
4LL
Life in the time of Covid-19
Zahara Nasr 4e3 - Creative writing journal

Thursday the 19th of March 2020
This morning I woke up with the sun, at 6:40 I rose from my bed and went into the kitchen. I
prepared myself a cup of jasmine tea, then I  returned to my room and watched youtube
videos. This was not a normal Tuesday morning, at least for me. Normally I would be getting
ready for school, but here I was, lying in bed and phone in hand as opposed to being
squished in between a sea of commuters in the metro. This is life in late March 2020, this is
life in the time of Covid-19.

Late morning came and I joined my mother on the balcony, we perched outside on our seats
around a pot of tea in the 15 degree weather. During this time I considered how every day
spent in this manner seemed to blend together and become inseparable, like how paints of a
similar shade become indistinguishable one from another when used to hide the marks of life
from white walls.

Monday the 23rd of March 2020
This morning the clear blue skies of last week have been replaced by a dense layer of cloud
cover that dissolved into a hazy sky by midday.

Tuesday 24th March
This morning I unveiled my guitar and took it out to play. After 3 months of inactivity I’m still a
little rusty, however I managed to muster up something that resembled the melody of the
song that I was attempting to play. I strumed its stiff steel strings for hours, until sunset.

Thursday the 26th of March
Today I was determined to finish my homework all at once so I wouldn’t have to do much
tomorrow. I finished writing a summary about L’ile des esclaves and found great satisfaction
as that weight was finally lifted off my shoulders. However this morning my mum had to go
back to hospital, she believes that she has coronavirus, a belief that I had brushed off as
hypochondria for a week already, but now it was different. Her boyfriend’s mother is a doctor,
who took her to hospital last night as she was having trouble breathing. She diagnosed her
as carrying the virus and took her to hospital. They said that she could go home for the night
but that she had to come back the next morning for the test and a scan of her lungs. This
makes me feel extremely lucky that I live in a country in a time with free healthcare and carte
vitales.

Monday the 30th of March
The results came back negative form the test that mum took, however upon sharing this she
pointed out the thousands of faulty covid-19 tests were recalled in Spain. So she still thinks
she has it and that I now have it too. I, myself am not sure, so I’ve just decided that it’s better
to be safe than sorry. Recently I have found myself spending more and more time cooking



while dancing and singing along  to Lucio Battisti songs, and have used the song 7 e 40 to
describe my mood as the chorus goes “Presto! Presto! Presto!”. And when I’m not cooking
I’m doing something else, recently I’ve started to learn how to play the Tarantella on the
mandolin. Yesterday I finished this painting that I’ve been working on, I suppose that I’m
pretty proud of the sky, mountains and the clouds that I had been able to depict, however the
rest of the painting could not be more unlike the original view that I was trying to achieve. I
suppose I’ll just paint over that part. I’ve listened to ¾ of The Apology, by plato and will
probably finish it this afternoon.

Tuesday 31st of  March 2020
Today, despite the depressing forecast of clouds and icy weather, there was sun. I know it
sounds rather British of me to talk about the weather in almost every entry, however to me
weather works as a sort of lense that colors the way that I perceive the events and overall
amount of happiness that I experience in experiencing it. I sincerely believe that the
quarantine would be unbearable as it was dark and unpleasant everyday. I started reading
the Odyssey with an app called gutebooks, which I feel extremely lucky to have found
among the seemingly endless amount of content on the internet. This app allows me to
access scans of old books that are in the public domain, I discovered through its sister app
librivox which is based on the same concept only with audio books, a veritable sea of
classics that had been recorded by volunteers without hope for reward, done only for the
love of education. I, among other things, worked on a short story that I am currently writing
with a partner for English about vampires. Although I do have some concerns about the work
ethic of my partner as while I proofread the text, he introduced me to the vast array of fonts
available on google docs, by changing the font of the entire text every ten seconds. I also
participated in a google meet with my maths class where we worked on some homework
that I didn’t have access to, as well as learning that we have two tests coming up. I know it
may seem like today was a bad day, but it really wasn’t, I spent half my day reading in the
sun while drinking tea, life really does not get much better than that.  Overall today was
superb. I listened to music, danced, read, ate, enjoyed the sunset while clapping for the
paramedics that are saving the lives of people that are afflicted by covid-19, checks all my
boxes.



