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Preface 
 
T. Allen Culpepper 
 

When it became evident that the Covid-19 pandemic was going to result in the need 

for social distancing and isolation, I naturally turned to literature to look for parallels to 
our current situation in the experiences of other times and places. The literary precedent 
that came to mind immediately was Giovanni Boccaccio’s Decameron, in which some 
young Florentine nobles meet at the church of Santa Maria Novella and go out into the 
countryside to take refuge from the plague. While they wait out the deadly pestilence, 
they entertain one another with stories. Like Marguerite de Navarre’s Heptameron and 
Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales, the Decameron is a frame narrative, in which 
individual stories are framed by a master narrative. The background of the Decameron, 
though—a medieval European pandemic—makes it particularly analogous to our own 
circumstances at the moment. Someone, I thought, should write a 21st-century version of 
the Italian literary classic. Then it occurred to me that it could be a community effort for 
this strange time, and that, rather than have fictional characters tell the internal stories as 
did the authors mentioned above, I could provide the frame and invite real people—
friends and colleagues—to contribute the “stories,” loosely interpreted to include poetry 
and the visual arts as well as short fiction. The idea was that producing the works would 
provide a creative outlet and communal experience for the participants, and that the 
resulting product might offer an entertaining and thought-provoking diversion for 
readers. Happily, when I presented the idea, many of those friends and colleagues were 
game to give it a go, and this collection of poetry, prose, cartoons, drawings, and 
photography is the result. I hope that you will find in it both enjoyment and inspiration. 

 
 
Tulsa, Oklahoma, 27 April 2020 
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Proem 

The years of the Common Era had reached the number two thousand and twenty, 

when into the ivory towers of academia there came the death-dealing pestilence which 
was extending from one place to another, showing its dolorous effects—debilitating, if not 
halting, respiration, the very breath of life itself. To the cure of this malady, neither 
counsel of physician nor virtue of medicine appeared to avail or profit.  In fact, the 
mischief was greater, for not only did direct physical contact with the sick infect the 
healthy, but the mere breathing of the same air or touching of the clothes of the sick 
appeared to communicate the malady.  

From this situation diverse fears and conceits arose in the living, which tended to the 
barbarous conclusion to shun and flee from the sick and all that pertained to them, thus 
thinking to secure immunity for themselves. Some conceived that to live moderately and 
keep themselves from all excess was the best defense against danger, so they lived 
removed from every other and shut themselves up in those houses where none had been 
sick; and there, eating and drinking temperately, they abode with music and such other 
diversions, never suffering themselves to speak with any nor choosing to hear any news 
from without of death or sick folk. 

Others, on the contrary, maintained that to carouse and make merry and go about 
singing and frolicking and satisfy the appetite in everything possible and laugh and scoff 
at whatever befell was a certain remedy for such an ill. That which they said they put in 
practice as best they might, going about day and night, now to this tavern, now to that, 
drinking without stint or measure. These too shunned the sick to the best of their power. 

Many others held a middle course between the two aforesaid, not straitening 

themselves so exactly in the matter of diet as the first nor allowing themselves such license 
in drinking and other debauchery as the second, but using things in sufficiency, according 
to their appetites; nor did they seclude themselves, but went about, carrying in their 
hands bottles of hand-sanitizer and bleach, along with copious quantities of toilet paper, 
and wearing masks, which they set over their noses and mouths, in the hope of avoiding 
airborne contagion.  

Some avouched that there was no remedy against pestilence better than to flee before it. 
Moved by this reasoning and thinking of no one but themselves, many abandoned their 
own city, their own houses and schools and places of work, their kinsfolk and possessions, 
and sought country seats, as if the pestilence would not proceed there, but would content 
itself with afflicting only those within the walls of their city. And albeit these, did not all 
become infected, yet neither did they all escape; nay, many of each way of thinking and 
in every place sickened of the novel coronavirus and languished on all sides. 
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And, at this time, many public and private institutions, including the hallowed halls of 
academia, having deemed gathering of the masses a menace to the public health, 
proceeded to ban such gatherings, including the class meetings at which education was 
customarily inflicted upon the young, banishing their denizens from their physical 
grounds and exiling them into cyberspace. 

It was for this reason that the creativi of academia, deprived of their usual haunts, decided 
to assemble themselves at the Chiesa dei Santi Media Sociali to make plans for departure 
together to a rural writers’ colony in upstate cyberbia, where, having re-congregated, they 
did employ their collective wit to entertain one another with such tales and verses as 
might be invented during their period of sequester, those compositions being here 
recorded for the diversion also of the general populace.  

—T. A. C. (adapted from Boccaccio) 
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Curve Ball 
 
T. Allen Culpepper 
 

From the Olympian mound, the pitcher-god threw us a curve, 

a ball of pandemic-virus starter ringed with a spiky corona, 
designed to explode and multiply at baseball time, 
sending mortals in search of sanitizer, masks, and rolls of paper, 
forcing even the most social—those Italians!—to keep their distance, 
and granting the wishes of all who ever said “leave me alone.” 
 
People used to playing the game, now forced to watch at home alone, 
listen to the experts explaining the urgency of flattening the curve, 
of washing their hands fifty times a day and maintaining social distance, 
while wondering if they too will become infected with corona 
and pondering how best to manufacture their own paper-- 
just a question of material and method, since they have plenty of time. 
 
Exactly what are space and time? Such questions arise when there’s time 
and space to ponder them because everything’s so quiet, and we are so alone, 
sheltering at home and hoarding milk, bread, and toilet paper, 
hoping that survival skills are graded on a favorable curve, 
thinking that for patience we each deserve a golden corona, 
and how contagion travels so quickly such a distance. 
 
Not going to work or school seems not so bad, but how to distance 
yourself from your family and friends all the time? 
So can it be that bad, so much worse than other viruses, this corona? 
Because it turns out that hard as adulting is, alone- 
ing is that much harder, with an anxious-making learning curve. 
Can it really be as deadly as they tell us in the online papers? 
 
