
THE OTHER DAY, while flip-
ping through television chan-
nels to accompany my dinner, I

came upon a documentary about a
region of South Africa of which I can-
not recall the name. The main focus of
this program was upon a village
almost entirely infected with AIDS. In
this village, two small children whose
parents had died from the disease
lived alone in a clay hut, surviving
only on food that they attained
through begging. The elder child, a
girl of about nine, expressed her con-
cern that she and her little brother
were completely vulnerable to the
whims of any person that passed their
way. When her brother began to cry
with hunger, she stared mutely at him
as if aware that nothing she could do
or say could alleviate him from the
miserably squalid conditions that
would mark his life until the HIV
virus - virtually all that his parents had
left behind - inevitably took him too.

Several miles from the children is a
state-run school. A local nun, con-
cerned for the children whose situa-
tion, she made clear, is very common
amongst those of the region, decided
to accompany them to the school to see
if she could enrol them. However,
speaking to the school's director, she
discovered that the educational fees
would be impossible for the children

to provide. With the simple frankness
of someone who regularly must
inform children that they are going to
die a long and painful death, she said,
“Look, no one can pull out a magic
wand and just make these troubles

disappear.” The impossible cost of the
school tuition was the equivalent of
two pounds fifty.

I looked down at the bowl of pasta
that I had been mechanically shovel-
ling into my face, down at the celebri-
ty magazines scattered about my feet
and my new pair of boots, and silently
asked myself, why are you living? I do
not say this to sound deep or morbid. I
genuinely wondered what drives me
to get out of bed in the morning. Is it
the passion for my course? Those
'crazy' nights in which I pay large
sums to buy beverages that remove my
ability to walk upright or speak coher-
ently? The chocolate croissants, still

warm from the oven, that Raffles
makes?

If I, one of the tiny elite of the
world's population who can attain
food and clean water whenever I want
it, cannot be bothered to use the power
I possess to save children's lives, then
everything I have ever said about the
world not being fair is a farce. I am a
hypocrite, deluding myself into think-
ing that recycling my newspapers
makes me a good person. I am an apa-
thetic pig, fattening myself on the
labour of third world workers, angrily
squealing about issues like top-up
fees as if paying that extra money will
literally devastate me. My life is a
whiney monologue performed before
an audience of millions of starving
African children. 

Last week, Boar journalist Charlie
Saffrey revealed that he plans to buy
two fewer drinks every week, so he
can afford organic food. I'd like to
make a resolution of my own. I too am
going to buy two fewer drinks every
week, and will donate the money that
I save to putting two children through
school. I shall not pretend that this act
makes me a saint, rather I hope that
this miniscule act will be the predeces-
sor to greater ones. Nevertheless, I will
rise in the morning in the knowledge
that something I am doing is helping,
ever so slightly, to change the world. 
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YOU DON'T GET a
much sharper eye for
detail than that of

Alistair Campbell. Or do you?
Apparently the foresight
which made the former New
Labour PR guru such a suc-
cess is failing him in middle
age. But then, we all knew
that before his optician did.
The evidence of his newfound
short-sightedness was right in
front of us when he decided it
would be a good idea to take
to the stage with his memoirs
of back-room politics last year.
Now it all becomes clear: he
couldn't see the front row's
faces well enough to distin-
guish their responses, and
when it came to reading his
reviews he must have got
small print copies. They said
“bemusing”, not ‘amusing’. 

As a veteran of the perils
of impaired vision, I can sym-
pathise. Life’s tough when
everything seems to melt into
a confused blur of colours and
people you don’t recognise
keep pointing at things you
can’t see and laughing. After
taking my contacts out, I fre-
quently find myself lost on
the short walk from
the bathroom to my
bedroom, and
get confused
when some-
one other
than me
appears to have
crept into my room
and fallen asleep
in my bed. Not,
regrettably, as con-
fused as my sleep-fud-
dled but endlessly
patient housemates, who
generally do a pretty good job
of guiding me to my own door
on these occasions. 

Of course, poor sight isn’t
always a disadvantage. It has
benefits not only for opticians
(who obviously make quite a
lot of money out of it), and
guide dogs (who…er…don’t),
but also for your friends. A
former hall-mate of mine,
Oliver, once provided the resi-
dents of my floor with hours
of fun after a night out at
Varsity by getting all of us to
examine his eye in the hope of
finding a contact lens that, in
his drunken panic, he was
convinced must have become
lodged behind his eyeball.
After about forty minutes of
puzzled investigation, some-
one thought to check his lens
case: he’d already taken it out.
Ok, so we lost some sleep, but
the opportunity to remind
him of this incident at every
available opportunity after-
wards more than made up for
it.

Even for the unfortunate
possessors of the defective
visual equipment, there are

perks. With a little effort, you
can usually get out of navigat-
ing on long journeys, and
glasses can be quite trendy on
the right person, even provid-
ing an extra opportunity for
accessorising. 

