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SCAR IS A MARK LEFT ON THE SKIN AFTER A 
wound or an injury has healed. This defini-

tion likely comes to mind first and foremost in 
any reflection on scars. The scars we see, the 
marks left on our bodies bearing witness to past 
experiences, are likely to remind us of injuries 
we have suffered, and may even have the power 
of vividly bringing us back into their place of 
origin. A number of thin lines on my shin, for 
example, testify to the danger of stairs; or scars 
on my knee, they are reminders of childhood 
accidents; yes, even the faint mark on my toe 
tells a story. The nature of scars, it seems, is that 
they are visible, they have the ability of pointing 
back to a painful experience. Yet at the same 
time, and crucially, they are a sign of healing, of 
having fully overcome the injury ? they tell a 
story that lies in the past. 

There is, however, yet another way of thinking 
about scars: the scars of trauma. What I mean by 
this term I cannot explain, for finding a defini-
tion to capture the ambiguity, fluidity, and in-
stability of the scars of trauma seems impossible. 
They can be visible scars on the body, of the 
kind described above; yet ultimately, it is not 
the physical, bodily marks in themselves, but the 
invisible scars to which they point that is of con-
cern to me when speaking of the scars of 
trauma. The scars of trauma are within us, aim-
ing to cover up grief and sorrow, anguish and 
despair; they are hidden from outsiders and at 
the same time all too easily hidden from our-
selves. For it is the essence of sorrow to hide, 
sometimes even deceive. Sorrow is reserved, 
silent, solitary, and seeks to retire to itself, yet it 

continues to live on in the depths of ourselves, 
gradually turning into an invisible scar. As the 
Danish philosopher Søren K ierkegaard writes: 
?the need for sorrow to break through, to what-
ever extent it may on occasion have expressed 
itself, ceases to exist; the exterior is calm and 
composed, and deep inside, sorrow lives like a 
well- guarded prisoner in an underground cell, 
where it spends year after year in its monoto-
nous movement, walking back and forth in its 
by- chamber.? The scars of trauma, regardless of 
how deeply hidden they are from ourselves and 
others, and how well the wound is covered by 
them, should however not deceive us to think 
that the process of healing has been completed ? 
for the scars never cease of having the potential 
of being ripped open, turning once again into a 
gaping wound. 

The scars we see, the visible marks on our body, 
point towards a wound or injury that has healed, 
an experience that has passed. The scars of 
trauma, however, regardless of how deeply hid-
den, how inconceivable they may be to both 
outsiders and oneself, point towards a wound 
that can never heal, that can never be fully over-
come, a wound that can start bleeding at any 
given moment in time. The nature of scars is 
paradoxical ? the scars we can see are wounds 
that have healed and are no longer a part of us, 
while the scars that are invisible are wounds that 
are forcefully and permanently present, always 
part of our identity. It is that which is hidden, 
that which is invisible, to which we ought to di-
rect our attention to; for although the visible 
scars on our body necessarily form a part of us, 
it is what we cannot see, the scars of trauma, and 
the way in which we engage with them, that 
makes up our identity, our being, and our true 
selves. ?

THE POOR PRINT
Scars
Pia Regensburger

A I always think it?s getting better
But then something triggers a memory:

A phrase or photo in my mind,
Then the shockwaves retaliate.

M onths of progress gone to waste,
Or just trying to move on in haste?
Is this how I?m supposed to heal?
If only I could hear how you feel!

M y deepest desires long for before
Truly yearning for nothing more

Tides of hunger flooding the shore
Pounding swells but it?s a locked door.

Far too late to retrace my steps
These scars are all I kept

And then my former fears, I wept.
Resolved to brace up timidly

But how can I continue
When I am ruined?

Tormented by every distraction,
Pulsating at each interaction.

Sitting still slumped over a desk
Or on the sofa, crowded around,

Simon and Garfunkel stir, resound.
But there is no Bridge for me.

Darkness comes, it destroys.
Except these cruel souvenirs

Of now-estranged joys
Survive churning out tears.

O Collopy

Forever  Par t 
of M e

The sky is cloud, our breaths are mist.
I sink my teeth into purple lips

And make an incision. He plunges a fist
Of lupin bulb into the soil?s dark skin.
The ground is hard (September now),

So things don?t want to enter in,
But he shows me the way to twist my hips,

Lean into the hilt of the plastic spade,
And slit the earth. This is how.
If done our way, a hole is made.

We are efficient, without word.
The silence is our concentration.

