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Year of the Pandemic 
 
Red Wolf Editions brings you first a small selection of poems in this Fall 
edition. The poets in this collection give witness to a pandemic that has 
taken over the world in 2020. The coronavirus has forced a shutting down of 
our way of living, our economies and our borders in an unprecedented way.  
It created a new lexicon—social distancing, work-from-home, body 
abstinence, contact tracing, green lanes—and necessitated the wearing of 
face masks, and the enforcement of quarantine for those who travel or have 
been in contact with an infected person. 
 
The pandemic foregrounded the social divide, between those with deep 
resources and those without. It has triggered racial attacks. It separated 
loved ones who are in different countries. Travel restrictions are still in place 
till winter in most places. Businesses, work and education are increasingly 
digitised as people stayed at home. 
 
As countries emerge from lockdowns in order to heal the economy, to save 
livelihoods, it’s clear things will not return to pre-coronavirus ways for a 
while yet, till a vaccine is found. Fatalities are continuing. The coronavirus is 
still spreading, reaching peak levels in Brazil and India at the time of 
writing. 
 
As the world is still in the stranglehold of the coronavirus, you’re invited to 
continue to write poems on what people are experiencing in the ongoing 
crisis. You’re asked to reflect on how people connect or want to connect. 
Hopefully a larger compilation awaits in the Spring edition of 2021. As for 
myself I’d written a collection of 50 poems over a two-month period of 
lockdown. The poems were written daily, and documents in a way the 
intense feelings one feels when the world went into lockdown. The collection, 
Isolation Diaries, is released together with this pandemic collection.  
 
 
Irene Toh 
Editor 
The Coronavirus Poetry Issue 
 
 
 



 5 

 

 

Contents 
 

 
Misky Braendeholm, It’s Not That Simple Staying Indoors For Three 
Months   7 
 
Preeth Ganapathy, A Sense of Déjà vu   8 

Marion Leeper, Lockdown silver 
(after ‘Silver’ by Walter de la Mare)   9 

Jack e Lorts, Poem about the COVID-19 Pandemic   10 
 
Sally Sandler, I Dreamed The Pandemic Was Purged   12 
 
Emil Sinclair, Burning Down the House 
     (for Orfeo Angelucci)   14 
 
Julia C. Spring, Contagion Haiku   17 
 
Ivor Steven, The Sun Arose Again   18 

Adrienne Stevenson, Lockdown   19 

Debi Swim, April, May, May Day May Day   20 
 
Alan Walowitz, Time and Distance   21 

Jon Wesick, Grocery Run   22 

Jon Wesick, Lost Summer   23 

Elise Woods, Finding Home   24 

Fred Zirm, Ablutions   25 
 

 

 



 6 

 

 

 

… everything 
and nothing 
is normal. 

— Debi Swim 
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It’s Not That Simple Staying Indoors For Three Months 
by Misky Braendeholm 
 
Just now I was thinking about us and how you used to say things never last 
and do you remember when we’d stop after school and share an ice cream 
and you’d always say nothing ever lasts and your ice cream melted and 
dripped down your arm and I’d say, Really why not? and you said it’s just 
not that simple and at the time I didn’t see why not and just now as I’m 
sitting in my favourite chair enjoying the bright colours of spring and 
listening to bird song and reading about another 655 people dying from the 
Coronavirus and me all closeted away self-isolating, and well that’s when I 
suddenly realised: life just isn’t that simple. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Misky’s work is regularly published in monthly issues of Waterways Poetry in 
the Mainstream, Ten Penny Players, and most recently Right Hand Pointing. 
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A Sense of Déjà vu 
by Preeth Ganapathy 
 
Scores of people wait at the bus stop 
with green and white masks 
adorning their face 
 
Hand hygiene, social distancing, geo fencing 
and other such technical terms 
find a place in the common vocabulary. 
 
Wheat flour, soap, rice and lentils 
take off from the racks faster than 
the speed of changing thoughts in a cluttered mind. 
 
Offices shut down, schools close 
entertainment no longer matters 
in the clamour for base survival. 

How do the viruses enter human life? 
through contact alone? 
or are they airborne? 

They inhabit a being who dispenses them freely 
as he moves around. 
Like a walking beehive. 

Tiny organisms that are left behind start their own startup 
sponging on the fertile ground of fresh blood and soft tissues 
causing death to do a geometric progression 

All those sci-fi movies of the yore 
spelling apocalyptic doom 
did not lie after all. 

