm to the themes and 
sounds of hip-hop, this proved 
to be a bit of a stumbling 
block – getting into it could 
easily become a commonality 
between myself and other 
non-black friends who may 
have taken this mutual ground 
as an excuse to go full steam 
ahead. What’s worse is when 
people try to justify it – the 
indignant, “it’s just a song!”, is 

the other day a non-black 
friend of mine was tagged 
in a Facebook post with this 
caption:

                                      

who don’t look like them, and 
understand why this would 
feel very uncomfortable. 
   Let me be clear on how 

I’m black and I don’t rap

\\ By all means, 
keep on jamming 
out to your favourite 
Kendrick song, just 
be aware that just 
‘cos he gets to say 
n****a, don’t mean 
you do too \\

I feel, rap music has most 
certainly gone beyond the 
African-American/Black 
community to permeate and 
include some cultures and 
experiences. But that does 
not mean that the n-word is 
bound to rap music itself. The 
word is tied to the genre, it’s a 
derivative of the culture from 
which the music emerged 
from and out of which it’s 
predominantly produced.    

By all means, keep jamming 
out to your favourite song; 
but the next time a Kendrick 
song comes on, be aware 
that just ‘cos he gets to say 
n****a, don’t mean you do 
too.

\\ It’s always 
awkward when 
no-one skips that 
line and everyone 
continues singing \\

Here is what I’m saying – 
music is so infused into our 
day-to-day life, we have to 
consider the fact that it can 
very easily go from our play-
list to our lexicon; and not 
everyone is fine with the way 
this word is used.

I once tried to ignore the 
sting of the word, shrugging 
when asked “Do you mind 
if I say the n-word?” a few 
years ago: as far as I was 
concerned, it didn’t really fea-
ture much in my history, or my 
culture, so I was apathetic to 
it. That very quickly changed 
when some people, drunk 
with ‘new-found freedom’, 
altogether stopped using my 
name.

Despite coming from a 
background and a place 
where the ‘n-word’ essentially 
had no power, it was still 
relatively easy for me to learn 
to take offence at it. Now 
consider those people who’ve 
grown up in communities 
where they’ve historically 
been called n****s by people 

The late, great Tupac Shakur \\ Leo Gonzales

‘Modern day blackface’ 
or just a poor 
performance? X Factor’s 
latest tabloid favourite,  
Honey G, leaves us 
feeling offended without 
really knowing why.

Theo Farah 

\\ She proclaims to 
hail from “North-
Weezy. North-
West London. In 
Harrow” and is most 
definitely “true to 
the game” \\

Shouting out the 
lyrics to 2pac’s 
California Love 
while panting and 
gyrating across the 
stage, Honey G’s 

first live X Factor performance 
was truly a spectacle. The 
budding “genuine urban” 
artist’s short career hasn’t 
been lacking in controversy. 
Recently she’s been accused 
of being a “fake” by Little 
Mix (of Simon Cowell circa 
2011) and has been subject 
of an opinion piece in The 
Guardian likening her to 19th 

century blackface minstrels. 
I admit her performance 
left me cringing and feeling 
confused. But trying to 
disentangle the mess of 
reasons why her act is so off-
putting proves to be no easy 
task.  

Is this political correctness 
gone mad? Cultural appro-
priation is and always has 
been a contentious topic. 
Determining the point where 
inspiration becomes denigra-
tion of a minority groups art 
and history is muddied further 
when its agent is farcical.  The 
onus lays with Honey G to 
show us. If like Little Mix you 
suspect she isn’t a true suppli-
cant to the altar of Hip Hop, 
her act seems like a cynical 
parody of rap culture.  

Iggy Azalea, the white-Aus-
tralian, Pop-Hip Hop artist, 

came under fire for misap-
propriation of black culture 
after being nominated for 
the BET Best Female Hip 
Hop Artist award in 2014. 
She was accused by Azalea 
Banks of “cherry-picking” 
parts of black culture while 
ignoring its difficult history 
and the issues still faced by 
black people in the US today. 
What particularly irked some 
is Iggy’s ‘blaccent’, which she 
attributes to learning to rap in 
the American South. Whether 
appropriated or not, none 
can deny her genuine musical 
talent and commitment to her 
genre, as demonstrated by 
her 129 award nominations. 

Watching Anna Georgette 
Gilford’s character Honey 
G leaves us questioning the 
authenticity of her persona. 
Her clothes feel like a cos-
tume, her mannerisms stiff 
and awkward, as if too-little 
practised facing a mirror. A 
friend from her time at the 
University of Salford told The 
Sun she had “dumbed herself 
down” for the cameras whilst 

masking her middle class 
accent.  Lola Okolosie of The 
Guardian attributes this to a 
‘reductive caricature’ of the 
black rap artists she is cov-
ering, ‘as if blackness is the 
antithesis’ of her white middle 
class upbringing. But is this 
really fair?  

 The clue is in the name: 
Honey G is a 15-years-too-
late tribute to Sacha Baron 
Cohen’s character Ali G. 
Honey G’s true target of 
ridicule is those that may be 
accused of cultural appropri-
ation themselves. The British 
Hip Hop fans that mimic the 
style and mannerisms of their 
favourite American stars. She 
proclaims to hail from “North-
Weezy. North-West London. 
In Harrow” and is most 
definitely “true to the game”.  
Her persona is designed to 
mock her audience. It’s just 
a shame that she’s ridiculing 
pop culture that hasn’t been 
relevant for over a decade. 
So far, the two songs she has 
‘performed’ have been Work 

It (2002) and California Love 
(2005).  

Baron Cohen’s character 
first appeared on Channel 
4’s, The 11 O’ Clock Show 
and was immortalised in his 
2002 film, Ali G Indahouse. 
A satirical stereotype of a 
“white British suburban male 
who imitates rap culture” 
he is permanently decked in 
oversized, brightly coloured 
shell suits and draped in gold 
chains. His ‘rude-boy’ accent 
a parody of the BBC Radio 
1 DJ Tim Westwood. Ms Gil-
ford’s persona is a sad mimic 
of Baron Cohen’s original. 
With the humour that brought 
appeal stripped away, all 
that’s left is a woman with 
poor fashion sense and lim-
ited musical ability.  

Not that Ali G was free 
from controversy himself, 
with critics such as F. Dexter 
complaining that by adding 
a degree of abstraction he 

allowed the “liberal middle 
classes to laugh [at black 
street culture] while they 
retain their sense of political 
correctness.” Our discomfort 
at Anna’s meta-caricature 
could stem from a sense that 
truly her performance is still a 
mockery of black stereotypes. 

This is a typical ploy of the 
X Factor producers: a weaker 
than average performer that 
just keeps being “saved” by 
the voters. Plucked from a list 
of the weird and wonderful of 
the British Isles; sadly deluded 
shower singers that the audi-
ence can both ridicule and 
pity, they add another ele-
ment of drama to each week’s 
theatrical live show. Perhaps 
what stings most is the feeling 
of being played by Simon 
Cowell as he rides the tabloid 
storm created by Honey G all 
the way to the bank.  

Why are we offended by X Factor’s Honey G? 

\\ The clue is in the 
name: Honey G is 
a 15-years-too-late 
tribute to Sacha 
Baron Cohen’s 
character Ali G \\

\\ Our discomfort 
at Anna’s meta-
caricature could 
stem from a sense 
that truly her 
performance is still 
a mockery of black 
stereotypes \\

\\ Recently she’s 
been accused of 
being a “fake” by 
Little Mix \\

\\ ITV and Syco Entertainment
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Elephant dung is to 
Chris Ofili what 
sunflowers are to 
Vincent Van Gogh. 
An art residency 
in Zimbabwe in 

1991 in which he saw lots 
of elephant dung (but no 
elephants) sparked a period 
of fascination with the 
medium that would fling the 
recent art school graduate 
into the limelight of the 
modern art scene in London. 
Elephant dung has featured in 
some of the most memorable 
episodes of Ofili’s career. In 
1999, The Holy Virgin Mary, 
a black Madonna with her 
one exposed breast made out 
of lacquered elephantdung, 
caused something of a media 
firestorm in New York, so 
much so that it caused then 
Mayor Rudy Guiliani to cut 
funding for the Brooklyn 
Museum, where the work was 
displayed.

No stranger to controversy, 
Ofili has made a career of 
creating visually arresting, 
larger than life works that 
push boundaries even without 
elephant dung. His paint-
ings in the past have been 
intricate creations, bold and 
colourful, filled with vibrant 
yellows and scarlets, and 
flecked with glitter. Ofili’s 
work deals in large part with 
the black experience. He 
is of Nigerian descent and 
grew up in Manchester. He 
came to study in London, 

first at the Chelsea School 
of Art and then the Royal 
College of Art, and he has 
since moved to Port of Spain, 
Trinidad. In some of his most 
moving paintings he has dealt 
with the subject of race and 
identity head on. The 1996 
painting, Afrodizzia, features 
tiny cut outs of black cultural 
icons. Diana Ross, Cassius 
Clay, Martin Luther King Jr, 
Tupac Shakur, among many 
others appear with identical 
hand painted afros against 

a riot of colour. It is a cele-
bration of black identity, not 
only of the individuals who 
succeeded in their respective 
fields during the Civil Rights 
movements. Ofili describes 
the use of celebrity in this 
painting as a shorthand for 
brotherhood;  the faces are 
recognizable close up, but 
their identical Afro hairstyles 
are meant to amalgamate 
them into a collective. “It’s 

Lawrence inquiry would 
later find two of the men 
guilty, and in 2011, they were 
sentenced. The inquiry found 
evidence of systemic and 
institutionalised racism at the 
Metropolitan police during 
the 90s.

After a period of relative 
absence from the art world 
from 2010, Ofili returned with 
Blue Devils, painted in 2014. 
In Blue Devils, gone is the 
elephant dung, gone are the 
bright hues and dots; this is a 

pared down Ofili. 
The vast, almost three-metre 

high canvas is entirely blue 
as nebulous shapes painted 
in slightly different shades of 
blue and black emerge and 
dissolve. It was inspired by 
the performers who cover 
themselves in blue pigment 
and descend on the annual 
Carnival in Paramin, Trinidad, 
pitchforks in hand. This 
disquieting otherness and 

Chris Ofili | More than elephant dung

Indira Mallik

\\ Ofili’s painting is 
exuberant, joyful,  
mixing together 
influences from jazz 
to hip hop to 
celebrity \\

not about identifying faces, 
it’s about dissolving faces.” 
he has said of the work. The 
background is a pulsing array 
of colourful dots, inspired by 
the formative Zimbabwe trip,  
where Ofili encountered tribal 
paintings in caves which he 
says reminds him of ‘rhythm 
of chants and drumbeats’.

It is this exuberant, joyful 
way of painting, mixing 
together influences from jazz 
to hip hop to celebrity that 
has characterized Ofili’s work 
through the decades. How-
ever, even in its irreverence 
and surface level frivolity, his 
work has bite. 

Ofili won the Turner Prize in 
1998, the first black artist to 
do so (he remains to this day 
one of two: Steve McQueen 
won the following year). One 
of the works submitted as part 
of portofolio was No Woman, 
No Cry. Named after the Bob 
Marley song, the canvas is 
of a black woman, inspired 
by Doreen Lawrence, crying. 
Huge white tears fall down 
the length of the canvas, and 
inside each tear is the face 
of Stephen Lawrence, who 
was stabbed to death in 1993 
in South London in a vicious 
racist attack. The painting 
reflected the grief and 
frustration that the Lawrence 
family, and the wider black 
community, felt at the fact that  
men who had committed the 
murder had been arrested but 
never convicted. The Stephen 

violence of course carries a 
dual meaning. ‘Blue’ in this 
case could just as easily refer 
to ‘the boys in blue’, police 
officers, both in America and 
the UK. 

Black men face discrimina-
tion at the hands of police 
in both countries. This has 
been most stark in America 
in light of the police brutality 
and many killings of black 
men that has sparked the 
Black Lives Matter movement. 
In Britain, with the merciful 
lack of firearms, the violence 
is less overt and yet the 
discrimination no less potent.  
The Guardian reported last 
year that black people were 
were up to 17.5 times more 
likely than white people to 
be stopped and searched by 
the police in some parts of 
the UK. This disparity in stop 
and searches (the major-
ity of which do not end in 
arrest) show what absolute 
power the police can have 
to inconvenience at best, 
humiliate and hurt at worst. 
Blue Devils with its undercur-
rent of menace, portrays this 
eloquently.

In January next year, Tate 
Britain will be holding a 
retrospective of Ofili’s work, 
bringing together his earliest 
work with his more recent 
output. There could not be a 
more timely return to Ofili’s 
paintings.

\\  Irreverent, intri-
cate, and colourful, 
Ofili’s work has a lot 
of political bite, even 
when covered in 
glitter and elephant 
dung \\

No Woman, No Cry by Chris Ofili \\ Tate
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Set in 1969 
Connecticut, David 
Hare’s new play is 
based on thriller 
novel ‘La Main’ 
written by Belgian 

author Georges Simenon. The 
underlying themes include 
jealousy, sexual desire, and 
how impulsive actions can 
drive a man to insanity.

The production itself has a 
strong start, with 2 cou-
ples amidst heavy snowfall 
attempting to make their way 
home from a high society 
party after their car was 
stuck in snow. The effects 
were really intense, with a 
wind blower that would put 
Dyson hand dryers to shame. 
When they finally make it 
home, only the two women 
make it inside. They’re swiftly 
followed by a man, Donald 
Dodd, played by Mark Strong 
who you may have seen in 
Body of Lies, Sherlock Holmes 
or The Imitation Game. After 
several minutes of panic, the 
trio realise that the fourth 
member of their group and 
Mona’s husband, Ray, is not 
coming back. Donald again 
leaves the safety of the house 
for a further two hours, 
coerced by his wife, Ingrid, 
to try and find him. However, 
this is to no avail. What 
happened to Ray? Is he alive? 

The events that follow focus 
on the effect the inevitable 
death of this man has on the 
three survivors.

As the story unfolds, we 
see Donald, initially a dull 
yet loyal and good-natured 

\\ This gripping tale 
of deceit,  betrayal, 
and affairs, staged 
with intensity and 
drama will not 
disappoint \\

The Red Barn  

Lizzie Riach

The Red Barn is on at the National 
Theatre until 17th  January 2017. 

Mon – Sat 7.30pm
Thurs & Sat 2.15pm
Runtime : 10 minutes

Tickets £15 - £65. 

Concessions Available.
Book ahead 

Elizabeth Debicki in The Red Barn \\ National Theatre

figure in his family and 
community, get dragged into 
an affair. This, of course, is 
with the beautiful widowed 
actress Mona, played by 
Elizabeth Debicki, who most 
recently starred in The Night 
Manager. As rumours start 
to spread, many start to 
wonder what happened on 
the night of the snow storm. 
Did Donald really go out 
searching for Ray that night? 
Did he have secret motives to 
let this man, his former best 

friend from Yale, die in the 
cold? This thrilling and grip-
ping tale of deceit, betrayal, 
extra-marital affairs, and 
madness culminates in a chill-
ing ending, which I guarantee 
will not disappoint.

