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Dear Friends, 
Welcome to the latest Corpus Christi College Boat Club Newsletter! It is with both pride and sadness that I 
am writing this: I am the President of an extraordinary group of individuals, with whom I have shared the 
highs and lows of rowing since 2007, but this will be one of my last acts for CCCBC. 

Since we were elected in March 2010, this Committee has attempted to 
(re)introduce some big changes; a new training programme, better coaching for 
the novices, training camps, Committee records, regular (in)formal socials, a new 
website (www.cccbc.org.ukύΣ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƳŜƴΩǎ ōoat, and non-competitive boats; 
wŜΩǾŜ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀ Captain of Coxes, redecorated the Boathouse, re-
commissioned traditional blazers, offered financial support with training, taken 
formal crew photographs, and organised fundraising. The Committee was joined 
by a Sponsorship Officer, Equipment Officer, Captain of Coxes, and Social 
Secretary in addition to the President, Secretary, Treasurer and Captains; I am 
extremely grateful to all of them for their friendship, good-humour, and help.   

I have to apologise for the gap between the last letter and this one. This 
newsletter is our last attempt at reform; it has been printed for us ōȅ ŀ ƳŜƳōŜǊΩǎ 
family and written by the rowers at all stages. Contributors to this edition had full άcreative controlέ, 
ǊŜǎǳƭǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ άƘǳƳƻǊƻǳǎέ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜǎ alongside the usual training reports. We wanted to give you a 
glimpse of the warm, down- to-earth atmosphere in CCCBC (ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ L ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ άtŀƎŜ оέ 
spread). In future, though, Friends may expect a friendlier interval between editions. 

²ŜΩve had a busy year on the water. Corpus Men, led by an improbably compelling Cesare Omissi, 
had their best Torpids in years, cheated of άŦƻǳǊ ōǳƳǇ bladesέ ƻƴƭȅ by a cancelled first day. They had a 
promising Summer VIIIs ŀƴŘ ŀƴ άƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎέ ǘƛƳŜ in City Bumps with Jeffrey Rawson in charge, who has 
added a certain gentlemanly charm to proceedings. The women, Captained by the indomitable Juliet Zani, 
had a good Torpids but a bad Summer VIIIs; we remain, however, at the top end of our Divisions.  Jerome 
Condry, Ryan Wood and Carl Morris all trained with the University, while Juliet Zani, new first-year cox 
Felix Neate and I trained with the University women.  Over half of the 1st VIII rowers now also raced for 
their home clubs, and several members compete for Oxford in other sports (Boxing, Golf, Martial Arts, 

Athletics, Dance-SportΧύΦ wŜŎŜƴǘƭȅΣ ǿŜΩve had success 
with the Novices with both W1 and M1 novice crews 
making it to the final stages of Christ Church Regatta, 
and had a surprise success at Autumn IV+s when our 
scratch crew beat Christ Church! The men and women 
have been training together since our inaugural training 
camp in September, and are quietly optimistic about 
Torpids. 
I hope you enjoy this edition of the newsletter; as with 
all CCCBC activities, in ǾŀǊȅƛƴƎ ŘŜƎǊŜŜǎ ƻŦ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ 
depended on enthusiasm, generosity and hardwork- but 
been an absolute pleasure to do. 

 
Emma-Lucy Pinchbeck, President of CCCBC 

http://www.cccbc.org.uk/
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BOATCLUB COMMITTEE 2010-11  

 

 

 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 
SECRETARY 
J-W Scholten 

PPE 
Seat 6 for M2 since 

2009. M1 since HT11 

 
PRESIDENT 

Emma-Lucy Pinchbeck 
Classics & English  

Seats 2, 6 & 7 for W1 since 
2008. Seat 3 for OUWBC 

2010. Gloucester RC.  

 
TREASURER              

Carl Morris 
Chemistry  

 Bow for M1 since  
2009. Stroke for M2 

VIIIs 2009.  

 
aŜƴΩǎ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ  

Ces Omissi 
Ancient &Modern History 

 Stroke, Seats 4 & 2 for 
M1 2009-10. Seat 7 for 

M2 2008. Sub-Stroke for 
{ǘ WƻƘƴΩǎ aоΦ WŜǊǎŜȅ w/ 

 
aŜƴΩǎ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ 

Jeff Rawson 
English 

Stroke, Seats 5, 3 &7 for 
M1 since 2008 

 

 
²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ 

Jules Zani 
 Medicine 

Stroke, 3 for W1 2009-
10. OUWLRC 2010. 

