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	Foreword

	 

	 

	The problem with the world today is that people think it will never happen to them, but these days, the world’s not what it used to be. People learning about other people experiences and coping skills is important. Kenn Crawford’s idea to put this book together would be very beneficial to people’s views on quarantine and their coping skills. It’s good that we can learn about other people’s experiences through this quarantine - it may give us some guidance in our own experiences.

	~ Dawn Wells, Station Manager, 99.9 FM 

	 

	 

	It is beginning to seem like a lot of people who love waving the flag cannot grasp the idea that exercising freedom comes with the obligation to exercise civic responsibility, and that patriotism only extends to rights afforded them as individuals rather than the obligation to protect the rights of others.

	~ Jay Smith, award-winning author, audio dramatist, and podcaster 

	 

	 


Introduction

	 

	Dear Reader,

	I believe what many people need during these stressful times is to hear from people who feel just like they do, which is why I decided to compile this book of personal pandemic stories. 

	We each have a story to tell, and when we share our stories, our thoughts and even our fears, it reminds those of us who need to hear it the most that even though we may not be physically together, you are not alone!

	Putting this book together was an eye-opening experience to say the least… So many people have been hurt by COVID-19, either physically, emotionally, or financially. Sometimes all three.

	I have read many posts on Facebook, Twitter and LinkedIn by people who are too scared to even go to the grocery store. Every day, the news shows us images of long lineups at grocery stores; the one thing we all need is food, but when getting it could cost you your life, it really puts the severity of this pandemic into perspective. 

	I can relate. 

	Every six weeks I go for Remicade to help keep my Crohn’s in check; one of the side-effects of that treatment is it leaves me with a compromised immune system. This means people like me who have underlying medical conditions are more likely to have complications from COVID-19 that could possibly lead to death. 

	This makes doing something as simple as grocery shopping or getting medication is more than a bit worrisome – it’s life threatening. 

	I am lucky because my fiancé goes out for essential supplies, but so many others, especially our seniors, do not have that luxury. For them, even with curbside pickup, many simply cannot afford to have it picked up or delivered.

	Needless to say, when I see people post that “The coronavirus is not that big of a deal” or “Don’t worry about it, just go about your life as you normally would,” all while disobeying the “Stay at Home” directives by Health Authorities, not to mentioned the sheer amount of misinformation they’re posting and sharing online, it doesn’t sit well with me.

	These reckless people, who most likely are relatively healthy and know that they will probably recover from COVID-19 without any major issues, are sadly showing the rest of the world just how selfish some people can be. 

	The stories that I have collected tell me that the reckless and selfish are far reaching… 

	This book contains over two dozen stories, poems and song lyrics from seven different countries we all seem to have the same “problem” - the reckless and selfish few are endangering the lives of the many.

	It has been explained during daily updates, in news broadcasts, and online time and time again that the reasons for such drastic health measures and restrictions is not just for their own personal safety, but to keep them from infecting others; namely those among us who are the most vulnerable, like our elderly - it saddens me that the human race seems to have lost its humanity.

	The scariest part about this pandemic is not just that the coronavirus is an invisible enemy, but that the fate of so many lie in the hands of people who recklessly and selfishly ignore the precautionary health measures put in place to keep that invisible enemy from entering our personal space. 

	It saddens me that the one time we needed to stand together by staying socially separated, we are failing. 

	Putting this book together and reading these stories has taught me that I’m not alone - the vast majority of people feel the same as I do: We are cautiously scared, but we are hopeful. 

	We know that despite the selfish actions of the reckless few, this too shall pass.

	No one really knows exactly what our new normal will be when this pandemic is finally behind us, but we know we will overcome it together by staying socially separated, yet socially connected in heart and in spirit. 

	I hope you enjoy these stories as much as I have.

	 

	Cheers,

	Kenn 

	 

	Stay safe, stay strong,
and as the Premier of Nova Scotia says…

	 

	Stay the Blazes Home!

	 

	 


A Message from the Frontlines

	by Jessie Renee

	 

	I see you

	You see me

	I see a scared person

	You see me as someone in a store who shouldn’t be

	 

	I see you browsing books to keep occupied

	I see you buying makeup to feel beautiful

	I see you purchasing more than you really need

	But you only think you see me

	 

	I don't see my children and family

	I see no hugs in my near future

	You only see the lack of sleep on my face

	But you don’t really see me

	 

	I see your stress, your fear

	I see your pain

	Because I do see you

	But did you ever really see me?

	 

	I’m scared…

	Scared for family, for my friends

	Scared for everyone I see and who sees me

	Most of all, we’re all scared of what we cannot see



	




	Special Thanks

	 

	To all the truck drivers, grocery store workers, pharmacists, cooks, postal workers, bus drivers, cleaners, cashiers, mechanics, cabbies, vendors and small business owners, volunteers and the entertainers who share their music and their art to help ease the pain of loneliness and boredom, and to all the Unsung Heroes who continue to go to work every day, we are all sending you a virtual hug and a giant THANK YOU for all that you do to make life just a little easier for the rest of us during these trying times.

	Last but not least, to everyone who took the time to share their story and contributed to the making of this book, and to everyone who liked, commented, shared and continues to share my posts to spread the word about this book, THANK YOU. 

	Without you, none of this would be possible.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


Dedication

	 

	To the amazing front-line healthcare workers and first responders who put their lives on the line every day to continue the fight against this horrific and terrifying virus, we salute you. 

	Your dedication, and the sacrifices you are making to keep our communities safe and healthy, will never be forgotten. 

	During these darkest of times, each and every one of you are our light at the end of the tunnel. 

	Thank you for all that you have done and continue to do.

	 

	



	



	Darren

	Shijiazhuang, Hebei, China

	  

	I’m a Canadian living and working in China. I met my wife there five years ago, and we were married last summer. I happened to be in Canada on vacation when this whole thing went down while my wife remained in China. 

	My return flight was cancelled, and after a series of setbacks and rapidly changing rules and regulations, China has now barred entry to all foreign nationals for the foreseeable future. 

	I’ve been staying with family here in Canada, but I’m not sure when I will be able to see my wife again. 

	This was supposed to be a one-month trip to Canada, it’s now almost four months and counting at the time writing this.

	 

	 

	 


Glen

	Sydney, Nova Scotia, Canada

	 

	I’m pretty sure I had the coronavirus. I heard that they won’t test you unless it’s severe enough to be hospitalized. I seem to be recovering now, but it’s a persistent S.O.B. – fever, sore throat, running nose, coughing, sore body – I had all the symptoms except for severe shortness of breath, so it was either the weirdest flu I ever had in my life, or it was Covid-19.

	How did this all start? 

	In late March I bought a pair of pants from Giant Tiger. When I got home I tried them on and noticed something in the pocket. I pulled out two used Kleenexes! 

	Gross! 

	I scalded my hands under hot water, but I think it probably released some material in the air when I took the used Kleenexes out of the pocket and that was what I was breathing in.

	After that I had a really bad runny nose for two days, then I started to feel better, but on April 3rd I had two days of pure hell!

	My head felt as stuffed as a piñata, and I had a bad choking spell and I couldn’t breathe very well. 

	Ain’t gonna lie, I was worried at that point and considered going to the hospital; which is saying something because I haven’t been to a hospital in thirty-six years!

	I tried calming myself down so I could get some sleep, and for the next couple of days I kept boiling water and breathing in the steam because I heard that helps, and I kept drinking green tea and eating probiotic yogurt etcetera to see if that helps.

	At the time of this writing it is April 18th and I still have a touch of a cough and slight fever, but I feel much better than I did.

	 

	Update from the Publisher:

	I spoke to Glen on the phone for about an hour as soon as I read his story. I told him that breathing in steam etcetera does not stop Covid-19 - that “cure” was just one of the many pieces of misinformation that was being spread around the internet that has not been scientifically proven to work, much like the one stating that the local health authorities will not test you unless you are severe enough to require hospitalization. 

	People who spread misinformation could seriously hurt someone… or worse. Glen was lucky despite following the advice of self-proclaimed “experts” who post and share misinformation on social media sites. Glen does not have any underlying health issues and lives a relatively healthy lifestyle, or else his story might of had a very different ending. 

	He seems to be on the mend, but I urged him to make arrangements to get tested so the health authorities could have a record of any close contacts to reduce community spread and, more importantly, because he is not fully recovered so he is still compromised… if he falls ill again his body might not be strong enough to fight off an infection for a second time. Glen told me he would call 811 to get tested. If there are any further updates on Glen’s condition before this book is published, I will include them here.

	



	

Michael

	Ottawa, Ontario, Canada

	  

	These past four weeks at home have been quite interesting and eye-opening. For me, since I've been retired for the past two years, not much has changed: I am home most of the time already; and being an introvert, I'm quite happy being there.

	What hit me the most was the day we were supposed to drive over the bridge to Quebec to see my mom.  But then the messages sank in: Stay Home. 

	I thought of my 82-year-old mother having been through cancer treatments this time last year.  She's recovered very well, but the thought of potentially carrying the virus unknowingly, terrified me. And now, we can no longer drive over that bridge into Quebec since the border has been shut down to all but essential travel. All of my immediate family live on that other side.

	We learned to make do with what we can get, and we've discovered alternate ways of getting groceries and supplies.  

