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o here we go ? after months of staying at 

home, staying alert, and preferably both, 

we?re back. Back in our little term- time homes 

away from home. For some, the change will be 

less jarring than for others. After all, lockdown is 

excellent training for the monastic lifestyle that 

characterises the modern pandemic hermit, es-

pecially for those who cannot usually stroll out 

into a few acres of garden when the walls are 

closing in. All the same, not everyone is cut out 

for the cloister. As we move back to university, 

we must remember that we will need a comfort-

able home where, even in our government-

mandated seclusion, we can weather the pres-

sures of academic life. If the last pandemic-

ridden six months have shown us anything 

(apart from the utter incompetence of human 

beings), it?s how important our home is to our 

general wellbeing and sanity.

We have returned ? home sweet home! ? and 

our first challenge will be to make sure that it is 

indeed sweet enough to help us live through an-

other term. At least, in a medieval monastery, 

the monks and nuns would have been able to 

move between their cells, the church, the refec-

tory, the scriptorium, the herb garden and 

whatnot. But with most forms of social contact 

proscribed, our access to halls and libraries is se-

verely restricted, and any outdoor walks depend 

heavily on clement autumn weather. So one of 

the first things to do is to make sure the place 

where we live and work does not turn sour on 

us. In practice, this might mean keeping some 

separation even in the limited space our homes 

offer ? one place for work, one place for rest and 

sleep. It?s a fairly simple start to not going mad.

In the same way, while our home may be our 

COVID- secure castle, what?s important is not 

that we pull up the drawbridge, let down the 

portcullis, and hope that the virus soon aban-

dons the siege. The key thing is to make it a cas-

tle in which we can withstand any siege. 

Enough lighting, photos and personal objects, 

comfortable places to sit, ample snack provision, 

and the occasional shrubbery can do wonders. 

And if all of this does not work, there is no 

shame at all in asking others for help, either in 

person or online. N ow, of all times, is the mo-

ment to create a friendly environment that will 

support us regardless of the physical limitations 

of our locked-down existence.

In short, home is where the heart is. (The 

Home Office, of course, did not get the 

memo.) U ltimately, it?s not even so much a 

question of creating a comfortable home for 

ourselves ? it?s above all a question of being 

comfortable in our mind, the one place we can 

never truly leave. Professional advice on this 

comes from the 11th- century Book of Encourage-

ment by the monk Goscelin of Saint- Bertin: 

??M y cell is so narrow?, you may say, but oh, 

how wide is the sky!? The art of the hermit, we 

might infer, is to never forget to keep an eye on 

the sky. And so, as the proverb says, there?s no 

place like home. Home is a state of mind. In 

these trying times, make sure that your mind is 

a place where you can stay alert, stay safe, and 

stay sane.?
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No Place L ike Home

had intended to write about language, twisting together the various strands of my degree and 

eclectic personal interests into a modern monstrosity that reads as if it had been processed 

through the digestive system of a very sick cat. Coy, cryptic sideways-glances at complex philosophi-

cal concepts with impressive institutional pedigrees, with any lapse in understanding elegantly erased 

by an unprecedented connection to the delightfully esoteric. The faint crackle of interdisciplinary 

fission, the electric stillness just before Creation, so tantalisingly suggestive of incipient intellectual 

re- invention, blinding, brilliant: the tough-shelled walnut of all life?s katzenjammer smashed open in 

one inexorable stroke. 

However, I then realised that the concentration of people in Oxford who might know what I?m pre-

tending at talking about is far too high. Safety in obscurity: this is an afternoon?s idle traipse down a 

hitherto-forgotten alley of my GCSE Art research.

HOME W I TH I N A HOME W I TH I N A HOME, D O H O SUH

The polyester was an unbearable lightness. The soles of his feet cracked and weeping,

hardly able to stand the shirt sticking to his back; breath rasping 

with the thick black tang of ram?s blood, the first sacrifice of the day.

Twelve years in the desert: he has shed his hair, his teeth, and now his skin 

when he peels back the gauze- light fabric, comes away almost intact.

K itsch is an ugly word in any language. This had pricked at him,

a grain of sand in an open sore, but sometimes these dissonances  

creep like waif- thin schoolchildren to the edges of the city in the great famine of 1958

teeth gleaming fever-frenzied as they tore the bark from the trees under the cover of night;

sometimes all there is to eat is bitterness. 

