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Texts from a time of Corona authored by children and youth

I går kom nyhederne. Danmark lukker
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FOREWORD
The world first heard about the novel corona virus in November
2019, and within a few months our lives significantly changed. For the
next year, and counting, the corona pandemic would affect everyone,
including children and young people.
At Save the Children Denmark, we were especially concerned about
the impact of the pandemic on the daily life, schooling, and wellbeing
of children and young people in Denmark and the rest of the world.
Schools closed and some children had access to classes online, some
had access to emergency education responses, and some none at all.
Sports and leisure activities were cancelled, and many new words
entered into our vocabulary, such as, quarantine, facemask, hand
sanitizer, protective equipment, social bubble, social distancing, pandemic, virus, corona, COVID-19, and so on.
At the end of 2020, Save the Children Denmark launched a writing
competition to give school-age children an opportunity to write
about their experiences, and unleash frustrations and thoughts about
a very strange school year. Corona has affected children and young
people all over the world. 1.6 billion children and young people in the
world have not been to school for extended periods, and for some
children it has lasted a full year.
Save the Children Denmark also works in countries where children
do not have a computer or access to internet, such as Bangladesh.
We have, therefore, had to find other ways for children to continue
to learn to read, count, and write. Save the Children Denmark launched the same competition for children in Bangladesh to share
their written stories, poems, and drawings. Living in one of the most
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marginalized areas of the country, especially in remote villages, these
writings and drawings reflect how these children experienced COVID-19, and how eager they are to overcome the situation and return to school. Participating in this competition was a positive outlet
for the children express their inner thoughts, struggles, and hopes
during COVID-19 in a creative manner.
We have compiled ten of these texts, selected by a jury from Save
the Children Denmark and our partners, into this anthology. The
texts were chosen, partly, based on their literary qualities, but also
to represent a broader age range. The Danish stories have been
translated into English, so you can read about how other children
have experienced and reflected on this year with corona.
We think the texts shared by the children and young people in this
anthology provide good insight into how the corona pandemic has
affected their everyday life, schooling, and wellbeing, both in Denmark and Bangladesh. We, therefore, hope that many of you will
use this anthology as a starting point for the much-needed work on
mental wellbeing that has resulted from this pandemic time.
Have a good read!
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COVID19
Jarin Meem, Panja Government Primary School
Rajarhat, Kurigram

5

You came in the last part of 19s’
And first attacked in China
Are you a disaster or invention of China
Couldn’t know, couldn’t know!
People all over the world got afraid of you
If they get affected!
When will the antidote for the virus come out,
Everyone is trying, nobody could know!
So many people are in their death bed
So many are being cured
When will the whole world
Be free from the deadly COVID?
This virus has shaken the world
And is destroying it
Hindus, Muslims and BuddhistsNo races are left!
Millions are dying
Many are not getting proper burial
The world is in a panic today
Many bodies are without shrouds
The economic loss is billions
Countries are without trades
Everyone is in lock down
How will people move?
The poor miserable are starving today
So much they are suffering
Laborer has no work
People of all classes are in poverty
It is the predecessor of all diseases
The whole world is in fear
Make you feel tickles in the body
Seeing the effect of COVID-19

6

STORIES FROM BANGLADESH

HOW TO KEEP SAFE
FROM CORONAVIRUS
Shikha Rani, Bancherhat, Government Primary School
Rajarhat, Kurigram

7

As I wake up in the morning and say to myself,
I will wash my hands all day long.
If I sneeze or cough, keep my face covered,
And spitting on the street is totally banned.
I have to stay at home to stop corona,
I maintain the quarantine following the rules.
Let me tell all my siblings,
that we can’t eat stale food.
Washing hands with soap for 20 seconds,
will keep everyone safe and sound in the house.
Walking from 3 feet away from each other,
will let us escape from the clutches of COVID.
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MASK
Brishty, Dr. Abdul Jabbor Government Primary School
Madarganj, Jamalpur

9

Just until the last March 2020, we were good,
Deadly COVID came and made school life stop,
Now we are not allowed to go to school, must always wear the mask,
Yet day by day risk of infection is increased.
Sports, games all are stopped and being trapped at home
Always afraid of being caught by Corona virus.
So, let all the students pray together
that the present situation is over.
Hope, darkness will go away, lights will shine
We love to have our school life back again!
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DAYS OF A GIRL
IN CORONA PERIOD
Hasi Moni, Chainabazar Government Primary School
Rajarhat, Kurigram