One of the most interest-
ing things about the play 
itself is the way four black 
screens from all sides of the 
stage create a sort of square 
pinhole effect between scene 
changes, focusing on certain 
characters almost like a lens. 
The screens also frame rooms 
of differing dimensions, creat-
ing a small black box around 
cramped low-ceilinged rooms 
and widening again when, 
for example, we’re shown 
Mona’s spacious Manhat-
tan apartment. As you’d 
expect from the National 
Theatre, the set is extremely 
well designed and the black 
framing made it feel almost 
like a cinema screening. Even 
in scene changes, telephone 
calls booming from the speak-
ers enable the narrative to 
continue moving without the 
actors in sight.

On the whole, this play was 
a continuous 110 minutes 
of top-notch acting and a 
gripping plot. I would happily 
see it again and hope you 
make the effort whilst it’s on in 
Southbank!

\\National Theatre

Dylan won the Nobel Prize for Literature last 
week, the first musician to win. Adam Gellatly 
writes why Dylan deserves to win, and the im-
pact that the songwriter has had on him.    

Bob Dylan has 
never not been 
a part of my life; 
his songs were 
played constantly 
in my parents’ 

car and home throughout 
my childhood. Despite his 
reputation as a lyricist, it was 
the sound, not the content 
of his songs, that I first fell in 
love with. Positively 4th Street, 
a single never to appear on 
an LP, stands out amongst my 
early Dylan listening. With a 
plodding piano melody and 
Al Kooper’s unmistakeable 
organ playing leading into 
his voice, it sums up the sound 
that Dylan was recording in 
1965. It was a sound that 
marked the end of Bob the 
folk singer and the start of 
Dylan the rock star, a sound 
so beautiful that as a 7-year-
old you don’t fully appreciate 
that the song is a rather 
vicious attack on a former 
friend. In a similar way to Like 
a Rolling Stone, there’s an 
immense amount of anger in 
his words, but not his voice; 
for Dylan, the subject matter 
does not stand in the way of 
a great song. Once you start 
to listen to the lyrics, though, 
my god do the songs take on 
a new life.

I did so, inadvertently, while 
doing homework on a winter 

night in my early teens. I 
decided to put on the album 
Bringing It All Back Home; 
I did this a lot, but normally 
didn’t get past the first three 
tracks: Subterranean Home 
Sick Blues, She Belongs to 
Me, and Maggie’s Farm. I 
loved these songs so much 
by this point that I would 
always skip back to the start 
of the album once the third 

had ended so I could hear 
them all again. I guess I 
was distracted by my work 
and so forgot to do so that 
particular evening. The 
album ran. By the time the 
penultimate track came on 
I’d finished the homework 
and started to listen to each 
and every word. It’s Alright, 
Ma (I’m Only Bleeding) is, to 
this day, perhaps the single 
greatest example of song 
writing I’ve had the pleasure 

last week. Right she is, but not 
only that: he performed those 
expressions. Pre-Dylan (and 
pre-Beatles), the idea that a 
chart topping musician would 
sing their own songs was 
unthinkable. Hits were written 
in office blocks by men in 
suits and handed to the likes 
of Elvis Presley for recording. 
It is fitting then, that Dylan, 

with 37 studio albums to his 
name and having reinvented 
himself constantly over the 
last 54 years (from acoustic to 
electric and back to acoustic, 
from rock to country, from a 
secular voice to that of a man 
who has just found Jesus), 
becomes the first musician to 
win the prize in its 115-year 
history. Much has been said 
over the past week as to 
whether the award should 
be presented a singer at all. 

 Bob Dylan first musician to win Nobel Prize 

\\ Dylan’s songs 
are as great a 
work of literature 
as a collection of 
novels, as much po-
etry to read as they 
are songs to listen 
to \\

of encountering. No backing 
band this time, just the folk 
singer, accompanied by a 
harmonica and an eerily quiet 
guitar, whose simple chord 
progression changes little 
over the song’s seven and a 
half minute run time. I listened 
to those seven and a half 
minutes on loop for the rest 
of the evening and I’ve been 
listening to them regularly 
ever since. Each and every 
line written and sung by the 
then 24-year-old stands out. 
“Darkness at the break of 
noon”, “Advertising signs that 
con you into thinking you’re 
the one, that can do what’s 
never been done”, “For them 
that must obey authority…...
Do what they do just to be 
nothing more than some-
thing they invest in”, “Money 
doesn’t talk, it swears”; most 
lyricists would be prepping a 
Grammy acceptance speech 
for having penned just one. 
Bob Dylan wrote 15 verses of 
them (oh, and choruses). Bob 
Dylan isn’t most musicians, 
he’s a Nobel Laureate.

“For having created new 
poetic expressions, within 
the great American song 
tradition” read Prof. Sara 
Danius, Permanent Secretary 
of the Swedish Academy, on 
the announcement of Dylan’s 
Nobel Prize in Literature win 

Tarantula, a prose poetry 
book and the first volume of 
his autobiography, are all 
Dylan has written in terms 
of original literature. On top 
of that his music has been 
critically acknowledged his 
entire career (13 Grammy 
wins and an Academy Award 
to name but a few), so is there 
any need to be lavishing 
him with a prize intended 
for those who occupy the 
world of written expression 
only? Others, however, 
have argued that his lyrics 
themselves, published several 
times, are as great a work of 
literature as any author’s col-
lection of novels and that they 
are as much poetry to read 
as they are songs to listen 
to. Dylan has not yet spoken 
publically about his Nobel 
Prize, despite playing a gig in 
Las Vegas hours after it was 
announced. A quote from 
the man himself, given during 
a press conference in San 
Francisco in December 1965, 
in response to whether his 
music or his lyrics are more 
important, is perhaps the best 
argument one could give for 
the greatest songwriter of the 
20th Century winning writing’s 
most coveted award: “The 
words are just as important 
as the music. There’d be no 
music without the words”.

\\ Before Dylan 
(and the Beatles), 
the idea that a chart 
topping musician 
would sing their 
own songs was 
unthinkable \\

Bob Dylan and Joan Baez, who gave Dylan his first big break \\ Archives Foundation
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Set in 1969 
Connecticut, David 
Hare’s new play is 
based on thriller 
novel ‘La Main’ 
written by Belgian 

author Georges Simenon. The 
underlying themes include 
jealousy, sexual desire, and 
how impulsive actions can 
drive a man to insanity.

The production itself has a 
strong start, with 2 cou-
ples amidst heavy snowfall 
attempting to make their way 
home from a high society 
party after their car was 
stuck in snow. The effects 
were really intense, with a 
wind blower that would put 
Dyson hand dryers to shame. 
When they finally make it 
home, only the two women 
make it inside. They’re swiftly 
followed by a man, Donald 
Dodd, played by Mark Strong 
who you may have seen in 
Body of Lies, Sherlock Holmes 
or The Imitation Game. After 
several minutes of panic, the 
trio realise that the fourth 
member of their group and 
Mona’s husband, Ray, is not 
coming back. Donald again 
leaves the safety of the house 
for a further two hours, 
coerced by his wife, Ingrid, 
to try and find him. However, 
this is to no avail. What 
happened to Ray? Is he alive? 

The events that follow focus 
on the effect the inevitable 
death of this man has on the 
three survivors.

As the story unfolds, we 
see Donald, initially a dull 
yet loyal and good-natured 
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and affairs, staged 
with intensity and 
drama will not 
disappoint \\

The Red Barn  

Lizzie Riach

The Red Barn is on at the National 
Theatre until 17th  January 2017. 

Mon – Sat 7.30pm
Thurs & Sat 2.15pm
Runtime : 10 minutes

Tickets £15 - £65. 

Concessions Available.
Book ahead 

Elizabeth Debicki in The Red Barn \\ National Theatre

figure in his family and 
community, get dragged into 
an affair. This, of course, is 
with the beautiful widowed 
actress Mona, played by 
Elizabeth Debicki, who most 
recently starred in The Night 
Manager. As rumours start 
to spread, many start to 
wonder what happened on 
the night of the snow storm. 
Did Donald really go out 
searching for Ray that night? 
Did he have secret motives to 
let this man, his former best 

friend from Yale, die in the 
cold? This thrilling and grip-
ping tale of deceit, betrayal, 
extra-marital affairs, and 
madness culminates in a chill-
ing ending, which I guarantee 
will not disappoint.

One of the most interest-
ing things about the play 
itself is the way four black 
screens from all sides of the 
stage create a sort of square 
pinhole effect between scene 
changes, focusing on certain 
characters almost like a lens. 
The screens also frame rooms 
of differing dimensions, creat-
ing a small black box around 
cramped low-ceilinged rooms 
and widening again when, 
for example, we’re shown 
Mona’s spacious Manhat-
tan apartment. As you’d 
expect from the National 
Theatre, the set is extremely 
well designed and the black 
framing made it feel almost 
like a cinema screening. Even 
in scene changes, telephone 
calls booming from the speak-
ers enable the narrative to 
continue moving without the 
actors in sight.

On the whole, this play was 
a continuous 110 minutes 
of top-notch acting and a 
gripping plot. I would happily 
see it again and hope you 
make the effort whilst it’s on in 
Southbank!

\\National Theatre

Dylan won the Nobel Prize for Literature last 
week, the first musician to win. Adam Gellatly 
writes why Dylan deserves to win, and the im-
pact that the songwriter has had on him.    

Bob Dylan has 
never not been 
a part of my life; 
his songs were 
played constantly 
in my parents’ 

car and home throughout 
my childhood. Despite his 
reputation as a lyricist, it was 
the sound, not the content 
of his songs, that I first fell in 
love with. Positively 4th Street, 
a single never to appear on 
an LP, stands out amongst my 
early Dylan listening. With a 
plodding piano melody and 
Al Kooper’s unmistakeable 
organ playing leading into 
his voice, it sums up the sound 
that Dylan was recording in 
1965. It was a sound that 
marked the end of Bob the 
folk singer and the start of 
Dylan the rock star, a sound 
so beautiful that as a 7-year-
old you don’t fully appreciate 
that the song is a rather 
vicious attack on a former 
friend. In a similar way to Like 
a Rolling Stone, there’s an 
immense amount of anger in 
his words, but not his voice; 
for Dylan, the subject matter 
does not stand in the way of 
a great song. Once you start 
to listen to the lyrics, though, 
my god do the songs take on 
a new life.

I did so, inadvertently, while 
doing homework on a winter 

night in my early teens. I 
decided to put on the album 
Bringing It All Back Home; 
I did this a lot, but normally 
didn’t get past the first three 
tracks: Subterranean Home 
Sick Blues, She Belongs to 
Me, and Maggie’s Farm. I 
loved these songs so much 
by this point that I would 
always skip back to the start 
of the album once the third 

had ended so I could hear 
them all again. I guess I 
was distracted by my work 
and so forgot to do so that 
particular evening. The 
album ran. By the time the 
penultimate track came on 
I’d finished the homework 
and started to listen to each 
and every word. It’s Alright, 
Ma (I’m Only Bleeding) is, to 
this day, perhaps the single 
greatest example of song 
writing I’ve had the pleasure 

last week. Right she is, but not 
only that: he performed those 
expressions. Pre-Dylan (and 
pre-Beatles), the idea that a 
chart topping musician would 
sing their own songs was 
unthinkable. Hits were written 
in office blocks by men in 
suits and handed to the likes 
of Elvis Presley for recording. 
It is fitting then, that Dylan, 

with 37 studio albums to his 
name and having reinvented 
himself constantly over the 
last 54 years (from acoustic to 
electric and back to acoustic, 
from rock to country, from a 
secular voice to that of a man 
who has just found Jesus), 
becomes the first musician to 
win the prize in its 115-year 
history. Much has been said 
over the past week as to 
whether the award should 
be presented a singer at all. 

 Bob Dylan first musician to win Nobel Prize 

\\ Dylan’s songs 
are as great a 
work of literature 
as a collection of 
novels, as much po-
etry to read as they 
are songs to listen 
to \\

of encountering. No backing 
band this time, just the folk 
singer, accompanied by a 
harmonica and an eerily quiet 
guitar, whose simple chord 
progression changes little 
over the song’s seven and a 
half minute run time. I listened 
to those seven and a half 
minutes on loop for the rest 
of the evening and I’ve been 
listening to them regularly 
ever since. Each and every 
line written and sung by the 
then 24-year-old stands out. 
“Darkness at the break of 
noon”, “Advertising signs that 
con you into thinking you’re 
the one, that can do what’s 
never been done”, “For them 
that must obey authority…...
Do what they do just to be 
nothing more than some-
thing they invest in”, “Money 
doesn’t talk, it swears”; most 
lyricists would be prepping a 
Grammy acceptance speech 
for having penned just one. 
Bob Dylan wrote 15 verses of 
them (oh, and choruses). Bob 
Dylan isn’t most musicians, 
he’s a Nobel Laureate.

“For having created new 
poetic expressions, within 
the great American song 
tradition” read Prof. Sara 
Danius, Permanent Secretary 
of the Swedish Academy, on 
the announcement of Dylan’s 
Nobel Prize in Literature win 

Tarantula, a prose poetry 
book and the first volume of 
his autobiography, are all 
Dylan has written in terms 
of original literature. On top 
of that his music has been 
critically acknowledged his 
entire career (13 Grammy 
wins and an Academy Award 
to name but a few), so is there 
any need to be lavishing 
him with a prize intended 
for those who occupy the 
world of written expression 
only? Others, however, 
have argued that his lyrics 
themselves, published several 
times, are as great a work of 
literature as any author’s col-
lection of novels and that they 
are as much poetry to read 
as they are songs to listen 
to. Dylan has not yet spoken 
publically about his Nobel 
Prize, despite playing a gig in 
Las Vegas hours after it was 
announced. A quote from 
the man himself, given during 
a press conference in San 
Francisco in December 1965, 
in response to whether his 
music or his lyrics are more 
important, is perhaps the best 
argument one could give for 
the greatest songwriter of the 
20th Century winning writing’s 
most coveted award: “The 
words are just as important 
as the music. There’d be no 
music without the words”.

\\ Before Dylan 
(and the Beatles), 
the idea that a chart 
topping musician 
would sing their 
own songs was 
unthinkable \\

Bob Dylan and Joan Baez, who gave Dylan his first big break \\ Archives Foundation
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Cubism. People 
made out of 
sharp angles and 
brightly coloured 
geometric shapes 
stacked on each 

other in a wild, psychedelic 
form of portraiture. This is 
what defines Picasso in the 
public perception. Picasso’s 
portraits at the National 
Portrait Gallery certainly 
deliver on that front, but far 
more intriguingly places his 
cubist work in the context 
of Picasso’s entire oeuvre 
which encompasses a range 
wider than certainly I had 
anticipated.

The NPG has gathered 
together all sorts for this exhi-
bition from huge canvases of 
almost Impressionistic work to 
doodles on tablecloths, mixed 

media collages, sculpture, 
and of course his cubist 
paintings.

The exhibition, spanning 
work from the several 
decades of Pablo Picasso’s 
career, weaves through his 
many phases, and reveals a 
great deal of the evolution 
of his style and his work. 
More importantly perhaps, 
it reveals a great deal about 
Picasso’s attitudes to women, 
to himself, and to other 
artists. 