In the distance, dust devils rise in shimmers in the desert air, great sheets of gauze

stretched taut over the empty frames of displacement. The children had grown

like trees through a chain-link fence: the old madness fused deep into their bones

but for the ache when the winter chills veins their shrunken limbs blue.

If he thinks now of their bleeding fingers bleeding gums, he can forgive them.

UPCOM IN G ISSUES

As the coronavirus pandemic continues, The Poor 

Print will publish online issues, and we hope these 

will be available in print as much as possible. 

The editors hope that we can provide an outlet for 

creativity in this difficult time. Stay tuned for our 

commission posts!  

Meanwhile, you can read The Poor Print online, at 
www.thepoorprint.com, where you will find all of 

our previous and future issues, as well as pieces not 

shown in the print editions.

Fanxi L iu

CALL FOR EDIT ORS

The Poor Print is looking for enthusiastic, motivated 
editors to join the editorial team. If you're interested, 

please send us an email at 
thepoorprint@oriel.ox.ac.uk or message us on our 

Facebook page!

?Dear  Beary...?
Beary M cBear face

eary McBearface, treasured Oriel mascot and 

JCR staple, is here to help you with your 

troubles. In this column, Beary will attempt to find 

solutions to your little college worries; trust him, he's 

seen it all. All you need to do is email 

thepoorprint@oriel.ox.ac.uk with the subject line 'Dear 

Beary' , and if you're lucky your problem will be solved 

in our next issue.

Of course, if you'd like to remain anonymous ? and 

Beary encourages naming no names, we don't want 

any beef here ? just drop a note with your Beary 

concern to one of the editors' pidges. And please do, 

Beary needs a hobby in his twilight years.

[If you're really struggling, or if your problem contains 

sensitive information, be aware that Beary has received 

no formal Welfare training; please message Lewis 

Knight and Abigail Phillips, our beloved Welfare 

Officers, or the peer supporters, for more information, or 

get in touch with the Welfare Deans or the College 

Nurse.]

1) D ear Beary, term  has barely star ted and 

we've got beef in our household already. 

What do I  do? 

I mean, you've got lots of choices. The world is 

so big, it wouldn't hurt if a few people decided 

to loath each other forever. But of course, since 

you guys are stuck together for the foreseeable 

future, it might be worth having honest chats to 

try to sort things out. 

2) D ear Beary, m y household m ates are 

com plaining about m e br inging fr iends 

over. What do I  do?

Some people are more fearless than others, and 

it's reasonable for them to be worried about their 

own health. R isks aside, you might want to 

think about whether you value these friends 

more than those in your household. If you want 

to think one step ahead, refer to the previous 

answer.

3) D ear Beary, does College running a fire 

dr i l l  m ean social distancing doesn't  actually 

m atter? 

Of course not! Safety from coronavirus is 

important, but so is fire safety. You've got brains, 

you can work this one out.

M y Absent Fingers

Siddiq Islam

The numb, stale air and the spiders? feet,

Cannot disrupt this human flour,

This dead snow, this organic sleet

That softens the shelves where it starts to 

flower,

And my absent fingers cannot sweep

The dust from where the spiders sleep,

N or the dust off the troops who, without 

bookend,

Are made to kneel, by weight shoved down.

Their chapters sigh as their covers bend.

?You left them dying,? the spiders frown,

But my absent fingers cannot stack

And realign each paperback.

Through blinds deserted at half-drawn,

While mould and moth destroy their weave,

Each violent dusk, each piercing dawn

Ignites the bookshelves that I leave,

And my absent fingers can?t shut out

The flame of day nor the chill of night.

And you, my love, lie still, at rest,

While the spiders? footsteps invade your skin.

I was not there to dust your chest ?

M y absent fingers let them in.
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St. Anthony in the Wilderness
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 hen the coronavirus pandemic first hit the 

UK in M arch, I hastily left the country 

and returned home. M y family decided that I 

should quarantine for fourteen days. During 

those days, I was confined to one room, where I 

would eat, work, and sleep, and one bathroom 

which no one else would use. In those extraordi-

nary times, ?home? took on a new meaning. It 

was not a supportive place where I would leave 

and return to, but rather the sole place I could be 

at. 

It is easy to take home for granted, until ? as 

other things that may be taken for granted ? it 

morphs into something new, something un-

recognisable; then, the comfort of old vanishes. 