Wednesday the 1st of April 2020
Today was April fools day,  which I did not realise until my English History-Geography
teacher reminded the class. Upon which I decided that pranking my mother was an amazing
idea, I withdrew my phone from my bedside table and googled “Best april fools day pranks
for family” All answers that I found to my burning question I either deemed too harsh or to be
requiring materials that I did not possess. Then it came to me, the best prank ever I thought.
I jumped out of bed and sped towards the kitchen. I, then prepared a coffee and placed a
lemon at the bottom of the cup (I made sure to wash the lemon of course), I filled the cup up
enough with the opaque liquid to cover its rubbery skin completely. I brought the clandestine
lemon to my mum and while she drank I stood by her side with impatience, positively
imploding while I tried to contain amusement. Consequent to her discovery of the bright
yellow imposter, I could see a look of thorough unamusement color her face, I could tell that
she was unimpressed with my shenaniganry, therefore I returned to the kitchen to prepare a
replacement beverage. This spiced turkish-style coffee had curried her mood, and an air of
pleasure had been taken over. I then retired to one side of her room to read while she
worked.



Thursday the 2nd of April 2020
Today the book that I had ordered from Loeb Classical Libraries arrived, 4 days early in fact.
I had originally planned to have finished the Odyssey before its arrival. I had originally
discovered this brand while my family was cat-sitting at somebody's house. They lived on the
outskirts of Sainte-Foy-les-Lyons, an hour’s bus ride from Bellecour, the husband was Greek
in origin, and owned many historical accounts and works from the classical era published by
the aforementioned publishing house. They owned hundreds of books under this brand that
all had similar covers. I noticed this and began to read the titles, it was a pleasant surprise to
learn that they were all from the classical period and upon having chosen one to analyse I
learnt that the books not only contained surprisingly eloquent translations, but also the
original texts in ancient Greek. After having learnt this I made sure not to forget the name of
the Harvard-owned publishing house so that one day I might have a collection of my own.
However upon further research I learnt that these books were rather expensive and hard to
get a hold of. The book that I ordered contains books 1-12 of the Iliad and cost 25 pounds!
They are the kind of books that I might get one or two a year, a collection to be built up
slowly, and thoroughly. I was ecstatic when it arrived, I flipped through its pages, admiring
the appealing font and the pleasant, sweet smell and the beautiful, simplistic hard cover that
I discovered underneath. I am finding the Odyssey most enjoyable, although I cannot help
wishing that I could finish it quicker so that I may proceed onto the hard copy Iliad that waits
for me in the chest under my mirror.



Monday the 6th of April 2020
Today I woke and had breakfast, I read two more books of the Odyssey and imagined far
away lands. I recorded myself singing and playing the guitar to the chorus of the song
“Dommage” to send to my music teacher. I also made a video of myself reciting the
sentences that we had to learn for Chinese, I then sent it to her by whatsapp. It’s always
uncomfortable sending something to a teacher using an instant message, they can see
when you are online, if you have seen their message, and then there is always the risk that
they might reply immediately, creating pressure for you to respond. That's why I prefer using
gmail or google classroom, it’s much more convenient in my opinion, and creates a barrier,
and generally feels more formal. I also hate filming myself, because I then go back and
watch it and I always find faults. As it’s a video that you can re-shoot an infinite number of
times, and therefore there is no excuse for errors, as opposed to a live exam.

