
Friday 15th November 2013!
Issue 6

If you are interested in writing for THE TITBIT please contact Will Bordell (wb259)

The 
TITBIT

STOP HITTING 
YOURSELF

!
beyond the 

bubble !
p.2.

!
Haiku  
Rabbi !

p.4

THIS WEEK IN THE TITBIT

DON’T GIVE 
ME THAT 

FACE.

Banana lady makes history

!
GUIDE TO 
CINDIES !

P.3

a view from the storm
“Only enough truffle 
oil for one. 
#WhyGodWhy?”

“Waitrose 
running out of 
hummus. People 
must be stocking 
up for the storm. 
#WhatGoodIsMy
RyvitaNow?”

“Can’t possibly go out 
in the storm - my 
shoes will get ruined! 
#SuedeProblems”

It’s been a month since 
Harriet Lamb was elected as 
the first ever female honorary 
fellow at Trinity Hall for her 
work at Fairtrade 
International.  Her 
appointment was greeted 
with self-righteous cheers of 
applause from ‘equality’ 
campaigners who feel that 
the role of women in society 
has not been adequately 
appreciated by the college.!!
Ms Lamb is now one of 37 
honorary fellows.  The 
honour was bestowed upon 
her for her services to 
chocolate, bananas and 
chocolate bananas.  As a 
passionate advocate for the 
one with the little crunchy 
nutty bits in it, she has 
excelled as one of the leading 
lights of her generation, 
providing the country with 
happiness, community spirit 
and an obesity epidemic.!!
However, recent surveys 
show that 100% of white 
middle-class male 
undergraduates believe that 
the college would be better 
served without the influence 
of the so-called ‘fairer’ sex 
(from a sample size of one).  
In some quarters, Trinity Hall 

has been accused of bowing 
to public pressure and 
betraying the medieval ideals 
on which the college was 
founded.!!
“In 1350 we didn’t need 
female honorary fellows, so 
why the sudden rush?”, said 
one proponent of the latest 
Bill of Newfound Patriarchy 
(BNP) that is to be put in 
front of the JCR next Monday.  
“We’re not asking for much.  
I mean, I have loads of friends 
who are women.  I’m not 
being sexist, but I tell you, 
this college is going to the 
dogs.  It’s an outrage.  What 
next?  Bestiality in Front 
Court?  Free bed linen?  
Compulsory copulation in 
the Porter’s Lodge?”!!
Last month, the original BNP 
was narrowly rejected, after 
JCR members disputed for 
hours over a clause that 
appeared to allow male 
college members to hold 
doors open for their female 
counterparts.  It was deemed 
that the move would 
reinforce perceptions that 
women are weaker than men.  !!
The Bill’s advocates are more 
hopeful this time, though.  A 

Harriet Lamb, Trinity Hall’s latest honorary fellow, does a Gwen 
Stefani and goes B-A-N-A-N-A-S at the news of her election.

new section has been drafted 
that’s bound to be a vote-
winner at the next JCR 
meeting: tighter rules for 
college marriage dowries.  
The undergraduate body has 
long been considered to be 
slacking in their enforcement 
of the vital ancient marriage 
rite that treats women - all-
too-generously, in this 
paper’s totally-serious-and-
not-at-all-ironic view - as 
objects to be traded, as no 
more valuable than the dirty 
chattel they ride into college 
on at the start of every term. !!
Fathers of college wives-to-be 
will be required to give their 
son-in-law a herd of donkeys, 

or to adhere to 1 Samuel 
18:25, which reads: “And 
Saul said, Thus shall ye say to 
David, The king desireth not 
any dowry, but an hundred 
foreskins of the Philistines, to 
be avenged of the king's 
enemies.”  Sounds legit.!!
The ire of some critics has 
spread to female professors 
themselves, with insinuations 
of inadequate teaching and 
scalpel misuse.  Students 
taught by women have an 
appalling 83% chance to get a 
2.1.  But if you have a male 
supervisor, you’re in luck: 
there’s a superb 61% 
likelihood that you’ll make 
the grade.
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beyond the bubble
∼ WORLD NEWS ~	
!

