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There will be a day when you wake up  
and your first thought isn’t about this.

There will be a day when you open the door,  
and you walk out, without once worrying about this.

There will be a day when the thing you think about 
the most, is completely and utterly unrelated to this.

There will be a day after this one and  
the luckiest amongst us will notice it for what it is.

A Brief Reminder by Iain S. Thomas



Contents

Foreword       5

Lost in History      7

Yearning to Return      10

Is today a day? But those days are gone…   13

But Still        18

One More Poem about the Science of Sourdough Starters 20

I Miss       22

Travelling the Circle      25

These Mountains      32

The Humble Awakening     34

When Autumn Leaves     37

Start with your Heart      41

It’s Time…       44

All your Tomorrows      47

The Memory of Here and Now    49

Detail in the Blessings     53

A New Life       55

Acknowledgements      59

Image credits       60

About the contributors      61



5

Foreword
If there’s one thing that the Coronavirus pandemic has shown us, it’s 
that we – as humanity – are one. One species. On one planet. Living 
through the same global experience. The same anxieties about our 
world collapsing. The same fears about whether we will survive. And 
if we do, what our lives will be like afterwards.

Very few of us have lived through such a far-reaching event. In the 
long absence of World Wars and major pandemics, we felt relatively 
safe. Sure, there were always tragedies – wars and genocides, 
droughts and famines, small scale outbreaks of diseases – but 
nothing… nothing … on this scale. Nothing that touched the lives of 
every single human on the planet, at the same time.

And as the reality dawned upon us – country after country seeing 
rising numbers of infection, and lockdowns coming into effect one by 
one – we had to adjust to a new reality. A new normal. An acceptance 
that this virus – this global state of affairs – was serious, and we – as 
individuals, and even organised groups – could do nothing to change 
it. We could not eliminate the threat. Neither the most advanced 
military weapons, nor the combined genius of our greatest minds, 
could stop the plague that came upon us. There would be no quick 
fix. No easy way out. We were in this for the long haul.

The collection before you captures the thoughts of individuals 
from around the world during the early months of the pandemic. It 
reflects the bewilderment at the strange circumstances thrust upon 
us, the sadness of losing the way of life we took for granted, and the 
challenges of our strange new world under lockdown. But it also 
captures the immense hope and positivity gifted to us: the embracing 
of this episode as a means of necessary and positive change, and a 
means by which to better appreciate the little things we previously 
glossed over, in lives that were distracted by things we gave too 
much importance to.

In assembling this collection, we hope to provide you with some 
perspective amid the chaos. We hope that you will find some comfort 
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in these words. And, ultimately, we hope that you will leave this 
collection with a renewed sense of promise: a confidence that, despite 
the struggles, and the monumental shifts in your own circumstances 
and the world at large, everything is going to be OK.

Because…we are One.

Yacoob Manjoo 

Contributing Editor

August 2020
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Lost in History
by Poemandpage
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When we become History,
what will be remembered?

Because we’ll surely soon be 
what were once old faces in textbooks, 
swimming with inaccessible stories 
and un-relatable struggles;
teeming with moments untouched, 
leaving legacies we still stomach: 
skimmed surfaces of antiquity 
without a mouth to speak; 
moments that fell dull on dusty covers  
and dead on broken bookshelves. 

When we become History, 
what will be remembered?

When we become History, 
when they ink select stories into immortality, 
when the air we breathe 
turns the word they read, 
when today’s sky falls into tomorrow’s headline, 
when the sifting and picking at our present reality 
leaves none but easily swallowed summary;
as each day we lay the roots of trees, 
time’s axe may cut down 
the less desirable saplings, 
sunshine may only beam 
on the leaves most beautiful. 

When we become History, 
what will be remembered?

When we become History, 
and they weigh our diary pages, 
our text messages, 
and our love letters, 
against their cover stories, 
their legislation, 
and their death tolls, 
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some stories are sure to outweigh the invisible… 
some voices are sure to outshine the silent.

So again, 
I repeat
with fear for the future, 
forgotten with blindness 
to unwritten biographies, 
with hope for healing eons of erasure: 

When we become History,
what will be remembered?
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Yearning to return
by Yacoob Manjoo
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I took this picture roughly two years ago, at a time when I – like most 
others around the world – was free to visit the mosques of my city. 
This particular shot was taken after the late afternoon prayer, when 
the day is in decline, and busy-ness recedes, as we prepare to retire 
for a well-earned rest.

I’ve always loved being in mosques at this time, particularly when 
I’m alone. There’s a special atmosphere that radiates throughout the 
building – a spiritual peace and light which is unique to that time of 
day.

I can no longer experience that feeling. At least, not in such buildings.

A week ago, a growing number of mosques in Cape Town decided 
to close their doors to the public, as the reality of the Coronavirus 
increasingly dawned on South Africa’s collective consciousness. 
There were heated arguments and debates; many simply could not 
agree that this course of action – closing public places of worship – 
was the right thing to do.