	I've dusted off the sewing machine and have been putting my recent sewing lessons to use, not to mention the scraps of fabric I'd accumulated from previous projects to make masks. I've got other sewing projects lined up that have been waiting on the sidelines that'll keep me busy and distracted.

	One thing in particular, and likely a lot of people are in the same situation, is that I've started checking off items on their lists of stuff they've been wanting to do.   For me, that's baking bread.  I've been wanting to make bread for years, following in the tradition of my aunt at whose farm I spent all my summers until I was eighteen.  The smell of fresh bread rising, then baking, has left a fond, indelible imprint in my mind.  

	These projects are helping me cope with the anxiety that rises inside me regular.  I've tried to find the source of that anxiety, but it has no tangible source.  I can only surmise that I'm feeling the anxiety that surrounds these times.  

	I am grateful for my home in which I feel safe, the company of my husband who helps me cope with the anxiety and uncertainty, and with who I'll get to celebrate his 50th birthday, as well as Charlie our Alexandrine Parakeet who lets us entertain him and share our breakfasts with him.

	As I prepare to don my Santa suit to make a storytelling video for those that may want to see it, I entertain a hope that these times will heal the planet not only environmentally, but spiritually as well.  That we may all realize how, in our own individual isolation, are all so very connected beyond the physical realm.  

	Speaking of my Santa suit, I can't help but wonder how this will affect the 2020 Santa season. It'll be sad if we have to sit this one out, but a necessity if there are still lingering risks.

	In times like this, I am reminded of something I posted a few years back:  

	"If I had one wish, it would be that the word 'hate' disappeared from lack of use", for it is Love that will get us through this. 

	 

	<<<>>>

	 

	Footnote: Michael is 54-year-old retired civil servant working as a professional Santa Claus since 2017. He lives in Ottawa with his husband, recording artist, Drake Jensen.

	 


Gregory

	West Sacramento, California, USA

	 

	Living here in Northern California, and very much "sheltering in place." I'm 63 years old, and the fact that I'm a leukemia survivor, would, I guess, put me in a higher risk category than many people. I'm staying put and working to stay healthy and safe.

	I'm amazed at the way many people are not taking this seriously as well as the plentiful array of misinformation and utter nonsense I read on the Internet is utterly baffling to me.

	I see neighbors having barbecues and their kids having "play dates". Stories circulate about people playing basketball in the neighborhood parks. I realize I'm responsible for taking care of myself, and that one person who fails to respect my space could literally end my life, so I'm holed up here for the duration. 

	Not so bad, I have projects to work on, dinners to cook, gardening to do and movies to watch.

	That said, most people around here do seem to have an understanding of what this is about and are treating the situation with proper care and concern.

	The winery where Maria works is closed for the time being, so we're spending the days at home together. That's going fine, in fact it seems to be making us better friends. We are both super mindful of the fact that it would be easy to get on each other’s nerves, as we hear is happening to many couples, so we're both making sure to be respectful of the other's time and space.

	I retired from my "day job" back in August and I'm keenly aware that this thing hasn't had nearly the effect on me that it has the vast majority of those around me. I sincerely hurt for them at the same time as I feel amazingly fortunate to be in this position. 

	Every morning I wake up and feel an intense gratitude. I'm not worried about paying the mortgage or the bills or buying food. I spend at least a few minutes a day thinking about this, and it helps keep me centered when some situation that is relatively meaningless tries to get under my skin. 

	We have no kids here, and no particular reason to go anywhere other than boredom. 

	All groceries are being delivered, and we're being very diligent regarding processing incoming supplies with disinfectant, etc. 

	Planning ahead so as not to run out of anything. It's not that hard. And overall, my problems are minuscule.

	I'm a professional musician (not retired from that) and of course all my gigs have been canceled for the foreseeable future. I miss playing. A lot. I miss the spontaneity of doing things like going to the grocery store or the farmer's market and deciding on the spot what to make for dinner. I miss getting in the car and hitting the road for a few hours or an over-night. Very, very small stuff compared to what most are going through.

	So, I guess that's about it. I really do hope everyone who reads this will take this virus seriously. It's not fake news. It's not a hoax. It's the real deal and people are dying. Don't be one of them.

	 

	<<<>>>

	
Footnote: Gregory Cain offers you an open invitation to step into a sonic pool of contemplation, peace and relaxation. Using flutes, guitars, voices, percussion and keyboards, Mr. Cain creates musical textures that he describes as a blend of ambient, tribal and new age genres.

	Gregory Bandcamp page:

	 https://gregorycain.bandcamp.com

	 


Barbara

	Sydney, Nova Scotia, Canada

	  

	To say that 2020 is a terrible year thus far is an understatement, not just for myself but for every human being on the planet. Everyone, no matter who you are has been affected by this Pandemic, in some way, shape or form. Anyone who says they haven't been affected, is living under a rock.

	For me 2020 didn't start off the greatest as around February I found out that my oldest and beloved cat Mitts was in early stages of Kidney Failure. This news was devastating to both myself and my husband because this was our best friend of 15 years. 

	At the time of this news, we had a trip planned since last year, for March 6th, a cruise. I already had anxiety leaving my pets for 10 days, as I have separation anxiety when it comes to my pets, but the news of the virus creeping into the States was starting to scare me. 

	Right up to the day we left I had a gut feeling that this is going to get bad. 

	I was wanting to cancel the trip even though we would lose the money, but I was also stressed about ruining my husband’s and friend’s trip. So, I decided to go against my better judgement. 

	When we left there were 300 known positive cases in the States so everyone said that it's not worth cancelling for that. There were also very minimal known cases in Canada at the time of our departure. 

	From the moment I got on the plane, I knew that I wasn't going to be able to enjoy this trip, for one thing the worry of Mitts and second the growing worry of the virus, as it was all over the news media. Also, a couple cruise ships had people quarantined overseas and that left me fearful of being stuck on a ship for weeks and not getting home to my boy.

	The day we were embarking on the cruise ship, they were scanning our foreheads to check our temps, we have been on cruises before and this was new to us. Mid way through the trip, I caught the news and heard that Sophie Trudeau had tested positive and then I was like, “Uh-oh, here we go”.

	I had a hard time keeping my fear to myself as the anxiety I was feeling was weighing heavily on me. 

	Friday, the night before we were to disembark, the US declared it a Pandemic. Then reports came in that Cruise lines where shutting down for the next two months and all I could think of is, “What if they don't let us dock?”

	Well Saturday morning couldn't come soon enough. I waited patiently as they called floors off the boat. I was never so happy to get off that ship, though still fearing what was going to happen at the airport. That was chaotic in itself. Hundreds of people pouring into the Fort Lauderdale Airport. All packed in there like sardines, we had no masks, gloves, anything. We were cautious to wash our hands as much as we could. Right up until takeoff I was worried that we were going to be stuck in the US. 

	The news reports started cracking down and urging Canadians to come home as soon as possible. 

	But at last, we made it home to find out we were in self isolation for 14 days and that I couldn't work. But was super glad to get home to my pets, especially Mitts. The sad part of isolation is that he didn't seem to be doing well and I couldn't bring him to a vet until the isolation was up. 

	We completed the 14 days, I went back to work, that same morning I made an appointment for Mitts. An hour into my shift I find out that Mobile Blood Collections was being shut down in Nova Scotia until further notice (with some exceptions for others who collect, that is too much to get into at this time) which was pretty upsetting - as a small business owner I am unable to qualify for E.I. 

	Back to Mitts, they said he had a rotten tooth and gave him antibiotics. He ended up going downhill in a week, so back to the vet we went thinking he needs to get the tooth out. The vet told us Mitts lost weight and went downhill really fast through the week, and that he was anemic. The vet believed he had cancer along with everything else. 

	I must add that two days before going back to the vet he was having trouble keeping himself up in a sitting position as his legs were giving out. So we had to make the decision to euthanize him. Such a hard decision to make for your best friend, but it was the right one for Mitts. 

	So for me, during this pandemic, not only did we lose our freedom like everyone else, but also my job, which I may not get back, and more importantly, my best friend, Mitts. 

	It's hard enough to lose a pet during normal circumstance but to have to deal with the loss when you are already stressed over your financial situation as well as dealing with the feelings of hopelessness for the state of the World, and worrying “Is there a light at the end of the tunnel?” is mentally draining. 

	At the feeling of not being useful when you are a healthcare employee, and your job is helping people, is stressful. 

	I know we are all going through stuff, especially during this pandemic, and there are those who are dealing with sickness and death of loved ones from the virus, those who are now forced to go to food banks to feed their families, etc. 

	One thing that I am thankful for is that I was able to spend a month of quality time with my boy, and for that, I am eternally grateful. RIP Mitty.

	I just wanted to share my Pandemic story to show that we are all affected in some way, and hope that we can all respect other people's stories; to learn from all this and try and make sense of it.

	I know that there are people worse off and have gone through more than what I have, and my heart goes out to them. I am extremely fortunate that none of my family members have been inflicted with the virus. For that, I am truly grateful.

	 

	 


Come Together

	by Barbara Beaton

	 

	I would watch the Canadian and US briefings every day. The first thing I would do when getting up in the morning was turn on the news; they would interview people who lost a loved one and they would be crying. Then the restrictions set in place that you couldn’t even gather for a wake or funeral – that’s when the first line came to me… “Woke up to the news today, people dying and afraid.”