We witness the beginning 
of a career with cartoons 
drawn for friends, these are 
scratchy, exaggerated carica-
tures brimming full of life and 
character. In another room, 
there is the maginificent 
Portrait of Sebastià Junyer 
i Vidal (1903), a prominent 
work from his Blue period. 
The figures seem to glow, lit 
from within. Running down 

the corridor connecting two 
gallery spaces are small 
collages of unflattering draw-
ings of Picasso’s friend and 
assistant, Jaume Sabartés. He 
is shown as a small man with 
cartoonish bulbous features 
leering at gorgeous women: 
glamourous actresses cut out 

long, straight nose, and the 
same almond shaped eyes. 
It’s not hard to see why the 
goddess of wartime wisdom, 
a symbol of strength and 
fortitude, might’ve been on 
Picasso’s mind at the time. The 
Athena motif is recurring. In 
the 1931 bronze Head of a 

Picasso’s portraits reveal more about the artist

Indira Mallik

from magazines. 
Dotted throughout the 

rooms are sculptures quite 
different from the surreal, 
fiercely modern work 
exhibited at the Museum of 
Modern Art in New York last 
year. One in particular stands 
out: 1909 bronze Head of a 
Woman (Fernande Olivier) 
is cubism rendered 3D. 
Here, Olivier’s face appears 
gnarled, distinctly reptilian, 
like plates on a metal suit 
of arms or the shell on an 
armadillo. Others, more than 
anything, reveal the impact 
and influence classical art 
had on Picasso. Head of 
a Woman (Dora Maar), 
sculptured during the second 
World War in 1941, could be 
a bust of Athena lifted straight 
from ancient Rome; the same 

\\ Picasso’s subjects 
are deconstructed in 
the cubist tradition; 
pulled apart and re-
stitched in 
technicolour \\

A Woman in a Hat (Olga) by Pablo Picasso \\ Collection Centre Pompidou, Dist. RMN Grand 
Palais

Woman (Marie Thérèse) there 
the profile is again, and in the 
1962 Jacqueline with a Yellow 
Ribbon the same features are 
present.

Much of this exhibition 
revolves around Picasso’s 
portrayal of women. An 
entire room is dedicated 
to Picasso’s paintings of his 
first wife, Olga Stepanovna 
Khokhlova. The paintings 
early on in their relationship 
are figurative, traditionally 
beautiful. In the 1923 Por-
trait of Olga Picasso, Olga 
appears against a plain 
background, flatteringly lit. 
She looks regal, but there is 
a coldness, an aloofness that 
is at odds with the wit and joy 
in the caricatures of Picasso’s 
friends in the cubist paintings. 
A later portrait, Woman 

in a Hat (Olga), painted 
in 1935, the year of their 
separation, Olga is replaced 
by white and green shapes, 
two over-large staring eyes 
and uncertain black slash for 
a mouth. Atop this forlorn 
collection of shapes sits a 
large upturned kidney bean 

shaped purple hat (Picasso, 
it seems, was never a fan of 
Olga’s dress sense). Olga, the 
woman, has been cut down 
and restructured, somehow 
made emotionally available 
to the viewer. Woman in a 
Hat packs much more of an 
emotional punch than Portrait 
of Olga Picasso, but Olga 
has been rendered pitiful. 
This room, and the one that 
follows, displays Picasso’s 
portraits of his subsequent 
lovers and wives and serves 
only to make clear what 
Picasso thought of women. 

“There are only two types of 
women:” he said, “goddesses 
and doormats“. The women, 
early on in their acquaintance 
with Picasso, appear in figu-
rative paintings or drawings, 
goddess-like. They are almost 

never looking at the viewer 
and are out of reach. As the 
women become more familiar 
to Picasso they are decon-
structed in the cubist tradition, 
pulled apart and re-stitched in 
technicolour. They somehow 
become more present and at 
the same time are abstract, 
robbed of their humanity. 
Men are almost never given 
the same treatment. 

The men Picasso paints are 
those he respects. He borrows 
themes from Matisse, Ingres 
and Velasquez, placing 
himself in the pantheon of the 
European artists. 

The most revealing of the 
works displayed is a self por-
trait. A small monkey dances 
with a grin on its face. This is 

how Picasso saw himself, an 
impish rebel, even as he was 
hailed as one the century’s 
greatest artists. 

Many have accused Picasso 
of rampant misogyny, many 
other of genius; this exhibition  
displays all these facets 
without flinching. The NPG 
has gathered together some 
rarely seen works. It’s worth 
going if only to see what all 
the fuss is about. 

Picasso Portraits is on at the 
National Portrait Gallery until  
5th February 2017

Tickets from £14.50	

\\ Picasso’s cubist 
sculpture is vaguely 
reptilian, like plates 
on a suit of armour 
or the shell on an 
armadillo \\

The Crucible 
and the 
politics of fear

God may be 
dead, but 
Miller’s legacy 
lives on in a 
refreshing 
take on The 

Crucible at Guildhall’s Milton 
Court theatre. The Crucible 
gives a semi-fictionalised 
account of the Salem witch 
trails that occurred in 
Massachusetts Bay Colony 
at the end of the 17th century. 
In an escalating atmosphere 
of religious paranoia, mass 
hysteria sweeps through 
Salem village as bewildered 
children ‘confess’ to alleged 
crimes of witchcraft and 
begin to testify against their 
neighbours. The accused are 
sentenced to die while the 
confessors are rewarded with 
impunity.

Written during the second 
Red Scare in 1952 the play 
is intended as an allegory 
of McCarthyism and an 
indictment of the House of 
Representatives. The conse-
quences of state paranoia of 
communism were high; 320 
artists were blacklisted on 
the basis of unsubstantiated 
rumours, and Miller himself 
was questioned by the House 
Un-American Activities 
Committee. In this crucible 
of suspicion, all individuals 
become subject to unbeara-
ble pressures.

These themes are entirely 

pertinent today. One doesn’t 
have to look far to see how 
terrorism in the 21st century 
breeds vigilance and mistrust. 
Nor are we still surprised 
that Trump’s jingoisms have 
reached the level of fanatical. 
Are we experiencing McCa-
rthyism in the modern age? 
This was certainly a question 
I was pondering as I left the 

theatre, a tribute to an immer-
sive performance.

Continuity-wise, the per-
formance does not stray far 
from classic interpretations. 
In 1953, the play’s first 
broadway run received poor 
reviews, and Miller chastised 
the over-stylised production 
and its “pitiless sets of rude 
buildings”. The subsequent 
re-cast was far less embel-
lished in nature, and this is the 
vein in which director Mike 
Alfred has conducted the 
Guildhall performance.

The production is 

Ezra Kitson

minimal. The stage is bare 
of everything except a few 
wooden benches and props 
are used rarely. A backdrop 
of knotted rope hangs as an 
ominous reminder of the fate 
awaiting the accused. There 
is no music, and little off-stage 
dialogue means the actors on 
stage are constantly the focus 
of our eyes and ears. The 
stage is well lit, contributing to 
a lurid atmosphere of disquiet 
and surveillance.

The performances are 
impressively assured, espe-
cially given the age of the 
cast (all final year students 
at Guildhall). The pacing is 
good and the dialogue felt 
authentic and well accented 
to reflect the British heritage 
of the early pilgrims. Par-
ticular mention should be 
given to Caleb Roberts for a 
convincing portrayal of John 
Procter and Martin Quinn for 
the charisma he lent Reverend 
Hale. The calibre of talent at 
Guildhall is evidently high 
and difficult roles such as 
Tituba and Marry Warren 
were filled seamlessly.

Overall, this is a successful 
take on Miller’s work and 
a great piece of amateur 
theatre. Guildhall tickets are 
cheap and the experience is 
well worth it. I would encour-
age any fans of theatre to 
seek out performances like 
this one.

\\ The Crucible, 
initially a response 
to McCarthyism and 
paranoia towards 
communism, is just as 
relevant to today’s 
political climate \\

The Crucible is at The Milton 
Court Theatre, until 22nd 
October 2016. 

Every day 2.00pm or  7.00pm

Tickets £10. Student £5.

Anya Chalotra \\ Clive Barda    

Students at the Guildhall School of Music & Drama \\ Clive Barda
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More importantly perhaps, 
it reveals a great deal about 
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to himself, and to other 
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from within. Running down 

the corridor connecting two 
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ings of Picasso’s friend and 
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is shown as a small man with 
cartoonish bulbous features 
leering at gorgeous women: 
glamourous actresses cut out 

long, straight nose, and the 
same almond shaped eyes. 
It’s not hard to see why the 
goddess of wartime wisdom, 
a symbol of strength and 
fortitude, might’ve been on 
Picasso’s mind at the time. The 
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How deeply intwined are politics and art? Fred 
Fyles argues they are closer than you might 
think and makes the case for the continuation 
of teaching A-level art history.  

Brexit is the news 
topic that, like 
Japanese knot 
week, just refuses 
to die. Since the 
morning of the 24th 

June, when pollsters and 
politicians alike woke to a 
country they didn’t recognise, 
vast portions of the media 
have been trying to unpick 
the decision of 52% of voters. 
There is no aspect of life that 
is safe from Brexit, not even 
linguistics; the British tongue 
has been forced to contort 
itself around portmanteaus 
like Bremain, Bremoaners, 
and Brenial.

Even the world of art 
isn’t untainted: last week a 
YouGov poll was released, 
which served as a perfect 
analogy for the state of the 
nation, a Brexit in miniature. 
The poll showed over 4000 
members of the public a 
selection of artworks – from 
classics like Da Vinci’s Mona 
Lisa, through Pop Art, right 
up to the four Turner Prize 
nominees – and asked 
them the deceptively simple 
question ‘Is this art?’ None of 
the works received universal 
acceptance; even Mona Lisa, 
perhaps the most recognisa-
ble instance of Western art in 
the world, was viewed with 
suspicion by 2% of those 
surveyed.

Alongside this, the surveyors 
collected data about how 

respondents voted in the EU 
referendum, and this is where 
things get really interesting. 
For nearly all works, those 
who voted to leave the EU 
were less likely to think it was 
art than their Remain coun-
terparts. This difference was 
particularly marked in the 
responses for more abstract 
art, which sharply diverged. 
For Mark Rothko’s Untitled 
(Yellow, Orange, Yellow, Light 
Orange), a classic example 

of Abstract Expressionism, 
the Remain camp voted 45% 
in favour of it being art, 
while in the Leave camp only 
21% thought it was. Similar 
differences were found with 
works by Jackson Pollock, 
Andy Warhol, and Marcel 
Duchamp.

What does this mean? Well, 
the most obvious argument 
would be that those voted 
Leave are as closed to free 
artistic expression as they are 
to freedom of movement. It 
it this lack of openness, this 
refusal to understand the 
other, that most commen-
tators seized upon in the 
run-up to and fallout from the 

constitutes ‘real art’? Critics 
certainly try, and many live 
up to the caricature of a 
liberal elite: out of touch, 
snobbish, and uncaring about 
popular tastes. Is it really 
surprising that the Leave 
camp – after rejecting the 
mainstream media, leading 
industrialists, and global 
political leaders – would 
shun the condescension critics 
regularly place on work that 

is quite visually appealing?
If this is the case, then the 

obscene decision from the 
government to scrap art 
history A-level makes even 
less sense. The country is 
divided along fault lines, 
both political and aesthetic. 
London-based liberals feel 
their country counterparts 
are backwards while home 
county conservatives see met-
ropolitans as a snobbish mob. 
Perhaps if more people were 
exposed to art, and educated 
about it, there would be less 

Brexit, modernism, and art history

\\ The continuation 
of art education is 
vital, not only for 
members of our 
royal family, but 
for every person in 
this country \\

result; Leave were painted as 
parochial bigots, with no real 
appreciation of European 
culture. Certainly, this has 
an element of truth, but it’s 
an interpretation as basic 
as it is dull. Taking another 
look at the data, things get 
interesting.

The Leave camp didn’t 
overwhelmingly reject the 
works they were presented 
with. There were two works 
which more Leavers claimed 
were art than Remainers – 
The Singing Butler by Jack 
Vettriano, and Mystic Moun-
tain by Bob Ross. Both are 
works that are by-and-large 
completely rejected as real 
works of art by the majority 
of critics. Jonathan Jones, of 
The Guardian, said that Vettri-
ano has “no imagination and 
heart”, and paints “fetishistic, 
stylish objects…with a slick 
empty panache”. Similarly, 
Bob Ross is better known for 
his PBS show, which aimed 
to spread the relaxing and 
uplifting potential of painting 
to the masses, rather than any 
critical acclaim.

These results reflect the dis-
trust the Leave camp seemed 
to have of mainstream media 
and metropolitan elites – as 
Michael Gove quipped, 
“people in this country have 
had enough of experts’” 
In many ways, they have a 
point. Can anyone really act 
as an adjudicator of what 

of this ridiculous and pointless 
division.

And what of Michael Gove’s 
ridiculous idea that art history 
is a ‘soft’ subject? It is a sub-
ject that combines a number 
of other disciples – knowl-
edge of the politics of the 
country and time a work was 
produced is invaluable. Scien-
tific developments in the art 
of painting form a key part 
of the context in which art is 
made. Art history engages 
our critical thinking and trains 
our evaluative faculties. Even 
STEM subjects cannot be 
divorced from a base of phi-
losophy. Art history is rooted 
in the same basis as chemistry 
or biology – a deep thirst for 
knowledge.

Brexit was a cry of a 
number of individuals who felt 
they were locked out of the 
political arena. What could 
be the use of locking them out 
of our art galleries too? The 
continuation of art education 
is vital, not only for members 
of our royal family, but for 
every person in this country. 
By cutting it, we are telling 
people that the right to view 
art, to engage with it, is noth-
ing more than a ‘privilege’. 
The government say that it 
is part of school reform, but 
all I can see is a move that 
will drain our cultural capital, 
encourage regional divisions, 
and deny people a voice. 