Teachers and students distracted—must they still write, still mark those papers 
in times when the apocalypse seems quite real and not too distant? 
Employees and business owners trying to chart how their trajectory will curve, 
what good without income is a mandate for taking down time? 
Who knows how all this will end? The pitcher-god alone, 
watching the ball from atop his mountain’s high corona. 
 
So many definitions—aureole, crown, halo, ring—for this corona, 
but the thing itself is far more intense than words on paper, 
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the way it brings people down with sickness, death, facing fear alone. 
Caution is clearly required, but can human will alone enforce the distance 
between our life and all the threats to its existence? Only time 
will tell, one supposes, which way the spinning viral ball will curve. 
 
All we can do is try to keep distance between ourselves and this new corona, 
and if it comes our time, we won’t be saved by masks or toilet paper; 
we dream we grip the bat to swing at the curve, but we wake like we die, alone.  
 
First published in Faculty Forum, 8 April 2020. 
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Cats, Covid, and Me 
 
C. B. Perky 
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The Meaning of Novel 
 
D. E. Chandler 

 

This is not a drill. 

We have had plenty of them, and this is not the same.  

This is not a drill. 

It’s new.  

This is not a drill.  

Remain calm. 

This is not a drill. 

We’ve got enough to get through this. 

This is not a drill. 

We can support each other and protect those in need.  

This is not a drill. 

We have the internet, all human knowledge, at our command. 

This is not a drill. 

We know how to do and make things we’ll be fine. 

This is not a drill. 

We’ve practiced preparedness since before it was cool. 

This is not a drill. 

We’re being vindicated now, and we’re the cool ones. 

This is not a drill. 

We didn’t want to be right.  
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This is not a drill. 

The world isn’t ending. 

This is not a drill. 

It is changing. 

This is not a drill.  
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Don’t Blame Possum 
 
T. Allen Culpepper 
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Home  
Kendra Reynolds 

You were told you had to fly home, two months early from a ten month stint. I don’t 

think you quite grasped how much home you were returning to. From Oklahoma heat to 
Northern Irish chills. Extra layers, air con absence, the boiler removed (intended to be 
reinstalled in the yet-to-be-built shed, every summer). The intention is there. But also, the 
loving arms, the mid-morning cuddles, the new acceptability that comes from saving your 
country through Netflix and chill until 5am; sleeping till 3pm; teaching online in pyjamas; 
your dog conveying a toothy good boy ‘hi’, showing your class his new ball, grubbied by 
love. You smile shyly at the neighbours you never talked to. Daily danders teach you 
newfound appreciation for your country’s quirks. Your scenic route is now a run down 
park with loyalist graffiti and the hole, where the bonfire burns each year, apologises for 
its tantrums. Recognises the pettiness of its annual symbolism. Grounded as it is now in 
the levelling fires of a global pandemic. Mental health has lost its heaviness. Has become 
an understandable response to social illness. As morally deprived leaders stir campaign 
slogans into the media soup, knowing that fear breeds desperation, a willingness to cling 
to simplicity. Those in charge centre on the I, abandoning the we to face masks and 
prayers. They robbed it, yet now praise the NHS from which they sucked precious 
economic oxygen in the time before. National health care, abused as an economic 
ventilator for capitalists selling our lives, can only last so long used and abused by greedy 
mouths that leave the rest of us to gasp, accustomed as they are to plenty and privilege. 
You often wonder if you are feeling a shortness of breath. If you have it. Or if you’re 
simply panicking. Still, your two cats cuddle by the fire, appreciate the presence in a 
house never empty. The dog’s exercise regime has been ramped up significantly. He’s a 
source of aesthetic guilt. He’s in better shape than the rest of us harbouring our chocolate 
comas, washed down with Bailey’s Irish Cream, and topped with a scoop of Ben and 
Jerry’s icecream. Cups of tea on intravenous sustain the nerves. Here the teapot is sacred, 
a font of wisdom. Tea provides stillness in crises. Both fickle relationship dramas or 
world-changing horrors – a tea bag will hold it together. The steaming liquid purges the 
evils of contemporary life in the minds of Northern Irish mothers and their daughters. At 
the shop you feel diseased as everyone eyes you with suspicion. Suddenly you have to 
cough because you’re not supposed to. Realise it will trigger the collective paranoia of 
those around you. You turn and leave without your groceries. There’s still enough milk in 
the fridge. You put on the kettle. And breathe.  
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Distance-Egging 
 
T. Allen Culpepper 
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Oklahoma Tanka #5 
 
Josh Parish 
 

Neighbor boys curbside 

cast a brand-new rod, dream of 
lure’s plunk, lake’s ripple. 
My elm steals their line. Laughing, 
they pretend it’s a great fish.    
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The Possum, the Fox, and the Unexpected 
Dragon: A Fable 
 
T. Allen Culpepper 
 

Since the beginning of the epidemic, Possum had followed his usual pattern of  

solitary behavior. He took the air at night when everything was quiet and the humans 
were sleeping. During the day, he holed up in his den, sipping herbal tea, re-reading all 
twelve books of Paradise Lost in random order, and drifting off into little naps 
whenever the mood struck him. It wasn’t a bad life, honestly. 
 
But now things were getting a little more complicated. He wasn’t concerned about toilet 
paper, which he had always found a bit scratchy and hard to dispose of, but his stock of 
groceries was running low, and he was nearly out of hand-sanitizer. Action was required: 
He would have to go out. 
 
And so he did, stretching lazily as he climbed out of his den and into the big world, 
blinking as his eyes tried to adjust to the sunlight that was now waning but still bright 
compared to dim coziness of his living room. Unfortunately, he didn’t get far before his 
twitchy nose caught a threatening scent—he wasn’t the only one starting his rounds early.  
As he grew accustomed to the light, he glimpsed the source of his unease. Fox was 
prowling along the fencerow, looking for dinner. 
 