As I write this, the country prepares to enter a 21-day lockdown 
period, starting a little over 24 hours from now. Those arguments are 
now irrelevant.

And as chaos descends upon our society – people panic buying 
and stockpiling goods, while the poor and vulnerable are unable to 
get their basic necessities – we are assured by our government that 
essential shops and services will still operate. That we will be able to 
get what we need.

Yet, judging by the shortages before lockdown even commences, 
there’s no certainty that this will be the case.

It’s a sobering time for us all.

Businesses are facing closure – with a lack of income threatening to 
decimate the livelihoods of millions. And those who were so assured 
of their wealth – with money in the bank, and investments as an 
alternative – are no longer so confident, as our financial system sits 
on a precipice, hoping that government measures will safeguard the 
economy from collapse.
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The entire world has been turned upside down; threatened by a 
microscopic, invisible enemy that no one could have anticipated. A 
virus that has no nationality (despite a certain president’s claims), 
and does not discriminate based on race, wealth, social status, or 
location.

A pandemic that has destroyed – or paused – so much of what the 
world has become, while also bringing much benefit and opportunity 
for us all.

A reminder to humanity that we are not really in control. That we are 
not masters of this universe.

It’s a time to look inward and reflect – each and every one of us in 
our individual capacities – on who we are, what’s most important 
in life, and who we want to become, if we live to see the end of this 
challenge.

Sometimes, it all feels like a dream. Like none of this is real. Just a 
few weeks ago, life was normal. Things operated as they always 
had. I could never have imagined that this would be a reality I 
lived to see…a time akin to a World War, where the entire planet is 
threatened by a global challenge.

Yet this is reality. This is what I…you…every human being…is 
facing.

We have no control over the situation. We can only control how we 
respond.

And, if we survive, may we all get to return to the environments 
that bring us inner peace – strengthening us for whatever future 
challenges lie in wait on life’s journey.

I pray that each and every one of you – and your families, friends, 
and societies – will be safe, take the best out of this, and learn 
whatever tailor-made lessons the Almighty is trying to teach you.
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Is today a day? But those days are gone…
by Shubnum Khan



14

It is my second week under lockdown in South Africa and while a 
number of my countrymen’s lives have changed drastically, I have 
to say it is not one I am unfamiliar with. I am a writer and I am an 
artist. And to do these things I mostly like to be by myself. So I have 
had years of experience sitting at home at my desk in my pyjamas 
avoiding people as best I can. I shop for groceries in the morning on 
weekdays, I have an off-peak gym membership, I know what time 
stores open, and I only socialise when absolutely necessary. I don’t 
have a partner or kids or any social obligations, so I can stay in the 
house for long periods without much interaction with the outside 
world except for Twitter.

But even I, with my years of experience indoors, went into a panic 
in the week leading to lockdown. I understood living inside, but I 
understood very little else. Everything was changing; schools closed, 
weddings were cancelled, countries shut down borders, and no one 
could plan for the future. I felt disorientated, like we had suddenly 
found ourselves on the edge of the world about to fall off. During this 
period someone tweeted about their two-year-old; the child, sensing 
something was off, asked questions such as “Dada, are you my 
dad?”, “Is today a day?” and “Where are we?” I’ve never connected 
so deeply with a child I didn’t know. Her questions summed up my 
bewilderment and inability to use language to express my state of 
mind. Is today a day? was the first sensible thing I had heard.

I began to lose sleep. I had long and convoluted dreams in which I 
was chasing something or something was chasing me. Then I started 
having dreams that I couldn’t keep my elderly parents safe. I dreamt 
our house was full of people and I didn’t know how to disinfect 
everything. I dreamt I was trapped in Italy. Once I woke up in the 
middle of the night to find myself searching the room for something, 
but I didn’t know what. Even while awake I still kept searching, my 
hands running over surfaces until I stopped myself and said aloud in 
the dark, “What are you searching for?” Now I think perhaps it was a 
way to recognise the world again.

In the first few weeks, I, like everyone else, kept waiting to hear this 
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was a joke, that it was a dream, that we were in a movie, that we 
would wake up and everything would be normal. We would laugh 
and rejoice, relief etched in our faces. But now that a few weeks have 
passed and I am learning to adjust to this new world, it is the old one 
that feels like the movie, like the dream, like the joke. Did we really 
go outside? Did we really spend so much time away from home? Did 
we really shake strangers’ hands? Stand so close to people we didn’t 
know? When someone coughed why weren’t we afraid? Was that all 
a dream?

Isn’t it strange? We’re terrified of change yet we adapt so quickly that 
yesterday is already a memory.

There is a field opposite my house that is always full of people; 
joggers, soccer players, and kids playing cricket. Now it is empty. 
Except for the odd vagrant, the expanse of land is vast and its 
loneliness seems wild and desolate. Did people actually once jog out 
there? Were there kids playing cricket? Did we really go outside? 
Did we really sip lattes and wander around in parks and hang out 
with our friends? How were we so audacious, so confident in our 
freedom?