\\ There is no aspect 
of life that is safe 
from Brexit, not even 
art \\

United Kingdom poverty line for two adults and two children: £24,436 as published on the 1st of September 2016 by Michael Dean \\ Archives Foundation
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Anurag Deshpande

\\ Though the show 
sticks with a half-
hour comedy for-
mat, it really excels 
in straddling the line 
between drama and 
comedy \\

\\ It’s great to have 
characters make 
grandiose state-
ments about their 
race and their place 
in the world \\

addition to this we’ve begun 
to reach the stage where 
characters aren’t defined by 
their race. Now, of course 
it’s great to have characters 
make grandiose statements 
about their race and place in 
the world, but sometimes it’s 
nice to have someone who’s 
like you just there: no fuss, 
no fanfare. It gives you a 

\\ I certainly feel 
comfortable calling 
this one of the best 
shows of the year \\

more fictionalised counterpart 
to Louis CK’s Louie. Taking 
place in the city where Glover 

Donald Glover: 
creator, writer 
and star of 
Atlanta is a guy 
I don’t think that 
can be classed as 

anything other than a genius. 
Having such an expansive 
career as a writer, stand-up, 
actor and rapper at such a 
young age isn’t something 
that most could manage. 
Neither could most create 
such a great show as Atlanta.  	
  The most adequate way I 
can describe it would be as a 

himself grew up, the show 
primarily follows Glover’s 
Earn Marks, a man struggling 
to keep his head above water 
financially who gets a small 
lucky break when he finds 
that his cousin, Paper Boi, has 
released a locally popular 
mixtape. The two, along with 
their friend Darius, seek to 
keep the fame train rolling. 
Despite this premise, you 
never feel like this is really 
in grasp for the characters, 
but you hope with them all 
the same. Though the show 
sticks with a half-hour comedy 
format, it really excels in 
straddling the line between 
drama and comewdy, never 
quite coming down on either 
side in any given scene. This 
is shown most expertly in a 
scene in episode 2 dealing 
with a mentally ill man in 
jail. This scene is a great 
example of the way the show 
portrays dealing with the 
experience of Black America. 
While never forcing it down 
your throat, the constant 
awareness and understanding 
of the characters’ poverty 

‘black show’ with an all-black 
writing staff makes it timely 
as well with the heightened 
racial tension across the states 
at the moment. While it hasn’t 
yet finished its first season, 
I certainly feel comfortable 
calling this one of the best 
shows of the year. It really is 
a testament to Donald Glover 
to have another such wildly 
successful project under his 
belt. The one thing I don’t 
like about this show is that it 
means Donald will have less 
time to devote to his music.

and the structural racism they 
experience aids greatly in 
sympathising and loving the 
characters. Its status as a 

Atlanta shows us an experience of 
Black America \\ FX

Atlanta

Harry Wilkinson

Tearing down 
TV’s ghettos

Aziz Ansari and co in Master of None \\ Netflix

As Master 
of None 
explained late 
last year, time 
was when if 
you had more 

than one black person in a 
show, it would be written off 
as a ‘black show’. In fact, time 
still is that having more than 
one Asian person in a piece 
results in it being known as 
an ‘Asian show’.   	
  However, with the increasing 
democratisation of TV, 
and the general on going 
streaming service paradigm 
shift, this is slowly beginning 
to change. Shows like 
Atlanta, Luke Cage, Master 
of None, Citizen Khan and 
Fresh off the boat have 
penetrated the mainstream, 
consistently pulling in high 
viewship numbers and critical 
receptions. Alongside the 
growing volume of people of 
colour in our visual media, 
the variety of characters has 
also blossomed.  Obviously, 
we’ve started slowly drifting 
away from stereotypes, but in 

distinct feeling of belonging 
and a triumphant assurance 
that this is the way it should 
be. Unrestricted inclusion 
also generates better and 
fresher content through the 
conveyance of a range of 
experiences. The spread 

of narratives that wouldn’t 
traditionally have recieved 
wide exposure or new takes 
on existing stories and that 
might better engage people is 
only good for entertainment. 
A curious counter-argument 
surfaces to this. People 
bemoan ‘diversity for the 
sake of diversity’, but this is 
one case where this is a good 
thing. ‘Minorities’ have spent 
decades relating to white 
characters and will continue 
doing so. Is it too much to ask 
that we try relating to a few 
of them?
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Luke Cage 
and the black 
superhero

Henry Wild

In a time where comics 
books have been rapidly 
diversifying their casts, their 
on-screen counterparts have 
been increasingly left behind. 
Recently, however, that is 
beginning to change, and 
leading the charge is Marvel’s 
Luke Cage.

Marvel finally 
has its first 
black lead 
character 
in the 
invulnerable 

Luke Cage, and he’s not 
clothed in primary coloured 
spandex, but rather in a 
hoodie filled with bullet holes. 
Given that the same piece of 
clothing is heavily associated 
with the Black Lives Matter 
movement (which began after 
the killer of Trayvon Martin, a 
17 year old African American 
in Miami murdered back in 
2012, was acquitted of all 
charges) it doesn’t take an 
English Literature graduate 
to see the symbolism here. 
However, the bulletproof Luke 
Cage wasn’t always a symbol 
of black power. He first 
appeared in Luke Cage: Hero 
for Hire in 1972 as part of the 
‘Blaxploitation’ movement. 
The ‘Blaxploitation’ genre 
of media was one designed 
to target a young, urban, 
and African American 
audience, and is notable 
for featuring a mainly black 
cast, as well as a primarily 
funk/soul based soundtrack. 
While some considered 
the ‘Blaxploitation’ genre 
as representing black 
empowerment, the general 
consensus is that it was 
instead just perpetuating 
stereotypes about black 
people. Its characters’ main 
traits were almost always 
their skin colour and other 
stereotypically connected 
attributes such as being 
‘intimidating’ or having a lack 
of respect for authority.  	
  Thankfully, Luke Cage 
moved past that, as well as 
his original costume of an 
almost entirely unbuttoned 
yellow shirt, a chain belt, and 
a metal headband thing. As 
his character, and thankfully 
his dress sense, improved 
throughout his comic run, 
he became one of Marvel’s 
better known characters. 
While he certainly isn’t as 
popular as Iron Man, he is 
at least well known among 
comic fans. Luke Cage’s 
history in ‘Blaxploitation’, 
however, isn’t forgotten by the 
series, one shining example 
of this being a scene wherein 
the use of the n-word by a 
kid prompts Luke to give a 

Martin-Luther-King-esque 
speech which still gives me 
shivers to watch.  	
  Luke Cage, played by The 
Good Wife’s Mike Colter, 
was first introduced in the 
MCU in Jessica Jones as a 
quiet foil and love interest 
to Krysten Ritter’s drunken 
titular character, a role which 
he played to a tee. Given 
his quiet demeanour in that 
series, some people raised 
concerns over whether he 

could hold a whole show 
by himself. Thankfully those 
concerns were entirely 
unfounded as he plays 
a much more conflicted 
character than he did there, 
torn between helping others 
and keeping himself hidden. 
While Colter’s acting is more 
than sufficient, there are other 
problems with the series. 
Although Luke Cage does 
a largely excellent job with 
its characters and the basic 
premise of the show’s story 
arc is fine - a petty crime 
drags Luke into fighting a 
world of organised crime that 
he originally had no desire 
to fight – its pace is not quite 
right. After a slow and tense 
build to Luke’s call to action, 
despite a couple of moments 
that are clearly designed 
to relieve that tension, it 

\\ Its characters’ 
main traits were 
almost always their 
skin colour and other 
stereotypically con-
nected attributes such 
as being ‘intimidat-
ing’ \\

Mo’ powers mo’ problems \\ Netflix/Marvel

Luke Cage, star of Netflix’s latest 
series \\ Netflix/Marvel

never quite feels like that 
tension is paid off. Don’t get 
me wrong, there are some 
intensely cool moments, most 
of them juxtaposed against 
the various songs playing 
in a club called Harlem’s 
Paradise, one of the key 
locations, but (almost) none 
of them ever felt like they 
truly hit their mark. Beyond 
that and the script for one 
particular character (Spoilers: 
It’s Diamondback) who kept 
quoting cringey Christian 
scripture like a robotic 
preacher on a loop, it truly is 
an excellent show.                     	
  As weird as it is to write, one 
of the things that sold me on 
this show was the abundance 
of references that I had 
absolutely no clue about. 
Whether it be the usage of 
a specific type of coffee for 
the oft-used swear jar, or a 
debate regarding various 
black pulp fiction writers, the 
usage of each reference that 
I didn’t get was a reference 
that someone else did, 
another party being catered 
to beyond young white men. 
Luke Cage surrounds itself in 
the culture of Harlem, and 
black America in general, 
basking in the people and 
places that make it what it is. 
From being the main driving 
force behind one of the major 
antagonists of the series to 
the reason why Luke stays 
and fights a battle that he 
doesn’t have to, it’s clear that 
Harlem is the true protagonist 
of this story, and quite 
fittingly, a bulletproof black 
man in a hoodie filled with 
bullet holes its agent.
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Metric & FiveSixEight BPM 20:00 - 02:00 Friday 21 October

FiveSixEight Super Quiz 20:00 - 22:00 Every Tuesday

Metric Cocktail Night 18:00 - 23:00 Every Tuesday

Metric & FiveSixEight CSP Wednesday 19:00 - 01:00 Every Wednesday

Metric & FiveSixEight iPOP Halloween Special 20:00 - 02:00 Friday 28 October

h-bar Pub Quiz 19:00 - 21:00 2nd & 4th Thursday

h-bar PGI Friday 16:00 onwards Every Friday

Reynolds Quiz Night 18:00 - 23:00 Every Monday

Reynolds Board Games & Film Night 18:00 - 23:00 Every Tuesday

Reynolds Sports Night 18:00 onwards Every Wednesday

Reynolds Pizza Club 18:00 - 23:00 Every Thursday

Reynolds Cocktail Night 17:30 onwards Every Friday

The Foundry Quiz Night 19:30 - 22:00 1st & 3rd Thursday

The Foundry Karaoke Night 20:00 - 23:30 2nd & 4th Friday

COCKTAIL NIGHT

imperialcollegeunion.org/food-drink

Every Friday from 20 May, starts 17:30

From 17:30 till late
Buy two cocktails for £7.60 or £4.50 each.

BPM

imperialcollegeunion.org/whats-on

£ 1 . 5 0  G u e s t l i s t

£ 2 . 5 0  O n  T h e  D o o r

BPM (Beats Per Minute) will 
get your heart racing with its 
changing music sets throughout 
the night

S p e c i a l  S t u d e n t  v o t e d  t h e m e d  n i g h T  F E A T U R I N G  T H E  M U S I C  O F

Friday 21 October
20:00 - 02:00
Metric || FiveSixEight

and more!

Featuring the music of
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Rez Infinite

Area 2 \\ Enhance Games

Cale Tilford

T          here is a certain 
aesthetic, pioneered 
by movies like 
Tron, that popular 
entertainment still 
returns to today; 

an 80’s vision of a virtual 
future that never came to be. 
Our nostalgia for this type of 
visual style was what helped 
make Rez a cult hit when 
it was first released for the 
Dreamcast and PlayStation 2 
back in 2002. In the original, 
producer Mizuguchi realised 
a vision of a computer 
“supernetwork” navigated 
by an on-screen avatar that 
would now be called ‘retro’. 
But it wasn’t the gameplay or 
graphics that set Rez apart. 

It was a rhythm game that 
didn’t require players to think 
about rhythm, an on-rails 
shooter set to electronic music 
enhanced by the player’s 
actions.

Today, even without expe-
riencing the VR mode of the 
game, the improved visual 
fidelity and sound make Rez 
Infinite feel like a game that 
has barely aged. Its simple 
rail shooter mechanics (a 
genre which barely exists in 
2016) are a welcome relief 
from the complex controls 
of popular rhythm games or 
third-person shooters.

Rez captures perfectly the 
classic vision of what being 
inside a computer might 

gaming over the last decade 
but with VR it looks like it 
might see a revival. 

In Rez the player’s avatar 
floats throughout each 
level, like the snowman from 
Raymond Briggs’ cherished 
children’s picture book. Unlike 
other shoot ‘em ups, Mizu-
guchi’s masterpiece does not 
require players to furiously 
press the triggers of their 
Dualshock controller. Rez 
uses a lock-on system, where 
holding down the ‘X’ button 
and hovering over enemies 
sets them as a target. Release 
‘X’ and the game automati-
cally fires missiles and ammo 
at each target in rhythm with 
the game’s soundtrack. This 
gives players the freedom 
to play in different ways; 
they can try and select every 
target on the screen at the 
same time or go for small 
clusters on opponents in quick 
succession. These different 
approaches are unlikely to 
change a player’s success but 
can have a large effect on the 
music.

At times, the music of Rez 
almost becomes background 
music, not because it’s uninter-
esting but because it becomes 
part of the players decision 
making, subtly controlling 
their in-game actions. The 
vibrations of your controller 
act as a sixth-sense, a thump-
ing rhythm that never lets up. 
Defeating different enemies 
makes different sounds that 
dissolve perfectly in the 
endless beating of the back-
ground track. Scatter your 

be like – a landscape built 
from 3D meshes, hexagons, 
floating cubes and circuit 
board-like textures.

Anti-aliasing smooths 
out all the lines, giving the 
game a more modern feel, 

\\ The improved 
visual fidelity and 
sound make Rez 
Infinite feel like 
a game that has 
barely aged \\

Floating in a sea of Low Rez textures \\ Enhance Games

Rez Infinite by Enhance 
Games is out now on PS4 
and PS VR

while low-res textures add 
to the 80s inspired aesthetic. 
The many floating objects, 
swirling monsters and floating 
battleships are quite unlike 
anything in gaming today. 
Yet surprisingly, this vision of 
a cyber-dystopia looks back 
in time more than it does 
forward: at the beginning 
of each boss encounter the 
player hurls towards and 
through a massive digital 
monument. From pyramids 
to greek temples, these 
structures house inside them 
god-like creatures that the 
player must defeat. The forms 
of these creatures are con-
stantly in flux, often coming 
in multiple stages, and they’re 
far more challenging than the 
levels that precede them. 

Simplicity is where Rez 
succeeds the most. The 
on-rails shooter genre has 
disappeared from mainstream 

\\ The on-rails 
shooter genre has 
disappeared from 
mainstream gaming 
over the last decade 
but with VR it looks 
like it might see a 
revival \\

aim across lots of small tar-
gets and the game responds 
with a sequence of snare 
drums while destroying larger 
enemies creates deeper, bas-
sier sounds.

Completing the original five 
stages rewards the player 
with access to Area X, a 
glimpse at the potential future 
of the series. This new stage 
goes off rails and offers a 
different vision of a cyber 
landscape – a world illumi-
nated by laser-dot pointillism 
rather than the grids and 
thick lines of the prior five 
areas. The gameplay itself 
is unchanged but the music 
takes a more modern twist, 
inspired by recent electronica 

such as Four Tet. Together, 
the vastly different music and 
graphics make something that 
feels more open and dream-
like. Since 2002, the way we 
see the internet has changed 
drastically. Rez Infinite reflects 
that change, with Area X a 
representation of the freedom 
that the modern web gives us.
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Subcontinental Appreciation Soc

felix investigates the many jewels of 
the subcontinent that London has to 
offer, ignoring the pilfered gems and 
riches of the V&A in deference to 
the wonder of a curryhouse that is 
Hopper, in Frith Street.

dish. The thick, orange sauce 
covered the pair of bones and 
glistened with the light, while 
radiating an appetising fra-
grance. A hand-sized circle 
of roti with golden brown 
patches accompanied the 
dish. I couldn’t wait to start.

With the marrow scoop, 
I scraped the insides of the 
bone, dolloped the wobbly 
mixture onto a piece of roti 
and threw the combination 
into my mouth. It was an 
explosion of textures and 
wonderful flavours. The 
bone marrow melted into 
a rich, velvety liquid with 
deep flavours of lamb. The 
curry sauce surrounded the 
tongue with welcoming spices 
with a noticeable kick of 
heat. The roti dissipated into 
crispy, chewy strands which 
embraced and absorbed the 
sauces. 

The hopper, the signature 
dish of the restaurant, came 
as a spectacular, thin, bowl 
shaped pancake made from 
fermented rice and coconut 
milk, with a runny egg splat-
tered at the bottom, all on 
a hammered copper tray. It 
came with three condiments: 
pol sambol (a relish made 
with fresh ground coconut, 
sun dried bonito, onion and 
red chilli), seeni sambol (a 
caramelised onion relish) and 
a coriander chutney.

I broke off the crispy edge 
of the hopper and dunked it 
into the bright orange yolk. 
The pancake became softer 
and chewier towards the 
bottom; the relishes gave 
a variety of flavours and 
experimentation. It was more 
of a snack, but can be a meal 
when paired with the many 
karis available in the menu.