11

Dear friends, I am Hasimoni.
I read in grade five. Since March 2020, Coronavirus is the name of a
new experience that has brought a lot of changes in our lives.
I spent the whole time of lockdown and quarantine period at home in
my village. At first, I was very scared and terrified when the disease
started. We had regular school classes until March 17 of 2020. However, our school suddenly closed because of COVID-19 to prevent the
rapid contamination.
From March 18 of 2020 until today, we can no longer go to school.
It has been more than 11 months. I can’t study properly because of
the closure of the school. I can’t meet my friends to play. At present,
we have to abide by social distance and hygiene rules. We wash our
hands regularly for 20 seconds and we say ‘Happy Birthday to You’
when we wash our hands. We also have to wear face masks when we
go out or talk with outside people. As school is closed and I cannot
go out to play with my friends like before, to pass my leisure time and
keep myself happy, I started to draw pictures more often. The theme
of my drawings varies as per my wishes. However, I like to draw pictures of nature, people, and village scenes. It soothes my mind.
However, I am not happy as the school is closed and the normal
things of life are not happening like before. So, I am eagerly waiting
for the reopening of our school and everything in the world getting
back normal as before.
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TALE OF
AN OLD LADY
Mounota Islam Mahi, Rajarhat Model Government Primary School
Rajarhat, Kurigram
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Once there was a kingdom. The kingdom had one king and one
queen. They had a son and a daughter. Outside of the kingdom, there
was a huge garden full of trees. Next to the garden, there was an old
lady’s hut, where she lived alone. Long before ago, seeing the old lady
lying on the street, the king gave her shelter by building a hut next
to his kingdom and she loved the children of the king very much. The
king’s children went out to play with their friends every day. Whenever they had time, they went to the hut to listen to stories from the
old lady as they loved her very much.
One day the old lady had a high fever and she fell to the ground
by coughing. At that time, the king’s son and daughter went to the
hut for listening story from the old lady and saw that the old lady
was lying on the ground and had a high fever. Getting frightened
and shocked, they immediately informed the king and queen about
the condition of the old lady. The king called the state-doctor and
brought him to the lady’s place. The doctor examined the old lady
and said, “The old lady has been attacked by a strange virus. The
name of the virus is Corona Virus (COVID-19)”.
After hearing the name of Corona Virus, everyone started saying,
how can this happen? The doctor then told them that what he said
was nothing but true. And he warned everyone and said, “If you go
to the old lady, you all will catch this disease. The virus will attack
you too. So, she must stay home alone until recovery. Otherwise,
you will all fall ill. Because the virus spreads from one person to another and makes everyone sick.”

The king’s son and daughter wept bitterly when they heard the doctor’s words and said sadly, “Now who will tell us story?” The king explained to them the situation. The king asked the doctor, “How to get
rid of this virus”? In response, the doctor said, “We must always be
clean and tidy, always wash our hands with soap after retiring home,
go out and wear a mask. Until a cure for the virus is discovered we
have to be careful. Though it seems like cold and fever it could be
fatal and can be the reason of death.”
As per doctor’s instruction, the old lady stayed at home and followed
all health safety measures. Gradually she started to feel better and
recover. Soon after her recovery, the king’s son and daughter started
to hear stories from her again. Later, drugs for the virus have been
discovered and people started to take the vaccines and situation gets
better. Therefore, the learning is we all have to be together in the
crisis period. Not just for any virus attack, no matter how fierce
storms come, we have to face them with courage and move forward
in anticipation of a beautiful day by keeping a smile on our faces.
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The End
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CORONASHADOWS
OVER YOU AND ME
by Victor Dahl Brohus
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Maybe I know all about corona.
Corona-wit
With a huge bite
I met a girl named Mona.
With mask on
Could not understand.
What a time we live in I would like to be free.
It is hard to say,
when we can play and live again,
like we used to, without distance, my friend?
Life is cramped and
Time feels long.
Then some time passed with Mona,
But then Mona got the Corona.
Uh, what a life
with fever and wear and tear
In thoughts and time!
School is a shield, but it doesn’t shield me.
from loneliness and time alone
The family plays games and has fun,
but never have we experienced so much hassle.
...from morning to noon to night...
Life loses its juice and power.
May the sun soon shine again
Let the world come alive and shine my friend.
On you and on me and on everyone
We must rediscover our lives and our own worth.
May hope come to one and all.
Life it sprouts despite troubles and difficulties.
Come, join us and believe in your path
You and many others may feel like me?
18

STORIES FROM DENMARK

the news came. Denmark is shutting down
Schools, shops, libraries, workplaces

Grandma's DIARY
by Emma Høegh Hansen
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It started out as a normal, but slightly dull Friday. I just got off
school when I remembered. We are emptying Grandma’s house
this weekend. I get all sad by the thought, even though it is almost
three weeks ago.
I remember it so clearly. I was on my way home on the subway when
my dad called. I did not hear it because I was typing up questions for
an interview on my tablet. We had been given an assignment about
the Great War of 2027 at school. It was almost 60 years ago. I was
going to ask Grandma about the war, as she was young during the
war, so I could get more stories for my assignment. I had almost written a page just with questions. I closed the tablet, and only now did I
hear my phone ring. I picked it up unaware of what I would learn in
a few seconds: the cancer had finally taken over and Grandma had
slept in.
As I enter the metro, I gaze to the seat I was sitting on that day.
The third seat to the left of the door. Tears creep to the corners of
my eyes just at the thought, and I had to look away. I end up sitting
at the other end of the train. I would have sat upstairs, but it was
packed. It is the longest train ride home ever. I have only just got rid
of the bag when Dad comes in to see me. He just looks at me for a
moment. Then he sends me a little smile. ”Hurry up and change,” he
says quietly. ”We’ll be leaving soon. The movers take over the villa
and all remaining possessions on Monday.” This surprises me a little.
When Great Grandma died it had taken 3 months to sell the flat. But
I just nod to Dad. As he leaves, I take off the school uniform and go
to the closet to find something else. It takes me about 5 minutes to
find something I want to wear, but I finally decide on a pair of black
ripped jeans and a light grey hoodie. I walk out to Dad. ”Hey Lily, did
you see Birk on your way out?” He asks when he sees me. I do not
say anything, just shake my head and get in the car. Birk is my older
brother. He is 17, 3 years older than me, and in his second year of
20