Preeth Ganapathy lives in Bengaluru, India. Her works have been published 
in a number of online magazines including the Short Humour 
Site, Spark and The Literary Yard. 
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Lockdown silver 
(after ‘Silver’ by Walter de la Mare) 
by Marion Leeper 

Last night the moon dropped in to pass the time of night. 
She kicked off her silver shoes 
and perched in the branches of the sycamore. 
My feet, bare as hers, burnt on the frosty ground. 

She told me the news: lights glowing 
in houses all along the world’s girth. 
The beating heartaches in each little box 
beneath the silver casements. 

I looked into her single eye. She told me 
these branches, blocking out the sky 
were not bars, but the edges of a lens. 
She said, ‘Look closer. Inwards.’ 

Then she was off, round the church tower, widdershins, 
Leaving me in the streetlight’s neon stripes. 
Until sleep claimed me, warm 
with silver feathers and the ripples of shining fish. 

 

Process notes: 

I made this poem one sleepless night early in lockdown: it comes from a 
revisiting of poetry familiar from childhood, and also while working on a 
collection of moon legends from around the world. 

Marion Leeper is a poet and purveyor of stories and tall tales based in 
Cambridge, UK. She fell into poetry when she was elected Bard of 
Cambridge for a year and has been happily drowning ever since. She has 
written on storytelling in education, and toured storytelling shows around 
the UK and beyond. Her poems have appeared in The Fenland Reed 
quarterly, In Other Words anthologies for Allographic Press and Earth, We 
Are Listening for Slice of the Moon Books. 
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Poem about the COVID-19 Pandemic 
by Jack e Lorts 
 
I said to me, Jack, 
you need to write 
a poem about 
the COVID-19 pandemic. 
All the other poets 
are doing it, 
and you are getting left out. 
 
The days are passing 
and your liver is failing 
day by day, 
and you are 80 years old. 
The pandemic is 
leaching away at your liver, 
at the days you have left. 
You are wasting your time 
writing worthless tweets 
ridiculing Trump, 
how incompetently 
he’s handling the crisis. 
 
Jack, your days are numbered! 
Why should you spend them 
wasting your time 
ridiculing the most corrupt 
and incompetent man 
ever to occupy the White House? 
 
NO! 
 
Jack, we’re talking about 
the last days, weeks of your life. 
You’re an old man 
dying of Cirrhosis of the Liver! 
Sure, you may have 
another five years; 
the Doc says it’s possible, 
but you could die anytime, 
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Your liver could just 
go KUPIT, 
give up the ghost 
and you’re gone. 
 
You’re right, Jack. 
I’ve got to write this poem 
about the pandemic now,, 
before it’s too late. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jack e Lorts is poet & retired educator living in rural eastern Oregon. His 
poems have appeared widely, if infrequently the past 50+ years such places 
as Arizona Quarterly, Kansas Quarterly, English Journal, Agnostic Lobster, 
High Desert Journal, and more recently his surrealistic “Ephram Pratt” 
poems have appeared widely online such places as Haggard and Halloo, 
Locust, Chiron Review, Clackamas Literary Review, Phantom Drift, Poetry 
Breakfast and myriad other places. Author of three earlier chapbooks, among 
them, Dear Gilbert Sorrentino & Other Poems from Finishing Line Press 2011, 
his most recent book is The Love Songs of Ephram Pratt (2019) from Uttered 
Chaos Press. 
He first published in the late 1950’s & 60’s in such magazines as Ron 
Padgett’s White Dove Review, George Bowering’s Open Letter and the pivotal 
LA journal NOMAD, alongside the early work of such poets as Allen 
Ginsberg, Denise Levertov, Russell Edson, Larry Eigner, Cid Corman, Ron 
Padgett & Ted Berrigan. He sometimes wonders, what the hell happened. 
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I Dreamed The Pandemic Was Purged 
by Sally Sandler 
 
when a storm surged off the Mexican Coast 
and finally breached California shores 
Old Testament style and flushed our streets 
with epic amounts of spring clean rain. 
 