Hoppers definitely proved 
its worth for its hyped reviews 
and multi-starred ratings with 
its friendly ambience and 
approachable menu – and 
an exciting addition to the 
London curry scene!

How do I define a 
curry?

I can say that 
a curry is that 
exotic, fragrant, 
bright orange-

coloured tikka masala in your 
disposable takeaway box 
on Friday curry night, along 
with poppadoms and yellow 
basmati rice.

In truth it is much more than 
that. It is a complex combi-
nation of herbs and spices, 
varying cooking algorithms 
and ingredients. Its deep 
history is not only exclusive 
to the subcontinent, but with 
much loved variations across 
many countries and religions. 
Despite its many different 
colours, accompaniments and 
recipes, we can all agree that 
a curry is not just a dish, but 
a culture. For me, a curry, 
a good curry, is like coming 
home after a long day 
leashed by lectures and pro-
ject deadlines – my ultimate 
comfort food. Hong Kong-
style curry fish balls set my 
mind back to my childhood 
days sneaking off to those 
street food hawkers in the 
narrow alleys after school. 
The balance of mellow spices 
and sweetness in a Japanese 
katsu curry from Tombo 
embraces my senses like my 
white, warm, fluffy bathrobe, 
even during their busy, buzz-
ing lunch hours. The kick of 
heat from Dishoom’s masala 
prawns sends sparks of excite-
ment down my spine like 
watching a glittery Lush bath 

bomb explode into a galaxy 
of colours in the bath tub.

Despite our reputation for 
transforming the wonderful, 
full-on Indian flavours into 
artificially coloured and 
frightfully bland adaptations 
(proudly named as the British 
national dish), London has 
never ceased to surprise me 
with spectacular, authentic 
curries. My last encounter 
with such a curry was at 
Hoppers, a restaurant serving 
authentic, family-style dishes 
inspired by Sri Lanka and 
Tamil Nadu, a South Indian 
state.

This little canteen has 
earned quite some attention 
across the food community 
since it opened its doors at 49 
Frith Street, with its cornflower 
blue walls and coral red steps 
against the dull brick walls of 
the rowdy neighbourhood. 
The no-reservation policy 
guaranteed long queues 
outside the tiny 40-seat res-
taurant every night. Knowing 
its popularity and tendency to 
form two-hour long queues, I 
visited at 12am on the dot on 
a hot summer weekday (yes, 
I skived off work for that), 
joining a short line of excited 
visitors who, like me, were 
anticipating the delicious, 
hearty food described in the 
numerous blogs, articles and 
online reviews.

I stepped through the navy 
blue door into an entirely 
different world. The room 
was dimly lit with warm 
yellow rays from the ceiling 

lights, like rays of sunshine. 
Rattan covered the ceilings 
and the walls; the prominent 
earthy colours from the 
furniture to the tiles and the 
leaves dangling from the 
shelves created an exotic, 

and Lankan Ginger came in 
a tall glass with a beautiful 
peach-coloured ombre from 
top to bottom, garnished with 
a strip of rhubarb. The sweet, 
fizzy drink was like a ginger 
ale with a bit more heat. 
  The menu was simple and 
easy to read, sectioning 
into sides, short eats (small 
dishes), kothus (a Sri Lankan 
street dish made with a finely 
chopped roti cooked with 
vegetables, meat or seafood) 
and their signature hoppers. 
Following the recommenda-
tions online, I went for the 
bone marrow varuval from 
the short eats and their infa-
mous egg hopper.

The bone marrow varuval 
came first on a brown, 
thick-bodied, earthenware 

Christy Lam

// Curry is not just a 
dish, but a culture //

holiday-like environment. For 
a split second, my mind was 
transported across the world 
from the gloomy British Isles 
to the subcontinent.

Feeling comfortable in my 
seat by the window, I ordered 
one of their special drinks to 
quench my thirst. The Rhubarb 
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felix encourages the (mis) 
adventures of a new cook 
with a foray into that italian 
classic, Spaghetti a la Llolyd 
Grossman. This column might 
end up with a health warning 
one day...

Henry Throp

// I am a man of 
few talents. In fact, 
I’m a man of such 
few talents that one 
of my few skills is to 
essentially boast to 
anyone and every-
one of how untalent-
ed I am //

Diaries of a Student Baker

the whole experience, despite 
making such a big meal out 
of the process, was that it was 
easier than I expected. There 
is definitely more satisfaction 
in eating a meal that you 
have played a part in creat-
ing. Therefore, dear reader, 
I don’t ask of you to use 
this recipe for future meals, 
although you are, of course, 
most welcome to, but I ask of 
you to be more open about 
your cooking. Take this article 
with a pinch of salt, quite 
literally, and don’t be afraid 
to make a hash out of your 
meal, figuratively speaking, 
after all, if everything doesn’t 
go to plan there is always 
Deliveroo (have I plugged 
these guys enough yet?). 
Exchange ideas for recipes 
and cook together with 
friends. The most enjoyable 
part of the whole process was 
the social side to cooking with 
my housemate, and I will be 
sure to give another meal a 
go in the next few days. Bring 
it on.  

I am a man of few talents. 
In fact, I’m a man of such 
few talents that one of my 
few skills is to essentially 
boast to anyone and 
everyone of how 

untalented I am at a given 
activity. Take, for example, 
cooking. I will happily, nay, 
confidently tell you how I 
am on first name basis with 
most Deliveroo drivers, 
how my first potato cutting 
experience was straight out 
of a Tarantino movie or how 
my housemate (God bless his 
soul) had to promise my dear 
mother on the phone that he 
would make sure that I ate 
well this year. 

So it was on the 10th of 
October a great surprise to 
wake up to find that I would 
be writing for the Food 
Column of felix. Now to say 
that I don’t enjoy food would 
be a lie. Quite the opposite in 
fact, I enjoy the eating of food 
and take part in the act daily 
(one of the aforementioned 
talents), or browsing Ainsley 
Harriet based memes online, 
I have just never been one to 
create my own such food. But 
to write about making it? This 
was surely beyond me; a task 
akin to the Daily Mail writing 
articles on politics. Preposter-
ous. Ridiculous. Impossible. 
I accepted. (Joke’s on you 
felix, muhaha.)

 After all, cooking is a 
fantastic skill to acquire, and 
I thought that if even I could 

learn one simple meal at a 
time, then maybe this may be 
of help to other closet baker 
flakers at Imperial to seize the 
spatula and open the oven. 
What follows in the next few 
paragraphs is a record of my 
attempts to create what has 
been optimistically entitled 
“The Best Spaghetti Bolog-
naise” on the recipe section of 
the BBC website. I hope this 
may be of use; perhaps as 
a guide of what not to do as 
much as a useful recipe, but a 
guide nonetheless of cheap, 
easily-prepared meals for a 
busy student. 

Ingredients 
•Onions and Garlic
•Pasta
•Bolognaise Sauce (cheeky 

shout-out to my go-to bolog-
naise boy, Lloyd Grossman, 
available at all good 
supermarkets) 

•Parmesan
•Mince
•Seasoning 
•Lea and Perrins’ Sauce 
•Olive Oil 
Price Below £10 for over 3 

meals worth of food. 
Step 1 In which the onion 

and garlic were chopped 
This was an emotional 

moment for me; with my first 
step into the world of cook-
ery, I began to cry. But with 
the support of my housemate, 
we were able to successfully 
dice the onion and garlic. 
With the first sharp-edged 
hazard avoided, the next 

task was to face fire. Having 
successfully scored a hat-trick 
of oven burns in my first year 
freshers’ week, I was deter-
mined to not let the same 
fate befall me this year. With 
great care, the onions, some 
chopped garlic and some 
olive oil were placed into the 
pan and into the fire, with 

after approximately five min-
utes. Salt and pepper were 
also added to the meat at this 
time. The lid was placed on 
the pan, and a bottle of wine 
was opened. The wine was 
consumed over a period of 
five minutes. 

Step 4 In which not a lot 
occurred

Wine had been consumed, 
and what happened over 
the following ten minutes 
is unknown. What can 
be assumed is that meat 
continued to simmer for the 
remainder of the 30-minute 
cooking period. 

Step 5 In which the pasta is 
boiled 

Having filled a pan with 
water which is then brought 
to the boil, the pasta is added 
to this pan for approximately 
eleven minutes. I would 
suggest just trying a strand 
of the pasta anytime after 
ten minute and once it has 
assumed the texture that you 
want then you are good to 
go. The pasta can be drained, 
and the meat added. Bon 
Appetite. 

 Step 6 In which a conclu-
sion is drawn

I really, really enjoyed 
making the Bolognaise. 
Although I can’t promise I 
wont still be catching up with 
my Deliveroo friends every 
once in a while, I know that I 
would like to take the oppor-
tunity to definitely cook some 
more. One thing I found from 

blasé disregard for common 
phrases, until they were 
‘sweating’ (they had assumed 
a brown/coconut colouring.) 

Step 2 In which the mince is 
added 

This step is fairly self explan-
atory. The mince was added.

Step 3 In which Step 2 is 
explained

The mince was added to the 
pan and heated under a mod-
erate flame. The meat was 
allowed to simmer for about 
30 minutes, with the addition 
of the bolognaise sauce once 
the meat had turned brown 

// Take this article 
with a pinch of salt, 
quite literally, and 
don’t be afraid to 
make a hash out of 
your meal //



Friday 21 October 2016 33 milfelix@ic.ac.uk       felixonline.co.uk/millennials

felixM I L L E N N I A L S

DRUGSDRUGS
Drug Bible | Marijuana 101

Weed Bud

Green

Grass
Ganja Dope

J

Mary Jane

Indica

Herb Pot
Skunk

Wacky Tobaccy
The Devil’s Lettuce

How you use it

Cannabis is used in many ways as derivatives 
of the cannabis plant. Different strains and 
preparations tend to have stronger effects due 
to the different amounts of THC contained and 
the method of absorption. The most common 
way to use cannabis is to smoke it. Unrefined 
dried cannabis can be rolled into cigarettes 
by itself, or along with tobacco. Hash, a resin 
form of cannabis, is often smoked crumbled 
into tobacco. Marijuana is famously used in 
cooking, traditionally in baked goods, as the 
active component is absorbed readily when 
dissolved in fats such as butter. Bongs, and 
shisha pipes are often used to smoke cannabis, 
and word has it that the East London hipsters 
are all vaping their weed these days.

Legality
In the UK it is illegal to possess any cannabis. For a first time offence, the police 

may issue a Cannabis Warning, which does not show up on criminal record 
checks.  A Penalty Notice for Disorder, which is an £80 fine, may be issued on 
the spot for a second time caught with cannabis, and if this fine is paid promptly, 
no criminal conviction is recorded. If you’re caught more than this, you can be 
arrested and be given up to five years in prison and an unlimited fine. 

Surveys show that although the prevalence of marijuana use has increased to an 
all time high, the numbers of arrests and cautions have dropped by around 50% 
since 2010. In fact, in County Durham, you can grow small numbers of plants for 
your own personal use, and they’ll turn a blind eye.

In many other countries, cannabis is legal. As well as the well known Dutch 
coffee shops, some countries including Portugal, the Czech Republic, the USA, 
and Uruguay have begun legalising cannabis for recreational or medicinal use 
in recent years. Other countries, such as Jamaica and Switzerland allow you to 
possess very small amounts for personal use, but forbid its sale or distribution.

Things to do when you’re high

Do
•	 Watch My Little Pony/cult 

movies (that don’t make any 
sense except when you’re 
high)

•	 Have sex (although be aware 
that having sex under the 
influence may lead to poor 
decision making, such as 
having unprotected sex)

•	 Explore new and exciting 
food combinations (like Prin-
gles with Nutella – that shit 
tastes good)

Don’t
•	 Masturbate (it will be painful 

and frustrating)
•	 Drink (no one wants to 

whitey)
•	 Watch Horror. You will be 

terrified, get paranoid and 
be unable to sleep

•	 Do a drug test (duh)
•	 Generally do not do tasks 

that require mental and 
physical dexterity, like driv-
ing, performing surgery or 
generally go to work

Glossary

Blunt – a cigar filled with cannabis
Bong – a pipe containing some water used for 
smoking
Joint – a cannabis cigarette
Munchies – the insatiable hunger experienced 
after smoking weed
Roach – a small piece of cardboard at the 
mouth-end of a joint
Spliff – a cigarette rolled with marijuana and 
tobacco
Stoned – the blissful state of mind after smok-
ing weed
Toke – to inhale marijuana smoke
Whitey – to become dizzy or sick after smok-
ing cannabis

What it does

Cannabis is a depressant drug 
whose main psychoactive constitu-
ent is tetrahydracannabinol (THC). 
It kicks in within around half an 
hour, and makes you feel relaxed, 
gives some people the giggles, and 
makes most people really hungry. 
Your senses may be heightened, 
and at times may feel slow. Some 
people find that it makes them feel 
sleepy and forgetful. 

Smoking weed makes some 
people feel anxious, and long term 
use is associated with psychosis, 
hallucinations, and paranoia 
in those who are vulnerable to 
mental illness.

Some statistics
 
Cannabis is the most widely used drug in the UK, with 6.9% of adults 
aged 16-59 having used it in the last year. Of those who have ever 
taken illegal drugs (around one in three adults), 93% of them have 
taken marijuana, and for 82% of them, it was the first drug that they 
took.

If you’re struggling with drug use, visit talktofrank.com
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felix, 67

frindr

Are you a Tinder racist?

Racial 
discrimination. 
It’s everywhere. 
Blatant or covert. 
If you deny that it’s 
an integral part of 

our society, you’re either an 
alien or white. Workplace, 
education, media. It seeps 
through every aspect of 
society. So it obviously comes 
as no surprise that it would 
influence the way we select 
our partners.

“Oh whatever”, I can hear 
you say. “Race has nothing 
to do with physical attraction. 
How can you even measure 
physical attraction? Get off 
your politically correct high 
horse and face reality.”

Conveniently for me, we 
live in the 21st century where 
everything is digital, including 
love and sex, i.e. everything 
is quantifiable if you’re willing 
to put in the hours. And that’s 
exactly what OkCupid did 
first in 2009 and then again 
in 2014, looking at over 25 
million users (which is a BIG 
sample). So what did they 
observe?

Well the pattern they found, 
I like to call the I’m not racist, 
but pattern, includes people 
feverently denying being 
racist but ending up falling 
into patterns that definitely 
exhibit racial bias. 

To explain what I mean: 

OkCupid saw that a very 
small percentage (approx 
10%) of users openly 
objected to interracial 
marriage, which is almost as 
blatantly racist as forming a 
white hood wearing mob and 
prowling the streets with your 
mates. But actually, more 
than twice as many (approx 
20%) said they would date 
someone with a vocal racial 
bias and over four times 
that number said they prefer 
dating individuals of their 
own race. Now remember. 
The sample size is 25 million. 
So we’re talking big numbers 
here. 

Looking more closely at 
their data, they saw that 
overall white males got 
the most replies when they 
initiated the conversation 
while they tended to ignore 
messages from black women. 
Similarly, white women 
tended to almost exclusively 
reply to white men. The same 
preference was not only also 
exhibited in Hispanic and 
Asian women, it was actually 
more pronounced.