When my father looks out at the empty field he sings Jonathan King’s 
1965 song, Everyone’s Gone to the Moon. The words seem haunting. 
Perhaps everyone is gone to the moon. Anything seems possible now. 
We’re at the edge of the world and we could fall off.

Where are we? Is today a day?

In the old world, in the afternoons, I would hear the crack of a cricket 
ball on a bat and then a whoop of delight from the field outside. 
Sometimes I still imagine I can hear it. An echo of the old world 
reaching out like a phantom limb.

I have started to wonder if the outside will become a memory. A 
thing we talk about to our children. Tell them tales of the old days 
when we had parties, concerts, weddings and conferences. How will 
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we socialise in the new world? I see photos of people serenading their 
partners in quarantine outside balconies, of kids talking to each other 
through fences. I miss face-to-face interaction, and I am certainly 
better at it, but I also feel like the quality of my friendships are 
beginning to improve. Without a modern world I wonder if we will 
be more lonely or less?

I went grocery shopping for the first time in weeks recently. There 
was a woman in the store who kept talking to everyone. She asked 
me about the broccoli, told people in the queue about her sick mother, 
complained to the cashier about her job; she talked incessantly and 
loudly as if she were addressing everyone in the store. It struck 
me that perhaps she had been so isolated that once she had found 
people she just wanted to connect. She spoke hurriedly as if worried 
we would disappear. And even I, as solitary as I am, enjoyed seeing 
other shoppers, smiled at the man spraying my cart with sanitiser 
and made small talk with the cashier. I suppose when you are on the 
edge of the world, it feels a little less scary when you know there are 
others out there with you.

These days I sleep better, but I still have nightmares. Just a few days 
ago I woke up and put my hands to my head and sighed in relief 
when I found my hair still there; in my dream someone had shaved it 
all off. I wake up some mornings with the words “It’s okay...it’s going 
to be okay” in my mouth.

I try to keep a routine. A routine keeps the world from shifting out of 
place and falling. I wake up in the morning and make my bed. I do 
yoga with my parents at 9 a.m. I eat a bowl of oats. I try to work on a 
book I am contracted to write that’s due in September. But I struggle. 
It is hard to write a story when you don’t even know if it matters 
anymore. Do books matter when loved ones are dying? When people 
are losing jobs? When people are starving? When countries are 
crumbling? How to create a world when your own one is crashing? 

Will September even come?
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Is today a day?

They say we are waiting for our peak. That, like India and the US, we 
are just riding the swell and that once our wave hits we can fall and 
join the other countries in the new world.

What will the new world look like? I climb onto my roof. I look out 
at the expanse of wilderness. Arundhati Roy says, we can choose to 
walk through the next world dragging our carcasses of our prejudice 
and hatred or we can walk through lightly, with little luggage, ready 
to imagine another world. I look out over the edge at the world 
ahead. I scan the skies. I squint. There is something there, a faint 
outline.

I close my eyes and imagine it.
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But Still
by Pamela Newham
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The days have lost their names
like orphaned leaves they drop
from autumn trees
numbered
day one, day seven, day nineteen
lonely eyes watch from windows
as the days blend 
one into the other

but still

the empty beach
washed by lazy waves
the forest trees free
with rejoicing birds 
and the mountains
the mountains
they stand as stoic as doctors.
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One More Poem About the Science  
of Sourdough Starters
by Saaleha Idrees Bamjee 
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I will not mix equal parts flour and water
in a jar and wait for the yeast to arrive
via the atmosphere though some science
suggests there are also microbes on one’s skin to consider.

I kill 99 percent of anything living on my hands.

I don’t breathe outside any more.
When there’s no trust in the air
who’d want any of all that in their bread.
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I Miss
by Matthew Bowler
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I miss:

walking beneath the blue summer sky
oh once it was summer
now winter
stuck in a digital world

I miss:

a time of optimism
a time of unity
a time of commitment
socially disparate one
broken by the continuous sirens
of websites screaming fear

I miss:

your smile in the morning
chatting about nothing in the afternoon
quiet dinners
cuddling next to the fireplace

I miss:

being scrunched like sardines
in our house turned fevered cabin
then sitting next to you
in a sterile room
while a doctor breathed bad news

I miss:

Walking with you expecting death
out of earshot from the shouts of Charon
demanding his coin’s pay 
once I saw colour everywhere
now this world painted black
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I miss:

your presence
even when you could no longer talk
hours before
minutes before
seconds before

I miss:

you. 
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Travelling the Circle
by Kitty O’Meara
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Please, read this. 

Then, turn off the phone, shut down the anxiety-driven frenzy of 
media, and say: “I will die.”

Begin the work now.

I will die; you will die; everyone you love will die. Every living thing 
will die. 

If that’s hard, I get it. A well-examined life and death are very hard, 
and the meaning we assign them must be continually engaged.

Yes, it’s painful. It requires facing truths, sorting, asking forgiveness, 
making difficult decisions, changing, and surrender.

With compassion, I invite you to do it, anyway. 

Do this very important work. Now. 