In the morning epidemiologists 
reported the virus was last seen 
in filmy rivers jumping the curbs 
in San Diego. Oceanographers 
 
are saying this event makes history; 
it seems the rogue virus was scoured 
off the street as if it were grease and 
guttered down through storm drains and culverts, 
 
beyond nursing homes and airports and 
people panic-buying toilet paper in 
case of sudden outbreak of indecency. 
Then the viscous infusion floated 
 
on high sea swells and coated them with 
an enormous oily rainbow just before 
ghosting into a grave the experts are sure exists 
on the ocean floor. They speculate 
 
that decades later it could be exposed 
on the beach by the haunted remains 
of the hotel that burned in 1885 
like a new local myth, but with the sick 
 
mechanical smell of beach tar. They 
also predict in 2320 
someone might point with its left frontal lobe 
and say: Look, just above that ribbon 
 
of Del Mar sandstone there on the cliff, 
that streaked black sediment—do you see? 
That was the Pandemic of 2020. 
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At once transcendent and accessible, Sally Sandler’s poetry gives overdue 
voice to her generation of Baby Boomers and their elders. She illuminates 
their shared concerns over the passage of time and fading idealism, the death 
of parents, and loss of the environment, while maintaining hope for wisdom 
yet to come. Sandler writes in form as well as free verse, honoring poetry’s 
roots while addressing contemporary issues. Her poems have been published 
in Acumen Literary Journal, the MOON Magazine, Mused: the BellaOnline 
Literary Review, and Westward Quarterly. She has three published books of 
poetry, one biography, and one children’s book, all available on 
Amazon.com. 
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Burning Down the House 
     (for Orfeo Angelucci) 
by Emil Sinclair 
 
How did I survive 
the fire so intense 
it melts glass and steel? 
My old life in ruins 
I am a bewildered tourist 
gawking at the rubble 
of a terminal moraine. 
At glaciers end, 
where nothing moves, 
my nostrils burn 
from acrid smoke 
and arctic air. 
Fire and ice: 
I am Shiva, dancing; 
a plague for Athens 
in its twilight hours. 
 
Water logged shingles 
drop like rotted teeth 
from an old man’s gums, 
through charred cross 
beams and empty air 
(no ceilings or floors), 
to land in heaping piles 
of Wednesday’s ashes. 
 
I survey the debris: 
certificates of security, 
burned beyond recognition; 
keepsakes of friendship, 
brittle and broken; 
memories of joy, 
twisted into grotesque 
masks of mourning 
and mordant self-pity. 
 



 15 

Fragments of lost souls— 
crescent moon-shaped 
curls of iridescent ectoplasm— 
swim blindly around my feet, 
squiggling like headless tadpoles 
in a turgid pond, 
lamenting their dire fate 
with shrill cries of anguish. 
A Greek chorus of woe. 
 
With an angry groan 
the floor collapses; 
the cellar cracks open, 
as if by earthquake split 
into a deep depression 
ringed by sheer rock cliffs. 
I am caught by a ledge 
altogether too narrow 
to sit, or stand, or lie; 
my right ankle grabbed 
by the outstretched crook 
of an ancient gnarled limb. 
I dangle precariously 
over the dark abyss, 
strung upside down 
on the thinnest of threads. 
 
From the dim vale below, 
the voices call up to me 
in a sonorous echo: 
“Orfeo! Orfeo! 
Orfeo of the bright angels! 
Come down to us! 
Descend to our kingdom 
of restless shades 
to reclaim your lost life!” 
 
The call goes unanswered. 
For I am The Hanged Man, 
suspended in space, 
my perspective askew— 
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caught between worlds— 
unable to move, nor 
take a full breath. 
I am King Minos, 
trapped in my palace of doom, 
avoiding my Minotaur, 
who sleeps, 
dreaming fitfully, 
alone in his labyrinth. 
I am The Fisher King, 
with nowhere to go 
in the land of waste, 
and no hope for the grail 
to cure what ails me. 
 
How do I survive 
the six degrees 
of separation, 
the sixth extinction, 
the six feet apart, 
with no seventh to rest? 
I wait for a miracle. 
Where is the mothership 
to ferry me home? 
 
Process notes: 
Orfeo M. Angelucci was an early member of the club of UFO contractees in 
the 1950s. His case and its archetypal aspects was analyzed by C.G. Jung, in 
his late, classic work, Flying Saucers: A Modern Myth of Things Seen in the 
Skies (1958). Other works referenced include those of Joseph Campbell, T.S. 
Eliot, and, of course, Talking Heads. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Emil Sinclair is the pseudonym of a sometime poet and longtime philosophy 
professor (teaching at a distance) in New York City. 
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Contagion Haiku 
by Julia C. Spring 
 
1919 
Mother, six, got flu 
in winter. Spring dazzled her 
eyes when she arose. 
 
1952 
Scarlet fever lock- 
down. Borrowed a Samoyed 
and romped in our yard. 
 
1955 
Youngest child, proud to 
get polio shot before 
bossy big sisters. 
 
2020 
Virus pounces, no cat 
feet for it. How will the kids 
remember this time? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Julia Spring is a mostly-retired social worker/lawyer who began writing 
haiku and short memoir pieces when her professional writing began yearning 
toward the personal. A number have been published. She was a prizewinner 
in Intima’s 2018 contest for essays in compassionate health care. 
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The Sun Arose Again 
by Ivor Steven 
 