Reading RC.  

 
²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ           

Katie Smith 
 Classics & English 

Seats Bow, 5 for W1 
since 2010.Warwick RC 

 

 
Sponsorship 
Rosie Renouf 

History 
W1 Seat 4 
 2008-2010 

 
Social Secretary 

Allison Phua 
Law 

W1 Bow & Seat 7  
2009-2010 

 
Captain of Coxes 
(Water Safety) 

Steph Clark 
Physics & Philosophy 
M1 Cox since 2009 

 
Equipment Officer 

Jerome Condry 
Medicine. 

M1 Seat 5 since 2010 
OUBC Dev Squad 2010 



FRIENDS OF CCCBC Newsletter  

 3  

 

CCCBC PAGE 3 ȰTOPLESSȱ MODELS  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jeremy, Ryan and David are all Scientists in their second year at Corpus. Ryan and Jeremy 

(left) have both rowed M1 since Torpids 2010, joined by David (right) as a recruit from 

M2 for Summer VIIIs. Ryan (centre) is currently stroking the M1 Boat; fortunately, he 

trialled with OULRC in Michaelmas, and they appear to have taught him to row (a 

ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ǿŜ ŎƻƳǇǊŜƘŜƴǎƛǾŜƭȅ ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ƛƴύΦ LŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǎǇŀǊŜ ǘƛƳŜ όǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘΣ 

being zealous training and studying machines) they could be found cycling, or tormenting 

Alice Penfold, a W1 female rower who is in their Matriculation year. This is clear from the 

ƴŜȄǘ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǳōƳƛǘǘŜŘ άƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴέ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƘƻǘƻΦ 

Whereôs the Beach? 
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Day Trip t oéCALAIS 
 

Female powerhouse Alice Penfold returned after the Easter break with a dubious £20 second hand bike 
allegedly purchased from a Somerset farm shop. Being a loving and caring boat club, a few of the more 
experienced cyclists, self-dubbed the ñFour Musketeers,ò decided that, for Aliceôs safety, we really ought to 
road test the bike for her. Due to the ñhectic and busyò schedule of English students like Alice, our only 
available opportunity just so happened to be while she was sitting her Prelims exams. Armed only with 
lycra, bikes and a flapjack for when we got peckish, we set off Northwards with the simple intention of 
ñeasing the bike inò. Our only concern was making it through the treacherous Midlands; renowned for being 
a rough place, we took solace in the knowledge that CCCBC had developed us into strapping young lads. 
Then, a few miles down the road, David Fidgett admitted to never having left the country.  
 

Not quite fancying a 
trek to Scotland or 
Wales, as weôd 
penciled in a 
marathon for the 
following Tuesday, 
we decided the only 
appropriate 
response was a 
quick cycle 
Northwards to 
embark on the 
fabled Newcastle to 
Calais ferry line.   
 

 
We contacted the Boatclub Treasurer and were disappointed to find that the Recession had hit CCCBCôs 

accounts to such an extent 
that we couldnôt afford the 
P&O ferry that we had hoped 
for. Instead, we settled for 
economy class (see right). 
We arrived back in Oxford just 
in time for last orders at 
Nandos and all in all had a 
great day out. Unfortunately, a 
few months later, Aliceôs bike 
experienced un-repairable 
technical faults, and has since 
been replaced. 

 
We hope to road test this new bike to Vladivostok in the near future.  
A great day out was had by all. 

By RJ Dodd-Wood 

   

(Ryan Wood and Jeremy Dodd)  

Menôs 1st VIII 2010- Present 

Weôd only nipped into Sainsburyôs for two minutes 
for a diet coke and some malt loafé. 

Relaxing in Abingdon 

On the ferry In Calais 
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TORPIDS 2010  
 

 

The Rambling  and Mythical  Reminiscences of  

Torpids Captain C . Omissi BA Hons(Retired).  