?Dinner?s ready!? has long been heard,
But M other does not understand

That there are bigger things at play,
Things to bury, things at hand,

This man my closest male relation.
Like father, like son, or so they say,

Bonding tighter than leaves in books,
Two crouched bisectors of grass blades.
With hands on hips, we proudly look
And smile at all the scars we?ve made.

Siddiq Islam
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I searched my body for scars
Figured I?d write about how I got them

Take a flight down memory lane
Talk about how I fought through the pain

Proudly flex my badge of honour
From that one time I climbed a tower

Or something ...

I don?t have any
Scars, I don?t have any scars

At least no major ones
N one worth sharing

N othing for show and tell

See, I was a sheltered kid.

The world was too dangerous for childish ad-
ventures

I?m the only one they had, I couldn?t afford to 
go splat

Damn ? that was a shitty rhyme
Kinda grotesque too

N o, but really though
You didn?t wanna fuck me up

Fair.

You shielded me from the falls of play
The sticks, the stones, told me not to be afraid

Sorry I sound so cliché
But

You don?t understand that your words ?
They sting the same

Your tongue slashes at my soul
H atred for each other festers in my being

You deny that the blame rests on my psyche
You deny that I am the prison of your marriage

You deny that your lies are scars on my 
conscience

I have no scars.
I have no scars on my body.

Ayomikun Bolaj i

I  Have
No ScarsWord Search

Ayomikun Bolaj i
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ELLO THERE! MY NAME?S BEARY, ONE OF 
the giant teddy bears who hang out in the 

JCR ? I?m the brown one; my purple counterpart is  
John Henry. As The Poor Print?s self- anointed 
agony aunt, I?m here to help you with any troubles 
you?re facing. Please send me your college (or general) 
worries, and I?ll help you find a solution. To submit a 
question, just email thepoorprint@oriel.ox.ac.uk 
with ?Dear Beary? in the subject line.

Of course, if you?d prefer to remain anonymous ? and 
I encourage naming no names; we don?t want any beef 
here ? just drop a note with your concern for me in one 
of the editors? pidges in the Porter?s Lodge (names are 
available below). And please do: I need a nice hobby in 
my twilight years!

Please do remember that old Beary here has had no for-
mal welfare training, so if you have a more serious issue 
to raise, please reach out to our beloved JCR Welfare 
Officers (Rose Hickman and Tom Szwarcer) and 
MCR Welfare Secretary (Gabe Calvo), or get in 
touch with the Peer Supporters, the Welfare Deans 
(Marta Bielinska and Dan Brennan), the Chaplain 
(Rob Wainwright), or the College Nurse.

And now, for the matter at hand:

1. D ear Beary, I  just kissed m y fr iend and it  
felt  weird so I  ran away ? what do I  do???

There is a mature way to approach this. M aybe 
you feel a little confused right now, so you 
should take the time to process what happened. 
What is your heart saying right now? Try and 
express your feelings to a different friend you 
trust to see whether you can articulate it.

Once you have processed your emotions, think 
about what you want to do with the situation. 
Do you want this friendship to progress into 
something else or to progress into just a friend-
ship? You should probably communicate this 
straight- forwardly to your friend ASAP. Don?t 
leave them in the dark.

Best of luck!

2. D ear Beary, can you cut a potato with a 
potato?

I want to suggest using a sharper object to cut 
your potatoes. Potential items include knives, 
wood- coping saws, megalodon teeth, the fin-
gernails you sometimes find in samosas you buy 
from dodgy restaurants, Siddiq Islam?s jawline, 
etc., etc.

Trying to cut a potato with a potato will likely 
end with a smushed potato, not a cut potato.

3. D ear Beary, you are witnessing a trolley 
that is hur t l ing down a track towards five 
people strapped to the track. N ext to you is 
a person who, i f you push onto the tracks, 
would die but stop the trolley from  kil l ing 
the others. Is i t  m ore m oral to push the 
m an or to let som eone else deal with the 
trolley problem ?

M ore trolley problems? Ugh ...

To the original trolley problem, people may 
usually respond that they would pull a lever to 
kill one man on the tracks instead of five men, 
but that once it becomes a matter of pushing 
someone onto the track, they would be more 
hesitant because it becomes a more direct form 
of murder. Given this, I think most people 
would be even less likely to push the man now 
that there is the chance that someone else might 
come and solve their problem for them. They 
would rather be a bystander.