	 

	 

	 

	Verse 1

	Woke up to the news today 

	There were people dying and afraid

	The World’s in such a state

	And we’re all predicting our fate

	When you’re feeling hopeless & sad

	Remember the good you have

	 

	Pre-Chorus

	If we all come together 

	This too we shall weather. 

	 

	Chorus

	There is life beyond the pain Sunshine after the rain

	The hurt will one day pass 

	A dark day could never last

	Time to help each other out

	Make sense what this is all about

	 

	Verse 2

	The World’s in such a mess

	You can’t help but feel the stress

	We could use a hug and a kiss

	But they tell us to give that a miss

	Life will begin once again

	Then maybe we can all be friends

	 

	Pre-Chorus

	If we all come together

	This too we shall weather

	 

	Chorus

	There is life beyond the pain

	Sunshine after the rain

	The hurt will one day pass

	Dark days will never last

	Time to help each other out

	Make sense of what this was about

	 

	 

	 

	Copyright © 2020 Barbara Beaton (SOCAN)



	




	Mat

	Brisbane, Queensland, Australia

	  

	My Story

	It's something that I've asked myself a few times during this whole situation. Is my story any different to anyone else? 

	Sure… details aside, but I would say most stories are alike, but knowing that others are sharing your issues somewhat helps.

	So, what's my story? 

	Family of four stuck at home; husband and wife, 12-year-old daughter (who is about to have her 13th birthday stuck at home) and a 10-month-old baby. 

	I am lucky enough to be able to work from home with my job, which has been interesting for sure. I work in IT, more so software support, and its certainly been an interesting time. 

	Ever tried working with a developer when you can't be face-to-face? Yikes!

	We go for long works each day after I finish work at 4 pm. We have a lovely neighbourhood and while they have all always been friendly, people are definitely far chattier as you pass each other on walks. Maybe because other than your house unit, these are the only other people you've seen? 

	We've taken up gardening; we have a lovely veggie patch growing which has its ups and downs. It's funny how seeing a plant grow almost feels like watching your child accomplish something. Except you don't have to worry about bugs eating your kids (well... this is 2020, so I won't be surprised if that happens). 

	To keep myself amused I've started wearing wigs or hats to the morning video call catch-up with my team; it gives them something to laugh at each morning. 

	It also amuses my daughter too... so that's a win-win.

	We also have an interesting thing that we are leaders of a medieval re-enactment group; it's a world-wide group, and we are the leaders of the local branch. 

	It's been difficult to try and keep people engaged to say the least. We usually get together each Wednesday night for Fighter Practice, Arts & Sciences, and generally socialise… but good old COVID-19 has put a stop to that. 

	Our Board of Directors decided that pretty much until the end of July at this point, all face-to-face interactions are cancelled. We've struggled with online resources like Discord etc., especially due to the aging population of our members. I feel the group will lose members quite a bit by the time this is all done.

	However, it has its upsides… I get to spend far more time with my family, which I love. I've learnt to bake, garden, and my car is currently getting 4 weeks per tank of fuel which is GREAT.

	So, there you go... 

	Family stuck at home learning to adapt to this new life. Same story as you, just with different characters and details.

	 

	Ian

	Xinying District, Tainan, Taiwan

	  

	My story is a little different as I live in a place where we have no lock down. Where everyone is living life to the full and nothing out of the ordinary is happening. This story will not be very dramatic, but hopefully spell out the need to use common sense.

	We still go to restaurants, night markets, department stores, parks, schools, and any other place you can think of, and in groups!

	I live and work in Taiwan, yep that small island 88 miles from the coast of China. With governments seemingly unprepared, Taiwan seemed on the ball. This could be down to their experience with a neighbour who, which seems on a daily basis likes to give out verbal, economic and military threats.

	But, as it looks like western advanced civilizations seem to be falling apart, this small island was ready from the go.

	How?

	What did Taiwan know that more powerful countries didn’t?

	What mystical crystal ball does Taiwan have?

	Well, this little island got hammered in the months of March to July (2003) because of SARS, yet another virus from China. I won’t go into detail, but with lessons learned from that outbreak, Taiwan has had a plan ready to be put into action if needed, and as a result their preventative measures have worked.

	Living here, you wouldn’t really know there is a worldwide spread of a virus looking at the measures western countries have put in place.

	Sure, we wear masks when we go out, but we have been doing that for years. If it’s good enough for doctors and nurses it absolutely good enough for the general public.

	We wash our hands using an automatic spray dispenser before entering departments stores or restaurants, but again we have been doing that for years.

	Taiwan has simply stepped up their game, taken very quick measures and took action which seems to have saved lives.

	Living here is relaxing with supermarkets full of food and items one needs, plenty of toilet rolls!

	Yes, there has been a 14-day self-quarantine period if one has been exposed to someone who has had the virus, and people have been responsible and doing that.

	Also, each family gets two weeks’ worth of surgical masks from the pharmacy. Large for adults and small for kids. Plenty for all. Just show your ID card and pick up. No-one is snitching on people if they hear someone coughing or sneezing. Common sense has been a key factor here. Simple basic hygiene.

	I really have nothing exciting to write about, because life hasn’t really changed, but over here when watching the news about other countries we have wondered why no one would wear masks from the beginning.

	I’m from the UK and I kept telling my parents and brother to wear a mask when going out, especially when experts on the TV said masks don’t help. THEY DO!

	So, my conclusion is don’t feel you are alone. There’s always help at hand. Sometimes following the crowd is not the best option and common sense is key to finding a solution. With a neighbour like China, Taiwan has a lot to offer in advice and experience and basic hygiene practices has saved lives.

	All the best and keep safe.

	<<<>>>

	
Footnote: I've had twenty years’ experience with Taiwan. My wife is from Taiwan and my three kids are schooled here. It's very Westernised and has found a great balance of mixing Asian and Western Cultures. Taiwan is very democratic and has a lot to offer in this situation.

	 


Pandemonium at the Grocery Store

	by Dr. Strangejob, Nova Scotia, Canada

	  

	  

	I will always remember my first time. Perhaps it is different for women, but the freedom to fill a grocery cart with whatever you want is like sending a 10-year-old to the candy store with a credit card. Almost forty years ago I was a college student and my wife and I were living on her meagre library assistant salary. At Christmas she had worked extra hours and was weary, so she handed over her paycheck and sent me for the groceries.

	I spent the entire check at the grocery store: the best turkey in the place, several pounds of bacon, the most expensive shortbread and the biggest roll of kielbasa in the store. I was always good at math and carefully calculated the cost of the total order as I placed each new item in the cart. I was quite proud of my ability to fill a large shopping cart and cover the cost with my wife’s check – down to the dollar. That is until I got home!  

	My wife stared in disbelief at the bags and bags of groceries that I lugged in from the car.  Little did I realize that her check was supposed to last us for the holidays, not to mention cover the rent. Since that time, my grocery role has been relegated to driver, cart pusher, wife locater, grocery bag carrier and “best before date” checker. That is, until the pandemic.

	Because my wife has an underlying medical condition, I am once again charged with grocery shopping.  Not a problem. At least that is what I thought. After my first attempt, I managed to bring home a bag of romaine lettuce that had obviously been opened and returned to the store way past its best before date.  I decided to bring it back. The clerk smiled as I told her my lettuce conspiracy theory, and politely asked if I had read the sign at the front of the store regarding their no return pandemic policy. Apparently, for safety reasons, the store instituted a no return policy during the duration of the pandemic. They eventually gave me a new bag of lettuce, but I believe it was out of sympathy based on the look of defeat on my face rather than my returned-to-store lettuce theory. Since I was there, I decided to pick up a few things I missed the first time, including a package of organic spinach that I later found had a best-before date of yesterday. 

	Did I mention that I am a meat and potato guy and my wife is vegetarian?  How was I to know there are so many types of apples?  What does an avocado look like?  Just what exactly is papaya?  How many different kinds of beans are there?  Who knew that a square of fat pork looks like a block of tofu? What is the logic behind eggs without yokes, and why are they sold in milk containers?  Why am I the only one walking in this direction? 

	After a few reconnaissance missions, I am getting more efficient at grocery shopping.  I use a list and FaceTime with my wife as I shop.  I get a few strange looks while talking on the phone and pointing the camera at the shelves.  I think one lady thought I was stalking her with my camera, and I was followed around the store by the guards a few times, but it gets the job done. 

	The politicians tell us that things will eventually get better, but I bet they aren’t the ones doing the grocery shopping.  I look forward to getting back to normal, but I fear things may never truly be the same. Not until there is a vaccine. 

	Until then, I remain in search of flour, Catelli Meat Sauce, and the ever-elusive yeast.   



	



	Bob

	Stockholm, New Jersey, USA

	  

	I am in Northern New Jersey and we are in Week 5 of "Locked Up" by this pandemic. New York City, ground zero, is a ghost town; it is like a war zone… bodies are everywhere stored in freezer trailers; Assisted Living Homes have been hit hardest with close living quarters. 

	Yesterday, the mayor called me to set up a press conference (I run our local cable TV public access station) to ward off the media mongrels about a senior living center holding ten dead bodies. It's like a sci-fi movie that has become a reality! 

	The Governor has closed all the State and County parks and local towns followed suit. I live on top of the mountain surrounded by woods, so I'm not affected. People are NOT practicing social distancing, especially millennials and younger ones who were hiking in groups and not yielding when others tried to pass. That prompted the Governor's action. 

	I only go to the store for what I need, and I shop online. Schools are closed at least until May 15th with little hope of reopening this year. 