Tuesday the 7th of April 2020
Today was a depressing one, coronavirus related deaths keep getting higher and higher, the
prime minister of the UK was admitted into intensive care, to be honest I really don’t like him.
He has single handedly doomed the British economy with Brexit, but he doesn’t deserve to
die, at least I don’t think so. I honestly don't have much homework, but I feel like I’m
drowning in assignments, so here I am at 10:49 pm filling you in about my day and knocking
out various assignments due in the near future. I have created a to-do list of homework and
chores and I'm slowly crossing them off one-by-one. However there is one assignment that I
just can’t cross off, that is this homework given to us by our maths teacher, in which we must
use a programme called Geogebra to construct parallelogrammes of specific dimensions.
The only problem being that the logiciel is impossible to use, after having spent two hours
trying to erect these quadrilaterals, after a google meet with my maths class where he
showed us how to create parallelogrammes of specific sizes, I got stuck on one where we
had to use angles. Now I’m waiting for our next google meet so that I may consult him on
how to complete this herculean task.



In other news, I have started to actively study Chinese again, I have started back up on
duolingo, watching Chinese TV and chatting with friends in China, and Chinese friends in
France. I am chatting with one girl who lives in Shanghai, her name is 佟柚（Tongyou). We
met through Nina, a mutual friend. Tongyou and I don’t seem to have much in common aside
from a love for old-style Chinese music and memes, but nowadays who needs more than
that, I am looking forward to our friendship.

Easter Sunday, the 12th of April 2020
Today is Easter Sunday, a day of special importance, however I do not treat it as such.
Today I started to try to reset my Circadian rhythm. I went to bed at 1am last night and woke
up at 7 this morning, therefore I am exhausted. Despite this I have completed all of my
homework that I was unable to finish during the week this morning. I have set myself a strict
schedule so that throughout the week I do eight 50-minute study sessions per day, plus one
from 8:00am-9:00am for online Chinese lessons, and one in the evening for reading. I hope
that once the quarantine is over I will be able to stick to this schedule, and that I will continue
to maintain my grades. I now chat with Tongyou almost everyday, we often talk about the
differences between life in China and France, though I still have a lot of unanswered
questions that I plan on asking her. Once I was working on my math homework and she
asked if she had a look, so I obliged. I know that coursework in China is a lot harder, so I
wasn’t surprised when she replied commenting on how easy it was. I see how coursework,
and school in general is harder in China, however this does not deter me. I wish I could go
there so I could learn what they put so much effort into teaching, this is why I wish that in the
near future I could transfer into the Chinese section so that I may learn Chinese maths along
with them. This is one of the many reasons that I continue to learn Chinese, is that I may
access the wealth of knowledge that is currently out of my reach. For now I can only do my
best to try and get my level up so that I might eventually be able to transfer, and even if I
don't succeed I’ll have learnt a lot in the process.

Tuesday, the 14th of April
Today the president held another press conference, he announced in winged words how
universities would be closed until the end of summer, and schools would be closed for at
least another month. This has led me to wonder how the world, France especially will
integrate everyone back into normal life. They say that they will do it progressively, I am
interested to see how they will implement this. I think this pandemic will really test the world’s
health, bureaucratic and social infrastructure/ systems.

Wednesday the 15th of April
Today I have continued with my research of international universities, I believe it is important
to start preparing, even just a little, in order to succeed. I have particularly started liking more
and more the idea of studying in Singapore, it is, in some respects the pinnacle of modernity,
all the while having an extremely efficient government and a large Mandarin Chinese
community. It would be familiar to me as it is situated in a tropical climate and possesses a
large Asian community. My mother believes however that it is better to study in China,
specifically Shanghai, as currently the cost of living is cheaper and she believes that is a
safer option. I don't disagree with her, in fact I believe that studying in Shanghai could be a
dream, it’s just that currently I’m trying to consider all options. I am trying my best to get



good grades and am exploring ways to pad my portfolio. Not to say that the course material
doesn’t matter, because it does, greatly. I find most of the coursework fairly interesting, and
even if I don’t I still find it useful. I enjoy how in the Anglophone section we practice writing
essays often, this helps me improve my ability in this respect, as I have had almost no
practice at previous schools. In some subjects that I find interesting is its complexity, as
opposed to the material directly. In other news apparently the French government is funding
an interactive, online art performance where people dance with trees, which I find very
amusing.