There must be a number of silent masks around 
Yesterday an old mask flew away at the speed of sound 
From behind, the real pieces of what we perceive 
Are leftover bones, bleached by sky and sea 
Where the worn pebbles lingering in the hand 
Fall gently upon lines drawn in the sand 
And these new beginnings could be a heavenly gift 
As white doves soar above the mourning cliffs 
 
Perhaps the next awakening will be a peaceful one 
Full of friendly compassion and wisdom 
I’m lucky today, the sun arose again 
To light up the hallway, despite the rain 
I’ll be the first one to walk out the door 
And the only one left here, to see her valour 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Ivor Steven was formerly an Industrial Chemist, then a Plumber, and has 
been writing poetry for 19 years. He has had numerous poems published in 
on-line magazines. He is an active member of the Geelong Writers 
Inc.(Australia), and is a team member/barista with the on-line magazine Go 
Dog Go Cafe (America). 
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Lockdown 
by Adrienne Stevenson 

there’s great discomfort, sitting 
on this razor’s edge of boredom 
all voices muted, filtered, distant 
human contact dulled to a wave 
smiling with eyes only 

our decisions all pragmatic 
we bow to the necessity of distance 
keenest pain that of loneliness 
belatedly, we begin to realize 
how much we need others 

even if we could travel 
and that’s forbidden now 
where would we go to escape? 
no haven is secure enough 
all choices harsh 

 

 

 

 

 

Adrienne Stevenson is a Canadian living in Ottawa, Ontario. A retired 
forensic scientist, she writes poetry, fiction and creative non-fiction. Her 
poetry has been published in Bywords, Constellate Magazine, Quills, Scarlet 
Leaf Review, Blood & Bourbon, The Wire's Dream, The Literary Nest, The 
Poet-On the Road, Ottawa Poets Pathway Lampman Challenge chapbook, 
Time and Again Poetry Anthology chapbook, and 20/20 Vision by Canadian 
Authors Association-National Capital Branch. 
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April, May, May Day May Day 
by Debi Swim 

Day follows day 
insipid as cold oatmeal 
I choke them down 
fall into bed at night 
hoping for a dream 
but awake to morning 
another day, another day 
and hunger grows in me 
for something but I’ve 
forgotten the taste 
of life my taste buds 
have dementia and 
long for the sound 
dingdongding bells 
of palsy that drags 
half my outlook down 
and everything 
and nothing 
is normal. 

 

 

 

 

 

Debi Swim poems in West Virginia mostly to prompts from around the 
net. https://poetrybydebi.wordpress.com/ 
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Time and Distance 
by Alan Walowitz 
 
Two trains leave Whoville and Anytown at noon 
and we’re told to determine when they meet, 
not to mention if the bodies will be laid aside the tracks, 
or they’ll be carted off in refrigerated trucks– 
so much for the beauty and synergy of math. 
Then, soon as we realize it’s not us on a train 
bound for oblivion, it’s only our canned goods lined up 
on the patio table to be scrubbed and bleached, 
and we watch as the labels fade in the warm spring sun. 
After a while we can’t tell the garbanzos from the pigeon peas. 
Yes, we hoped for the taste of some future hummus, 
but maybe those nasty limas could be sufficient for now– 
if only this doesn’t turn out to be the rest of our lives, 
and it’s just another maddening and unscheduled stop. 
 
 
Process notes: I hate math and lima beans and needless deaths and washing 
my groceries. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Alan Walowitz is a Contributing Editor at Verse-Virtual, an Online 
Community Journal of Poetry. His chapbook, Exactly Like Love was 
published by Osedax Press, and his full-length, The Story of the Milkman and 
Other Poems, is available from Truth Serum Press. 
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Grocery Run 
by Jon Wesick 

White hair, gaunt bodies, toothless mouths 
hidden behind sky-blue facemasks, they wander, listless 
as George Romero’s zombies, mindless feeding machines 
programmed to consume by a cold uncaring universe. 
They shuffle inexorably forward, fingering limp broccoli, 
flabby Brussels sprouts, and frozen ribs 
large as Toyota Camrys. 
I imagine them devouring the raw pork, 
their dentures, like flesh-eating beetles, 
picking the bones clean of pinkish-gray meat. 