What do these numbers 
mean? Well, we still maintain 
a fair amount of racial bias. 
Whiteness is desireable. And 
how can it not be when it’s 
the prevalent standard of 
beauty in the fashion indus-
try? When it’s associated 
with power in politics, or with 
brains in academia. When a 
pairing of colour with crime, 
immigration, and extremism is 
constructed on a daily basis? 

Some of the clearest illus-
trations of the desirability of 
whiteness can probably come 
from Grindr, a popular gay 
hookup app, though I often 
think of it as a meat market. 

radius found two profiles 
cashing in on the fetishisation 
of gay black men (with the 
inspired names “Blackguy” 
and “Blacktop”), one profile 
fetishising black men (“more 
attracted into darker skin 
guys”) and one profile who 
wasn’t into Asians “unless 
muscular”. 

“Racial bias is nothing new 
to me whether it’s in the job 
market or a dating app,” says 
a black user who wishes to 
remain anonymous. “The real-
istic view is that black guys 
are fetishised and criminal-
ised at the same time. We are 
not playing at the same field 
[sic]”. Indeed racial fetishisa-
tion is just a different side of 
the same coin. It is a result 
of racial stereotyping, with 
objectification as an added 
bonus. Homi Bhabha, a very 
important figure in postcolo-
nial studies, argues that racial 
fetishism stems from colonial 
discourse, i.e. a discourse that 
recognises yet denies racial 
differences at the same time, 
allowing the construction of 
the ‘other’ and its demo-
nisation and simultaneous 
idolisation. 

Tinder, due to the swiping 
mechanism is harder to inves-
tigate. Again you construct a 
profile, but you’re randomly 
pitted against other profiles, 
which you then have to swipe 
left or right on, depending on 
whether you like them or not. 
If you both swipe right there’s 
a match and a platform for 
conversation is unlocked. This 
allows racial bias to remain 
relatively conspicuous. Yet 
racism always finds a way.

“I had a (white) guy on 
Tinder ask me if I had ever 
been with a black guy. I 

asked why he was asking and 
he said he wouldn’t sleep with 
me if I’d slept with a black 
guy. Suffice to say he didn’t 
make it to a date”, says an 
anonymous Imperial student.

We are genetically 
designed to seek out partners 
as different to us as possible. 
Different genetic makeups 
decrease the risk of inbreed-
ing, increase the chances 
of finding a partner with 
a complementary immune 
system and produce healthier 

offspring. Some theorise that 
the reason Brazilians are 
considered so attractive it that 
they are one of the planet’s 
most outbred populations. 
So it’s truly remarkable that 
a social construct such as 
racial bias can make us go so 
strongly against our nature. 

Whether race is real or 
constructed (it’s constructed) 
is irrelevant, because race 
has been used as a tool to 
mould society for centuries. 
Race butts into our collective 
discourse every time there’s 
international conflict, whether 
that is cultural, financial or 
plain old war. It is used as 
the main fence to partition 
ideologies, beliefs and ways 
of life. So instead of denying 
racial bias in dating, let’s 
look it straight in the eye and 
address it.

 
Lef Apostolakis

\\ If you deny that 
it’s an integral part 
of our society, you’re 
either an alien or 
white \\

\\ The realistic view 
is that black guys 
are fetishised and 
criminalised at the 
same time \\

Your profile includes stats 
such as height, weight, body 
type and race. There is no 
swiping, on the contrary you 
are presented with a grid of 
users in order of proximity. 
You are able to do advanced 
searches and filter through 
potential mates, based on 
the above characteristics. 

And of course there is the 
option for total anonymity. 
All these features combined 
allow for a good deal of 
racism. 

From the fetishisation of cer-
tain races “Black to the front” 
to the blatant discrimination 
against others “No fems, no 
fats, no asians”– Yes, this 
staple text from real profiles 
and far more common than 
it should be. Just as I was 
writing this piece, I opened 
the app and within a 500m 
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This week it’s your 
graduation but you 
failed to remember 

that Imperial is 
a money-sucking 

vampire and you pay 
close to £150 for the 
whole boring day. At 
least nobody dabbed 

at the cerem… oh wait. 
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This week you’re the 
Union elections and 
are entered twice. I 
wish my sex life was 

that interesting.    

This week you 
manage to flood your 
lab. You use nearly 

1,000 copies of felix to 
mop your mess up. You 

leave no trace other 
than the suspicious 

absence of felix from 
the South Ken campus. 

This week your 
girlfriend from home 

unexpectedly comes to 
visit you in London and 

whilst it’s a pleasant 
surprise, you were 

planning to break up 
with her. Oh well. Sex 
for breakfast, lunch 

and dinner it is.

This week you have 
one last chance to 

salvage your mess of 
a campaign in the final 

debate. You decide 
that the best cause of 
action is not to talk 

about the issues but be 
racist instead. Works 

every time.

This week you realise 
you can vote twice in 
the autumn elections. 
So you contact the 
Union and cause 
the removal of 73 

positions. You just had 
to open your mouth, 

didn’t you?

This week you fall in 
love with a stranger 
you meet at a club. 
You start picturing 

your life together, your 
three children, your 
pack of dachshunds. 
Your fantasy breaks 

down when you realise 
he’s voting Trump.

This week you 
receive a passive 

aggressive email that 
calls you an ungrateful 

immigrant who 
doesn’t appreciate the 
opportunities he’s been 

given. 15K a year 
these opportunities 

cost.

This week you’re 
Boris Johnson and 
his leaked ‘Remain’ 

article. Don’t know how 
bad this is? Imagine 
actually sending off 
your true feelings in 

peer assessment instead 
of your “showed great 

punctuality” one. 

This week you wish 
that the Harambe 

meme would die as 
you think the joke 
became unfunny a 

long time ago. But you 
would, wouldn’t you. 
You’re no better than 
the zookeeper that 

shot him.

This week you 
wonder whatever 

happened to Jedward. 
They might have 

perished in a great 
fire, caused by their 

insufferable hair being 
held together with 

five litres of hairspray 
catching fire. They’re 
probably at a Butlins. 

This week you decide 
to hit the careers fair. 

You check out Network 
Rail but some douche 

says that’s no place for 
a little lady. Not only 
is he sexist he’s also 
oblivious to the fact 

you’re a thirty year old 
man. 

C
A
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CRISIS
Chris

Dear Chris,

I’m really not happy with the friends I have made in my 
first couple of weeks at halls. None of my two roommates 
respect my rampant cocaine use and my kitchen mates do 
not share my new love of chinos and bright pink polo shirts 
polos. Therefore Chiris I was wondering if you could help 
me find some new friends, banker friends. I want someone 
who will take me out for a night out and pay for all my 
drinks with untattered £50 notes.

So Chris will you help me find my way into this confusing 
new world?

Best wishes

Kyle Freer

Hey Ham!

Kyle, I see your problem. Not everyone 
finds it easy to form friendships in the busy 
confusing world of halls. People who shouldn’t 
live together are often pushed together and 
made to get along in ways god would not 
have intended. So don’t worry, it might not be 
totally your fault.

To find new banker friends I would absolutely 
start with the degradation of your dangerously 
pure morality. It’s hard to fall such a long way 
in a small time so start small, by putting the 
toilet roll on the wrong way; before slowly 
moving up to the heady heights of using up the 
last of your kitchen mates marmite.

Once you feel you are suitably degenerate it 
is best to move onto creating a single minded 
unadultered love of money. Start watching 
the Wolf of Wall Street. That film may have 
come out last year but the combination of 

Leonardo Di Caprio’s beautiful performance 
as the dastardly Jordan Belfort along with the 
crisp editing of Martin Scorsese combines to 
give a satisfying full bodied story that is both 
entertaining and informative.

Now that you have watched the Wolf of Wall 
Street once, stop, take a moment to gather 
your thoughts and start the film again. Now 
you will be able to properly enjoy the film, 
watching knowing the end of the film (Jordan 
goes to prison, #sorrynotsorry) gives the 
ensuing screenplay a wonderful pathos which 
provides the film an undeniable emotional 
impact.

At this point I realise that I haven’t watched the 
Wolf of Wall Street for around two days. Soz.

Yours faithfully
Chris

HOROSCOPES
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 Interview  
   Musical Theatre Society’s Trent Allen

Abigail de Bruin talks to the director and star of 13

How did you end up directing a musical with MTSoc?

It’s quite a funny story. No one had proposed a show for October show 
by the deadline back in June/July but I was around all Summer, being 
in fifth year, so I said to Roshani (MTSoc President) I’d be happy to 
be MD (Musical Director) if anyone needed one. She asked if I would 
be interested in directing. And I was like “If you’re offering, sure, why 
not.” Apparently they had a few other MDs that were interested but 
no one who wanted to direct. So I said “Fine, I’ll give it a shot!”

Then we were trying to think of small cast, small band, short, low 
budget shows. I had done 13 with my Youth Theatre company, 
The Young Theatre, five years ago, and it just happened to be 
the first show that fit the bill that sprang to mind. Roshani 
who was also choreographing, liked it as well, so it 
became a choice just really instantly. 

So your directing team, it was you and Roshani? 

And Colm Molloy, who was the musical director

So how did that come about? The three of you directing 
a show together?

Roshani, as President, was always involved, and was 
happy to choreograph, especially with the lack of anyone 
else. I don’t actually know how Colm got involved, I just 
remember Roshani telling me he was MDing.

Did you do much work beforehand as a directing team before you 
were let loose on the cast, before or after auditions?

Before Auditions, no, very little to be honest. I think the first time I met 
Colm was at auditions but we had spoken. And then yes, we did do 

a lot of work before rehearsals. Roshani choreographed the whole 
show, and ended up producing it as well, since she’s president of 
MTSoc and we didn’t have a producer. I did all the blocking, deciding 
on set, lights, and deciding where I wanted people to go and how I 
wanted them to do things. So yeah, certainly an awful lot more for the 
start of rehearsals than the start of auditions. 

How much rehearsal time did you then actually get with the cast 
between auditions and show?

We had a month of rehearsals essentially, four weeks and then 
show week. We rehearsed Sunday afternoons and Monday and 

Tuesday evenings. It was probably not quite 12 hours a week 
total though most people weren’t needed for everything. 

How were you feeling by the night of the tech and the 
night of the dress rehearsal? Were they as horribly 
panicked as they often can be?

I was optimistic heading into the tech rehearsal and 
it then proceeded to be in contention for the worst 
night of my life. Things that I thought we had sorted 
beforehand didn’t happen or didn’t exist. At that point, 
there was very little that I could do about it. I had done 

the planning. We’d had a meeting with the tech team and 
been through the whole show in a ‘paper tech’ rehearsal. 

So we’d been through all of the queues for all of the lighting 
and all of the set changes and how they were going to work 

and then they just didn’t happen. We didn’t have some of the set 
and we didn’t have some of the sound effects. 

Also, and I probably should have mentioned this earlier, I had to play 
one of the parts in the show for lack of people auditioning. There are 
supposed to be 13 characters in 13. We cut two of them and then I 

Musical Theatre Society recently performed the musical 13 in a double bill with DramSoc’s perfor-
mance of Hair of the Dog in their annual October show. We catch up with Trent Allen, the show’s 
director to talk about how everything went and what it’s like to be a director.

 

\\ I was optimistic head-
ing into the Tech rehearsal 
and it then proceeded to be 
in contention for the worst 
night of my life \\

had to play another because we only had 10 cast members who 
auditioned. We were short a boy. We were also short another boy 
during the tech rehearsal because he had Techtonics rehearsal. So 
I had to essentially do the work/be in three places at once which 
didn’t help. All three suffered for it. I wasn’t the most helpful director 
I’m sure, or in the best place. 
The dress was slightly better than the tech and then the first show 
was an awful lot better than either. It did go OK in the end.

What was opening night like? Was it scary or did you feel 
prepared by then?

I was fairly calm come opening night, I think because at 
that point I’d just accepted that what was going to happen 
was going to happen and there wasn’t anything I could do 
about it. Thanks to an awful lot of MTSoc alumni turning 
up in the audience and making it an absolutely fantastic 
atmosphere there were laughs right from the get go and it 
was a wonderful night.

So, you’ve had your experience, would you ever be interested 
in directing for MTSoc again?        

Yes, I would. Ideally not directing and acting in it, the Kenneth 
Branagh as someone called it. Yeah, it definitely feels like both ends 
suffered. I certainly only actually got into the part on opening night 
because that was the only time that I gave up on everything else, 

since the directing was done. The directing wasn’t done on the first 
night but I told myself that it was. So yes, I can definitely see myself 
directing again.

So you were in a double bill with DramSoc, what did you think of 
the experience of being in a double bill?

It’s certainly a strange dynamic. First off I don’t think we publicised 
clearly enough what was happening. Some people didn’t realise 

that it was one show then an interval then another show so we 
could’ve worked on that. Other than that, it worked fine from 
our point of view, we just had to be quiet while DramSoc 
did their show before we then could then start warming up 
vocally in the interval.

Did you get a chance to see their show at any point?

Not on any of the nights, but I did see bits in rehearsal of 
course. It seemed funny from what I saw, I grasped the story 

but yeah I didn’t see the whole show start to finish. 

In that case my last question is no longer quite so relevant, 
but it’s one we want the answer to in the office. Has seeing Jack 

Steadman in a romantic role made you fall in love with him?

I’ve always been in love with Jack Steadman.

 

\\ I had to play 
one of the parts in the 

show for lack of people 
auditioning \\

T he premise of 
this show is a 
simple one. Keith, 
played by Jack 
Steadman, wakes 
up hungover as all 

hell and with no memory of 
what happened the night 
before. Sounds familiar 
right? Unfortunately for Keith 
he hasn’t woken up having 
just drunk texted an ex like 
a normal person but has, 
in fact, made some more 
significantly life altering 
decisions as he discovers over 
the course of the play. 

The show is a pretty stereo-
typical ‘Waking up in Vegas’ 
story which certainly had the 
potential to feel dated but 
was actually carried well by 
talented acting that leaves 
you feeling thoroughly emo-
tionally involved in the lives 
of these characters. It is a 
romcom by all definitions and 
it plays out over the course of 
one very emotionally charged 
day.  
We follow the much-travelled 
journey of two lifelong friends 
finally discovering their feel-
ings for one another, feelings 
that are blindingly obvious to 
the rest of their friends. 

The play tracks the 

aftermath of a very boozy 
stag/hen night for Keith’s 
brother, Dave, and Dave’s 
fiancee Lynnie. Keith wakes 
up to find his best friend 
Amy, played by Daisy Rog-
ers-Simmonds, in his room sat 
innocently on a chair waiting 
for him with a cup of coffee. 
The situation is one he does 
not deal with particularly 
gracefully. In the audience 
we were trying to work out if 
he was legitimately hungover 
as it was a particularly 

relatively engaged with the 
characters. 
Alongside the story of Keith 
and Amy, we also watch 
Dave and Lynnie who, despite 
supposed to be getting 
married the next day, do not 
seem particularly keen to 
rush home. We follow their 
relationship’s ups and downs 
through Lynnie thinking she 
no longer wants to get mar-
ried, to realising it’s only the 
high-maintenance wedding 
planner that Dave’s parents 
have hired that she’s opposed 
to. Whilst the acting itself 
can’t be faulted, the text of 
the play seems to prevent 
the characters developing 
enough depth to be genuinely 
invested as an audience 
member in their lives.