	All events and activities are cancelled, face masks in public places are mandatory, large stores limit the number of people per square foot and the lines extend into the parking lots like a "Black Friday" sale. Toilet paper is hard to come by and limited to one roll. 

	As far as myself, all of my musical gigs are cancelled. I tried with everyone else here to do virtual performances live on Facebook, but with so many people using bandwidth, and the FCC doing away with net-neutrality, it is like "rush hour" - Bad resolution and out of sync video make it difficult to want to watch. 

	I've stop doing it live. Instead I film a HD performance in my studio, then edit and upload it. It’s more work than I like to do for a solo performance. I'm also working on an inexpensive way to record remotely with others.

	I always like to believe that some good does come from tragedy… the air is cleaner, and the stars at night shine brighter than the last 20 years or so! Perhaps a light might shine on our government on the environment?


Mark

	Naples, Florida, USA

	 

	Lock Down

	I don’t hear a metal-bar door clank shut and the lights don’t all go out at 9 pm sharp, but other than that this Covid-19 social isolation can feel like a prison lockdown if I let it. 

	I live alone in a big house, so sometimes I feel like I have the whole prison to myself instead of just a cell, but the quiet is still the same—when Ozark or Tiger King aren’t playing on Netflix, or Alexa isn’t telling me the same tired NPR news. 

	I’m an alpha type, Type A, or whatever personality-type you want to label someone who needs people, activities, and communication to be happy. And we all know that social interaction is exactly what is missing during this “flatten the curve” isolation order.

	My ex has called, worried about me. We broke up partly because she’s a severe introvert, and I didn’t give her enough personal space or alone time. 

	She’s thriving in isolation. If she were a fish, I imagine she’d be like that unique creature who lives near the dark bottom of the ocean, whose body grew its own dangling lantern in front of its face for a source of light. Meanwhile I’m more like a salmon feeling the urge to swim upstream to spawn, but I’m stuck swimming circles in a bathtub.

	One habit I’ve had my whole life is to reflect on my day’s accomplishments when I crawl into bed. It helps me sleep to feel my day had purpose. Recently my list has been a bit of a reach. A friend filmed a cooking video while she made meatloaf from scratch—I volunteered to help her eat it. I might make my own video today, buzzing the uncontrollable mop of hair off the top of my head. My locks are so straight they make me look like I have bead-head 24/7 if I don’t keep those graying strands cropped short. I’ve never cut my own hair before, so that might be tonight’s big victory, or loss.

	My big goal this year, this new decade, has been to get into my personal-best physical shape. 2020 started out great, with warm-up bike rides to first one gym, then to a brand-new, better gym. 

	Once at either location, with my sweat already starting to build, the atmosphere of other people working hard at lifting, rowing, stepping, and pushing their bodies into better condition was extremely motivating, even though I don’t know any of them. Strangers-with-a-common-goal was working for me, but then the state order came to shut the gyms, the beaches, and the parks all down. I can still ride my bike, but now the only gym I can use is the one I had to build in my garage. 

	My home-prison experience now includes “yard time” for exercise.

	The rowing machine I’d bought this winter is finally, actually getting used. I added an elliptical machine I found at a charity re-sale shop just before they were determined not to be an essential service. 

	I found a weight bench and curling bar on Offer-Up. A retired police officer was cleaning out his garage and listed them at a reasonable price. 

	Making that purchase was a calculated breach in the social distancing recommendations since I needed the equipment for physical stress release, and my sanity. 

	Walmart has a grocery store inside, so trips there are within the regulations, even though I now put on a mask to enter like I’m robbing the place. On a recent Walmart trip, while pushing around a cart still damp from a bleach-wipe-down, I bought their last 30-pound kettle bell in the sporting goods section. Since then Amazon has been delivering my workout accessories. Yesterday as smash ball and a wall ball arrived. 

	I’m trying to remember my Workouts-Of-the-Day (WODs) from CrossFit that I’d tried a couple years ago while living in another city. 

	One friend has started posting online live yoga classes on a private Facebook page, but she hasn’t been able to move these sessions to Zoom yet. So, they aren’t interactive. I can see her lead the class on my computer screen, but she can’t see me in my living room to correct my slouchy poses. In the end it feels like just more exercise without social interaction.

	The almost-never–changing news is reporting that we are entering the critical weeks of Corona-virus isolation. Facebook is full of memes and videos repeating the stay-at-home theme. My favorite is Samuel L. Jackson’s reading. You know the one, I’m sure you’ve seen it too. 

	So here I am, doing time like everyone else, trying to make the world a better place by doing next to nothing. But at least I plan to exit this COVID-19 isolation with six-pack abs rather than a beer belly, even if I still lack sex appeal on account of my self-inflicted haircut.

	<<<>>>

	
Mark is an airline captain and author. He has written several books including his memoir, “13,760 Feet – My Personal Hole in the Sky” about the tragic explosion of TWA Flight 800, which claimed the life of his fiancée, Susanne. All 230 passengers and crew aboard the flight lost their lives in the explosion on July 17, 1996. Mark has written articles for several magazine publications and is a contributing editor to Airways magazine. To follow Mark and his writing, visit his website at:

	www.marklberry.com

	 


Drake

	Ottawa, Ontario, Canada

	  

	Me and Isolation

	Isolation. Scary word. I have spent a lot of my life in self-isolation. I was bullied, or shall I say assaulted physically in school, which drove me to leave by the time I hit grade 9. 

	I think I became very used to being isolated since then from what society deems normal social behaviour. I watched from afar as my friends went to school, dances, and eventually graduation. I spent my weekends next to the record player singing along visualizing my future. 

	In a way life prepared me in a very powerful way for this moment.

	As a music artist, not much has changed from my previous life. I was in process of recording my new album “ICONIC” and was in the middle of cutting vocals for it in the studio we work in here in Ottawa. 

	I have now started the process of setting up my new home studio under the direction of my producer-engineer Jonathan Edwards, something I have aspired to do for quite a while now. 

	So in a way I guess this motivated me. Motivated me to learn out of necessity.

	Society. 

	I have always been wary of society, especially as of late where everything must be "done and over fast "to get onto the next thing to busy one’s mind. In a big rush going nowhere. I really hope this changes the human “collective perspective” on how we live out our lives. 

	Are many of us REALLY living? I dare to say no to that. Maybe materialism will be set to the wayside. Maybe we will value what really matters? I remain ever hopeful. 

	I recently watched an online spiritual guru speak of how so many are now regretful. They regret not doing the things they wanted to do. Not “living” their dreams. Many are now caught up in that bucket list scrolling ever relentlessly through their minds I was never one to have to succumb to this thought process during this crisis. 

	I am spiritually content the I have followed my heart. Lived for today and planned my dreams for tomorrow. 

	I have been a very fortunate man that I have been given the resources to build the dream. A dream born out of the will for the unaccepted to become the accepted. To be loved. 

	Well that happened. I am loved so deeply by many, they managed to light the way for me to love myself. 

	This was the real dream.

	So, these days I look at things differently. I am cooking a LOT more. Spending more time talking to my friends, and I really do enjoy this time with my husband Michael in our little world, filled with four joyous pet birds, and a large ever hungry and agitated fish named Carl, inside this really nice condo we bought last year. It remains to be my quiet place in a world of turmoil.

	I am disappointed that my live music plans are now on hold. I hadn’t been performing live a lot as of late, and this year was time to get back at it. Well, Mother Nature had her way of ceasing that.

	To close, I wish all who reads this peace. I hope you find what is most important to you. I hope you see the sun rise and set, learn to climatize to this new world that has seemingly brought most of us to a screeching halt.

	As for me I will view the world through my window as I always have. In awe, and with an ever-present sense of caution.

	 

	Peace to all

	Drake Jensen, Artist 

	 

	<<<>>>

	Drake is a native of Glace Bay, Cape Breton, Nova Scotia, Canada. He is a recording artist with several studio albums recorded so far, and a new one on the way. He lives in Ottawa with his husband Michael, as well as their Alexandrine Parakeet Charlie, three budgies and a very large fish named Carl.

	Drake’s website: http://www.drakejensen.ca

	Drake’s Wikipedia page: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Drake_Jensen

	 


Roland

	Gayle Town District, Clarendon, Jamaica

	  

	 Covid-19’s Impact on The Land of Wood and Water 

	This pandemic has gained fame quickly with no leniency for any particular category of persons from sidewalks to the mansions.

	Jamaica’s cases of Covid-19 rise at a steady pace; it is a virus that injects obstacles in the world's economy. 

	The novel coronavirus can be imagined as a giant Anaconda squeezing a tiny prey. Consider the world the prey; COVID-19 the giant Anaconda.

	The world is gripped by the pandemic; the slippery slithering Coronavirus’s attacks does not grip the prey in a state where survival is impossible, but the giant Anaconda is attempting to implement a tighter grip to produce those results. However, the world is bearing the pressure and must quickly figure a way to escape its deadly grip. 

	In my geographical location in Jamaica, (Gayle Town, population 3,200) the virus affects over two hundred individuals, and the government has implemented lockdown rules in order to eliminate the spread. 

	This pandemic affects us physically and mentally. Recently, crime rate in Jamaica are lower, but the deadly coronavirus has been connected to murder case - there is a situation in which the owner of a Funeral Home was murdered. This is based on news that she refused a body because of suspicion that the virus is the cause of death. St Catherine is the parish with the most cases and is currently under lockdown. 