The B's are disappearing!
In a continued attempts to 
abolish mediocrity, David 
Cameron has announced that the 
B grade will now be removed 
from GCSEs and A-levels, which 
themselves are to be rebranded 
A*-levels.  It's the first step in a 
long-term plan to switch the 
basis of exam scoring from the 
traditional alpha-numeric 
characters to emoticons. 
Cameron, who himself received 
a ‘:s’, two ‘:/’s and a ‘:P’ from 
Eton and a solid 2.1* from 
Oxford, hopes that we can all 
take pride in the nation’s rapidly 
improving education system and 
ignore the plummeting rate of 
literacy.!

—!
Vive la France!!
A third year MML student was 
recently disappointed when she 
set off on her year abroad to find 
that France did not, in fact, exist.  
The TitBit later discovered that 
the vast majority of supposed 
French nationals were really just 
Germans trying to sound more 
sexy.  The French language 
appears to have been invented 
accidentally by drunk Spaniards.  
Debate is raging about the 
identity of the geographic 
location previously thought to be 
France, but our experts strongly 
believe that it's all just secretly 
Belgium.!!!!!

∼ SPORT & CULTURE ~!!
Trouser power!
Red trousers have long been 
used to anger bulls and have 
hence been used as an efficient 
method for keeping hipsters 
away from rural areas, but recent 
discoveries may show that other 
colours may affect other animals 
in similar ways.  The 
breakthrough came when a 
professor of Fashion and Animal 
Behaviour (FAB) noticed two 
young men walking across the 
Backs when one, wearing light 
burgundy chinos was trampled 
by a herd of angry geese while 
his companion in dark brick-red 
cords was swarmed by a 
ferocious pack of squirrels.  Blues 
and turquoises may be the safest 
colours, only really angering 
sponges and amoebae.  But those 
holidaying in the arctic circle 
should be warned that it is the 
hue most despised by polar 
bears, and they will charge at 
sight.!

—!
Winner, winner, chicken dinner!
In an unprecedented move, the 
Brazilian baseball league has 
announced a winner.  After years 
of heated competition, it was 
decided that the São Paulo 
Amazons had displayed superior 
skill and good sportsmanship for 
years.  They have each been 
presented with a set of executive 
stationary to commemorate their 
victory.  Readers should rest 
assured that the league has now 
been disbanded and the 
stadiums decommissioned. 	


A Punter’s History 
of Tit Hall

➡ The college was founded in 1350 as a temporary morgue 
to help cope with the excessive number of lawyers dying 
from the Black Death.  Approximately 700 are thought to 
have been buried here, with their bodies encased in 
asbestos and sunk beneath the old dining hall.  	


➡ When Trinity Hall’s Master refused to change the college’s 
name when Henry VIII came along and built his shed next 
door, he was nevertheless fined the sum of three golden 
goose-eggs and forced to wake up at 6am each day to 
whisper comforting words to the Trinity peacocks. 	


➡ The library overlooking the river was in fact originally a 
ship, which ran aground while carrying spices and silk up 
the Cam.  With so many students at the time opting to do 
their own laundry rather than pay an extra £17.27, Tit 
Hall bursars claimed the crippling costs of removing the 
wreckage were simply unattainable.  	


➡ The Dining Hall was bombed during World War 2, and a 
daringly avant-garde replacement hall was built in the 
front court.  In keeping with the nautical theme, the walls 
were constructed out of the old ship’s sailcloth - the 
pleasant flapping noises that result serenade students as 
they eat to this day. Tamsin Ireland

  ince 1999, when David Icke exposed the world’s   
 governments, leaders and elites as alien lizard-men   
 masquerading as humans in a bid to subdue earth to their 
reptilian master plan, many people like myself have sought to fight 
these cold-blooded monstrosities.  It was but a few weeks ago when I 
realised that there may be lizard men amongst us at Trinity Hall. !
My suspicions were first alerted when at formal hall one evening I 
overheard the Master talking in Parseltongue.  This I thought was a 
little odd for a man who lectures on economic history. However I let 
the matter slide, blaming it on the shocking acoustics one often finds in 
oversized marquees. 