But I?m a cold muh fuh who str8 up don?t give a 
sheet so I would pull up n wack that mofo onto 
the train trax. ?
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Here are the upcoming Poor Print issues
and themes for this term:

I ssue 83 ? BRAIN S
Submissions by 6 N ovember (Sunday, 5th week)

I ssue 84 ? REFLECT ION
Submissions by 20 N ovember (Sunday, 7th week)

These themes are intended merely as suggestions:
feel free to interpret them however you like,

or ignore them entirely if you wish!

If you?d like to contribute (please do!)
you can submit your piece using the online form

(find it under ?Send a submission!? on our website),
or to thepoorprint@oriel.ox.ac.uk by email.
Feel free to reach out with any questions, too.

Any member of college can contribute ? we want the 
paper to be as representative of Oriel as possible.

And, as you can see from the pieces in this issue, we 
accept contributions in all kinds of formats and genres.

We look forward to your submissions!

UNIVERSI T Y CHALLENGE

[NB: Spoilers ahead!]

Oriel?s University Challenge team, comprising five 
talented JCR and MCR members, went up on TV 
against Christ?s College, Cambridge, on Tuesday 25 
October. Despite successfully answering questions on 
moles and artonymous Italian painters, among others, 
and taking the lead through most of the match, Oriel 
were sadly pipped to the post 130?150 by a resurgent 
Christ?s team. The good news, though, is that we are 

currently the third-highest-scoring losing team ? there is 
still every chance of more episodes to come! 

UPCOM IN G ISSUES

AVIS?S WORK, WH ICH  WAS EXH IBITED AT

the David Zwirner around this time last 
year, is still especially ground- breaking today. 
Davis prematurely died in 2015 at the age of 32, 
but his work focused on the reframing of what it 
means to be black. H is piece The Year of the 
Coxswain captures the artful blend of genera-
tional, cultural and personal ?black experience?. 
He draws many parallels to African mythology 
and spirituality while capturing more contem-
porary black experiences with which he is more 
familiar.

This piece by Davis was a direct translation from 
Egyptian mythology, inspired by the god Osiris; 
parallels are drawn from the exploration of the 
?concept of rebirth and the judgement of the 
dead?. Osiris brought civilisation to humanity 
but was drowned and dismembered by his 
brother. H is wife Isis revived him temporarily to 
conceive their son Horus. Unable to survive, 
Osiris became the first mummy and king of the 

underworld. An exciting relationship is created 
between Osiris?s fate and the ?contemporary 
black experience?. Similar to Osiris, part of the 
modern black experience is the navigation of self 
and community after a betrayal and dismember-
ing (of a race); it also explores a ?happier? love re-
lationship between Osiris and Isis, mirroring the 
rise of confidence and camaraderie, and affection 
present in various black communities. Davis 
successfully achieves his goal of ?painting black 
people in normal scenarios? outside the motifs of 
guns and drugs. H is work creates a moody, 
emotionally rich atmosphere. M ore contem-
porarily, the Year of the Coxswain can be 
viewed as a procession, with this idea being 
backed up by its palettes of blues, greens, and 
purples. Davis took inspiration from ancient 
Egyptian art, much of which was painted or 
etched on the exterior of wooden coffins.

In his painting, a contrast is developed through 
his use of perspective. Ancient Egyptian art (like 

much of ancient narrative art) disregards per-
spective, creating flat, linear images. Davis be-
gins by changing this; he modernises the story of 
Osiris by introducing an angled leading line 
throughout the painting ? the coffin. This cre-
ates a dynamic in the painting and presents an 
area that the audience can view. With the an-
cient sarcophagus creating a theatrical perfor-
mance, Davis?s painting starts an interactive per-
formance, allowing the viewer to look in from 
below. H is use of ?dry paint application? creates 
delicate, sensual figures that create a magical, 
surreal environment in which these everyday 
scenarios exist. Davis?s works present different 
approaches to paint and surface, but a thematic, 
conceptual link can be made through all of 
them. 

N oah Davis was an amazing painter and story-
teller. I urge you to explore his works and col-
laborations with the likes of Kahlil Joseph. ?

Editor?s note: You can view Davis?s painting
The Year of the Coxswain and find out more here:

https://studiomuseum.org/collection-item/
year-coxswain

David Akanj i

Noah Davis:
Reshaping Scars
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N THIS COLUMN, THE POOR PRIN T  WILL 
interview various people around college to find 

out more about their everyday lives. In this issue, Evie 
Sharp speaks with one of the new additions to Oriel?s 
team of friendly porters. Carlos Giménez tells her 
about his favourite places, activities and memories.