	The coronavirus spreads in Jamaica is at the Alorica Call Center, which is based in Portmore and has produced the most cases. The latest statistics is 252 cases including 6 deaths and rising. 

	Most citizens obey the rules, others disobey and ignore the physical distancing rules. There were reports of persons still keeping parties, the law handles the situation accordingly. Law breakers even get personal and send insults to the Prime Minister, Andrew Holness. Jamaica manages to balance; I hope we improve our strength so we can do better in these perilous times. 

	The false prophecies endanger individuals; they blame the pandemic on the new 5G internet adjustments. These actions influence the nations negatively, individuals claim that its radiation killing persons, not Coronavirus. 

	There is all sort of conspiracies that is letting persons disobey the rules. Most individuals also analyze their theory that this pandemic is designed to eliminate the population size and reduce poverty. Jamaica is fighting; the lockdown enlightens me that a virus is in the country. I don’t know anyone personally that contracted the disease or died due to the virus. 

	Local bush doctors in Jamaica start to develop medicine from various plants. The bush doctors claim (REDACTED) and (REDACTED) can treat the Coronavirus. We hope to continue balancing the perilous times. 

	The finance is a major factor affecting the lockdown, if a part of the nation doesn’t challenge the obstacles of Covid-19 they might succumb to hunger. 

	The Coronavirus changed a lot of rules; persons from Alorica that decide to quarantine claim soldiers, including polices, scorn the workers that represent Alorica. Even without any symptoms they get handled inhumanely; healthcare workers avoid nurses and doctors that tackle the virus. 

	Politicizing is a major involvement, even when the Prime Minister facing decision hardships, persons are still lashing out. A famous reggae singer, Tanya Stephens, released a video encouraging persons to break the rules. 

	Pointing fingers will not offer assistance. In this situation, blaming world leaders and manipulating conspiracies lead us closer to downfall. Hopefully, the world will survive the grip of the deadly Covid-19.

	 

	Note from the publisher:

	Parts of the previous submission where bush doctors claimed that certain roots could treat COVID-19 have been redacted so as not to give readers a false sense of security by trying these unproven “cures” for themselves because they have not been tested by the scientific community.

	 


The Virus

	by Kenn Crawford

	  

	The Ambient Anxiety in the Air is Staggering.

	 

	The Stench of Fear Hangs Heavy,

	Like a Flickering Neon Sign,

	Directing the Invisible Enemy

	that is Silently Hitchhiking on

	Droplets of Expelled Air,

	Invisible to the Naked Eye,

	Aimlessly Seeking to Burrow into

	the Deepest Crevices of our Immunity,

	Testing our Resolve

	and Gnawing at our Fortitude.

	 

	The Innocent Cough,

	The Accidental Sneeze…

	Transformed into Weapons of Mass Destruction,

	Rewriting History with Every Single Breath.



	




	Ann

	Nova Scotia, Canada

	  

	I am a student at Nova Scotia Community College (NSCC) studying to be a Continuing Care Assistant (CCA). I had just finished my final placement in a nursing home and was studying to write the provincial exam to be certified when the coronavirus hit Canada. The exam was postponed until further notice, so I decided to call the nursing home where I did my placement because I knew they were looking for workers. 

	A few days after I started working as an unlicensed CCA I developed a runny nose with a cough and a bit of a sore throat. I was terrified that I somehow got infected despite all the precautions that I took when I went shopping for groceries and other essentials. I wasn’t really scared for me, I was worried about my fiancé because he has a compromised immune system. So not only was I worried about putting him at risk, I couldn’t stop thinking about the residents in the nursing home that I may have also put at risk. 

	I immediately called the hotline and they made an appointment for me to get tested for COVID-19. 

	My appointment was the next day, but it would be three days before I got the results back - it was, without a doubt, the longest three days of my life.

	I slept on a futon in the spare room and avoided contact with my son and fiancé, and because we only have the one bathroom, I was scrubbing and sanitizing it several times a day. I don’t think my bathroom has ever been so clean.

	Spending three days in self-isolation with only the four walls to look at in that tiny room was bad enough, but my anxiety was through the roof because I couldn’t stop thinking about the residents. No one else in the nursing home was showing any signs and there were no cases of COVID-19 because the home put precautions in place to protect their residents and staff from the beginning of the outbreak in Canada. And now there was a chance the virus might be in the home… and it would have been my fault. 

	The test for COVID-19 wasn’t enjoyable, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as people were making it out to be. I was scared to get the test because of the images floating around Facebook with the long swap that looks like a giant Q-Tip being shoved through your nose to almost the back of your skull; those images are completely false.

	They do swap the insides of both nostrils, but it’s only a little uncomfortable. COVID-19 is a repository disease, so they do have to swab a bit deep inside your nose, but they’re not trying to clean the back of your skull like the images and memes on Facebook depicted. 

	I think maybe someone thought it would be a good idea to create those fake images to scare people into following the social distancing rules because, as the memes stated, you don’t want to be tested so make sure you stay home. 

	I kinda understand what they might have been trying to accomplish with those fake images, but they didn’t really think it through… scaring people to stay home by telling them how much it would hurt meant there could be a lot of people who should be tested but didn’t because of those fake images. 

	If people do not get tested, there is no way to track your close contacts to try to stay ahead of community spread, all because some people decided to “scare” people into social distancing.

	The other part of the test, the throat swab, was also a bit uncomfortable but not painful. 

	Three agonizing days of self-isolation - not being able to kiss or hug my fiancé or my kids, plus the added stress worrying about whether or not I put all those poor residents at risk came to a stop when my phone started ringing. 

	My anxiety skyrocketed - I was stuck somewhere between being too afraid to answer and too afraid not to answer. 

	“Your test came back negative,” was all I really remember about that phone call. I think my fiancé and my son each received the longest hugs they ever got from me.

	I immediately contacted the nursing home to let them know that I wasn’t infected because I’m sure they were just as worried as I was, and I wanted them to know that the only thing I had was a very bad cold.

	I decided not to return to work right away for two reasons:

	One, I still had a cold and I didn’t want to get any of the residents sick. 

	And two… I just couldn’t bring myself to go back to work. 

	Not yet. 

	The mere thought of me being the reason that the virus got into a nursing home was more than I could mentally handle. I needed more time to adjust and get my head in the right place.

	Unless you work as a frontline worker, I don’t think you could really understand the amount of stress and pressure they face every day just going to work, especially the ones who work with confirmed COVID-19 patients. 

	They really are a special breed of people and they have my utmost respect.

	I have since put my name in to return to work. 

	I am still a bit anxious but, just like going to get tested, it’s something that I have to do because helping those who cannot help themselves is the reason I became a CCA in the first place.

	 


Obae

	Nairobi, Nyanza, Kenya

	 

	Our world in Kenya, dripping of COVID-19, has been turned upside down by the coronavirus. The virus has not just exposed our fragility as human beings but has also raised our awareness of our interconnectedness as people sharing one planet with viruses and microbes. 

	First identified in China in November 2019, COVID-19 has since spread to more than 100 countries worldwide, including 24 African countries so far. The magnitude of this pandemic, as well as its fast-geographical spread, has not only paralyzed both rich and poor nations, but also caused global panic, creating gripping fear for our lives. 

	The virus, which experts says is most certainly passed from animals, has already infected 320 people in Kenya. Other African countries that have reported its presence include South Africa, Nigeria, Ghana, Rwanda, Tanzania and Ethiopia. For many Kenyans, it was not a matter of if, but when the virus would strike. 

	The country is a major travel hub in East and Central Africa, with nearly every major global airline stopping at Jomo Kenyatta International Airport (JKIA) in Nairobi. 

	On March 15, President Uhuru Kenyatta, ordered schools and institutions of higher learning to close. He also banned political rallies and religious gatherings. However, despite the ban, on Sunday, March 15, Kenyan churches were packed to capacity with throngs of people, apparently oblivious of the coronavirus pandemic and the risk of spreading the disease. 

	They (the churches) dulled the congregants’ fears and cried to God for protection. My neighbours even held a prayer fellowship in my neighbourhood to pray against the demonic virus as many have christened it, except that COVID-19 is not a demon. 

	In a country whose easy dalliance with the supernatural is legendary, this is not surprising. In moments of political, social and ecological crises, Kenyans turn to God for guidance. Such challenges are seen through the prism of religion. In a country with a highly educated and exposed population, pandemics like COVID-19 and HIV/AIDS are still said to be caused by the devil and other dark forces. 

	Even when science is very clear on the genesis of the viruses, the majority of Kenyans and other people elsewhere will still interpret them as the invention of the devil. Not surprising, in a country where nearly 85 per cent of the population is Christian, Kenya, in particular, is a highly religious country with diverse religious groups with high levels of religious participation across various religious traditions. Belonging and participating in various religious activities is essentially important to many people across the country. 

	A 2015 study showed that for 95 per cent of Kenyans, faith informs how they conduct their daily lives. Given the important role of religion in the lives of millions of people, it is important that we change how we practice our faiths in the face of this global pandemic that has already heavily impacted all of us. 

	Already, the virus has killed 19 priests in Italy, which sadly means that no one is immune from the virus, not even our religious leaders. Similarly, no amount of prayers and faith healing could cure this virus. African Christians have been praying for a cure for AIDS/HIV and Ebola for decades not but not a single person has certainly been cured of these dangerous viruses - the same logic should apply to COVID-19. This is not to say that prayers and faith don’t work, neither does it mean they have no significance in the lives of people. 