Possum’s own dining plans did not include playing the role of main course, and Fox 

hadn’t noticed him yet, so he assessed his options.  He knew that Fox preferred poultry or 
rabbit when it was available, but wasn’t averse to possum flesh as a matter of 
convenience. Possum remembered the sequence his mom had taught him: Flee, hiss, play 
dead.  Flight wasn’t totally out of the question, but he had strayed a few yards from the 
entrance to his den, and Fox was both fast and clever, to give credit where it was due. 
Hissing was the wrong choice in this particular case, since it would probably just get Fox’s 
attention sooner. 
 
So, by process of elimination, it was time to die, or pretend to at least.  It could be one of 
those fifteen-minute Hamlet deaths, though, because it had to happen before Fox saw 
him. Fox was too smart to fall for a death without a clear cause. Luckily, this was 
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Possum’s best trick. He had hardly processed the thought when instinct took over, and 
within seconds, he was out cold and smelt like last month’s leftovers. 
 
It wasn’t a moment too soon. Fox, having finished his examination of the fence line 
without discovering anything of particular interest, had half-turned by now and had his 
head up, sniffing the air and looking for alternatives, one of which appeared to be 
Possum. Fox came over to investigate. He poked a prodded a bit. He didn’t mind a bit of 
possum on occasion, but this possum was obviously past its sell-by date. Still edible in an 
emergency, but surely he could find something fresher, and definitely something that 
smelled a little better. 
 
“They’re good fakers, possums, but this one’s dead for sure,” Fox thought, ambling away. 
 
“Not dead, just dead to you,” thought Possum, who was just beginning to come out of his 
pseudo-coma. 
 

Suddenly a great shadow passed over, and, without warning, Dragon landed, 

breathing fire. The flames broiled Fox and Possum nicely; either would have made a tasty 
dinner for a carnivore. 
 
But Dragon was a serious vegan, so they both went to waste, and Dragon went hungry 
because he always overdid the flames and torched the vegetation before he could eat it. 
Eventually, the Dragon would starve. Sadly, Possum had finished re-reading only five 
books of Paradise Lost. 
 
Moral: A dead fox and a dead possum in the back yard won’t feed a vegan Dragon, even 
during an epidemic.  
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Solitude 
 
Ted H. Holland 
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Corona 
  
Katie Manning         
 
 “It’s a scary world out there.”—Mother Gothel 

 

And now a virus colonizes six continents on the globe, 

and it’s named “corona” for its microscopic crown shape, 
and it shares a name with Rapunzel’s kingdom in Tangled, 
and many of us are locked in towers now, trying to be safe 
and do our work and teach our kids and practice our arts 
and read our books and clean the places we’ve neglected 
and binge-watch the shows we’ve been meaning to see, 
and some of us talk to animal friends who understand, 
and some of us love this extra time with our families, 
and some of us feel guilty for playing board games, 
and some of us feel guilty for just wanting to be alone, 
and some of us are coughing and struggling to breathe 
and can’t find out if our homes hold the hidden crown, 
and some us keep thinking about the thousand doctors 
and nurses who came out of retirement to help in NYC 
and how they went in fully knowing they were high risk 
and short supplied but still showed up like quiet heroes, 
and this story doesn’t end with all of the heroes happy 
and whole. “It’s a scary world out there,” Mother Gothel warned. 
And even though we know the witch was evil, she was also right.  
 
First published in The San Diego Union-Tribune, 19 April 2020. 
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Oklahoma Spring 
 
T. Allen Culpepper 
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Thunderstorm 
 
Ted H. Holland 
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A Once and Future Queen 
 
T. Allen Culpepper 
 

Just a small green wedge 

in mud right now, but, so soon, 
a gladiolus 
will rise and spread her purple 
petals in regal glory.  
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Breathe 
 
Deborah J. Hunter 
 

We wake each morning 

to new messages 
typed in anger and isolation 
from a golden throne 
or comments and headlines 
of panic and pandemonium 
that seize our thoughts 
constrict our lungs and hearts. 
 

Close your eyes and breathe. 
 
Take a mindful journey. 
You have no imagination? 
Nonsense. 
Your inner child who 
may be an in hiding child 
may be a locked away child 
but never a truly lost child 
longs to play 
knocks on the window of memory and magic. 
 

Close your eyes and breathe. 
 
Are you a sprite in the woods? 
An animal spirit in the jungle? 
Dragon in the sky? 
Naiad in the water? 
Are you a lion 
crouching in the Serengeti 
patiently waiting for your supper? 
Or a constrictor in a tree 
rippling your powerful muscles? 
Are you smoky fog in a dewy dawn 
or the blaze of a summer sunset? 
 
Once you believed 
fireflies could very well be fairies 
incognito 
flashing their conversations 
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through fields of green grass grown blue-black in the night. 
 

Close your eyes and breathe 
 
Imagination does not shrivel and die with age. 
It is sometimes set aside and forgotten 
pushed into a tiny corner  
with a sign overhead that reads  
“Grownup.” 
Take down the sign. 
Rip it to shreds. 
Burn it. 
See the ember glow? 
Watch it swell into a flame. 
 
Imagination set free 
is Light 
is Joy. 
Its other name  
is “Hope.” 
 
 Close your eyes and breathe.  
 