I will die; you will die; everyone you love will die. Every living thing 
will die.

Healthcare workers are in a hell of death right now, and families 
are still denying death, demanding their aged, dying loved ones be 
put through more suffering than they can endure, accusing doctors 
and nurses and social workers and respiratory therapists of murder, 
believing a vent, if there were one, would absolutely ensure survival.

Newsflash: If you need a vent, you’re already closer to death than 
you’ve likely been.

The dying begins at birth; our bodies are miraculous machines; they 
also, like cars, begin to depreciate the second they roll out of the 
factory.

I will die; you will die; everyone you love will die. Every living thing 
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will die.

The deep denial of this in our culture, also spoon-fed from birth, 
created a Western medical model that also, still, struggles with 
this truth. Cardio-pulmonary physicians and surgeons still aren’t 
adequately trained in allowing the reality of death to flow in 
congruence with the impetus to heal. They’re engineers; their brains 
and necessary gifts are focused on fixing. And we should be damn 
grateful for their gifts and expertise. We enter hospitals desiring to be 
fixed.

And we should also be educated and challenged to know how to turn 
from these gifted experts to cradle, accept, and even welcome our 
dying in peace and comfort when that sacred time has signalled its 
invitation.

15 years ago, when I walked the halls of a hospital to listen, to offer 
comfort where I may, to ease the hard decisions, to help prepare 
loved ones for loss, or start them on the long road of grief, I was 
privileged to serve on a new Palliative Care Team struggling for 
funding and acceptance among all those engineers. Here is how that 
team handled a death: 

When specialists noted a patient’s chances for stabilisation were 
falling, we hoped for a consult. Often, the specialists resisted this. 
Death was failure. The expertise, the god-like power to save and 
work miracles, the inability to surrender, the lack of living with an 
acceptance of death, was very strong in Western medicine. In some 
places, it still is.

I will die; you will die; everyone you love will die. Every living thing 
will die.

On those graced occasions when our Palliative Care Team was called 
to consult the families and, if possible, the patient, options were 
discussed and the topic of death approached, with respect, dignity, 
and honesty: how it could look; how it might be supported; and, 
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conversely, what the dying could look like if “every attempt” were 
made to “save” this life. What was the true quality of life desired? 
Was it possible?

The families listened. Sometimes they heard what we said. Often, 
they didn’t. Shock, grief, fear, and anger were common. We would 
start again. 

Some families cohered. They had a common orientation regarding 
how they would offer support to the one they loved; or their beliefs 
about life and death were shared and directed their decisions; or 
they’d already had these thoughts and conversations, and knew what 
path they were on. These were encounters that worked honestly with 
the reality of death and acknowledged the mystery ushering us all 
from our first through our last breath. Love and peace were easily 
accessed and shared by everyone in these experiences. Patients could 
be transferred to hospice in time to be made comfortable, with pain 
managed, surrounded by loved ones, and the music, voices, or joyful 
symbols of their lives and lasting legacies within view.

More often and, again, if we even received the referral from the 
engineers, we needed to start over, share everything a second 
or third time, or loop in a family member by phone, or wait for 
her arrival, usually with a lot more baggage than visible. There 
would be arguments. Patients would die before family members 
arrived. Families would break. Or they would all choose to put 
a dying member, already fragile and with one or more advanced 
diseases, through invasive surgery, transfer to a nursing home, and, 
frequently, death by pneumonia, after weeks of pain and suffering.

Because loved ones couldn’t let go. 

I will die; you will die; everyone you love will die. Every living thing 
will die.

In the ICU, where in-hospital deaths usually occurred, the family was 
invited to wait outside the room as life support was removed. Rarely 
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could they stay as long as they needed to, or derive much peace in 
an antiseptic hospital room, though we tried to use attractive quilts, 
flowers, and dimmed lights to lend some suggestion of the sacred 
and the dignity owed a human’s leave-taking. We shared consciously 
ticking time in conversation, prayer, memories…began the forever 
journey of adjustment, and then they would leave. Our Palliative 
Care Team and the chaplain staff pushed against this undercurrent 
of urgency, requested whatever time was necessary, but…Western 
healthcare. Time is money. ICU rooms need to be available. 

The family, in deep grief, would support each other down the 
hallways to the front elevators, embrace and weep their partings on 
some cold and windy gas-stained floor of the parking lot, and drive 
away.

The body of the departed patient, still a shaming medical failure, an 
embarrassment, was covered and quietly wheeled to a back elevator 
and sent to the morgue. The butterfly decal would be removed from 
the door of the patient’s former room: No death here!

How much healthier the deaths at hospice were: Family were 
present and comforted every step of the way. Patients and family 
were guided through necessary forgiveness of self and each other. 
Family and loved ones were witnesses to the pain management and 
attention given to their loved one; they were helped in setting aside 
their anxieties and focusing on the one preparing to leave. They were 
invited to reassure the dying one that he was loved, that it was OK to 
leave whenever he was ready, that his family would love and care for 
each other and also be “OK”.