By being set almost entirely 
in a single Vegas hotel room, 
set changes were kept to 
almost none, which definitely 
helped keep the transition 
between scenes smooth. 
Overall, I definitely enjoyed 
the performance but it’s 
probably not a play I’d be 
in a hurry to go and see per-
formed by anyone else.

Abigail de Bruin

DramSoc does 
Hair of the 
Dog

\\ He’s missing his 
dignity but also his 
trousers \\

convincing scene.  
It then turns out he’s not only 

missing his dignity but also 
his trousers. He’s also left his 
wallet in a wedding chapel. 
All of his friends proceed to 
be decidedly unhelpful in 
helping him get to the bottom 
of what happened.  
It eventually turns out that 
Keith has asked Amy to 
marry him. It’s probably not 
the most dramatic reveal to 
ever happen but you do stay 
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 Interview  
   Musical Theatre Society’s Trent Allen

Abigail de Bruin talks to the director and star of 13

How did you end up directing a musical with MTSoc?

It’s quite a funny story. No one had proposed a show for October show 
by the deadline back in June/July but I was around all Summer, being 
in fifth year, so I said to Roshani (MTSoc President) I’d be happy to 
be MD (Musical Director) if anyone needed one. She asked if I would 
be interested in directing. And I was like “If you’re offering, sure, why 
not.” Apparently they had a few other MDs that were interested but 
no one who wanted to direct. So I said “Fine, I’ll give it a shot!”

Then we were trying to think of small cast, small band, short, low 
budget shows. I had done 13 with my Youth Theatre company, 
The Young Theatre, five years ago, and it just happened to be 
the first show that fit the bill that sprang to mind. Roshani 
who was also choreographing, liked it as well, so it 
became a choice just really instantly. 

So your directing team, it was you and Roshani? 

And Colm Molloy, who was the musical director

So how did that come about? The three of you directing 
a show together?

Roshani, as President, was always involved, and was 
happy to choreograph, especially with the lack of anyone 
else. I don’t actually know how Colm got involved, I just 
remember Roshani telling me he was MDing.

Did you do much work beforehand as a directing team before you 
were let loose on the cast, before or after auditions?

Before Auditions, no, very little to be honest. I think the first time I met 
Colm was at auditions but we had spoken. And then yes, we did do 

a lot of work before rehearsals. Roshani choreographed the whole 
show, and ended up producing it as well, since she’s president of 
MTSoc and we didn’t have a producer. I did all the blocking, deciding 
on set, lights, and deciding where I wanted people to go and how I 
wanted them to do things. So yeah, certainly an awful lot more for the 
start of rehearsals than the start of auditions. 

How much rehearsal time did you then actually get with the cast 
between auditions and show?

We had a month of rehearsals essentially, four weeks and then 
show week. We rehearsed Sunday afternoons and Monday and 

Tuesday evenings. It was probably not quite 12 hours a week 
total though most people weren’t needed for everything. 

How were you feeling by the night of the tech and the 
night of the dress rehearsal? Were they as horribly 
panicked as they often can be?

I was optimistic heading into the tech rehearsal and 
it then proceeded to be in contention for the worst 
night of my life. Things that I thought we had sorted 
beforehand didn’t happen or didn’t exist. At that point, 
there was very little that I could do about it. I had done 

the planning. We’d had a meeting with the tech team and 
been through the whole show in a ‘paper tech’ rehearsal. 

So we’d been through all of the queues for all of the lighting 
and all of the set changes and how they were going to work 

and then they just didn’t happen. We didn’t have some of the set 
and we didn’t have some of the sound effects. 

Also, and I probably should have mentioned this earlier, I had to play 
one of the parts in the show for lack of people auditioning. There are 
supposed to be 13 characters in 13. We cut two of them and then I 

Musical Theatre Society recently performed the musical 13 in a double bill with DramSoc’s perfor-
mance of Hair of the Dog in their annual October show. We catch up with Trent Allen, the show’s 
director to talk about how everything went and what it’s like to be a director.

 

\\ I was optimistic head-
ing into the Tech rehearsal 
and it then proceeded to be 
in contention for the worst 
night of my life \\

had to play another because we only had 10 cast members who 
auditioned. We were short a boy. We were also short another boy 
during the tech rehearsal because he had Techtonics rehearsal. So 
I had to essentially do the work/be in three places at once which 
didn’t help. All three suffered for it. I wasn’t the most helpful director 
I’m sure, or in the best place. 
The dress was slightly better than the tech and then the first show 
was an awful lot better than either. It did go OK in the end.

What was opening night like? Was it scary or did you feel 
prepared by then?

I was fairly calm come opening night, I think because at 
that point I’d just accepted that what was going to happen 
was going to happen and there wasn’t anything I could do 
about it. Thanks to an awful lot of MTSoc alumni turning 
up in the audience and making it an absolutely fantastic 
atmosphere there were laughs right from the get go and it 
was a wonderful night.

So, you’ve had your experience, would you ever be interested 
in directing for MTSoc again?        

Yes, I would. Ideally not directing and acting in it, the Kenneth 
Branagh as someone called it. Yeah, it definitely feels like both ends 
suffered. I certainly only actually got into the part on opening night 
because that was the only time that I gave up on everything else, 

since the directing was done. The directing wasn’t done on the first 
night but I told myself that it was. So yes, I can definitely see myself 
directing again.

So you were in a double bill with DramSoc, what did you think of 
the experience of being in a double bill?

It’s certainly a strange dynamic. First off I don’t think we publicised 
clearly enough what was happening. Some people didn’t realise 

that it was one show then an interval then another show so we 
could’ve worked on that. Other than that, it worked fine from 
our point of view, we just had to be quiet while DramSoc 
did their show before we then could then start warming up 
vocally in the interval.

Did you get a chance to see their show at any point?

Not on any of the nights, but I did see bits in rehearsal of 
course. It seemed funny from what I saw, I grasped the story 

but yeah I didn’t see the whole show start to finish. 

In that case my last question is no longer quite so relevant, 
but it’s one we want the answer to in the office. Has seeing Jack 

Steadman in a romantic role made you fall in love with him?

I’ve always been in love with Jack Steadman.

 

\\ I had to play 
one of the parts in the 

show for lack of people 
auditioning \\

T he premise of 
this show is a 
simple one. Keith, 
played by Jack 
Steadman, wakes 
up hungover as all 

hell and with no memory of 
what happened the night 
before. Sounds familiar 
right? Unfortunately for Keith 
he hasn’t woken up having 
just drunk texted an ex like 
a normal person but has, 
in fact, made some more 
significantly life altering 
decisions as he discovers over 
the course of the play. 

The show is a pretty stereo-
typical ‘Waking up in Vegas’ 
story which certainly had the 
potential to feel dated but 
was actually carried well by 
talented acting that leaves 
you feeling thoroughly emo-
tionally involved in the lives 
of these characters. It is a 
romcom by all definitions and 
it plays out over the course of 
one very emotionally charged 
day.  
We follow the much-travelled 
journey of two lifelong friends 
finally discovering their feel-
ings for one another, feelings 
that are blindingly obvious to 
the rest of their friends. 

The play tracks the 

aftermath of a very boozy 
stag/hen night for Keith’s 
brother, Dave, and Dave’s 
fiancee Lynnie. Keith wakes 
up to find his best friend 
Amy, played by Daisy Rog-
ers-Simmonds, in his room sat 
innocently on a chair waiting 
for him with a cup of coffee. 
The situation is one he does 
not deal with particularly 
gracefully. In the audience 
we were trying to work out if 
he was legitimately hungover 
as it was a particularly 

relatively engaged with the 
characters. 
Alongside the story of Keith 
and Amy, we also watch 
Dave and Lynnie who, despite 
supposed to be getting 
married the next day, do not 
seem particularly keen to 
rush home. We follow their 
relationship’s ups and downs 
through Lynnie thinking she 
no longer wants to get mar-
ried, to realising it’s only the 
high-maintenance wedding 
planner that Dave’s parents 
have hired that she’s opposed 
to. Whilst the acting itself 
can’t be faulted, the text of 
the play seems to prevent 
the characters developing 
enough depth to be genuinely 
invested as an audience 
member in their lives.

By being set almost entirely 
in a single Vegas hotel room, 
set changes were kept to 
almost none, which definitely 
helped keep the transition 
between scenes smooth. 
Overall, I definitely enjoyed 
the performance but it’s 
probably not a play I’d be 
in a hurry to go and see per-
formed by anyone else.

Abigail de Bruin

DramSoc does 
Hair of the 
Dog

\\ He’s missing his 
dignity but also his 
trousers \\

convincing scene.  
It then turns out he’s not only 

missing his dignity but also 
his trousers. He’s also left his 
wallet in a wedding chapel. 
All of his friends proceed to 
be decidedly unhelpful in 
helping him get to the bottom 
of what happened.  
It eventually turns out that 
Keith has asked Amy to 
marry him. It’s probably not 
the most dramatic reveal to 
ever happen but you do stay 



38 felixonline.co.uk/sport      fsport@ic.ac.uk Friday 21 October 2016 Friday 21 October 2016 39 fsport@ic.ac.uk      felixonline.co.uk/sport

felix S P O R T felixS P O R T

Imperial Netball 2s continue winning streak

Maddie Webb

the player of the match being 
Alexis Abayomi. Overall the 
last week of matches has 
put the club on a really solid 
standing for the rest of the 
year.

Though term has only 
just started, Imperial 
netball have been 
very busy with 
trials, and over 
the last week, the 

first matches of the season. 
The 1s have yet to play their 
first match due weather 
conditions but the other teams 
have been doing the club 
proud with a series of great 
matches.

The first match of the year 
for the 2s was against UEL, 
meaning a long journey and 
a challenging match. The 
team were up by a goal by 
the end of the first quar-
ter, which was impressive 
for a team with three new 
freshers and a reserve from 
the 3s. The team played 
well together as a whole 
but the second and third 

quarters got tougher as the 
opposition noticed some of 
our weaknesses. The fourth 
quarter was when we came 
into our own; the defence 
were making incredible 
interceptions and the attack 
were working better than they 
had all match. This combina-
tion led to a quarter win. The 
final score was 24-26 with 
Zoe Hall (GK/GD) chosen as 
player of the match. The 2s 
have continued this winning 
streak on Monday with a 
28-20 victory against Kings’ 
3s.

After a long trek to Ethos, 
the 4s began their first match 
of the season against Kings’ 
Medics 6s. Getting the ball 
down court was no challenge, 
however the exceptionally tall 
GD and GK meant that shots 
on goal were a bit tricky. 

Nevertheless, Jess O and 
Alice worked well together in 
the D and scored some amaz-
ing shots. Sadly, the Kings 
shooter didn’t miss a single 
shot and meant that it wasn’t 
a win for the 4s that day. But 
half-time snacks (that turned 
into post-game snacks) meant 
that all-in-all it was a great 
and fun first game for the 4s! 
The final score was 13-30 
with the player of the match 
being Bibi Wood.

The 5s also started out 
strong by beating Roehamp-
ton’s first netball team. It 
was even more impressive 
since it was the first time we 
had played together as a 
team (some people playing 
for the first time ever) and 
we managed to gel really 
well as a team: defence was 
solid, passing was snappy 

and shooting was on point. 
This was reflected in the final 
score of 36-12 which puts us 
on a winning streak of 1 with 
the player of the match being 
Shen Yin Gan. The 3s had a 
strong first match as well but 
unfortunately lost 40-15, with 

Men’s rugby fails (valiantly)

Ali Zaboronsky

Charlie Price-Smith. The 
ball was then fired out to 
Macbeth, who ghosted 
through a tackle before send-
ing the ball back to the safari, 
where a grateful giraffe 
somehow caught the ball and 
loped over the line. Naturally, 
the conversion was fluffed, 
and the score was back to 
7-5.

After a strong carry, Billy 
succumbed to the curse of the 
captain, which has claimed 
the health of the last five 
incumbents. 
  Half time. The game 
resumed after a stern talk on 
the importance of retaining 
lineout ball. A couple or 7 
misplaced lineouts later, with 
some pooey throwing, Henry 
was consigned to the serv-
ants’ quarters for three nights 
by Lord Edward Allingham.

At this point Zaboronsky 
entered the field and was 

IC 1s XV arrived at 
an unusually warm 
Harlington; the 
pristine pitch perfectly 
maintained by the 
excellent groundsmen 

over the summer could give 
Twickenham a run for its 
money. The game began in 
stunning sunshine with IC 
putting pressure on Brunel all 
over the park. This was lead 
by Matt Blackett’s darting 
runs balanced with a effort 
to maintain decorum, but 
he failed 2nd year so no one 
really cares about that.

Too many penalties cost the 
home side a lot of territory 
and possession. The tackling 
was lazy and passive with 
too few players putting in 
dominant tackles, leaving the 
officials with little choice but 
to penalise.

Creative refereeing of the 
scrum hampered the boys 

in the front row, who were 
unable to make much head-
way. The superior Molnar 
brother and Head battled 
hard but were unable to make 
up for the ref, so the scrum 
tended to be in reverse gear.

Brunel capitalised on the 
momentum, and from a 
tapped penalty they finally 
decided to spread the ball 
wide and target the forwards 
that IC were forced to field 
on the wing. They scored a 
pretty dull try.

This ignited a spark in 
Imperial bellies, and they 
came out with guns blazing. 
Stand-in Captain, Billy, got 
his dancing shoes on, made 
a half-break and offloaded 
to chief back-up dancer Alex 
‘The Rhino’ Clayton. Clayton 
put his blunt horn down and 
barraged a few poachers 
out of the way, then found 
an offload to gameskeeper 

promptly sin-binned within 
three minutes. Despite this 
idiotic behaviour, IC man-
aged to wrestle back three 
points to lead the game 
8-7. However, IC struggled 
against the increasing wind 
and became pinned back in 
their twenty-two and after 
heavy pressure, conceded in 
the corner. IC pressured hard 
for a try to clinch victory but 

fell short.
Notable mention for greying 

fresher Connor who carried 
hard throughout.

Missed the main man and 
top dog loads.

Final score 14-8 to Brunel, 
man of the match Matt 
Blackett.

disc Doctors host beginners’ tournament

Anthony Featherstone

all. The players can look 
forward to many outings 
coming up with BUCS and 
LUSL games as well as mixed 
indoor regionals in a couple 
of weeks and the club can 
look forward to a successful 
season.

Last Saturday, Imperial’s 
Ultimate Frisbee club 
(aka the disc Doctors) 
hosted a beginner’s 
tournament in Hyde 
Park – a chance for all 

the new players to experience 
competitive ultimate in a 
tournament scenario whilst 

playing against other 
beginner teams from around 
London. There were twelve 
teams in total, with Imperial 
being able to enter two 
teams: dD Rick and dD Morty.

This tournament was a 
chance for the beginners 
(of which there are always 
many) to learn the basics of 
the game such as throwing, 
catching and cutting (move-
ment on the field) whilst also 
incorporating lots of fun.