 
Composed during the pandemic of 2020 
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[document] 
 
Ted H. Holland 
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Puzzle Gone Viral: A Word-Find Puzzle 
with Crossword Clues 
 
T. Allen Culpepper 
 

 
  

C O R O N A A S O A P A N D W A T E R B 

C D N E O F R E S P I R A T O R Y G H I 

S J U C V I R U S L P M N V A C C I N E 

T O R D E Q R F S T A U V Q U I N I N E 

A D S C L O N E L I N E S S Y Z Z Y X W 

Y O E V U T S A R Q I P C O V I D 1 9 N 

A C S M L B O R E D C K J C H I N A I H 

T T G F F E V E R E D C B I T A L Y A Z 

H O M E B D E L I V E R Y A M D L F T O 

O R Z K E L P N W E T O I L E T S W I O 

M S P A N D E M I C L M N D O P B O C M 

E Z X T R K D I S O L A T I O N Q R D A 

O N L I N E C L J N W M A S K V X K Y D 

R S I V G H A N D S A N I T I Z E R M I 

D A Q U A R A N T I N E B A C D S L O S 

E P I D E M I C K C D X I N F E C T X E 

R B X M O R M N S K Y T R C L O S E E A 

D I S I N F E C T A N T M I S P E L E S 

Z X Q P W A S H I N G H A N D S K C B E 

V E N T I L A T O R G X D G L O V E S G 
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ACROSS 
 
Crown or halo 
What to wash your hands with 
A system of the body 
A type of disease 
A substance used for inoculation 
A substance found in tonic water 
A feeling many people experienced while stuck at home 
Another name for the corona virus 
How some extroverts felt while isolating 
Country where the virus originated 
A symptom of the virus 
A country that went into lockdown early on 
The place where many people isolated 
One kind of business that boomed 
A kind of paper that was in short supply 
A globally spread disease 
A state of being apart 
A kind of course delivery most colleges adopted 
A protective covering worn on the face 
A bottled product used in the absence of soap and water 
A state of being kept in isolation when you are sick or might be sick to avoid infecting 
others 
A widely spread disease 
What you do want to do to others or have them do to you 
What many business were forced to do 
Something you should not inject or ingest 
A common  hygienic practice thought to help prevent the spread of disease 
A medical device needed for extreme coronavirus cases 
Protective gear for the hands 
 
DOWN 
 
A order issued by some government officials 
A group of professionals who became very busy 
A associated group that also became very busy 
Centers for Disease Control, abbreviate 
An adjective meaning new or unique 
A piece of furniture used when one is sick 
What you are experiencing when you are afraid 
A synonym for ill 
A state of extreme anxiety 
The practice of avoiding other people, especially crowds of them 
Something many people had to do from home 
An online application that become very popular 
Another word for illness 
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SOLUTION 
 
 
C O R O N A  S O A P A N D W A T E R  
  N  O  R E S P I R A T O R Y    
S  U C V I R U S  P   V A C C I N E 
T  R D E   F   A   Q U I N I N E 
A D S C L O N E L I N E S S       
Y O E     A   I  C O V I D 1 9  
A C S   B O R E D C   C H I N A   
T T   F E V E R     I T A L Y  Z 
H O M E  D E L I V E R Y A    W  O 
O R         T O I L E T  O  O 
M S P A N D E M I C    D    R  M 
E       I S O L A T I O N  K   
O N L I N E      M A S K     D 
R     H A N D S A N I T I Z E R  I 
D  Q U A R A N T I N E  A      S 
E P I D E M I C  C   I N F E C T  E 
R         K    C L O S E  A 
D I S I N F E C T A N T  I      S 
    W A S H I N G H A N D S    E 
V E N T I L A T O R    G L O V E S  
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The Old Man in the Old House 
 
Diana Easter 
 

There once was an old man, who lived in a tall old house, surrounded 

by his treasures. His bountiful array of many objects was stuffed into a tall house 
wherever it would fit among the shadows of dark crevices, such as near the 
grandfather clock or against a table standing upon dusty books and multiple table 
trinkets. In a higher room to the corner left of the house he kept his most 
treasured parcel. Kept inside its own tall, shiny brass dwelling was a 
little brown bird. This bird looked like an average brown bird would: round, fat 
breast, small head, streaks of black and a sliver of white colour upon fluttering 
wings. It was a lovely ordinary bird. Its song was delightfully pleasant. The 
old man would come to admire the bird from time to time. He would peek in 
and glance upon it. Sometimes the bird would be perched daintily, fattening its 
ruffled front feathers to absorb the warm sun’s rays from the windows. Or at 
times it would excitedly chirp and quickly move about all over the cage seeing as 
another being was in the room as well and come to enjoy the experience of the 
sunshiny windows. The old man would sweetly small talk the bird, after all- 
what do you say to a bird? The bird would reply in the melodic banter birds 
use to converse with one another as their form of communication. Sometimes the old 
man would slide open the tiny brass door and offering his finger to the bird. If he 
put his two fingers pointed straight at the bird and slowly offered the side up 
fingers a step above the birds feet, the bird would walk one foot then the other 
to the old man’s offered perch. Talking sweetly to the little brown bird as the 
old man guided the bird out of the cage. The little brown bird would coo or 
chirp in satisfaction. The old man would pet the bird, admire its charms—laugh 
as the bird flew to the old man’s shoulder.  
 

But some days the house was dark. Darkness came in the form of a long band of 

rumbling thunderous storms with thick clouds low in the sky, dark grey--a menacing 
event capable of who knows what. This darkness creates a cold, pale fear. Fear that 
cannot be explained. It is felt. The goose bumps arise the air is different. An 
uncontrollable sense that this could be the end. It is coming. Sometimes the 
old man wanted quiet. A pinched beak quiets down certain melodies. Fluttered 
wings wisping against metal bars can be fixed in a snap. As much as he loved 
the bird it really was an inconvenience at times. So there the bird stayed. Locked 
up in a cage. Another treasure collecting dust. Eventually the bird will be 
forgotten. The tall house is isolated on a lonely street surrounded by tall, 
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skinny, grey, peeling dead trees. A street that has had a passerby or two on 
occasion. A traveler or two, quiet... and forgotten. So when you pass this 
old man’s house, down this lonely street, covered by dark, gloomy trees, with 
a rustle in the wind that shoots straight up your spine, making your hair stand 
on end and knowing in your chest something is amiss... keep walking. Do not 
be charmed by his smiles and sweet words or the curiousness of such a unique 
house. There are no little brown birds around here.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 34 

Something to Do 
 
David Charlson 
 

On “The Andy Griffith Show,”  

Barney Fife (played by Don Knotts) 
once said something like this to Andy 
on Andy's porch, on a lazy Sunday after church: 
“You know what I think I'm gonna do? 
I'm gonna go down to the filling station 
and get me a bottle of pop. 
Yup, that's what I'm gonna do is 
go down to the filling station 
and get me a bottle of pop.” 
 