And when he died, a procession of family and friends sang his body 
down hallways lined with every caregiver in the building who could 
be present, and out to a hearse, where blessing, prayer, poetry, and 
song could be offered before another farewell was shared.

Death as life-giving.
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I will die; you will die; everyone you love will die. Every living thing 
will die.

Palliative Care Teams and hospice workers are now better accepted 
and better funded, and working in greater collaboration with their 
gifted colleagues. 

And they are all standing in the midst of this crisis, risking their 
own deaths, nightmarishly under-equipped, sinfully unprotected, 
struggling without breaks, working against time, trying to infuse 
an overwhelming crisis with compassion, allocation of resources, 
adherence to ethics, and respect for patients and families. 

The last thing they need right now is a denial of death on the part of 
anyone. 

They are sacrificing everything for us.

We are so loving towards our other animal companions when they 
are dying. We are so wide awake and so very present to their need to 
die in peace. Can we offer this strength and support and true love to 
ourselves and our human loved ones?

I will die; you will die; everyone you love will die. Every living thing 
will die.

We must make peace with our dying. In a crisis like this, there is not 
time to deny and demand the impossible. Surrender must be offered 
with immediacy, with a readiness derived from our own hard work 
in accepting death. Any moment may snatch our loved ones from 
us, and we must have that deep well of strength built upon our own 
philosophies and theologies, that allows us to say Yes. Goodbye. I 
love you. I will be OK. Do not suffer. Let go. I accept this. 

And, then we grieve. We weep and wail; we move through time 
smeared with tears, and strangeness, and adaptation, naming the 
voids beside us and yearning for their physical, corporeal return till 
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we can endure to breathe again and see that the void was always 
filled with memory and spirit and the felt presence of the one who 
has died. Who has changed worlds. Who bids us reconnect with our 
lives on this side of the mystery. 

The generosity and compassion of accepting our death and the death 
of everything we love then freely flows to healthcare workers who are 
not “rationing,” but heart-breaking their way through every moment 
of this crisis. 

I will die; you will die; everyone you love will die. Every living thing 
will die. This is the Lenten journey for Christians. Other faiths honour 
the journey as well. 

Death always gives life, and we must realise this, too. Spring and 
fertility return. Creation continues. Legacies are passed on; they 
shape who we become, and we are always becoming. This is called 
Easter. Humans have always honoured the circular rhythms of life. 
We must find our back to them.

Saying hello plants the seed of saying farewell. Intimacy ends in 
separation. Life and death are partners. One feeds the other in a circle 
both devastating and miraculous.

Look for the green and growing. Nurture it. Seek opportunities 
to heal and be healed. Be kind. Be present. Forgive. Live with 
heartbreak. Share gratitude for every breath, for every opportunity to 
love. And love wildly.



32

IMAGE

These Mountains
by Azra Alli
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A lot can happen in a year. And when we think about all the hours 
and days and weeks we spent in anguish, especially these past few 
months, was it worth it? Is it worth it?

We talk about freedom as a construct indicating our capacity to move 
around and make decisions. But what happens when that’s taken 
away from us and there’s no recourse or alternatives? No plan B. No 
contingency.

I recently entertained this idea of acceptance and surrender. Nothing 
new that we haven’t learned in our respective religions for eons.

God is in control.

It sounds wonderful out loud, but it’s difficult to internalise and 
absorb emotionally.

But what if, at this very moment, I chose to surrender it all to Him? 
(As we were taught we rightfully should.) Well, wouldn’t I then be 
free? Or at the very least, have less to worry about?

It’s somewhat unnatural to divorce ourselves completely 
from everything happening in our lives. Also, “Trusting” and 
“Surrendering” does not mean passivity.

But…the ever lingering “but”...I just feel, increasingly, that these 
mountains were not made for us to carry on our own.
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The Humble Awakening
by Samia Khan
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Before the certain became uncertain
And old definitions came into question 
Before our beliefs gave way
to doubt, fear, and hesitation

And the “normal” became a yearning, a supplication
And abnormal became the norm...

We had the mad morning rush 
The mad rush of those going to work
And of cars trying to take over
Of many in haste 
Of those running late

And for some reason, we all seemed to be running late
Always rushing to get somewhere

We tried to fill the emptiness of our lives
with days out and shopping trips
With diaries, plans, and visits 
With bargains and dealings

Only to discover that none of this could fill the void…
The void that was deeper than this.

We pushed ourselves hard
for goals, labels, values
Set by society at large
And to find happiness in things
which had no place in our hearts

We thought this bustling business
was crucial to our existence 
And forgot that life eventually moves on
In solitude, 
or even without our presence.
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It moves on
in the form of new currents that flow in the river 
after the old ones have passed
In the form of fresh growth on trees
And in the form of goodness that continues: 
Knowledge that lives on
Wisdom that’s passed on
And prayers that go on to be uttered…
Forever…
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When Autumn Leaves
by Yacoob Manjoo 
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From green to red,
brown then dead,
leaves fall
as seasons change –
a reminder to man:
life never stays the same.