A few weeks later I bumped into Professor Daunton in town as 
he left a pet shop carrying a bag of dried crickets.  In hindsight I 
should have known then, but alas I was fooled by his warm 
greeting.  We talked for a while, I seem to remember, but not 
about anything of much note.   !
I turned to leave and he shook my hand.  Never in my life had I 
felt such a sensation: it was like the bones in his hand had been 
replaced with a limp swish of a cold reptilian masquerade.  At 
once everything changed; all the pieces fitted together.  “How 
could I have been such a fool?” I cried.  I finally understood 
why Trenton Oldfield had jumped into the Thames.  In his 
words he protested elitism, but with his wetsuit he protested far 
far more – the scaly elite who live amongst us and secretly rule 
over us. 

Sam Levy
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Conspiracy Corner
S

Zephyr Penoyre



Organised 
fun  

Sunday 17th November - Big Night 

Out at Lola Lo’s !
Saturday 23rd November - 90s/Dr 

Who Viva !
Friday 29th November - Mexican 

Superhall !
Saturday 30th November - Open Mic 

Night !
Friday 6th December - Xmas Viva

…you spot someone wearing red chinos!
Ask them if they’re a member of the elite Trinity freshers’ 
drinking society ‘The Red Chino Society’.  If they are, stick 
to them like glue; chances are they’ll buy you and your 
friends champagne in John’s Bar.  Be prepared for ridiculous 
anecdotes about ‘this one time at Eton’.  Lots of them.!!
…you bump into your parents and a film crew from ‘Sun, 
Sex and Suspicious Parents’!
Don’t panic.  Get them really drunk off VKs.  Dare them to 
blind a bouncer with a glass.  Deal with the consequences 
later.!!
…you want to head home but your friends are intent on 
staying till the end!
Don’t go back on your own (Mum warned you not to, and 
you’re not that much of a rebel). Find the nearest smoke 
alarm and light a 
match underneath 
it.  Nothing kills 
the mood faster 
than sprinklers.  
Apart from maybe 
the music in 
Cindies.  Or being 
in Cindies in the 
first place.!!
…there’s an earthquake!
Stop, drop and roll.!

What to do when…

CINDIES
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The TitBit’s guide to…

Livi Honychurch

Long Hall
Dear Trinity Hall,!!
I have been thinking a lot 
this week about taking 
things for granted.  The rain, 
for instance.  I miss the rain.  
I miss trees and grass and 
the colour green.!!
Hot water, too.  This week 
my flatmate was in Turkey 
and the hot water broke for 
three days.  That’s not too 
much of a problem in the 
scorching Middle East, 
right?  Wrong.  Winter is 
descending upon my lovely 
adoptive country very 
quickly.  I mean, I may be 
getting soft, but it’s 
beginning to get seriously 
cold here.  And when your 
home has no central heating 
and no insulation at night 
time it pretty much feels as if 
you’re sleeping outside.!
  !
After three nights of 
decidedly chilly showers I 
gave in and rang the 
landlord.  He’s a lovely chap 
– a hairdresser by 
profession.  I try not to feel 
too self-conscious about my 
own locks, which he always 
critically evaluates in rapid 
Arabic, before suggesting 

my colouring might better 
suit highlights and that the 
ends are looking like they 
could do with a trim.  
Anyway, he fixed the 
problem in five minutes flat.  
Never before has a warm 
shower been appreciated so 
much.!!
And take Time Zones, for 
instance.  Jordan is, for some 
unfathomable reason the 
only country in the region 
that refuses to change the 
clocks.  That extra hour in 
bed you all got on Sunday 
has been sorely missed over 
here - I can tell you that 
much for free.!!
On Saturday night I went to 
a gig in the courtyard of a 
little café Downtown.  The 
artist was a young guy with 
a guitar.  He sang and 
rapped about Syria and 
Palestine and love and 
education and freedom.  I 
sat and listened under the 
stars and thought about 
everything I’ve been blessed 
with.  Too much to take in, 
really.!!
With love from Amman,!!
Connie

Our very own Georgia Ware partying like 
she’s at Cindies.