Thursday, the 16th of April 2020
Today was fairly unremarkable, given the current situation that everyone is in. I woke up
before my alarm at 7, did my Chinese, science and American history homework, and by then
it was already 11:30, I then made my brother and myself lunch, watched an episode of Miss
Fisher’s Murder Mysteries (Set in Melbourne, Australia), I suppose that you could say that
I’m reminiscing a little.

Monday, the 4th of May 2020 “La rentrée”
Today is officially the end of the school holidays in Lyon, the difference between the holidays
and being back at ‘school’ now is that I'm now doing most of my work vertically. The question
that has been weighing heavily on my mind most recently is “ will we go back to school?” So
far I am yet to have found any tangible evidence as to when. I believe that everyone that is
as impatient as myself in this manner has started to build up this idea that once we are
finally allowed to be back at school it is going to be amazing, which I'm pretty sure it will be.
However one must try not to raise the bar so high that I will be disappointed upon finally
seeing my friends again.

11th May, the first day of freedom

Monday, the 25th of May
The quarantine has finally been lifted. On the 11th of May residents of the “green zones”
were allowed to go back outside. Many have chosen to prolong their own personal
quarantines, however personally I have been profiting from the recent return to daily life. Just
in this past week I left Lyon for the country with my family for four days. On Tuesday last



week we drove up to the rolling hills that surround the city and within forty minutes we had
arrived at a rural town by the name of Pollionnay. The trip lasted four four days and during
this period, half of which was public holidays, we stayed at a country house owned by the
grandparents of a family friend. The house itself was a relic from a different time, the long
room did not possess a television, but made up for this with a dark oak buffet, which its wood
carvings depicted scenes of merry-making from the middle ages. Jutting out from this was a
long wooden dining table, upon which was placed blinding white doily that ran the length of
the cedar boards. The table gave the room a regal feel, everything had its precise place, and
if we were to move anything the ghosts of the previous inhabitants would supposedly
exhume themselves from the cellar and terrorise us in the night, therefore we never dined
there. The walls were spotted with an array of paintings by various artists, and a tapestry
that seemed to hide in the corner of the room. The tapestry was a recreation of “Le Vin et La
Vigne” which portrays the process of making wine in the 15th century. Located parallel to the
dining table was a display cabinet on wheels. Within this cabined were many medals, photos
and one lonely pistol left over from the war. The last thing that I will describe to you, just to
finally set the scene, is the garden that greeted us once we had left the car. Spilling out from
the ornate red gate that binds to the garden wall, is a golden brick road that takes us on a
tour throughout the sea of green. The path leads us via the lone tree that stands proudly
over its patch of grass, it pulls us up the stairs to the terrace lined by ivy.

Thursday 1nd of May 2020
Today is a particularly exciting day as it’s the last day before the cafes, restaurants and
museums and for 4eme, schools reopen. I will return to school on Thursday and Friday,



unfortunately we are only allowed to go back for two out of the ten days of school that we
would usually attend. I’m ecstatic at the prospect of leaving the house for long durations,
however not so much at that of wearing a mask. Currently it is illegal to use public transport
without a mask and with this as a reference point, I have decided that wearing masks is
extremely uncomfortable. I always have to crane my neck in order to see my phone, raise
my voice to speak to someone next to me and now that it’s officially summer the masks trap
the moisture that leaves your mouth (it’s what they're designed to do) and the sweat that
trickles down your face. This creates a sort of micro-swamp on your face that traps all the
moisture, leaving you hot, more sweaty than normal, and muzzled into a cone of silence.

Monday the 15th of June 2020
Last night the president said that school was going to be obligatory. He announced that all
students would have to return to school. This means that at-risk students that were staying
home when it was optional will no longer have the choice. This is what I have been waiting
for for a long time, finally being able to go back and see my friends again, but it makes me
worry about what will happen for them.

Monday the 29th of June 2020
This week is the last week of school, that is if one is supposed to have held out for the last
two days of school. However I myself have felt that I have already been on holidays for the
past week. Last week we had a heatwave, by the second day of 30 degree weather my
mother and myself ventured out beneath the beating sun. We crossed the vast concret
dessert to the hardware store. We bought two cheap standing fans and one water fan, which
mum attached to her shopping trolly