We crave
peace and prosperity,
disliking austerity;
comforted by stability,
forgetting such things are bound by fragility.

Around the corner,
lies adversity in wait;
lurking like an unwelcome shadow,
ready to pounce,
fulfilling our fate.

Such are the vicissitudes of life:
one day good,
the next less so,
but through it all,
we hold fast to our faith
and on we go.

In these days
of turmoil,
fear,
and restriction,
we take it day by day,
survival the only mission.

Doing our part,
by staying apart,
home-bound frustration
necessary to save the nation
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from an invisible disease,
spreading like wildfire;
governments sweating
fearing collapse of economic empire.

Masks everywhere,
caution aplenty,
as malls, parks, and stadiums
sit deserted,
so empty.

Hunger,
job losses,
companies downsizing,
desperation palpable,
the anger is rising.

Days and nights turn colder,
as winter approaches,
and still no end,
the virus
on our freedom encroaches.

We sit and we wait,
day by day,
hoping scientists will soon
send the priceless cure our way.

And while hope springs eternal,
and human efforts must be made,
know that this virus came with purpose;
it won’t depart until changes are saved.

So look within,
at what this episode can teach you,
for without such struggle,
the lessons may never reach you.
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Correct yourself,
while days and nights are strange,
adjust habits, attitudes, and speech,
make deeply personal change.

For,
when autumn leaves,
and winter arrives,
may we all reset,
and for a better world strive.
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Start with your Heart
by Wasan Altikriti
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I have found contentment, being at home these few months. I truly 
feel a sense of tranquillity and peace.

Of course, I miss going out. There was never a day that would go by 
that I didn’t go for a drive or head out for some fresh air, so you can 
imagine how lockdown initially sounded to me!

However, I feel that these past couple of months have been full of 
reflection and introspection. They have forced many of us to work 
hard at being one with family once again.

After all, you can’t just hang around for months without engaging 
with those around you. You engage and you clash and you cry and 
you laugh. You are vulnerable and you are courageous. You say 
everything you haven’t said in years because, well, you’re stuck with 
them…so you may as well.

And maybe, just maybe, that’s God’s way of making us face it all. The 
good and the bad. The ugly and the beautiful.

And, during what seemed like the worst, God chose that we 
experience the best of months and the most blessed of nights so that 
we further learn and grow – in case we were struggling. And in 
case we needed His healing and His abundant blessings. Isn’t that 
something to be grateful for?

Maybe we’ve run away from ourselves for far too long. Maybe we’ve 
run from those we call our “nearest and dearest”. From conversations 
that have been ignored and pushed away longer than they should 
have been. From feelings we have long denied. Maybe, for some of 
us, we finally got the confirmation that these are not the people we 
want to spend the rest of our lives with.

We have gotten so used to engaging with the outside world. But 
those closest to us? Well, we live under the same roof, but we hardly 
have the time nor the energy to have the hard conversations or show 
our love, appreciation, or even our hurt and pain.

God has handed this time to us on a golden platter, and we may 
never get this opportunity again, ever.
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I am actually anxious about the moment when this is all over. I really 
am.

When life is back to ‘normal’.

I am thinking hard about my daughters’ schooling, the way I want 
life to be after this lifts, and what we all really want. These are 
important questions that I wouldn’t have had the time to explore 
without this lockdown.

This has helped me to learn something important, whatever you’re 
dealing with:

Start with your heart, then fix it within your own home. Work on it 
with those closest to you. And then move on to the outside world.

May you emerge from this, lighter, brighter, wiser, and kinder.
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It’s Time…
by Faatema Ismail
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As the sun sets in each of these passing days, they will forever be 
forged in the tales of history. It’s living in an abstract and surreal 
daydream, fighting weaponless, with only prayers as protection, 
enforcing distance in a war against an invisible and lethal enemy. Our 
world as we know it will completely change by the time this is over.

How many times in your life will you be asked to stay at home to 
save the nation, and by doing so, saving the world? A little to ask for 
a greater outcome: the salvation of life as we know it. It’s learning 
to adapt to new norms for now. Adapting to working remotely; 
learning remotely; and connecting with loved ones digitally. It’s a 
time to learn to appreciate technology in a different light, and allow 
introspection to literally shake you to life – if you haven’t woken up 
to its reality already.

It’s time for reflection on how we pace our lives. It’s time to open our 
hearts and pray from deep within. To extend our heartfelt prayers 
much further so that they truly encompass all humankind. Because, 
in truth, this ensures your own survival, and that of everyone you 
have ever loved – wherever they may be in the world.

It’s time to finally reflect on what to truly focus on and how to steer 
our lives. (Hopefully) going forward into the future armed with 
positive health choices, and a positive attitude towards our planet.

Never did we ever think that we would go to sleep and wake up with 
silent gratitude to our nation’s true warriors: from healthcare workers 
to grocery store clerks and everyone in between who stands on the 
front line, putting their lives at risk for the greater good so that we 
can be at ease during these trying times.