               

On the Thursday of Summer Eights 2009 as I was sat in the main quad, 

cigarette in one hand, head in the other, I was solemnly co - opted by 

Matthew Stott into the captaincy of CCCBC.  He may even have laid hands 

on me.  My heart sa nk.  I had watched the Stott (a far more accomplished 

rower than myself, and some kind of number - based, organising student to 

boot) work his hands to the bone over his year as captain.  Given our 

subsequent performance, I donôt think he will take it amiss if I say 

that there didnôt seem to be very much return on his investment.  Still, 

freshly steeled by the experience of being bumped by someone - or - other 

for the third time that week, I lit another cigarette and started as I 

meant to go on é

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 M1 Torpids Crew 2010.  
Clockwise from Left: Steph Clark, Alistair Marsh, Carl Morris, Ryan Wood, Stuart Rowley Thomson, Jerome 

Condry, Jeff Rawson (Vice Captain), Jeremy Dodd, Cesare Omissi (Captain). 
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The Stott  had left me a number 

of important legacies, the most 

important being an excellent 

coach (Thomas Chapman), a 

malleable but reliable Vice 

Captain (Jeffrey Rawson; he was 

also 6ô 7ò), but most important 

of all, a massive i nferiority 

complex. The two of them  had also 

nearly taught me to row , but 

thatôs beside the point.  

Returning from a summer , I set 

out to the College Freshers ô 

Fair, armed only with an erg, a 

hangover, and a custom built, 6ô 

5ò cardboard lion with ñYou must 

be at least this tall for me to 

care what your name isò 

emblazoned on h im, for me to 

stand , underneath,  lo oking 

welcoming.  Given the results, I 

can  only assume that that year, 

the traditional interview process 

had been replaced by some so rt of 

gruelling assault course.  

 

They werenôt as tall as I 

wanted. They werenôt all 

schoolboy rowers .  It wasnôt 

perfect, but there ended up being 

twenty of them gat hered in front 

of me, grinning.  My band of 

merry men had quadrupled over the 

course of one afternoon, and  

Jeffrey and I had snared a 

siz eable chunk of the incoming 

year with o ur little erg off in 

the hall. I swallowed the urge to 

use my new found gang of peons to 

destabilise the voting process in 

the JCR, causing enough chaos to 

enable me to be elected ñDictator 

for Lifeò or something equally 

imposing, and sat down to the 

serious business of channelling 

the frankly unsettling level of 

raw sporting potentia l and 

eagerness that had filled CCCBC 

for the first time since I had 

been a member.
1
It was time to get 

captaining.  

 

Lacking  a senior squad, myself 

and the three other remaining old 

men (the aforementioned J. 

Rawson, together with C. Morris 

and S. T homson) began what was 

dubbed ñProject Try and Get as 

Fit as the Freshersò. As the 

womenôs club had more members, 

but no coach, we periodically 

trained with them (an innovation 

which was continued this year), 

but were primarily reduced to 

toiling over a hot e rg, with 

occasional breaks to impart 

wisdom to our younger comrades.  

Two and a half novice crews began 

preparing to enter the crucible 

that is Christchurch Regatta, and 

as week after four - outing - week 

rolled by, their boyish 

                                                 
1
 Disclaimer: there had been many fine rowers in my time 

at Corpus; I had just never seen them this excited, hence 

ǘƘŜ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ άŜŀƎŜǊƴŜǎǎέ ŀƴŘ άǎǇƻǊǘƛƴƎ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭέΦ 

Contemplating the enormity of the task ahead on Day 1 
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exuberance was slowly tempered 

into the  manly surliness of the 

rower. Rawson and I not only had 

crews that would train without 

complaint, we had crews that 

would demand mo re and more 

training. Frankly, the whole 

affair danced between being 

upsetting and deeply moving. As 

is so often the  case in Oxford at 

that time of year however, the 

weather intervened.  Only one day 

of Christchurch Regatta was run, 

during which our nov ices 

thoroughly destroyed the crews 

they were racing against, but the 

shortness of the regatta denied 

our brave boys th e glory that 

they deserved and that the chip 

weighing heavily on my shoulder 

demanded.  I poured libations 

into the Isis, forgot what 

happened at Christchurch Curry, 

and girded my loins for Torpids.  