If you’re secretly a super-
hero, they can turn out to be of
even greater use. They are
foolproof as a disguise (who
could ever have imagined that
the mild-mannered Clark
Kent could possibly be
Superman’s alter-ego?), and
also a good way of shielding
your friends from the adverse
effects of the occasional invol-
untary laser stare during a
momentary lapse of concen-
tration. For the mere mortals
among you, there is the end-
less appeal of the Eye Test.
The prospect may not seem so
great now, but, when you
graduate, this will be the only
time you get to take the after-
noon off work on the premise
of a search for the Holy Grail,
the answer of all answers to
the question of all questions:
which are clearer, the red or
the green circles?

For Alistair per-
sonally, there are

more specific
benefits. Now

that he
f u l l y
under-
s tands

the diffi-
culties of

poor eyesight, per-
haps he’ll find him-
self able to explain

how exactly it was
that British Intelligence

workers came to see Weapons
of Mass Destruction in Iraq
that were never even there,
and perhaps be able to offer
advice on how to get them
better specs (perhaps he can
recommend the place he got
his) in order to stop it happen-
ing again. 

Realistically, this probably
won’t happen. But there’s no
immediate cause for alarm.
This particular spin-doctor’s
influence is, of course, some-
what diminished. And perfect
eyesight is required to fly a
plane: if yours is even the
slightest bit dodgy, you can
rest assured that even if we
did get dragged into another
war and conscription was re-
introduced, you’d never be
called upon to drop bombs
from a fighter jet for your
country in a war that your
country never wanted in the
first place. Positions that
enable you to alter the destiny
of entire nations require preci-
sion, and are best left to those
who can focus clearly beyond
the ends of their own noses.
Isn’t that right, Mr Campbell?
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THIS FRIDAY, MY bitch will be
woken up by a gang of hooded
strangers at 6 a.m., dragged out

of her bed, bound, gagged, and put
into a large sack. Upon a primitive gal-
lows-like structure erected in the
Piazza by the dedicated and highly co-
operative members of the Execution
Society, my bitch will be hung, in her
sack, by her feet, and will spend the
rest of the day dangling there whilst
the staff and students of Warwick
University pay money in exchange for
either 'One Minute With the Fire Hose'
(£1), 'One Minute With the Golf Club'
(£2), 'One Bucket of Sharp Rocks' (£4),
or 'One Snake and a Ladder' (£20, or
£10 if the snake survives). My bitch
doesn't know all this yet - but then
that's part of the fun! 

There is, however, more to Comic
Relief than just fun. Christians (by
which I mean We) are all about Charity.
We are enjoined by Little Lord Jesus
himself to do good to our fellow men
(and, at a stretch, to our fellow not-
men), so any Christian who does less
than everything he can for those not as
'developed' as what we are, should con-
sider himself (or not-himself) well and
squarely Hellbound. 

What some Christians fail to realise
is that not only does Charity begin at
home, it also ends nearby in the British
Heart Foundation shop. Yes, buy a Big
Issue, but only one, and haggle for it;
wear poppies and Aids Awareness rib-

bons, which can usu-
ally be picked up for
free these days; refrain
from criticising 'Do
They Know It's
Christmas?'; smile
approvingly when
one of your house-
mates plays it. Be
unequivocally vocal
in declaring to the
world that you are a
CHARITABLE INDIVIDUAL WHO
CARES. 

But don't overdo it. Nothing is more
irritating than a showy, self-righteous,
'look at me I'm doing-good' do-gooder.
As Aristotle would say if he hadn't been
dead for two-and-a-half millennia, the
key is to strike a balance between the
excess of self-righteousness and the
deficiency of tight-fistedness. Hence
'self-fistedness' is truly a virtue, what-
ever the law has to say about it. I here-
by offer you this model for a day in the
life of a CHARITABLE INDIVIDUAL.
Let's call him Hugo.

Hugo (let's call him) gets up, break-
fasts on a couple of Romanian babies
(adopted, sautéed), and then sets out
into the streets of Coventry, distributing
cans of dog food among such beggars
as are accompanied by menacing
Alsatians, while giving to the others a
firm handshake and an assurance that 'I
thank God I be not like unto thou,
wretched specimen of human degrada-

tion that thou art'. Hugo walks to cam-
pus, so as to appreciate more fully the
plight of those who have to walk ten
miles for a drink of water (like on that
Oxfam advert, which by the way
always prompts Hugo to think very
seriously about the plight of 'develop-
ing' countries, unless he changes the
channel). Hugo is an Arts student, so
after ninety seconds on campus he
catches the bus home. Hugo switches
on the television; it's that Oxfam advert;
Hugo changes the channel. Hugo eats a
tin of tuna-friendly dolphin for dinner,
making sure to empathise with the dol-
phin beforehand. Hugo sexes up his
bitch and reminds her that there are less
fortunate girls in the world, which she
seems to have forgotten lately. Hugo
holds the door open for his bitch on her
way out. Hugo writes articles in which
he passes on his moral wisdom to oth-
ers. Everyone reads his work and emu-
lates him in a slavish manner. Utopia
ensues. [Hugo snores gently].

HHuuggoo  FFiittcchh doesn't like to talk about his work for charidee

The impossible
cost was the
equivalent of two
pounds fifty

Bloody nose day
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Validate your life
CCoouurrtteennaayy  LLeewwiiss re-assesses our privileged status

Rachel Stroud