I hope we look to find goodness in this situation. I hope we know that 
if anything brings us closer in guidance to our Creator, then it is good 
for us.

It’s a time to truly connect with everyone you ever knew – now more 
than ever; more so to know that they are truly OK, and financially 
stable enough to make it to the finish line.

Social retraction has affected many businesses and many homes’ 
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ability to sustain themselves. It’s time to be mindful of those around 
you. No one needs to physically ask you for help. It’s time to extend 
your help without having a reason or return in expectation.

We spend our days connecting with loved ones near and far. With 
virtual hugs and banter...praying within our heart of hearts that we 
each outlive this nightmare so that we can meet at the finish line, 
healthy and strong, in rich real embraces. For we finally understand – 
now more than ever – what real connection, prayer, and the fight for 
life means.

Every day seems like reliving a repeat of the same day. Doing 
our best to just survive this long daydream, amidst keeping kids 
occupied, stimulated, and constantly fed. Keeping them ‘mind strong’ 
against the invisible war outside our front door.

I admit: I am scared. But for them, I will brace the strength within 
and mask the fear never to be seen. Because I know, with every atom 
within me, that it’s time to bring belief to the fore of our lives.

“With hardship, there is surely ease.”

        – Holy Quran (94:6)
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All your Tomorrows
by Safeera Abdul Latheef 
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Yesterdays are gone afar.
We cannot go back to change anything from yesterday.

Tomorrows are so uncertain.
We do not know what tomorrow has in store for us.

Today is still within reach.
If we can do anything, it’s only today that we have with us.

Live in this moment that is still here.

Notice all that you have today.

This day will only be here for you today.

Do what you love today.

Notice the little moments that will never come again.

In the end, all the todays you embraced  
will make all your tomorrows.
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The Memory of Here and Now
by Vance Cariaga 
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In an alternate universe, I might be writing about something else 
right now. Something mildly interesting or mildly annoying, 
depending on my mood. A street performer I biked past at Leicester 
Square today, entertaining a large throng of happy tourists in Union 
Jack T-shirts. A dog that fouled the sidewalk by our front door, and 
a dog owner who doesn’t much care. A life caught up in the usual 
rhythm, with our kids at school and Susan at work and the house 
empty save for a single soul. I might be writing about crowded pubs, 
or last night’s jazz show, or our vacation plans when the summer 
school break arrives.

I probably wouldn’t be writing about the gifts you get when you least 
expect them, and the way you need to tuck those gifts away and not 
let on that you see them even though they’re right in front of you.

More on that later.

In an alternate universe, I wouldn’t stare at the computer and see the 
strangest things staring back at me. The grim and varied headlines. 
A few dozen deaths here, a couple hundred more there, the latest 
worldwide body count pushing above 250,000. Dour-looking 
scientists and politicians explaining terms like “flattening the curve,” 
or mapping out the proper way to wash your hands. A mob of angry 
humanoids bearing guns in a state capital somewhere, raging about 
the tyranny of not being able to go to Longhorn Steakhouse for lunch 
today.

The plight of being a bus driver whose life is threatened every time a 
sick passenger coughs. Nearly 30 UK bus drivers dying of the same 
disease in just a few weeks. Or, a nurse on that same bus, wondering 
whether those 12-hour shifts at the hospital will be her doom.

A lone violinist on a hospital rooftop in Italy, playing for healthcare 
workers.

Wild animals taking to the streets in India or Argentina, no longer 
worried about the two-legged creatures who no longer come out at 
night.

Decomposing bodies lying in trucks in Brooklyn because there’s no 
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place to store or bury them.

A security guard killed for insisting that a customer wears a face 
mask, per the rules. Just doing his job. There, then gone.

In an alternate universe, none of this is happening. Instead, John 
Prine is singing Sam Stone in a little theatre in the Midwest. Baseball 
season is in full swing, and the St. Louis Cardinals have stormed 
to a 32-2 record (yes, they have).  In a month or so we’ll catch those 
same Cardinals playing the Cubs at the London Stadium as part of 
the London MLB Series, because I bought tickets months ago as soon 
as they came available (yes, I did). The series hasn’t been cancelled 
because of a deadly virus.

In an alternate universe, healthcare workers aren’t killing themselves, 
and government leaders aren’t judging just how many human lives 
they’re willing to trade for the freedom to shop at malls and dine at 
restaurants. Small businesses aren’t collapsing by the hundreds, and 
the global economy isn’t having a nervous breakdown.

In an alternate universe, I don’t have the moral dilemma of 
considering the gifts a lockdown brings even as others around the 
world suffer and mourn. I don’t think about our two daughters 
being here round the clock, homeschooling, confined to a world that 
includes their house, back yard, and nothing else.

And then thinking this: It’s a lucky break, them being here. It’s a gift 
wrapped in a tragedy. Because you are an older Dad – past the half-
century mark when the oldest was born – and that clock is ticking 
ticking ticking. Your time with them is limited. Each minute becomes 
an hour and each hour a day. You look at them sometimes, full of 
youth, playing and laughing, and you try to freeze it there – right 
there. Make the moment hang in the air, suspended. Devote it to 
memory. Lock it in place.