Glasses fogged, hands covered in contagion 
due to the lack of disinfectant wipes at the door, 
I push a cart loaded with five-pound bags 
of potatoes and onions of dubious provenance. 
The shelves, empty as interstellar space. 
And although science has proved a vacuum 
is more than nothing, I cannot subsist 
on quantum fields alone. 

Chicken stock, canned tomatoes, still no yeast. 
Tough are the soles that tread 
the blue, taped arrows on the floor 
that knife edge of safety between microscopic assassins 
or maybe some giant tentacle that would burst 
through the gray linoleum and drag me into the abyss. 

A stock boy blocks my path, his barcode reader 
threatening as a serial killer’s chainsaw. 
“Got any eggs?” I ask. 
“No, we don’t have hand sanitizer. 
The store without eggs is across the street.” 
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Lost Summer 
by Jon Wesick 
 
White walls, beige carpet, popcorn ceiling, three bookshelves, unused Quebec 
and Nova Scotia guidebooks, wooden sword, window AC unit with blinking 
change-filter light, indigo loveseat, IKEA coffee table, Kleenex, Kindle, tea 
mug, fountain pen, seven plastic storage boxes, exercycle, red-and-gold 
poster from my feature at the Kerouac Café, chicken stock, canned tomatoes, 
five pounds of brown rice, cherry mead fermenting in a gallon jug, stand 
mixer, toaster oven, busted microwave, stove with two broken burners I 
won’t report to the maintenance staff so proud in their refusal to wear face 
masks, six pair of shoes, disinfectant wipes by the door locked to keep the 
virus out, two file cabinets, last paycheck, first Social Security check, full-
size latex mattress, meditation bench, Thich Nhat Hahn calendar, desk, two 
office chairs, laptop for Netflix and Zoom meetings 
White walls, beige carpet, popcorn ceiling, unused guidebooks, white walls, 
beige carpet, popcorn ceiling, white walls, beige carpet, popcorn ceiling 
 
 
 
 

Jon Wesick is a regional editor of the San Diego Poetry Annual. He’s 
published hundreds of poems and stories in journals such as the Atlanta 
Review, Berkeley Fiction Review, Metal Scratches, Pearl, Slipstream, Space and 
Time, Tales of the Talisman, and Zahir. The editors of Knot Magazine 
nominated his story “The Visitor” for a Pushcart Prize. His poem 
“Meditation Instruction” won the Editor’s Choice Award in the 2016 Spirit 
First Contest. Another poem “Bread and Circuses” won second place in the 
2007 African American Writers and Artists Contest. “Richard Feynman’s 
Commute” shared third place in the 2017 Rhysling Award’s short poem 
category. Jon is the author of the poetry collection Words of Power, Dances of 
Freedom as well as several novels and most recently the short-story collection 
The Alchemist’s Grandson Changes His Name. 
http://jonwesick.com 
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Finding Home 
by Elise Woods 

What is home anymore? 
I no longer know. 
I no longer know what is considered normal. 
I can’t figure out how to get past the past. 
Nor can I accurately plan for the future. 

I’m supposed to drive somewhere, right? 
Where exactly is it that I should go? 
My once clear destination is now unknown. 
In my brain, there are glimpses of Maple Trees. 
Sounds of laughter and splashing in the neighbor’s pool. 

My shopping spree in February was a mistake. 
No one can fully appreciate my wardrobe in a Zoom call. 
I can only gather that I must navigate anew 
To a new destination and new definition of what it means 
To live, and of what it means, to be home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Elise Woods is an assistant tutoring coordinator at Jefferson Community & 
Technical College. Her work has appeared in The Avenue, The Learning 
Assistance Review, and SpreeBeez magazine. 
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Ablutions 
by Fred Zirm 
 
Now we sing Happy Birthday to ourselves 
twice, just in case we don’t make it to 
next year, as we wash our hands like surgeons, 
like that Scottish lady, like Pilate, like priests 
in preparation or repentance or faith or fear 
for all the good and ill our touch has brought 
all the way from China unless we change 
our tune and learn to sing together. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After earning a B.A. and M.A. in English from Michigan State and an 
M.F.A. from the Playwrights Workshop at the University of Iowa, Fred 
Zirm spent nearly 40 years teaching English and drama at an independent 
school. Since his retirement, he has continued to direct plays but has also 
focused on writing poetry, flash fiction, and creative nonfiction. His work 
has been published in about a dozen small literary magazines and 
anthologies, including Still Crazy, cahoodadoodaling, NEAT, Voices de la 
Luna, Greek Fire, and Objects in the Rearview Mirror. He lives with his wife 
and younger daughter in Rockville, MD. 

 