Sandy Rushton

Trinity Hall ran away with the 
circus the Friday before last 
before last before last for its first 
Superhall of this year. Juggling, 
Diablo and hula-hooping were 
on offer beforehand in the 
Crescent Room.  It was a 
surprise for some that Superhall 
wasn’t all about gorging 
yourself on good food and 
quaffing cheap wine, but did 
involve some form of activity. !!
The meal itself was delicious, 
despite its tenuous links to the 
theme. The ‘Lion Tamer Soup’ 
was chilli soup ‘tamed’ with 
crème fraîche; the ‘Ring Master’ 
was crushed new potato ring 
with chicken roulade; and the 

‘Big Top’ dessert was toffee 
apple mouse topped with spun 
sugar. The courses were 
interspersed with some 
impressive circus acts: the 
juggler, not without a few 
mistakes, managed seven balls 
at once; and the hula-hooper 
kept on spinning whilst 
swigging on a bottle of vodka. !!
The fun, food and frivolity of 
last week’s ‘Circushall’ has 
shown most freshers that 
Superhall is worth their wad.   
Most of us also learnt an 
important lesson: that nobody’s 
wine glass is immune to a game 
of pennies. !

Charlie Clissitt!

Superhall success



Poetry Corner  
!with  

Magdalena Slash !!
With the second volume of ‘Clavicord in Death Minor 

Part MMXVI’ flying off the shelves, our favourite poet has taken time out 
to write an alexandrine that’s simply to die for. !

LINGUINE FOR STARTER!
backstreet, café rouge!!

vampire kisses blown across king’s parade bob by!
my eye: cant. flambéed in a gherkin’s shadow, i!

coupe the landskip. give me my jointure, sir, or we!
shan’t be chums. slip your tongue-knot, you hooded banshee! !

a turtle ascends jacob’s stepladder, clings, sings!
in oboe-voiced candescence. trephinned quarter-limbs!

ferry charon’s wherry: yet are too late, too light.!!
tu—whit!————tu—whoo!!!

a worthless tintiddle set at a worthful height.!
incensed by incense, you crawl from his breast towards!

liminality unlimited – bored of fjords!
by far. you lie, and i skill in deceiving you.!
order like a bagpipe – gobble it like a stew.!

a corazonical chronicle, with shredded!
parmesan. mouth-vomit, cupsized, gently (ed)died…!

What’s  
My  
Name? 

creativethe  titbit

Outside is laughter; 
But within here I study 
Anthropology.

Haiku Rabbi

Boats cross the river; 
I muse about my next line 
When it's haiku hour.

Goulash for dinner. 
Not that hungry anymore, 
Oh wait - sausages!

Stinky old haiku. 
Irreverently it looks 
On my work not done.

!!!!
千里之行, 始于足下!!

Qiān lǐ zhī xíng, shǐ yú zú xià !!
A thousand-mile journey is started by taking the first step!!
Most of us have heard this proverb in one form or 
another in our lives, from fortune cookies to 
inspirational Tumblr pictures, but few know it is 
originally Chinese.  Lao-Zi, a philosopher who was 
born in about 604BC, coined the phrase.  He also 
wrote the Dao de Jing, which you can find in most 
stores that sell weird crystals and smell of incense. !!
Every difficult venture has a starting point and no 
matter how tough it may seem at the time, once 
you’ve started on that difficult project, you’re one 
step closer to completing it.  Be it a horrible essay, a 
nasty Maths question or even just the long walk to 
9am lectures along the cold barren streets of a still-
asleep Cambridge - don’t bury your head in the 
sand.  Get started: write a plan, draft something, get 
out of your door at least.  Make some headway and 
soon you’ll find it wasn’t that hard all along… or it 
really could be horrendously difficult all the way 
through but hey, at least you’ve gotten somewhere 
on it. !!
Cambridge is all about challenges that push you 
further than you’ve ever wanted to go before, but 
they wouldn’t set you work if they didn’t think you 
were capable (at least we like to think that’s true!).  
So chin up.  You can do this, and you will – if you 
start right about…now.  (And whatever you do 
DON’T end up on YouTube - that is a slippery slope 
my friend).!

Kelsey Long-Parsons

Proverbially Speaking.

(2)

(1) (3)
Identify the following 
freshers using just 
your brains…

(4) L

THOUGHT FOR THE DAY !
“Yeah, yeah, yeah, no, no.”!!

—Nickelback  