  

Of  our new recruits, virtually 

all rallied to the col ours for 

our Torpids campaign.  The 

maddest were co - opted into the 

nascent 1
st

 VIII, where it quickly 

became apparent that ñProject Try 

and Get as Fit as the Freshersò 

had not been the overwhelming 

success that we had hoped. Then, 

the termôs training was blighted 

very early on by a heavy 

snowfall. Also, a bus ran over my 

mobi le phone on Magdalen Bridge. 

A feeling of doom began to settle 

in as our 1
st

 Torpid ran many long 

miles round south Oxford, 

watching the level of the river 

oscillate betwee n un - rowable  and 

nearly - rowable (if you had a  

Senior C ox, which we didnôt). 

 

This  unfortunately meant that our 

plucky 2
nd

 Torpid had to face the 

axe just before the competition; 

they had trained as doggedly as 

anyone else in the club, but the 

prospect of further foul weather, 

and the lack of suitable  

equipment (most notably, a cox) 

meant that they  were unable to 

compete which whi le disappointing 

for everyone involved, in no way 

discouraged them from going on to 

row a very successful Summer 

VIIIs.   

 

When we finally got onto the 

river two weeks before the 

competition, I realised what a 

blessing it had been to have a 

crew made up of inexperienced 

rowers that I had ñtaughtò 

myself.  We were making a lot of 

mistakes, but at least we were 

all making the same ones !  Also, 

it may just be me, but I always 

found something oddly soothing 

about rowing in a boat that 

heeled dramatically over to 

bowside every single stroke.  

Still, under the tender tutelage 

of Chapman, we had enough time to 

polish ourselves up into a cr ew 

who, in the words of one of its 

own members ñwent really, really 

fast for about 500 metres and 

then diedò
2
.  Still, as a wise man 

once said to me, if you canôt do 

something right, do it f ast and 

then no one will  notice.  

                                                 
2
 J. Condry, 2010 

Jerome and Ces before and after racing on Torpids Saturday 
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And no- one did.  St. Johnôs II, 

Jesus II and Magdalen II all 

suffered a dramatic attack of not 

noticing that we were faster than 

them until our bowman shook hands 

with their cox.  

 

I still fondly hope that our epic 

struggle to catch the excellent 

Trinty II will be one of those 

petty rivalries that go down in the 

collective psyche of college 

boatclubs, to be trotted out by 

older members every competition, 

long after everyone  else has 

stopped caring.  

And with that i t  was over.  
I handed the keys to the city  

(metaphorically) to Rawson, and 

said my goodbyes to a crew who had 

done everything that I had asked of 

them, and had made me prouder than 

I had ever bee n before to wear 

Corpus lycra. I even hugged my own 

brother, who had, at the stamp of 

my foot, risen from the ground of 

Italy (well, St Johnôs) to 

gallantly cox the mo bôs quest for 

ultimate power during Torpids. 

Still a s Zapp Brannigan so wisely 

said: ñyou can take away a manôs 

title and his uniform, but you 

cannot t ake his integrity or his 

honourò.  

 

The 2010 Torpid was the most successful 

for a decade. Racing Thurs-Sat they 

bumped St Johns II, Magdelen II and 

Jesus II, and just missed bumping Trinity 

II on the row over at the Top of their 

division. 

CCCBC help M1 get ready ǘƻ ǊŀŎŜ ƻƴ ¢ƻǊǇƛŘΩs Saturday 

The crew immediately after racing, outside Corpus Boathouse 

Jeff & Ces, all sentimental during speeches at Torpids Cocktails 
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TORPIDS & SUMMER VIIIs  2010  
 

*ÕÌÉÅÔ :ÁÎÉȟ #ÏÒÐÕÓ 7ÏÍÅÎȭÓ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ ςπρπȟ ÏÎ Á ÙÅÁÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 7ÏÍÅÎȭÓ "ÏÁÔÃÌÕÂȢ 
               

