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A Pastime by Natasha Zan TS
 

And within the smallest interval of time, a second, an instant, All seemed to change. 
Our eyes marveled at the bright and ever glowing sun, that we now realize is forever
distant, 
The fresh air that awakes our senses today feels ever so strange. 
Our hands are unable to grasp the great, grand glowing past, now so out of range. 
 
Rage, fear, loss, the darkness slowly consumes the strongest of spirits. 
Lives were going to be explored, new days awaited to be conquered and seized, As
the generation about to enter adulthood, and the life they hoped would be exquisite, 
Full of dreams to fuffil, is now filled with an uncertainty not yet appeased 
As we slowly come to terms with the truest word we know: Prohibit. 
 
Friends, family members, mothers so close yet so far have yet to be seen . 
Will we remember those faces, the souls that have left us? 
Will we be saved, to honor the legacy of those who leave theirs in our hands, now ever
so clean? 
Will we learn form our suffering, from the mistakes made in our past and learn to trust 
That all doesn't seem to change, but will have after this quarantine. 
 
It could be a star, that guides us to a better future, to a safer, more united time, Or
rather a war that divides us, with no alliances, and more devastating than ever. Is
there compassion, solidarity, amongst all those affected by this biological crime ? 
Some born only to survive with no water nor food, robbed of their freedom by the
aggressor,
 As normality and serenity are redefined. 
 
Humans that know sacrifice amongst all, soldiers on the front line, fighting to push
back, 
Now rarely see the sun, dueling with the noble army before and after the moon
appears, 
Seeking to bandage the penetrated soldiers on the battle field, themselves ready to
attack. 
Blue faced, they are unable to smile at those on their way to where the sky is clear. 
Mothers, fathers, angels here to save our future and keep it on the right track. 
 
Scary, unsettling times, our minds are consumed by the enemy, 
It is light, hope, soap, that will help our ethos stay alive. 
Look into your soul, and find energy and empathy
Appreciate the lungs that you fill with air, the legs that allow you to thrive,
And the invader will be blinded by our courage and integrity. 
 
Within the smallest interval of time, a second, an instant, 
All seemed to change, and all has.
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Lockdown by Christian Kouadio TS
 

My life has never before been still,
Still like a post watching bystanders pass and go,
Go from point A to point B,
Point B to point A again, so close.
 
Submerged by the Tokyo crowd
Hoping to escape the solitude,
But still invisible no matter the loud
Voices I express from being secluded.
 
The single pale leaf from the mighty tree
Struggling to stay attached to the branch.
It would be better to let it fall in the sea
Where the current will transport him.
 
My life has never before been still,
Still like a post watching bystanders pass and go,
Go from point A to point B,
Point B to point A again, so close.
 
Pretending was the only thing to do,
The gazes could never reach my heart,
Those same eyes looking into my mind
But I still wish I could see them before the wind blew.
 
I used to see a bright summer morning
Now I only see the sun set light
Yellow, indicating the end of the evening.
My eyes seem to not accept what happened that night.
My days are expressing a monotone atmosphere,
Blinding me from the circumstances.
To accept would be to forget.
 
Pretending felt a little less lonely than reality
The solitude I tried to hide manifested more
As I hear every second, every step, every breathing
I can only listen to the friendly wind whispering more
Confused from my own feelings
Maybe this pretention turned into reality long ago
Maybe this hollowness left long ago
But now it is too late to go back to the same morning
light
All this because of a pandemic.
 
My days will always remain like a Sunday
Waking up to a mountain of papers to attend to
Working for the early morning bread of the next day
Eating the same edibles, easy to do
As I lose myself in the Japanese otaku way
I fall into a slumber at night to avoid the memory 
Sometimes wishing it to be everlasting
 
I wish for the cycle to be erased.
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Corona Time Sadness by Eleni Nikolantou

 

As life was paused unexpectedly

There are many things I miss

And I sat reminiscing sadly

Into the abyss

 

We were smiling

We were laughing

We were hugging

We were kissing

 

From the Stupendous spring rolls of China

To the Lush Lebanese Shawarma

From the Juicy Japanese Teriyaki

To the Greek Tasty Tzatziki

 

Walking in crowded malls

Just like in a field of sunflowers

Shouting in the school halls

Gazing at the mighty Michelangelo Towers 

 

Melting in my Melancholy

I wait, I hope anxiously 

 

Lana del Rey once sang summertime sadness.

But instead, class of 2020 got corona time sadness.
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LOCKDOWN by Khalidou BA (TS)

 

The walls are getting closer and closer,

The curtains wont shut any longer. 

For some reason the sun shining. 

The animals are dancing

And the eco system back normal.

It makes us wonder who’s the true virus

Covid or Humans? As horrid it can be

We must continue to flee, in our houses

Towards our beloved spouses,

As mankind has made another mistake.

 

Has the undying, never ending search for success

That has blazed a track through nature, 

And become the light of our future

Caused this pandemic and filled our hearts with regrets?

 

We are in lockdown,

And most of us feel down.

How does society continue whilst we are isolated?

The world has come to a halt, and some are alienated

But nature is blooming and

The earth healing so,

We should withstand this a little more.
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Ouch! By Emmanuelle Mphuthi TL

 

Every morning, as the pale sunshine seeps

Into the rooms of the house where she sleeps

I awake, the new day welcome but dreaded

Dreaded because I know where it is headed. 

 

Oh how I wish things would revert to how they were, 

When she’d barely glance my way as she’d hurry to work, 

When the weight her bones were but a distant memory,

When she still had someplace else to scurry-

To. Two words only can describe my suffering 

“Big Bum”, I think every time I hear her coming.

 

She makes herself comfortable as I wince and I sway, 

Hoping my screeching sounds will draw her away.

The warmth of her glutus maximus is of no reconciliation, 

As she sits on me for hours, her bum an abomination. 

 

Quarantine has made us inseparable, 

As she uses me to complete her work as fast as she is able. 

I groan and moan but this serves no purpose, 

Because she sees me as I am, a yellow chair whose surface 

Is made to rest on. I cursed the day Cyril called upon a

lockdown,

Because now we will forever be one.
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IPS By Elisabeth Stas

 

I mustn't complain.

This is the best case

Situation for the worst case

Scenario, I may be going insane

 

But, above lays a roof,

I have a bed on which I

may rest, to fill me, pie.

I should be bulletproof

 

Others have a responsibility to be fierce.

 

The medics who no longer wonder

if. But when.

The artists whose child

may end up homeless

 

And through the thunder,

They fight for survival again.

And again. and again. and smiled.

Smiled as they don their battle dress.

 

Others have a responsibility to be fierce.

            

Meanwhile, those who possess the power

To stop millions of deaths, cower

Behind a deity, in a tower

“These

deaths are inevitable”

 

“She

will crumble without rush-hour”

You dictate the rules to the creator

If you cannot change them, this is zero-hour:

Your death is inevitable.