Nearby me in Nashville, 
there's an auto shop with a pop machine out front, 
but they've been closed for business otherwise  
for a few weeks now. 
 
The machine is still somewhat stocked, and it works. 
So you know what I think I'm gonna do? 
I'm gonna go down to the auto shop 
and get me a bottle of pop. 
Yup, that's what I'm gonna do -  
with gloves on or something to that effect...  
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Another Great Man 
 
David Charlson 
 
He’s out on the median 
of a busy street in Galveston, Texas, 
selling Sunday-morning newspapers 
to traffic. 
I’m out walking around, 
so I buy one, 
the Daily News of Galveston County, 
February 26, 2006, 
giving him two dollars for the $1.50 paper 
and telling him to keep the change. 
“Thank you sir, 
did you hear the news, sir? 
Thank you sir indeed, 
it’s a very sad day, 
for Don Knotts has died, 
a truly great man.” 
I nod, say I’ve heard, and smile sadly, 
and he finishes his report: 
“Law enforcement will never be the same!”  
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This Time 
 
Bill McCloud 
 

My cat has died 

during this time of virus 
This viral time of viral virus 
When continuing death and 
loss continues to take place 
in this new time of death and 
loss And my cat died today  
 
First published in Tejascovido, 20 March 2020 
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Self-Isolation 
 
Diana Easter 
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Shotgun Kansas Spring  
Sloan Davis 

April rain brings confidence 

Joy, deep green clover 

Maple, oak, and daffodil bloom in force, but  

Cabin blizzard loneliness blows from Rockies  

Kills their budding infancy  

Snow piles over automobiles, windowsills  

We watch stun-gunned.  
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Antine One 
 
Miller Godwin 
 

I’ve come to realization that our perception 

Of time is not just affected by, but rather 
Completely determined through 
Our interaction with people. 
 
But now time isn’t working the way I want it to. 
Maybe not how anyone wants it to. 
March was longer than the entire 2018 year. 
How does that even make sense? 
How long with April be, or May? 
 
Think back to these days when 
You’re on your Death Bed, 
Clutching for whatever extra worldly life God will give you, 
Think back to these weeks 
That you could fit full lifetimes in. 
 
Enjoy the infinity while you have it; 
It’ll be a long time before your experience it again.  
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I Am Not Afraid, Exactly 
 
Terry Gamel 
 

I am not afraid, exactly 

 
It is not fear that drives my urge 
To wipe down everything I come 
Into contact with. 
It is not fear that compels me 
To cross the street when others stand 
In my path, talking. 
It is not fear that demands orders 
Made online and delivered to 
My house, where I will wait and watch 
The driver leave before I dare 
Open the front door. 
 
It is not fear. It is love. 
Love for my neighbor whose immune 
System is compromised, whose death 
Is avoidable; 
Love for the grocery store clerk 
Who can't afford to get sick nor 
Afford to stay home; 
Love even for the people who 
Protest business restrictions 
As government overreaching, 
As if their movement is called 
Occupy Hospital Beds. 
 
If I am afraid, it is fear 
That we are not doing enough.  
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the children of the pandemic 
after Gwendolyn Brooks 
 

Quraysh Ali Lansana 
 

3. 
 
and when sirens wail on a spring morn 
you pray for car crash, robbery 
or a fight over toilet paper, 
though twisted as it is. you hope 
it’s anything but more body bags. 
quietly thursday sun cries too loud, 
allergies a seasonal lament: 
pollen & tornadoes our disease. 
march brutal, april an angry child 
lacking words to say what it wants. 
in tantrum, she’s hungry & afraid, 
the house a prison of her tiny pleas. 
she sees tomorrow but holds her breath, 
averts the community of death.  
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Bliss on a Bicycle  
 
Jessica Cloud 
 

There’s a road near my house 

With a U-shaped elevation 
And you can coast up and down  
On two wheels at high speed 
 
We circle around the church lot 
And salute from 10 feet away  
The hospital workers 
Taking a break with a walk 
 
The garish red trumpet lilies  
Are at the top of the hill 
And the breeze is blowing  
Wisteria petals in my face 
 
Then I start coasting down 
My feet off the pedals  
All limbs outstretched  
Balancing in this bliss 
 
The wind whips in my ears  
And gets so loud 
I can’t even hear 
The music in my pocket 
 
I replace my feet  
And raise one hand carefully 
Relishing the air zooming 
Past my skin 
 
I turn around and do it again 
Like a child again and again 
So happy to be here, outside 
And alive and healthy  
 
First published in Tejascovido, 24 March 2020 
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Corona ~ 
  
D. Britton Gildersleeve 
 

In the long days of the crown 

its spiky thorns so hungry for us 
the quality of light has not changed. 
An ellipsis of sulfur yellow finches 
punctuates the rim of a copper saucer 
as if meaning might yet lie within its wet bowl. 
  
While the darkness limns each ray of light. 
And each night ushers in quiet horrors 
loss and grief and the crackling fires 
of incandescent anger. I breathe  
this newly poisoned knowledge. Nothing 
is really familiar, except in outline. 
  
When we speak each isolate a microorganism  
of thorns our words catch on surfaces  
scarred by terror   torn by righteous wrath 
we turn our faces to the unchanged light 
and listen: there must be purpose.  
Safety. But birds still fall to ground. And light fades.  
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Suspicion 
Bill McCloud 

At this moment 

what I hate most 
about this shutdown is 
on the rare occasions 
that I go out I look 
suspiciously at every 
single person I meet 
 
Do they have it? 
Are they going 
to give it to me? 
 