Early on in the group 
stages, the weather was fair 
and there was little wind, 
making it easy for teams to 
play and nice to sit around 
when they weren’t play-
ing. dD Rick and dD Morty 
topped their pool and finished 
second in their pool respec-
tively, both going through to 

the top eight bracket.
During the final round of 

games, the heavens opened 
in dramatic fashion, dumping 
a ridiculous amount of rain 
onto the players. Nonethe-
less, the games continued 
(albeit with a much more 
slippery disc to catch). The 
final was a really great game 
to watch, with both Horsham 
and LSE very evenly matched, 
and a score line to reflect 
that. At full time, the scores 
were level, which meant 
carrying on into ‘universe 
point’ (the frisbee version 
of sudden death). Deep into 
overtime and in the pouring 
rain, a layout (diving) grab 
gave LSE the victory and the 
tournament win.

Away from the final, the 
two dD teams did themselves 
proud, with dD Rick finishing 

in sixth and dD Morty finish-
ing in eighth. Everyone has 
progressed greatly from two 
weeks ago when they were 
at the taster sessions learning 
how to throw to now being 
able to play and understand 
both the game itself and the 
spirit of the game such as 
integrity and self-refereeing.

All the teams improved 
vastly throughout the tour-
nament and the layout grab 
at the end was proof of 
that. More generally, as the 
teams played more and more 
matches, they were able to 
play much more fluent frisbee 
and maintain possession of 
the disc more. This showed 
in the score lines and as the 
tournament progressed, the 
score lines got bigger.

The tournament was really 
successful and enjoyed by 

Women’s rugby fails better (also valiantly)

Rebecca Simpson

bad fall on her hand. During 
these times of hardship, Anna 
was standout with a wicked 
sprint. With natural ease she 
brought down players that 
broke through Imperial’s 
defensive line again and 
again just metres from the try 
line.

At this point, Captain 

A close game 
full of surprise 
turns and 
breakout 
stars, with 
three players 

playing their first and 
therefore best match ever.

The game was delayed 
thanks to the refereeing com-
pany not informing the team 
of a cancellation (again). 
The coincidental disparity 
between the quality of treat-
ment the men’s and women’s 
teams receive for their refer-
eeing needs is amazing, but 
that’s a discussion for another 
day. Luckily, a delightful 
Brunelian stepped in to ref-
eree,  choosing a 10’s game 
with uncontested scrums.

The game was off to a flying 
start. With a strong advance, 
Imperial dominated the first 
quarter with a core backbone 
of experienced players. Two 

minor injuries within five 
minutes of play were not 
enough to put anyone off with 
Imperial slowly making gains 
up the field. This culminated 
in a scrum just metres from 
the try line, a tense scene, the 
ball precariously held at the 
edge of the second row. It 
was all on number nine Eliz-
abeth.  She darted out, took 
advantage of a gap in the 
defence, and ran straight to 
the try line, scoring between 
the posts. 

Then out strode the kicker, 
Moran, placing the tee on the 
ground and with an almighty 
kick, the ball went soaring 
over and between the posts.

Yet following this excellent 
display, the Imperialites 
began to tire and Brunel 
went on to score three tries to 
Imperials 1s. Things went from 
bad to worse as captain Char-
lotte was forced off after a 

Charlotte insisted on being 
put back on despite several 
suspected broken fingers 
and quickly scored Imperial’s 
second try of the match with 
the help of Moran and Laura. 
It goes to show, as long sus-
pected, doctors don’t always 
know best.

So, one quarter to go, the 
score stood 19-12, Imperial 
only needed one more try 
to break even. Suddenly, 
Anna broke through Brunels 
defences: “Run! Run!” the 
spectators screamed, and run 
she did, with the audacity to 
outrun and cross over three 
different opposing players, 
to not only score a try in her 
first game from a run half way 
up the pitch, but between the 
goal posts as well. The Impe-
rial Team ran to swarm her 
in an emotional scene, with 
about half of them making it, 
the rest slowing to a walk. The 

Imperial team continues to 
work on its fitness.

With a conversion bringing 
them equal and ten minutes 
to go, Imperial was feeling 
good – confident, even. This 
was dashed when Brunel’s 
star player was brought back 
on and scored two more tries 
before the whistle, leaving 
the final score at 19-31. I’m 
not saying every time Brunel 
started losing they brought 
on an England quality player 
to score two tries and then 
immediately go off, but that’s 
definitely what happened.

Still a great start to the 
Season for the Imperial 
Womens, they didn’t lose by 
triple figures and no one got 
broken (except Charlotte, 
more like caPain, am I right?).
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Imperial Netball 2s continue winning streak

Maddie Webb

the player of the match being 
Alexis Abayomi. Overall the 
last week of matches has 
put the club on a really solid 
standing for the rest of the 
year.

Though term has only 
just started, Imperial 
netball have been 
very busy with 
trials, and over 
the last week, the 

first matches of the season. 
The 1s have yet to play their 
first match due weather 
conditions but the other teams 
have been doing the club 
proud with a series of great 
matches.

The first match of the year 
for the 2s was against UEL, 
meaning a long journey and 
a challenging match. The 
team were up by a goal by 
the end of the first quar-
ter, which was impressive 
for a team with three new 
freshers and a reserve from 
the 3s. The team played 
well together as a whole 
but the second and third 

quarters got tougher as the 
opposition noticed some of 
our weaknesses. The fourth 
quarter was when we came 
into our own; the defence 
were making incredible 
interceptions and the attack 
were working better than they 
had all match. This combina-
tion led to a quarter win. The 
final score was 24-26 with 
Zoe Hall (GK/GD) chosen as 
player of the match. The 2s 
have continued this winning 
streak on Monday with a 
28-20 victory against Kings’ 
3s.

After a long trek to Ethos, 
the 4s began their first match 
of the season against Kings’ 
Medics 6s. Getting the ball 
down court was no challenge, 
however the exceptionally tall 
GD and GK meant that shots 
on goal were a bit tricky. 

Nevertheless, Jess O and 
Alice worked well together in 
the D and scored some amaz-
ing shots. Sadly, the Kings 
shooter didn’t miss a single 
shot and meant that it wasn’t 
a win for the 4s that day. But 
half-time snacks (that turned 
into post-game snacks) meant 
that all-in-all it was a great 
and fun first game for the 4s! 
The final score was 13-30 
with the player of the match 
being Bibi Wood.

The 5s also started out 
strong by beating Roehamp-
ton’s first netball team. It 
was even more impressive 
since it was the first time we 
had played together as a 
team (some people playing 
for the first time ever) and 
we managed to gel really 
well as a team: defence was 
solid, passing was snappy 

and shooting was on point. 
This was reflected in the final 
score of 36-12 which puts us 
on a winning streak of 1 with 
the player of the match being 
Shen Yin Gan. The 3s had a 
strong first match as well but 
unfortunately lost 40-15, with 

Men’s rugby fails (valiantly)

Ali Zaboronsky

Charlie Price-Smith. The 
ball was then fired out to 
Macbeth, who ghosted 
through a tackle before send-
ing the ball back to the safari, 
where a grateful giraffe 
somehow caught the ball and 
loped over the line. Naturally, 
the conversion was fluffed, 
and the score was back to 
7-5.

After a strong carry, Billy 
succumbed to the curse of the 
captain, which has claimed 
the health of the last five 
incumbents. 
  Half time. The game 
resumed after a stern talk on 
the importance of retaining 
lineout ball. A couple or 7 
misplaced lineouts later, with 
some pooey throwing, Henry 
was consigned to the serv-
ants’ quarters for three nights 
by Lord Edward Allingham.

At this point Zaboronsky 
entered the field and was 

IC 1s XV arrived at 
an unusually warm 
Harlington; the 
pristine pitch perfectly 
maintained by the 
excellent groundsmen 

over the summer could give 
Twickenham a run for its 
money. The game began in 
stunning sunshine with IC 
putting pressure on Brunel all 
over the park. This was lead 
by Matt Blackett’s darting 
runs balanced with a effort 
to maintain decorum, but 
he failed 2nd year so no one 
really cares about that.

Too many penalties cost the 
home side a lot of territory 
and possession. The tackling 
was lazy and passive with 
too few players putting in 
dominant tackles, leaving the 
officials with little choice but 
to penalise.

Creative refereeing of the 
scrum hampered the boys 

in the front row, who were 
unable to make much head-
way. The superior Molnar 
brother and Head battled 
hard but were unable to make 
up for the ref, so the scrum 
tended to be in reverse gear.

Brunel capitalised on the 
momentum, and from a 
tapped penalty they finally 
decided to spread the ball 
wide and target the forwards 
that IC were forced to field 
on the wing. They scored a 
pretty dull try.

This ignited a spark in 
Imperial bellies, and they 
came out with guns blazing. 
Stand-in Captain, Billy, got 
his dancing shoes on, made 
a half-break and offloaded 
to chief back-up dancer Alex 
‘The Rhino’ Clayton. Clayton 
put his blunt horn down and 
barraged a few poachers 
out of the way, then found 
an offload to gameskeeper 

promptly sin-binned within 
three minutes. Despite this 
idiotic behaviour, IC man-
aged to wrestle back three 
points to lead the game 
8-7. However, IC struggled 
against the increasing wind 
and became pinned back in 
their twenty-two and after 
heavy pressure, conceded in 
the corner. IC pressured hard 
for a try to clinch victory but 

fell short.
Notable mention for greying 

fresher Connor who carried 
hard throughout.

Missed the main man and 
top dog loads.

Final score 14-8 to Brunel, 
man of the match Matt 
Blackett.

disc Doctors host beginners’ tournament

Anthony Featherstone

all. The players can look 
forward to many outings 
coming up with BUCS and 
LUSL games as well as mixed 
indoor regionals in a couple 
of weeks and the club can 
look forward to a successful 
season.

Last Saturday, Imperial’s 
Ultimate Frisbee club 
(aka the disc Doctors) 
hosted a beginner’s 
tournament in Hyde 
Park – a chance for all 

the new players to experience 
competitive ultimate in a 
tournament scenario whilst 

playing against other 
beginner teams from around 
London. There were twelve 
teams in total, with Imperial 
being able to enter two 
teams: dD Rick and dD Morty.

This tournament was a 
chance for the beginners 
(of which there are always 
many) to learn the basics of 
the game such as throwing, 
catching and cutting (move-
ment on the field) whilst also 
incorporating lots of fun.

Early on in the group 
stages, the weather was fair 
and there was little wind, 
making it easy for teams to 
play and nice to sit around 
when they weren’t play-
ing. dD Rick and dD Morty 
topped their pool and finished 
second in their pool respec-
tively, both going through to 

the top eight bracket.
During the final round of 

games, the heavens opened 
in dramatic fashion, dumping 
a ridiculous amount of rain 
onto the players. Nonethe-
less, the games continued 
(albeit with a much more 
slippery disc to catch). The 
final was a really great game 
to watch, with both Horsham 
and LSE very evenly matched, 
and a score line to reflect 
that. At full time, the scores 
were level, which meant 
carrying on into ‘universe 
point’ (the frisbee version 
of sudden death). Deep into 
overtime and in the pouring 
rain, a layout (diving) grab 
gave LSE the victory and the 
tournament win.

Away from the final, the 
two dD teams did themselves 
proud, with dD Rick finishing 

in sixth and dD Morty finish-
ing in eighth. Everyone has 
progressed greatly from two 
weeks ago when they were 
at the taster sessions learning 
how to throw to now being 
able to play and understand 
both the game itself and the 
spirit of the game such as 
integrity and self-refereeing.

All the teams improved 
vastly throughout the tour-
nament and the layout grab 
at the end was proof of 
that. More generally, as the 
teams played more and more 
matches, they were able to 
play much more fluent frisbee 
and maintain possession of 
the disc more. This showed 
in the score lines and as the 
tournament progressed, the 
score lines got bigger.

The tournament was really 
successful and enjoyed by 

Women’s rugby fails better (also valiantly)

Rebecca Simpson

bad fall on her hand. During 
these times of hardship, Anna 
was standout with a wicked 
sprint. With natural ease she 
brought down players that 
broke through Imperial’s 
defensive line again and 
again just metres from the try 
line.

At this point, Captain 

A close game 
full of surprise 
turns and 
breakout 
stars, with 
three players 

playing their first and 
therefore best match ever.

The game was delayed 
thanks to the refereeing com-
pany not informing the team 
of a cancellation (again). 
The coincidental disparity 
between the quality of treat-
ment the men’s and women’s 
teams receive for their refer-
eeing needs is amazing, but 
that’s a discussion for another 
day. Luckily, a delightful 
Brunelian stepped in to ref-
eree,  choosing a 10’s game 
with uncontested scrums.

The game was off to a flying 
start. With a strong advance, 
Imperial dominated the first 
quarter with a core backbone 
of experienced players. Two 

minor injuries within five 
minutes of play were not 
enough to put anyone off with 
Imperial slowly making gains 
up the field. This culminated 
in a scrum just metres from 
the try line, a tense scene, the 
ball precariously held at the 
edge of the second row. It 
was all on number nine Eliz-
abeth.  She darted out, took 
advantage of a gap in the 
defence, and ran straight to 
the try line, scoring between 
the posts. 

Then out strode the kicker, 
Moran, placing the tee on the 
ground and with an almighty 
kick, the ball went soaring 
over and between the posts.

Yet following this excellent 
display, the Imperialites 
began to tire and Brunel 
went on to score three tries to 
Imperials 1s. Things went from 
bad to worse as captain Char-
lotte was forced off after a 

Charlotte insisted on being 
put back on despite several 
suspected broken fingers 
and quickly scored Imperial’s 
second try of the match with 
the help of Moran and Laura. 
It goes to show, as long sus-
pected, doctors don’t always 
know best.

So, one quarter to go, the 
score stood 19-12, Imperial 
only needed one more try 
to break even. Suddenly, 
Anna broke through Brunels 
defences: “Run! Run!” the 
spectators screamed, and run 
she did, with the audacity to 
outrun and cross over three 
different opposing players, 
to not only score a try in her 
first game from a run half way 
up the pitch, but between the 
goal posts as well. The Impe-
rial Team ran to swarm her 
in an emotional scene, with 
about half of them making it, 
the rest slowing to a walk. The 

Imperial team continues to 
work on its fitness.

With a conversion bringing 
them equal and ten minutes 
to go, Imperial was feeling 
good – confident, even. This 
was dashed when Brunel’s 
star player was brought back 
on and scored two more tries 
before the whistle, leaving 
the final score at 19-31. I’m 
not saying every time Brunel 
started losing they brought 
on an England quality player 
to score two tries and then 
immediately go off, but that’s 
definitely what happened.

Still a great start to the 
Season for the Imperial 
Womens, they didn’t lose by 
triple figures and no one got 
broken (except Charlotte, 
more like caPain, am I right?).
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Nonogram
The aim is to fill in certain cells 

black. The numbers by the rows/
columns show the number of cells 
to be filled in consecutively. These 
strips are spaced by one or more 
blank cells.
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Leaderboard
The Czechmates		  37
Anonymous			   32
Puzzled			   28
Willie Rush			   26
Sneezing Pandas		  21
Guinea Pigs			   20
The Ultimate Fucwit		  18
CEP MSC			   14
G. Hackman			   10
Grand Day in Cullercoats	 10
NSNO			   10
The Gravitons			  6
Singed Potato			  4

Points Available		  14
Sudoku			   3
Slitherlink			   3
Nonogram			   8

Send in your solutions to 
fsudoku@imperial.ac.uk before 
midday Wednesday to get your 
score added to our leaderboard. 
Make sure you include the name/
team name that you’d like us to use!
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