	Faith is the glue that holds people together in moments of crisis like this. It is also a purveyor of hope in moments of immense anxieties and fears. Yet, in times of global pandemics like the coronavirus, science and medicine would seem the more reliable solution. After all, it is science that has continually sought cures for these epidemics. 

	The antiretroviral drugs and the Ebola vaccine (not prayers and demon-bashing) have given a new lease of life to millions of people around the world. It is also science in God trust that will come up with a cure for COVID-19, not miracles and faith healing. Given the important role of religion in the lives of millions of people, it is important that we change how we practice our faiths in the face of this global pandemic. Science and religion are not enemies, neither are they in competition with each other. 

	Across the world, religious leaders are making hard and painful decisions to close their worship sanctuaries. 

	Because religious services, by their very nature, bring together large groups of people, houses of worship in Africa are potential hubs for virus transmission. In developed democracies, religious leaders are scrambling to understand the COVID-19, even as they as find ways of protecting their congregations, while African clergy are either denying the virus or praying against the demons that cause the virus. In Saudi Arabia, the annual Muslim pilgrimage to Mecca’s holy sites have been substantially reduced. 

	The Vatican is streaming mass on television. Rabbis in many parts of the world are discouraging their followers from hugging and shaking hands. These are hard and painful decisions, but practical and important measures to keep followers alive. 

	Kenyan churches are generally small and crowded in mostly poorly ventilated buildings and semi-structures. Even for mosques, and the more established mainstream churches, the majority are in bad condition. Many church services are held in tents or shelters made of iron sheets and with poor sanitation. These are hotbeds for the spread of the disease. Many of our public facilities, just like many houses of worship, are in terrible condition, with no running water and poor sanitation.

	While there were only seven confirmed cases of coronavirus in Kenya, by the time of writing this article, there was general panic in the country, which suggest that everyone should avoid crowds. Yet, many religious leaders across the country have yet to cancel church services. 

	There is nothing wrong with people praying and casting out the demons of disease if that is how they understand it, even as they wash hands, self-isolate, self-quarantine and maintain social distance, as advised by science and medical practitioners. 

	Faith and science should not be in contradiction with each other. Each plays important and significant role in our lives. 

	Faith and prayers hold us together in hope and community while science tackles the virus in scientific and practical ways.

	 

	 


Sally

	Sydney, Nova Scotia, Canada

	 

	Musings on Covid-19

	Thanks, Kenn, for the opportunity to participate with this submission to your new book regarding the Covid-19 Global Pandemic … it helps to put thoughts into perspective. In hindsight, when I first heard of the Corona Virus, aka “Covid-19”, it was a virus striking the citizens of Wuhan, China. 

	It seemed like a distant occurrence affecting a country far away from Canada. Rapidly, it started to spread to other European countries such as Italy, Spain, France, and neighbouring countries throughout the months of February into March.

	Suddenly, this tiny microscopic virus was infiltrating into our country, Canada, and the United States of America.

	Never did I imagine that my birthday on March 15th would be the last family gathering. 

	By March 19th the virus spread was becoming serious, and provinces were coming onboard and declaring themselves as a State of Emergency. Both provincial and national borders were being shut down, this was now a reality! The rampant spread was a result of travel from foreign countries and contact of passengers with those infected with the corona virus.

	Washing of hands constantly, not touching your face, social distancing of 6’ in public, and staying home except for essential shopping had become the socially, provincially and national law of care. Frontline healthcare workers were and are the heroes of this pandemic war, laying their lives on the line every day, while looking after all affected. 

	Grocery and other essential workers are also the heroes of this scary pandemic. “Stay Home” was and is the new slogan to try and fight this “Killer Covid-19” Pandemic War!

	Millions of jobs lost was another consequence with Federal Aid going to many Canadians, but many falling through the cracks for assistance.

	To stay at home with family, your “loved ones” didn’t seem like such a tall order at first. 

	Soon however, although you love your family, it started to become a challenge. To try and keep each other’s spirits up, including your own, was and is difficult at best. Internet, if you are fortunate to subscribe to it, has become our salvation while being ordered to stay home. 

	Many businesses and government services have become and online virtual offices for millions. 

	Privately, citizens of Canada have adapted to online sites, such as social media, YouTube, movie channels, and email, thus becoming our way of communicating with each other.

	Being a creative person, I have had no problem with adapting to this lifestyle, as I always have things to do, and now I have the time to do them! So, there is a silver lining to the dark cloud of the Covid-19 Pandemic.

	Although the fear is there when going to the store to buy essential items to survive, get prescriptions or to gas up, you feel vulnerable … yet there is family depending on you. 

	We are the unsung heroes that put our lives on the line for our loved ones. 

	If proper precautions such as wearing gloves, a mask (even if handmade for most), washing hands, social distancing from others, and self-isolating for 14 days if you were possibly exposed to the virus through travel or community, there is a glimmer of hope to “flatten the curve” in fighting the spread of this deadly virus.

	Instead of looking at my home as the trenches of this pandemic war, I have grown to look at it as my sanctuary. Although I consistently listen to news updates through radio, television, newspaper, or the Internet, one must try and remain “positive”.

	I busy myself with hobbies such as writing (finishing a book I am completing), doing handcrafts, listening to music, meditating, yoga, and cardio exercising. I keep in touch with family and friends on social media. If Internet is not an option, hopefully you have a land or cell phone. There is always the old-fashioned snail-mail as another form of communication.

	As I wind down my story, I have included a poem called “Covid-19 Lament” that I wrote in Mid-March, after lockdown of the world.

	In conclusion… 

	Stay healthy, happy, and secure in your home.

	Take care everyone!

	 

	



	


Covid-19 Lament

	by Sally McIntyre-LeBlanc

	 

	 

	Covid-19 is not your friend

	Self-Isolation is the current trend

	The rules are such that you cannot bend

	To follow them will put you on the mend

	 

	Wash your hands

	Stay six feet away

	Care for each other

	And try not to stray

	 

	Disinfect, do a hobby or two

	Only shop for necessities

	Remain positive, not blue

	We’re in this together

	Be constant and true
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Jo-Ann

	Port Hawkesbury, Nova Scotia, Canada

	 

	From the time they said it was going to be a global pandemic, I isolated. As having a compromised immune system, I knew I had to protect myself. So, my Common Law Husband and I followed the rules from the Canadian Government. 

	The biggest challenge was losing freedom of movement. There is no doubt it was a mental strain on numerous issues facing the end of the crisis. I felt as a country all of our politicians regardless of their party, they came together like a swarm of bees and worked diligently together. 

	People helping people working together, anxiety being released knowing we had a network out there to help if and when we needed it. My Shih Tzu, Kaipo (pronounced Kay-Poe; it means sweetheart) was the best comfort to both of us to divert our minds from the Coronavirus. Having hobbies, a deck/step to go out and get fresh air. 

	My experience was mostly experiencing the positive on the negative world. a lot of positive is coming from this pandemic. Hygiene, how to care for your groceries before putting them away, the age group that lacks mentality to listen and follow through. So, our house was not a welcoming place for others. 

	As we helped his brother on monthly income, we would leave things in an old unused auto and they had to come pick up their stuff there. 

	We also helped a few more but same routine applied.

	 

	 


Dawn

	Sydney, Nova Scotia, Canada

	 

	I’m a station manager for a community radio station, a YouTuber that tells ghost stories, and an indie filmmaker.

	I have an auto immune disease, RA, which can cause issues for me, especially when I get sick. Basically, my immune system is backwards, when I get sick my body doesn’t attack the virus or infection first, it attacks me instead.

	Before the quarantine I lost my brother.

	I was off work for the funeral and wake. Then eventually work is off due to the pandemic. Then had to do schooling and karate for my two boys, which I don’t mind.

	Then later, I got laid off. That was when reality set in on how real this pandemic is. Being the only working parent with a husband going to collage would be a little struggle.

	Then our car wires got eaten by rats. $800 damage. Because we didn’t go anywhere the car sat idle, and the rodents ate the wires.

	I’m laughing off the bad luck now.

	Other than that, being in quarantine to me was no problem, except the layoffs and car issue. For starters I am very introverted. I don’t like being in public much at all - I just like being home with my family.

	My husband is from China. His parents in the Henan Province having been contacting us since they heard the virus was in Canada.

	They been in quarantine for six months.

	For them, they never really been together all that much because they are hard workers. They went from hardly seeing each other for years to being in quarantine together, which gave them time to be together as a couple again.

	On another positive note, I get to spend more time with my husband and kids, which I love. I usually only see my kids during the week for two hours in the morning because of work and school, and during that time I’m getting dinner ready, helping with homework, cleaning, and getting their stuff ready for the next day.

	I’m learning how to bake more (my poor kids & husband) I was never the best cook, but now it’s a good time to teach myself more.

	As a creative person, I have more time to work on film project editing, which I could hardly do before. I enjoy the peace; it gives me time to write ideas and create more projects for myself.

	Mourning period. 

	Usually when someone dies in your family, work will give you bereavement leave. But for wakes and funerals, there’s not much time to grieve, it’s working to get everything ready for the wake, helping other family members deal with the loss, cleaning, dealing with funeral arrangements. After his burial we all needed time to mourn and rest.