And I hate that 
It goes against all  
I’ve ever believed in 
But I saw you 
yesterday and it 
made me suspicious  
 
First published in Tejascovido, 8 April 2020 
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Quarantoons 
 
Diana Easter 
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Breakfast  
Sloan Davis 

Crow pecks out a Seagull’s desire  

Drops crust in raging river waters  

Now, the river seethes and seeks.  

But Bodhisattva, whistles in purple robes  

Comes for the river’s water  

Carries it home in a small tin can  

Makes thick pancakes with maple molasses  

Eats quietly, listens to tree song.  

Under the great noon sun  

The old man sits cross-legged on a straw mat  

Slowly  

Sweats out  

All the river’s fury and fancy  

With the sweet syrup of morning.  
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The Woods Stood Still 
Stephanie Sixkiller 

 

The determined deer would stand a foot from my face. The tenacious turtle would 

greet me at the door. The chattering cicada would shed its skin along the rooftop. The 
rambunctious rabbit would rub its nose in my flowers. The babbling blue jays would sing 
to me at dawn. The woods lived vibrantly. 

As the sun rose on the third month, the air shifted in the woods. A gloom seeped through 
the cracked bark and clutched the first light of spring in its grasp. Life in the woods 
persisted. Until gloom cast its shadow on a vibrant young fox. Filling its lungs with thistles 
and heart with thick sap. The shadow grew, stealing the spirit of the acres beyond. The 
only way out of the stinging winds was in. 

The determined deer now bats its lashes from behind the trees. The tenacious turtle now 
tucks its shell far away from my porch. The chattering cicada now leaves my home free of 
décor. The rambunctious rabbit burrows holes in my garden. The babbling blue jays now 
hold in their glorious song. The woods stood still.  

As the atmosphere ebbs and flows, the shadow persists. But there must be a sentiment 
behind the heavy drops of rain. A new horizon beyond the grey clouds. As far away as life 
feels at the moment, every creature in their hollow of the forest has been woven into a 
powerful force. Hope.  
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Floral Quarantine 
 
Jeanetta Calhoun Mish 
 

Every day lived at my flower garden’s  

pace, awaiting early morning sunshine  
to unfurl tentative blossoms’ resplendent  
evening dresses, donned for the dance  
they invite me to, my invisible hair shirt 
and holey jeans no match for curtsying  
elegance, ardent waltzes with dapper wind. 
 
Chocolate flower’s surprising perfume  
unhindered by exhaust, scents absence 
of my cherished sister’s laughter. At locked- 
down nursing home, she works double 
shifts tending to someone else’s fragile  
grandparents as if they were her own.  
High in a blue spruce, two house finches  
trill extravagant songs, gossamer-pink 
Mexican primrose graces the front porch,  
scarlet penstemon and bold golden poppy 
under blue flax sky—surely ample redress.  
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Pandemic Quatrains 
 
Don Stinson 
 

I used to dream of solitude— 

wandering strange streets  
searching for a mystery,  
a question to an answer,   
 
lone nocturnal journeys  
to nothing and no one. 
I now dream of crowds  
swelling my vision field.   
 
I wake to Pam, the dog, me.  
No one visits anymore.   
This is the nightmare, and  
I look forward to night  
 
when I will lose myself  
in a pulsing human stream  
flowing toward an unseen  
but welcome assembling.  
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My Reflections on Ancestors Who Survived 
the Spanish Flu of 1918-1919 

	
Angela Ozbun Summers 
 

My maternal grandmother, Etta Gordon Forsyth, was born on November 8, 1904, 

in Cooweescowee, Indian Territory (Claremore) before Oklahoma statehood.  She was 
left a widow at a young age with three children to raise in 1938, my mother being the 
oldest.  My grandmother had three older brothers; at that time if you lost your husband, 
the family took the children to raise or they went to an orphanage.  My grandmother, 
being a red-headed fiery determined Irishwoman and an angry Methodist, would not 
hear of this and raised all three working as a seamstress, sewing on a treadle sewing 
machine (which she later promised to every granddaughter who later married).  (And no, 
I did not inherit the sewing machine; even though I considered myself to be her favorite.) 
She passed away on April 16, 2000, in Claremore at the age of 95.  Grandma was still 
living in her own home in Claremore; the deed to the land her home had been built on 
was signed by an agent of the Muskogee Nation in 1905. 
 

 
 
	 	
One of her brothers was Thomas “Foyil” Gordon, born June 1, 1892, near Foyil, 
Oklahoma Territory (we would not become a state until 1907).  In 1917 the US entered 
WWI and Foyil was drafted into the US Army in May 1918.  He became a medic and 
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served in the Argonne Forest in France, where he came under artillery fire, and 
“remembers such experiences as receiving a pair a binoculars from a wounded soldier in 
exchange for spending money and cigarettes; processing wounded in twelve-hour shifts 
without a break; visiting Paris, the Versailles Palace, and other famous historical sites; and 
the thrill of seeing the Statue of Liberty on returning from France” (biography of Thomas 
F. Gordon by his children). Foyil arrived back in the US in July 1919.  My great uncle 
Foyil, whom I remember meeting once or twice, died at the age of 101 in Longview, 
Texas, after going on to marry, have children and have a very productive career in the oil 
business. 
	

	
	
 

What I was shocked not to read in the family history of the Gordon’s was any 

mention of a pandemic, illness, flu, or people quarantining in the years surrounding 
1918-1919. Of course we now know the Spanish Flu Epidemic killed more Americans 
than WWI.  And my grandmother, who was 14 years at the time of the epidemic, never 
even mentioned it to me. 
 