My year as Captain began with coercing 80% of the cƻƭƭŜƎŜΩǎ ǿƻƳŜƴ into rowing so we could have one 
boat on the water at Torpids. Against the odds, we got enough interest and began training them to be 
tough beasts (think northern girls), able to endure rowing on the Isis at 6am in mid-winter. Rosie Renouf, 
Emma-Lucy Pinchbeck and I selected and trained the crew to row the novice Christ Church regatta, coxed 
by ex-W1 member Sarah Bennett. Meanwhile Emma-Lucy Pinchbeck and I began trialling with OUWBC and 
OUWLRC respectively, and were often seen complaining about training whilst wearing as much Oxford 
stash as possible. Unfortunately due to the horrendous British weather, Christ Church regatta was called 
off because the river was too high. It was a massive shame, but we still went out to celebrate the term at 
the Ŏƭŀǎǎȅ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ WŀƳŀƭΩǎ curry house, and the rest of the night is a distant blur...  

 
We entered Hilary term recruiting the best novices into 
the 1st VIII, ready for Torpids in 7th week. I re-joined 
from OUWLRC, realising that my 2nd year exams were 
approachingΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƛƴƎ ǇǊŜssure 
to give up lovely semi-skimmed milk for horrible 
skimmed! Spring never quite came to this tropical 
island, resulting in many long erg sessions and gruelling 
circuits. In between the snow, hail and rain we 
managed to get some outings, coached again by 
Gordon Stevenson from LMH, coxed by Ellen Fryer. A 

few weeks before racing Emma-Lucy Pinchbeck resigned her seat from OUWBC after a spell in the JR 
Hospital, later re-joining W1. With the river running high we were increasingly worried; only on the night 
before Torpids, it was decided our division would race. On the first day we got bumped at the start of the 
gut by Jesus W1 (who went on to win blades). The second day saw us bumped at the start of the gut by 
LMH, but we kept our heads up and ŎŀǳƎƘǘ {ǘΦ !ƴǘƘƻƴȅΩǎ ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǳǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŘŀȅǎΣ we bumped 
Brasenose and LMH respectively. So by the end of the week we were +1 and very happy.  We rowed well, 
and looked great thanks to a well-timed new kit order! Ellen Fryer was brilliant at training and gave moral 
support, but due to the high river, could not cox us in the racing. Rob Crowter-Jones (Worcester College) 
and Fran Umicini Clark (University College) stepped in to cox us during the racing. 
 
In Trinity the weather was friendlier, so we began an outing orientated training program with Gordon 
Stevenson still coaching and Ellen Fryer coxing. We also decƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƻŎƛŀōƭŜΣ and attended 
some crew dates with other college M1 boats, resulting in a few hung-over training sessions and some 
ΨƭŀŘŘƛǎƘΩ ƴƛŎƪƴŀƳŜǎΦ As part of training the crew raced in a local dragon boat race for ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ƭƛǘŜǊŀŎȅ 
charity Reading Quest. !ƭƭ ǘƻƻ ǎƻƻƴ {ǳƳƳŜǊ ±LLLΩǎ ǿŜŜƪ Ŏŀme. Unfortunately we were surrounded by 
extremely good crews, high in Division 3. We were bumped every day by Trinity, Lincoln, Jesus and St. 
tŜǘŜǊΩǎ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜǎΦ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΣ ǎƻ LϥƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŦƻƴǘΥ we got spoons. We 
were obviously gutted with this result, but our rowing did improve, and the crew should be proud for the 
fight they showed each day. Thank you to everyone who supported me and the crew this year. 
 

By Juliet ZaniΣ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ нлмл 
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ROWING, #/-0%4).'ȣ!.$ 0/%429 

 
 
Was it for this?  
 