	The pandemic got worse. 

	I was sick from the wake at my brother’s funeral. So many people were coming and going, and I caught someone’s cold.

	Once it was over, I was sad and relieved at the same time. 

	I never got a chance to mourn or to think about my life without my brother.

	The quarantine gave me time to recover from the cold I caught at the funeral. I was tested and thankfully it wasn’t Covid-19.

	Overall: This pandemic & loss made me appreciate my whole family more. Staying home is fine.

	Sometimes it’s not easy, and that’s fine also, as long as we’re safe from this virus. I’d rather be stuck in the house for months than having to bury them like my poor brother. God rest his soul.

	What better way to understand ourselves more than being trapped alone or with our loved ones?

	 


Helen

	Toronto, Ontario, Canada

	 

	I am okay just bored at times, but my writings keep me going too. My son is keeping a daily journal which he posts daily too online.

	My husband and I are both seniors. He worked full time and is now laid off. At the onset, he did not believe this would escalate to the proportions it has to date...

	We are worried like most about bills and using up our savings...We do not allow anyone in our home, not even our 3 children who have stood in our back yard on occasion to see us now. I despise going out to shop and was panicking the last time I did so. I cannot go through that experience again, so I won't attempt it anymore... I felt confused and contaminated by the time we returned home...My husband makes short runs now for bread and milk, but we are stocked up otherwise. My son told me he will take over that chore for us getting a two-week supply of food and supplies for us now in the future...

	I was never much of a tv fan but my husband can sit for hours in front of the boob tube and watches old movies, taped sporting events, even including the WWE...I like to cook and bake so continue with that...I call Sydney daily and speak on the phone to those in my circle...

	My mom is confined in North Sydney to a nursing home where a patient was removed to a hospital... The patient died of the virus so my head is spinning in all directions as you can well imagine. This confidentiality protocol sucks because the home tells you NOTHING!

	So, another day for me as the rain falls on this Good Friday…

	There are no decorations up, no family dinner planned, no turkey or ham to be cooked. There is not one Easter egg nor chocolate bunny to be found anywhere in my home this year. 

	I am melancholy, disheartened, and sick of disinfecting everything, constantly. 

	I am 68 and have lived a little. I want that for my kids! Just to live a little and not suffer as the world is doing right now. 

	The life lesson learned is like the Boy Scouts motto:

	BE PREPARED.

	 


A Guider

	by Margaret Laviolette

	 

	Although we’re not together,

	The way we used to be.

	Although we’re locked away, 

	We share a closeness that is free.

	This cannot last forever,

	Soon this will all end,

	We’ll be able to come together

	Be with our guiding friends

	From screen to screen

	Well try to brighten your day

	Sing a song give a smile a virtual hug we may.

	Until that day well try

	To be the best that we can be,

	Until this isolation is over, a Guider I'll still be.

	 

	Footnote: Margaret us a Girl Guide leader from Reserve Mines, Nova Scotia, Canada. They challenged their kids to tell a story, song or poem, and the girls wanted their leaders to do it too.

	 


Jane

	Glace Bay, Nova Scotia, Canada

	 

	I have been inventing things to do, always was one to do that, many tales to be told with the Covid pandemic. We have had to deal with missing our family and friends who moved westward for work. 

	Recently our son’s coworker got sick, but because he lived in a small town, he had to be rushed to a hospital three hours away because they had better equipment. He was taken by ambulance with very little personal possessions. 

	Our son knew he probably didn’t have a chance to take much with him, so our son drove there to bring him what he needed. 

	Sadly, the young man passed away and left behind a family of three at only thirty-four years old. 

	 


Jill

	Northside East Bay, Nova Scotia, Canada

	  

	Faith, Not Fear

	Several months ago, pandemic, was just a word in the dictionary under the headings panda--pantsuit. Of course we all know its meaning, (adj. (pan demꞌ ik) prevalent throughout an entire country or region, as a disease) but it is something that is so unimaginable and in most minds so impossible, that it was just that, a word printed in the dictionary. 

	Flash forward to the present day of 2020 and pandemic is now the new buzzword. It is the word that everyone is uttering, the word that is wreaking havoc in everyone’s soul. 

	Interestingly, the word directly under pandemic in the dictionary is pandemonium (n. (panꞌ da mōꞌ nē-am) wild lawlessness or uproar). 

	Pandemonium in its highest form is exactly what this pandemic has caused. 

	This whole state of affairs puts me in remind of The War of the Worlds, a novel by writer/broadcaster Orson Wells. In October 1938 Mr. Wells broadcast a theatrical performance over the airways, of his novel about Martians taking over the earth. Thinking the invasion was real, the world was thrown into chaos. 

	Now, eighty-two years later, the world is again in turmoil over an invisible invader, an invisible, dangerous invader that has thrust its inhabitants into panic. Frenzied humans are rushing to purchase unusual amounts of toilet paper, hand sanitizer, cleaning supplies, surgical masks, and gloves. 

	Some are stockpiling their medications, self-isolating, covering their faces and only venturing out to gather essentials in hopes of escaping this deadly virus. 

	Usually busy, bustling streets are now lifeless and vacant. Businesses have shut down, schools have closed their doors to their students, and churches are left with empty pews. 

	Most church leaders have switched to online services to accommodate their faithful parishioners, who wish to keep communications open between themselves and God. 

	The empty streets are now attracting wild animals, wandering through the ghost towns, sniffing at doors and forgotten food or garbage bins that are rolling through the boulevards like tumble weeds, waiting for the human race to emerge and take up where they left off. 

	Was the world ready for this? 

	Can a world ever be prepared to fight something that is so stealthy and quick, which moves so silently and deadly among the masses? Scientists and doctors are working around the clock to develop a treatment, medicine, a vaccine, anything they can use to stop the virus in its tracks. 

	Everything they can do to give the world hope. Most of us are doing what the Health Care experts and government officials have begged us to do. 

	We are washing our hands raw, social distancing, trying not to touch our faces and staying home, venturing out only to get essentials. Our frontline workers who have no choice but to battle this invader everyday are the heroes in the midst of this madness. 

	My prayers are with the doctors, nurses, truckers, delivery persons, health care workers, firefighters, police officers and countless others who are risking their lives to keep us safe. 

	In Charles Dickens’ novel, A Tale of Two Cities, the opening lines area: “It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of foolishness, it was the epoch of belief........” 

	Perhaps because of my age (early sixties) and the fact that I have lived through some adversity, is the reason I don’t feel the hysteria I’m sensing in the younger generation. 

	I put my faith in God and the belief that He will see us through this harrowing time. 

	This really is, I believe, the Best of Times. 

	If we could all stop, take a breath and clear our minds of the disaster at hand, I think we would see how this is changing our planet in a positive way. 

	Families who, pre-Covid-19, were never in the same place at the same time due to work schedules, after school activities or outside commitments, are now sitting together, eating together, talking together and playing together. 

	We have learned that pollution has decreased around the world. Some cities that have never seen a night sky are now witnessing the beauty of star gazing. Wild animals are exploring their environment, for the first time unafraid of human interaction. 

	Oceans have ceased being overfished and polluted by water traffic and are able to replenish and realign themselves as nature intended. Neighbours and communities have stepped up to help each other in this time of need. The world is healing from the destruction man has caused it over the centuries. 

	This is also, the Worst of Times. 

	Many of us have aging parents, children, grandchildren or grandparents whom we are forced to practice social distancing from. 

	Technology allows us to see them virtually but that does not take the place of physical contact. Students who now have no classroom to learn and interact with their peers are now schooling online in virtual classrooms or being home schooled. 

	Young children and children with special needs are confused and frustrated over the upheaval of their daily routines. Teenagers forced to take care of younger siblings, while some parents have no choice but to keep working, are angry and overwhelmed at the responsibility which has been suddenly thrust at them. 

	This is also, the Age of Wisdom. 

	The wisdom of our scientists and medical teams will soon discover the Achilles Heel of this silent killer and it will be eradicated from the face of the earth, giving the world their new ‘normal’. 

	This is also, the Age of Foolishness. 

	There are some foolish people out there who think that Covid-19 doesn’t really exist and it’s just a way for the government to control the multitudes. 

	Some others are of the belief that they are invincible, and that this will never affect them personally. This type of thinking I fear is more dangerous than the virus itself, and sadly why it is so hard to contain. 

	Finally, this is also, the Age of Epoch Belief. 

	More people than ever before are turning or returning to Faith, to help them through this difficult time. 

	Online church services are seeing a boost in viewers, donations and prayer requests. Prayers are being directed to the heavens by Christians and many individuals who have never prayed before. God is slowly but surely leading his flock back to his fold. Make no mistake; God has a plan for us. Jerimiah 29:11 states “For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.” 

	It is the future we must now focus on the days ahead when we will finally see the light at the end of the tunnel and rise up to be a better, stronger, world. It is my belief that we will come through this together, creating a kinder, gentler, and more forgiving universe. “There is a time for everything, and a season for every activity under the heavens.” Ecclesiastes 3:1 

	Our new season is coming, we just need to be patient and believe in Faith not Fear.

	 

	 

	Pandemic 
by Jill Hickey

	 

	Pandemic

	Silent, invisible

	Creeping, spreading, endangering

	Infecting everything it touches

	Plague 
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Alvin

	Nova Scotia, Canada

	 

	I work for a courier company; my wife works in a nursing home, and we both see the worry and impact the pandemic has on people. 