I have the large round portrait of my grandmother Forsyth on a wall in my home.  She 
was a great influence in my life, teaching me to sew and garden, and maybe not so 
fortunately passing on her fiery Irish temper and superstitious nature.  I am drawn to this 
picture more often now and think to myself if Grandma could see her way through such a 
troubling time and not even consider it significant enough to mention, we will too.   
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The Corona Curse 
 
Diana Easter 
 

A curse was put on me. I am usually a happy-go-lucky person—sun 

always shining, smile on my face, glass always half full. When the Corona talk 
came about, I didn’t think too much of it like some people did, I guess. I even 
mocked it. "I’m not scared of Dos X virus," I would say. Came up with all 
sorts of creative names for it: Coronalite virus, Coronavidas (when dancing 
becomes infectious at Club Vidas), BudLitevirus, Modelovirus, Pacificovirus, 
etc., laughing at all the hype. When a friend made a post on social media about 
everyone accepting different perspectives on the disease, I chimed in with my 
healthy positive attitude about going about my day. These two women (or 
witches might be a better word) whom I had never met, nor known, put the 
curse upon me. They both were talking to my friend and each other, saying that I will 
be one of the first ones to get the sickness and they will be laughing then. I 
thought nothing of it. I have been laughed at, mocked, and put down by 
women my whole life, so I thought nothing of it—at first. Then their words would 
come to me at random times and haunt me. Their laughter, which can not be 
seen on social media but was definitely implied, followed me echoing in my 
mind. I would brush it away from time to time but their curse kept creeping up 
on me. 
 
Journal Day 1—This hype is ridiculous. This Modelovirus is way out of 
control. All it’s doing is causing an unnecessary panic. All toilet paper and 
food products gone—wiped off the shelves. Vegas has closed for a month. Italy 
is on quarantine. It’s just another swine flu. Elementary schools have been 
shut down for the week after spring break. Yay! Extra holiday! 
 
Journal Day 2— Let’s go to the beach! Water is cold. I run up and down 
the sand with niece and nephew running towards the water and screaming 
running away. It’s so cold! It is overcast outside, windy and cloudy. I wonder 
if the ocean knows the panic that is going on. I get my feet wet in the shallow 
waves, splashing shapes in the ridges of water. Start drawing my toes in the 
sand. The water starts to feel good. The game is now jumping over the waves, doing 
a jeté. A little deeper in the ocean. Can I be a carrier? So many bartenders 
and performers are out of work elsewhere. Can I pass the virus into the ocean? 
Where I was once confident this was nothing, now I am not sure. What if I am 
infecting the water? The fish? What if I wiped them out? You are being silly. 
Letting all this hoo-ha get to you. They always think of a killer flu around 
election season: swine flu, bird flu, Ebola—no different. One of my nieces starts 
to cough. I ask her if she is not feeling well. She says she is fine. Go about my 
business, but her cough does not stop. Makes me nervous. What will the other 
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beachgoers say? She is not my child, but she is there with us. It is getting cold 
and I’m done with the beach. My niece asks if I can drop her off at home. I say 
sure (she needs to not be around people if she is sick). As we drive over the 
causeway bridge with the windows down, we are driving into a thick fog at the 
top of the bridge. I say it’s the bridge to heaven. It just goes up and into the 
fog with what appears to be nothing on the other side. 
 
Journal Day 4—Quiet my thoughts, my racing mind. So much built up 
anxiety—the unknown. The apocalypse. Silly jokes of yesterday are 
tomorrow’s worries today. Did we bring this upon ourselves? Our selfish, self- 
gratifying moments. Nature has warned us. Others have warned. Storms 
wiping out animal housing in Australia. Disease wiping out mankind. 
Everyone is so paranoid. Someone put a curse on me. Sent their negativity my 
way when my thoughts were all happiness and light. Caught some sort of 
bug. I started to doubt—wandered if it was possible. The doubt invaded my 
body, fogging my mind. I drove over the bridge into the fog, and it invaded my 
mind. My temperature went up. I got worried. Please don’t let it be a fever. It 
became one. My whole body is tired and hurt. I feel so hot. So uncomfortable. I 
fall in and out of a dreamless sleep. The fever continues to rise. 
 
Journal Day 6—The back pain came next. I couldn’t sleep. Fever, low 
back pain. I thought it was the bed I was sleeping on, maybe a hardened 
mattress. The pain brought tears to my eyes. I am young, no back 
trauma. Why was my back in so much pain? Then it dawned on me: could it 
be your lungs? In vocal music, I was taught to fill my lungs with air in my 
lower back that is the storage and power of the lungs not the front of chest. 
My lungs are towards my back. Are my lungs in pain? I used a massager my 
step dad had and used a heating pad. Those things helped but not really. Took 
some Bayer’s aspirin I think for a couple of days. Fever continued to rise. Pain 
in back becoming worse. Need to sleep... can’t! Can’t get comfortable. 
 
Journal Day 7—I awoke in a drenched sweat. Did I break the fever? No. 
Determined to get well, I looked to others for tips. What if this is the Corona virus? All 
my jokes about are bringing karma, like "Alright, Jokey McJokester!" Fever, back is 
inflamed with lungs making it hard to breathe, cough developing. I then think 
to myself, treat it like any other sickness. Start eating well with veggies and 
blueberries. With my fever I went roller-blading in the hot sun. Then I tanned 
in my bikini and started reading Robinson Crusoe by Daniel DeFoe—better see 
what he did to survive in isolation. 
 
Journal Day 8—Fever low, feeling better, continued my self-prescribed 
medications of roller-blading, healthy eating, water drinking and sunshine for 
the next couple of days. 
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. . . 
 
 
Journal Day 12—Now I am feeling better and back at home, but the 
strangest thing has happened. As of yesterday my sense of smell is gone. 
Weird, I know. I lit sage in my room and could not smell it. My nose is not 
congested. There is just no scent. Put my face to a candle—nothing. I am 
scared. 
 

. . . 
 