1. What is your favour ite pub in Oxford?

Well, to be honest, it?s the Four Candles ?  
don?t ask me why.

2. What?s your m ost m em orable m om ent 
so far at Or iel?

It was my first weekend here. I was very ner-
vous, but I felt so lucky that everyone wel-
comed me so well, and everyone helped me. It 
was also when all the freshers came in for the 
first time, as I?ve only worked here since 
August.

3. What?s your favour ite place in Oxford 
and why?

To be honest, I like the canal. I like to walk 
there once or twice a week and listen to some 
music. I?m listening to all kinds of music ? I 
love classic music. One of my favourite singers 
is Whitney Houston. If I have a bad day, I just 
have to listen to Whitney Houston. After lis-
tening to just one of her songs I feel better. M y 
favourite one is ?When You Believe? ? I won?t 
sing it for you ?

4. What are your go- to act ivit ies for a day 
off?

I try to go to the gym and do sports. I also like 
to visit my friends who live in Birmingham and 
London. That?s what I?m doing on Tuesday! I 
try to keep in touch and socialise.

5. Where are you from ?

I?m from Valencia in Spain. I moved to the UK 
11 years ago and I couldn?t speak a word of 
English. I used to work for 10 years as a restau-
rant manager in Spain where I had other staff 
members who would speak English to cus-
tomers, but I couldn?t. So, one day I said, ?I 
need to change this.? I moved to the UK and 
taught myself English by reading English books 
and watching English movies with, and then 
without, subtitles. N ow I can only watch Eng-
lish movies! One of my Spanish friends today 
said they couldn?t understand me! ?

Evie Sharp

An Interview 
With ...

I

Here?s a summary of sports fixtures involving Oriel teams that took place in the first two weeks of term:

1st Week

2nd Week

OR I EL SPORT S BULLET IN

Sport Team Event Versus Result POT M

N etball Division 1 League M atch N ew 10?9, N ew M ya Onyett

N etball Division 1 League M atch Balliol 9?7, Balliol Amy Buttice

Rugby IXV League M atch Queen?s and 
M agdalen 22?10, Oriel Peter Williams

GAIN , HEADLIN ES HAVE BEEN  FILLED WITH  
reports of the ?extreme? tactics of envi-

ronmental protesters due to the actions of a cou-
ple of soup- spewing youths. For some reason 
(beyond what I can fathom as rational), this 
event appears to have horrified some people 
more than the collapse of life on earth, which is 
what the protesters are trying to prevent. There 
is nothing more harrowing than the facts about 
the future we face, and if scientists are not being 
listened to, what must it take to shake us out of 
our stupor? The consequences of the climate 
crisis are unimaginable. N one of the horrors hu-
manity has yet suffered, great as they are, even 
hints at the scale of what we now face. So, if you 
find yourself shocked by some spilled soup, per-
haps a reality check is in order.

While cultural nescience is abhorred, ecological 
nescience is defended with a force field of op-
pressive law. As Van Gogh himself said, ?it is not 
the language of painters but the language of

nature which one should listen to?. We should 
take this as a warning, in a world where locking 
or glueing yourself to another protester, or to 
any other object, subjects you to a 51-week sen-
tence (twice that of common assault), a world 
where we are not listening to the earth, the 
youth or the facts. Perhaps we should rethink 
who the real criminals are. Why, we must ask 
ourselves, would young people jeopardise their 
liberty and future life prospects in this way, if 
not to preclude a greater harm to both. And as 
for the painting, I want the same crucial protec-
tions it bears to extend to planet Earth, without 
which there is no art, no culture, and no life.

Perhaps even more terrifying than outright cli-
mate deniers are those that proclaim, from a 
comfortable distance, ?I support their cause, but 
not their methods?. To you, I have nothing to 
say other than to please read what M artin 
Luther K ing Jr. had to say about such
mindsets. ?

Anna Bar tlett (JCR Environment Officer )

Why Do We Care More 
About Van Gogh?s 
Sunflowers Than Real Ones?

On the juxtaposition of sentiments toward the preservation of a canvas versus the preservation 
of our planet, and a message to those who disagree with the Just Stop Oil protesters

A

Sport Team Event Versus Result POT M

N etball Division 2 League M atch Exeter 9?3, Oriel Ellie Thomson

Rugby IXV Cuppers (RD1) Exeter 36?26, Oriel Jack Salvesen

Football Oriel 1 Cuppers (RD1) Univ 7?1, Oriel N/A
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