It is then when the contingent nature of those 

things can no longer be ignored. Indeed, it is a 

privilege for me to have a room at home to quar-

antine in, so that my family and I are safe but 

also as close to each other as possible. It is a privi-

lege that I could have my meals delivered to me 

every day. This was possible because my family 

did not have to worry about living space or fi-

nances ? a contingent state of things.

Recognising this contingency helps nurture grat-

itude and a sense of responsibility. We keep our 

homes clean and tidy, not only because we don?t 

want to live in a dirty and messy environment, 

but also because it is our homes that we are look-

ing after. Home is unique, but it is also fragile. It 

cannot do without its inhabitants, and vice versa. 

This bond between us and our homes admits of 

no foreign interference; it is ours to maintain and 

ours to defend.

Jan Palach perhaps shared this sentiment when 

he set himself on fire on 16 January 1969, pass-

ing away after three days of hospitalisation. He 

was a university student from Czechoslovakia 

during the years of ?unfreedom?, as the period of 

Communist rule is known in the country. 

Palach wanted to mobilize his people to fight 

against oppression, and he wanted his fellow stu-

dents not to repeat his actions, but to stay alive 

and stay in the fight.

Palach?s funeral became a massive anti- regime 

demonstration. It reignited resistance against So-

viet oppression and aroused society from its sub-

missiveness after a previous Soviet invasion. Un-

fortunately, despite Palach?s intentions, more 

people followed his path. By April 1969, 26 

more people had attempted immolation and 

seven of them had perished. The Museum of 

Communism in Prague proclaims, ?the heroism 

of these martyrs significantly hastened the fall of 

the [Communist] regime?. In 1989, Palach Week 

was held in Prague, a series of demonstrations 

which preceded the ultimate fall of the Commu-

nists in the same year after the Velvet 

Revolution.

Twenty years after Palach?s self- immolation, it 

was said that ?people could sense the end of 

Communism in the air from early in the year?. 

Yet, twenty years earlier, the situation could 

hardly be worse. The liberalising trends of the 

Prague Spring in 1968 were ended by the Soviet 

invasion of Czechoslovakia. The reformist leader 

of Czechoslovakia Alexander Dub?ek was ex-

pelled from the Communist party, and tens of 

thousands of Soviet troops remained in Czecho-

slovakia until the regime fell.

Home is a place that its inhabitants never surren-

der. We do not tend to our homes because we 

know it can be done, but because it is what we 

do. We may leave home from time to time, but 

we always return. We carry on day by day. 

Home may bring us joy or despair; hope or 

dread; security or fear. But it never ceases to be 

ours and ours alone.

Palach would have been comforted by the fact 

that his actions did contribute to the toppling of 

the Communists. It was possible because people 

persevered for twenty years after him. H is death 

did not plunge people into despair; he dragged 

them from it. 

By giving up their very lives, those who self-

immolated gave the strongest rallying cry to save 

their home. As we mourn the fallen, it is our re-

sponsibility to heed their calling, to continue 

what they started. After all, we share a home 

with them, and our goals are aligned. Defending 

our home is difficult ? yet it is our duty. Success 

may never come, but it might also come sooner 

than anyone expected. Our 

mandate is to carry on. ?

There is a Place for  You
M ar tin Yip

W

Old Fr iends 
Anonymous

we were, if I might say,

a match made in hell.

fiery passions of youthful ignorance,

of grandiose ambition, pure chaos, recklessness

the oblivion of nights without ends.

we existed, always, solely,

on borrowed time.

this infatuation comes without warning, fleeting, like a gush of wind,

amidst the sweltering summer heat - potential pursuits spanning continents across 
oceans, across cities of dreaming spires much bigger than ourselves.

we are drawn to each other like moths to a flame,

like a collision waiting to happen,

too much of the same thing, in the same way,

both good and bad

both terrible, and brilliant

as we are as people.

visions of a future beyond the walls of these hallowed institutions

remain virtually non-existent,

because our interactions

always come with a co-signed, pre-requisite,

expiry date but;

baby, it makes perfect sense that we should only want to live in the present.

when October arrives we will bid adieu,

perhaps with unfinished business,

and his charming smile that I?ll continue to think about for years.

we will bid goodbye,

but I am certain it will not be forever,

for we will meet again, as old friends.

Old friend,

Old flame,

him and I are the same, same old,

same old.

Stretch!, by Monim Wains
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