 
Present day—I am fine. My sense of smell is back. I believe the power 
of positive thought can get a person out of sickness. I probably had the virus. 
Those witches cursed me with it. I also doubted myself and accepted the 
curse. When I no longer wanted it, it went away. Leaves me with more 
questions than answers. Please be kind to one another. Don’t send curses and 
unwelcome wishes upon anyone.  
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Maundy Thursday 
Jessica Cloud 

The girl sat in the middle of the field  

With the wind whipping her dark hair 
She stared straight ahead holding out  
A handful of dandelions 
 
She wore a crown of clover blossoms 
And her countenance was carefree  
Her mother, many lengths away  
Rejoiced across the lawn  
 
She did not notice the others approaching 
Her mother began running to her 
Attempting to shield her from them 
Her mother alone could see the enemies 
 
Though bathed in light she would soon be 
Overtaken by a cloud of garnet poison  
Issuing unseen from the orifices of all  
Those friendly folk 
 
She ran and washed her treasure’s hands 
As Jesus washed the feet of his disciples 
In the middle of the muddy soccer field 
She applied the stinging ointments 
 
And even in her Ursa aspect 
She felt as though she failed her star, 
The beautiful child, for she wanted her  
To trust the world and hope  
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Garden Grandeur 
 
Lyndel P. Colglazier 
 

I follow the whim of a leaf 

drifting toward earth, the 
acorns unsettling my feet,  
harbingers, I hope, of a healthy 
spring, undaunted by drought 
or disease 
with more than enough to feed 
the squirrels who torture my dogs. 
 
On my walk back to the house, 
leaves crackle and splinter 
like bones beneath my feet. 
The sweet gum chatters, knowing 
the weight of these darkening days. 
 
I hold my breath against this 
season, this implacable force rising 
between us, around us.  There is 
nothing to do save breathe 
and even that is dangerous. 
 
In the spring, I’ll sleep with 
the window open, dreaming 
I am safe, bare skin shivering 
in apprehension of all that 
remains unseen.  A viscous 
scummy rim rises round  
the earth, nightmare black 
and oily.  My hands will not 
come clean. 
 
Before long, my garden will  
vibrate with all that is wrong— 
daffodils and tulips vanquished 
by February, irises blooming 
long before May, even the 
crepe myrtle thinks it’s August 
in June. 
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I know it’s coming—the 
heat, the drought, flies 
and aphids, spider mites and 
insects I’ve never seen.  Too 
soon, the earth will crack  
beneath a withering 
white glare, a scorch of 
human pestilence that 
no water 
or prayer can relieve.  
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No Dusky Songs of Loneliness 
 
Keely Record 

In Nature’s constant 

momentum to seed, 
grow, and flourish  
I attempt to stave 
off Spring rebirth 
clearing fence lines 
a visible boundary  
next to once opened 
garden grounds 
for tomatoes, peppers,  
cantaloupe, and eggplant 
 
I spied from bedroom  
window the beginnings 
of a home 
in and out 
he gathers twigs  
for holly nest 
for two others  
hidden elsewhere 
foundation he builds 
she chooses the décor 
lines with soft parts 
root bits, shiny discards 
lays the foundation 
of family in porcelain  
containers to warm 
and wait 
  
In the clearing 
I forget  
back down fence 
clear to invasive holly 
turn to see them 
stare 
I stop 
to watch the traffic 
of their love 
from the bedroom window.  
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Sonnet in Isolation 
 
T. Allen Culpepper 
 
A plucked string out of tune still sounds, 
its tone always in harmony with itself, 
as the strongest souls always stand their ground, 
the cacophony of other voices without effect. 
But a string that’s too tightly wound goes sharp, 
sometimes breaking; or, if slackened, flattens. 
Though in isolation it doesn’t jar 
the ear, with the other strings it clashes. 
In theory, you could play a simple tune 
on a single string as the instrument, 
but making a chord takes another one 
willing to forge a musical agreement. 
To ourselves we should, of course, stay true, 
but others are good for saying “I love you” to.  
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Epilogue 

Most noble readers, for whose solace we devised this project, it seems that by the aid 

of grace and fortune, we now have brought this work to its full consummation. 
Wherefore, it but remains for us to render our thanks to the divine source of inspiration 
and respiration, and to you our readers, and so to give rest to our creative instruments 
and our weary hands. Well assured we are that these works in no wise take precedence 
over such other fine works as have been produced during this global pandemic, but serve 
merely as selected examples of the collective productivity of all creativi in these fraught 
times. It has ever been our intention to entertain and to provoke thought, so if, 
perchance, the works herein should fail to satisfy, or to contain here and there a trifling 
indiscretion, whether it be of substance or mere mechanics, we beg your indulgence, for 
we are but writers and artists, and thus allowances must be made. And in our fictional 
representations, we disclaim any resemblance to known persons as being unintentional 
and by pure coincidence only. In that great work of Italian literature serving us as a 
model, the period of sequester comes at last to and end, and with the first light of the new 
day, those isolating themselves in the countryside to avoid an urban outbreak of the 
plague, return after its dissolution to the city of Florence, arriving at the church of Santa 
Maria Novella, from which they had set forth, and the members of the party return to 
their quotidian occupations and diversions. We must choose to believe that our own viral 
pandemic, like their fearsome plague, will, in time, subside, and the occasion come in due 
course upon which we may end our social-distancing and return to something resembling 
business as usual. We thank you for perusing these pages that we have provided and hope 
that you have found in them some small degree of pleasure.  

—T. A. C. (adapted from Boccaccio) 
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Colophon 

You’ve read this book, my honest friend, 

and  thus your boredom ended. 
Now that you’ve finished, pass it on, 
so someone else feels less alone. 
 

 
Compiled and edited in Tulsa, Oklahoma, on or about May Day, 2020, by T. Allen 
Culpepper under the Positive Possum imprint.  Positive Possum Press consists solely of 
me, my desk, my computer (an aging iMac), and two feline assistants. Sadly, we are not 
compensated financially for our industry. As for Positive Possum himself, he dwells 
primarily in my imagination, but is no less real for that. Titles are in 24-point Baskerville; 
bylines are in 12-point Baskerville bold. Accents are in 12-point Apple Chancery, with 
initial capitals in 36-point Apple Chancery. The cats are responsible for any errors. If 
medieval monks could include book curses, I see no reason I cannot include a book 
blessing, hence the above.   

–T.A.C. 
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Fine 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 