Was it for this 
That one, the toughest of all Rivers, came 
¢ƻ ōƭŜƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƳǳǊƳǳǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘōŜŀǘΩǎ ǎǘǊŀƛƴΣ  
And from her morning shades to twilight falls, 
And from her calms and surges, sent a voice 
That flowed along my dreams? For this, didst Thou, 
O Isis, draw me down towards such pain 
Near where the rest are dreaming of the sky; 
Didst thou, beauteous stream, make ceaseless calls 
For ceaseless strokes through night and day, 
Which with their steady cadence, tempering 
Our human waywardness, composed my thoughts 
To more than easy softness, simple play; 
Or travelling, over empty earnest bounds, 
For this did I succumb to tides of heavy blood 
And swelling sweat, and slowly sinking tears, 
Now mixed and moving with your own diurnal flood?  
To think would be concession to ourselves, 
To stand upon the edge of all this endlessness 
And solemnly declare a close, though dreams  
Must always catch and pull us from repose. 

 
Jeffrey Rawson 

 

"ÌÕÅȢ 

¢ƘŜ ōƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ ōƭŀŘŜ ŀǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊΣ 
ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΦ L ŀŎƘŜΣ ǘǊǳŜ-ōƭǳŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴǘŜŘ ƭƛƴŜ 
Ǉǳƭƭǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊŜ ōǳǘ άL ǿŀƴǘ ƳƻǊŜέ 
ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ L ƭƛǾŜ ŜŀŎƘ ƘƛǎΦΦΦǎƛƴƎΧǘƘǳƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ 
ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǎǿŜŀǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŜǘŜǊƴŀƭ ǾƻƛŎŜ  
ǘŀƴƎƭŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŀŘǎ ƻŦ ƭŀōȅǊƛƴǘƘƛƴŜ ƳƛƴŘΦ 
/ǊƻŜǎǳǎ ǘƛŜǎ ƴŜǿ ƪƴƻǘǎΣ ŀŘǾƛǎŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΥ 
! ǇȅǊŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƘŀƴŘǎ ōǳƛƭǘΣ ōǳǊƴŜŘ ƻƴ ƛǘ ōȅ ƳŜƴ  
ǿƘƻ ƪƴƻǿ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜΦ aȅ ōƻƴŜǎ 
ǘƻǊƴ ǳǇ ǘƻ Ŧƛǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛǾŜ ƻǎǎǳŀǊƛŜǎΦ  
¢ƘŜƛǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǎǘǊƛƪŜ ŦǊŀŎǘǳǊŜǎΣ ƛƴ ƻƳƛƴƻǳǎ ǘƻƴŜǎΣ 
¢ƘŜȅ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǇǊƻōŜ ƎǊŀǾŜ ƛƴƧǳǊƛŜǎΦ 
CƻǊ !ŎƘƛƭƭŜǎϥ ƎƭƻǊȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ǇƘƛƭƻǎ ŘƛŜŘΦ 
! ǿƛǎŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƛŜŘΦ 

9-[ tƛƴŎƘōŜŎƪ 

 

 

There is a stereotype that rowers are feckless wastrels 

off the water. I suspect this has to do with the number 

of rowers here, our penchant for matching clothing, 

and the fact that eight large, over-exercised, close 

friends and a tiny, shouty cox are that much harder 

not to notice inside medieval, monastic colleges. 

However, Corpus rowers are busy, hard-working and  

often ÐÕÔ ÏÕÒ ÈÏÎÅÄ ȰÃÏÍÐÅÔÉÔÉÖÅÎÅÓÓȱ ɉÍÏÒÅ 

accurately, rampant narcissism) to use in other Oxford 

societies or competitions. Jeffrey Rawson and I, having 

had this attractive attribute well drummed in to us 

after years of service to CCCBC, both coincidentally 

enÔÅÒÅÄ ÐÏÅÍÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ %ÎÇÌÉÓÈ &ÁÃÕÌÔÙȭÓ Lord Alfred 

Douglas Prize. Depressingly, both of us also wrote 

ÐÏÅÍÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÒÏ×ÉÎÇȠ *ÅÆÆȭÓ ÉÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÙÌÅ ÏÆ 

Wordsworth, and mine is a poor attempt at a modern 

ÓÏÎÎÅÔȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ȰÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒÅÄȱ ÔÈÅÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÓ Á 

demonstration that rowers are (occasionally) 

nterested in Oxford University life off the water. 

Boathouse Island in the snow, taken on the balcony between 

erging sessions during Christmas Holiday training 2010 