Because you don’t really have the luxury of gazing ahead and 
recapturing that same image 30 years hence, looking at them as 
adults and seeing them as children, maybe with their own kids in 
tow, and maybe it’s Christmas and everyone is sitting around the tree 
trading presents and laughs. You can’t count on that memory. You 
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have to soak up the ones right in front of you.

So I’m here in this universe, the one locked down in a global 
pandemic. And our daughters are here with us, round the clock, not 
in school or anywhere else. They can stay up a little later because the 
homeschool day starts a little later than the normal school day. You 
have to go over their schoolwork with them after lunch and explain 
why this answer should be that one. You plant yourself in the back 
yard and watch as they shoot baskets during morning recess, making 
sure they extend their arms and follow through.

And every minute counts. And every minute is a gift.
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Detail in the Blessings
by Alveena Salim
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In these days of quarantine, I like to sit with my mother on the 
balcony to get some fresh air. She’s registered blind, so sometimes 
I ask her what she can see. Depending on how clear the day is, she 
sometimes tells me that she can see some hazy looking buildings in 
the distance, or some blue sea.

I then proceed to add detail to what she can already see. I tell her that 
the sea looks like it’s been sprinkled with glitter…the reflection from 
the sunlight. Or I describe how the sky looks unusually pink as the 
sun sets. I point out that if we listen carefully, we’ll hear the sounds 
of crickets, or the wind blowing through the trees.

What I find ironic about our conversations is that since I was a little 
girl, I wished so desperately that my mother could see like the rest of 
us see. And yet whenever she is with me, she teaches me how to see.

I’ve often stood on my balcony without ever noticing that sparkling 
sea. Or the sounds of the birds that often perch near the flowers. I 
never noticed how much natural sunlight or fresh air comes into 
my home. These are things that I’ve only noticed since my visually 
impaired mother has pointed them out to me.

All too often, we’re so busy rushing around that we fail to see the 
blessings that are right in front of us: in nature, in our homes, in our 
health, and in our families. These days of quarantine have forced a 
stillness into our lives, making us realise how much we have to be 
grateful for. It’s made us realign our priorities and shown us that 
true happiness is found in the good health of ourselves and our loved 
ones; blessings that most of us already have, yet rarely notice.

My mother relies on different ways to see the world, and she loves to 
hear detailed descriptions. This pandemic has taught me to see things 
differently. I pray that even after this time passes, we notice the detail 
in the blessings that we already have in front of us.
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A New Life 
by Yacoob Manjoo
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I’ll miss our mornings together:
taking you to school
when you’d rather not go,
but conceding eventually –
no choice but to comply.

I’ll miss our travel time:
morning prayers for protection and goodness,
followed by delightful stories
to take your mind off the coming worries.

I’ll miss walking with you from the car:
Bubbles and Bubba standing tall,
as the morning sun behind us lengthens our shadows in front of us.

Down the hill we’d go:
morning greetings
to Ducky, Piggies, and Owlie –
not forgetting Mountain,
and my favourite-coloured school bus.

I’ll miss hopping down the stairs together,
hand in hand,
making fun out of the inevitable short trip to the classroom
where children, teachers, and other daily routines lay.

I’ll miss joking around with your classmates:
awesome little people – 
your ‘colleagues’ in this childhood occupation.

I’ll miss giving you your three hugs,
along with the two bonus ones;
re-assurance for you before I left –
though they provided me just as much comfort.

The daily routine
of asking what time Mommy was coming,
with the answer and follow-up questions always the same.
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And then my final departure…
though I’d rather have stayed all morning with you.

~~~

I miss leaving work
in the middle of the day
to come fetch you.

Trying to sneak into the classroom without you seeing,
to give you a most pleasant surprise;
but failing most times,
when your classmates alerted you;
five-and-six-year olds unable to keep the secret.

The heart-melting hug that would greet me,
before our walk back up to the car:
the porcupine bushes poking you,
as you defiantly walked through their spikes –
all the way back up to the top,
where the next game would be
me trying to find you,
as you’d insist on leaving through a separate gate.

And waiting outside the car for Mommy to come get you:
sometimes near those neighbouring dogs –
the grumpy old black one shouting at us,
while his brown friend eagerly sought our attention.

And our pizza lunch appointments on the pavement;
or watching the butterflies flutter between flowers,
and other games you’d make up,
as we waited for your ride home.

And then,
when that blue car arrived,
having to leave you once more –
though you often didn’t want to go:
home for you,
and for me, off to the mosque, followed by further hours of work.
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I’ll miss our time together:
these routines of daily comfort and joy;
memories to treasure forever,
of a time when the world was ‘normal’.

And as we venture forth into circumstances so different,
I thank the Almighty
for the fond memories we shared;
and I pray for even better routines,
closer and more joyful connections,
and a life filled
with peace, happiness, and tremendous progress,
in a new world,
a new future…
a new life.
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