	When I make a delivery, I see the fear in their eyes because every person who enters their place of business, whether it is a customer or a trucker delivering stock, is a potential risk to them and their families. 

	But what do you do against an invisible enemy? 

	One that you can be carrying for a week and not know it? 

	I see their fear every day, and it's not pretty.  

	I listen to the national update and provincial update while on the road. Then, when I get home, I check the BBC. I talk to my cousin in the UK, he is a grocery store manager. People think it is bad here… we're not even close to what the UK is going through. 

	This looks like the middle and upper middle class will suffer the most out of pocket; the poor and minorities will suffer the most deaths

	When my wife and I get home from work we want to forget about the outside world, otherwise our heads would explode; it’s just too much sometimes. 

	We decided to only talk about work for an hour or two when we get home, after that it is happy things because mental health is important. 

	It is good to talk and destress after a hard day so it doesn't fester, but it's equally important to set that aside and not talk about it so those conversations don't lead to more stress. It is all so very stressful... And there is so much sadness... And stupidity... You do need to create a bubble of relaxation for your own mental wellbeing.  

	Many people are so busy worrying about others or about what will happen next that we forget to slow down and take care of ourselves. To eat well, to sleep as well as one can, and not be fearful… Fear isn't going to help… we need to find opportunities to have fun. 

	The people not listening to the rules are the ones that will get sick first, so it is important to keep your circles small and remember to keep 6 feet of separation. The second wave will happen... Then other waves... It will be a constant mental battle with death. 

	Most people I have seen don't know how to use a mask, so for them they're pointless. 

	It makes me angry seeing rubber gloves and masks being wasted and misused. 

	Gloves don't substitute hand washing, and many wear the mask too high or too low... or touch the front of the mask defeating the purpose. Such a waste.

	 What bothers me a lot is it seems a lot of people seem to have completely forgotten about the environment - Gloves all over parking lots. All that trash will cause more health issues one way or another during the epidemic because of backed up sewers. 

	People are worried about clean while wallowing in filth… it just shows how selfish our society really is sometimes.

	But on a good note, my wife and I are well, even my family in the UK and my friends in the States. Some have the virus, but they are doing okay under the circumstances. 

	What everyone is experiencing now is something we never felt before... not in this capacity, and we are learning something new about this invisible enemy every day. It will never be back to normal for us. It will be forever different, and that is part of life experiences. 

	This is possibly the most dynamic and telling point in humanity. I think we’ll make it through. 

	All we can do is move forward - do what we have to do. 

	Take care of ourselves and our neighbours.

	 

	



	



	How We Died
and Were Remade

	by Arlene Radasky

	 

	It started with a sore throat and dry cough, growing into the downfall of a prospering nation. 
How can this be? 
What would bring this mighty Lady to her knees? 
How did panic rule the day? 

Numbers called science were formed calling for the deaths of millions. Fear reigned and souls ran for shelter. Some did not run fast enough, some were captured and had to fight a mighty battle. The already weak died. The young and strong won the fight but were told to still fear and hide. They were not allowed out to fight the dragon and bring back stability to the earth. Some cowered. Others started tugging on the reins and bucking authority who had promised to punish.

	And finally, a few very brave souls left the shelter to find food for the starving. Slowly the children’s laughter was heard again amongst swings. The sun cast shadows on others who peaked out the door left open and saw that the land was clean, the path was swept by the brave few firsters.

	And again, as the air cleared, the nation awoke in a new way. The Lady wore lines of battle won.

	Yes, there are memorials raised to those who died and the date remembered. The dead joined the multitudes who have gone before, in days of less fear, but in the old normal.

	There is now a new recognition of what is precious for each soul, a new normal. For this Era.

	Copyright © 2020 Arlene Radasky

	 

	Footnote: Arlene is a writer from Goleta, California, USA. Her novel, THE FOX, is a historical romance and fantasy novel that looks at true courage and truly selfless acts. In this epic fiction that crosses centuries, Druid healers at the beginning of recorded time will be rescued from obscurity by an archeologist of the twenty-first century.

	Get THE FOX on Amazon .ca https://amzn.to/2YfEIUP 

	Get THE FOX on Amazon .com https://amzn.to/2VZEw9w 

	 

	 


Kenn

	Glace Bay, Nova Scotia, Canada

	  

	My story is not that dissimilar from that of writer and artist friends of mine - we spend the majority of our time indoors anyway working on our craft. Some of us are introverts and don’t really like crowds that much so you would think a “stay at home” order wouldn’t really bother us since we rarely venture outside anyway. 

	Not so much.

	Staying home by choice is very different than being ordered to stay home. It’s true what they say, “You never know what you have until it’s gone.” And, now that wandering outside to go wherever my heart desires whenever I felt like it has been taken away, I’ve been climbing the walls, itching to get outside; eager to look at anything except the walls in my house.

	Before things got bad, I decided to take my fiancé on a drive around the island. Surprisingly, she hasn’t really seen much of Cape Breton other than our hometown of Glace Bay and a few trips to Sydney; I thought using this time to do some home grown exploring would be a nice outing for her. Not to mention I haven’t visited the Margaree area in years, so I wanted to put that on our list of places to visit, even though we didn’t actually have a list.

	She spent the night making a variety of sandwiches for our road trip to “Wherever we end up” and we had snacks, bottled water and juice so we wouldn’t have to stop anywhere.

	Our first stop was St. Anne’s Lookoff. 

	She’s afraid of heights so crossing the Seal Island Bridge was “interesting” and not without a few expletives thrown my way, so I don’t know what possessed me to think that stopping on top of Kelly’s Mountain to look at the world below would be something that would interest her. 

	Because our road trip was very early during the pandemic, there was still plenty of snow piled deep along the sides of the road. That meant she had to climb an 8-foot snowbank just to see anything. 

	She loved the view and took several pictures, and that’s when it occurred to her, and me, she had to climb back down the snowbank. 

	It’s rather ironic that looking at the scenery 267 meters (875 feet) below didn’t scare her… but climbing back down that 8-foot snowbank did. 

	I was a gentleman and took her by the hands and helped her down. Actually, it was more like self-defense - she couldn’t smack me upside the head if I was holding both her hands.

	We continued on our journey and took the scenic route through the village of Baddeck; it looked like a ghost town with only one other car on the road.

	From there we made our way to the Tim Horton’s off the highway just outside Baddeck; it was drive-thru only and the attached Irving store was only letting people in one at a time. 

	I stood in line waiting for my turn to get her a bag of chips that she was craving (I was hoping to make up for the snowbank ordeal) but whoever was in the store was taking too long. I only wore a light jacket and there were two other people ahead of me. So I succumbed to the cold air and returned to our SUV without her potato chips. 

	We went through the drive-thru to fill up our coffee and tea thermos cups., and I got some donuts to make up for the lack of chips.

	From there we took at right at The Red Barn, over Hunter’s Mountain and made our way to Margaree Valley to check out my old cabin. I spent the summers of my youth in that cabin; I even sequestered myself there back in 2009 to write my first novel. We then stopped for some pictures of the one-room schoolhouse. Several of the small bridges were in rough shape and the roads hadn’t seen a road crew since I was a teenager. As we bounced along the road silently praying we’re not going to need a new front-end alignment, the inevitable hit. Those three little words I was praying I wouldn’t hear finally broke the silence…

	“I gotta pee.”

	This is not going to end well. 

	I hurriedly drove to the small store and gas station I knew had a bathroom while trying not to completely kill my alignment in the process. I pulled into the parking lot relieved that our road trip didn’t cause he any unnecessary embarrassment, but that relief was short lived…

	It was closed. 

	The Co-op Grocery Store was a good 15 minutes away; I did it in 8, much to her approval. And I bought her those chips she wanted. All is good and I was back in her good graces. 

	Well, I was until we stopped in an empty parking lot in Cheticamp to eat the sandwiches she prepared…

	A couple of locals pulled into the parking lot just as we were leaving and proceeded to “chase us out of town.” I guess they didn’t recognize our truck and didn’t want outsiders bringing the virus into their small village.

	On our way into Cheticamp I spotted an old motorcycle on the side of the road, so I made a mental note to stop for pictures on our way back out, but with the Cheticamp Duke Boys working so hard at trying to be intimidating, I thought it would be rude of me to stop for pictures while they were “chasing us out of town.”. 

	All kidding aside, Cheticamp is a beautiful town with wonderful people. 

	Their church, constructed in 1893, is a sight to behold. 

	I really wanted to show my fiancée the inside of the church but, not surprisingly, it was closed. St. Peter’s church is one of only a few stone churches on Cape Breton Island, and it is one of the finest examples of church architecture that was developed in Quebec but is rarely seen outside that province. If you are ever in the Cheticamp area, you owe it to yourself to visit that church. We plan on going back when this pandemic is finally behind us.

	Other than our one big adventure, we haven’t really left the house much other than to get essential supplies. 

	I have been getting a lot of writing done; I just finished another children’s book, and I started a new book on writing. Not to mention putting this book together despite spending entirely too much time on Netflix. 

	I planned on holding another Writing and Filmmaking Workshop at our local library but that, like so many other events, has been postponed until further notice. 

	I haven’t really venture into any grocery stores or places like Walmart, but I really want to wander around town with my filmmaking gear interviewing people… 

	But I don’t want to be chased out of this town too, so I think I’ll just stay home and write another book instead.
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