high school in the technology program. It is 15 minutes before Birk
arrives. He just slides into the front seat and turns up the radio. Dad
gets in too and starts the engine.
I look out the window. Street signs and houses rush by. Street signs
and houses I have seen a million times every time I would go to
Grandmas. It is strange to think that this was one of the last times.
Suddenly, Dad slowed down. We turn and I see the road sign with
’Egevej’ printed on it. I see Grandma’s big villa getting closer and
closer. It is a big old-fashioned villa, with a balcony and red roof tiles.
Dad parks and I get out and start walking up to the big oak door.
When I get there, I notice that people have put flowers in front of
the door. Many different types, but mainly roses and lilies. Grandma
always said she liked lilies best because they reminded her of my
name, of me. Lily.

Today is a week since
Denmark, and there ar
the big picture, but it's sp
now. What if he gets inf
It takes several hours to empty the place. Grandma had a lot of stuff.
Today is day 22 ot the
She travelled a lot with Grandpa. They have been to almost every
country. They only stopped a few years ago when Grandpa died.
My
father
isSincein the U
He had a heart attack on a plane coming
home from
Uganda.
then, Grandma has not been fond of flying.
Can he come home?
It gives me a shock when dad calls. I have been all wrapped up in
my thoughts. ”Lily!” he calls. I answer him and go out into the living
room to him. ”Lily, there are a couple of boxes in the attic, would you
mind going up and getting them?” he asks. I just nod and go upstairs.
As I walk past the office, I see the big armchair Grandma used to sit
in when she read me stories as a little girl. I hurry past it so as not to
think too much about Grandma. Pretty silly really, considering I have
been going through her things for the last 3 hours.
I reach the trapdoor in the ceiling and must stand on a stool to reach
the handle and pull the stairs down. A smell of dust and mould hits
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me as I poke my head over the edge. I hesitate a little. I have not been
up in the attic for a very long time. The last time I was up there was
when I was 8 years old.
A bat had flown up right in front of me. I had been frightened and
had not been up there since. It was almost 7 years ago. Then I pull
myself together and step up the last steps. My hand gropes for the
light switch. I stand in the semi-darkness for a while before I find it
and press the button. There is a buzz, and then the tubes in the ceiling
light up. They must be really old. At least older than the ones we have
in the attic and they are at least 10 years old. I see the boxes dad
wanted me to get. They look small, but when I try to lift them, they
are much heavier than I expected. When I open the top box, I see
that it is filled with books. The books are all in different languages:
Danish, English, Greek, Latin and many more. I did not even know
Grandma knew all those languages. I get the first five boxes back
to the ladder. But as I am about to lift the sixth, something catches
my eye. It’s some kind of notebook. It is very old, probably as old as
some of the books in the museum from before the war. I open it and
see the handwriting of my grandmother on the pages. I leaf through
it and see a date. It says April 3, 2020. It is from before the war. I do
not have time to read it now, so I put it aside, behind some boxes we
will probably take tomorrow. Then I call Dad because I needed help
carrying the boxes down.

the first Dane with corona arrived in
re already 30 infected. It's not much in
preading. My father is in the US right
fected? Can he come home?.
corona quarantine
US right now. What if he gets infected?

We spend all day cleaning up. Dad orders pizza from a nearby pizzeria for dinner, and we eat in the living room. It’s been hard work,
and I’ve almost forgotten about the diary. Dad calls around nine and
says we are leaving. I remember the diary, and shout that I forgot
to close the loft ladder. When you know what you are looking for,
the diary is easy to find. I pick it up and hurry down to Dad and Birk
waiting in the car. When I get home, I will start reading in Grandma’s
diary. But I am tired, and I can’t concentrate on the text. So, I put it
aside and quickly fall asleep.
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Saturday we also spend cleaning up. But we got a lot done yesterday,
so we will be done around 4pm. When we get home, I rush to my
room and get out the diary. I turn to the end page and start reading:

‘Today is day 22 of the corona quarantine...’ I stop reading. I look
again at the first sentence. ’...day 22 of corona quarantine...’. I do
not know what that means, never heard of any corona quarantine
at school. I flip back a few pages hoping for an explanation. But the
explanation does not come, at least not in the 30 pages I first flip
through. A thought strikes me: Dad might know! I close the book and
put it under my bed. My father has always been very law-abiding, and
if he found it, he would probably hand it over to the museum. Because
it’s illegal to own unregistered pre-war artefacts.
I get up and go into the office where Dad usually sits. He’s not there,
but when I look at the clock it’s 5.08pm, so he’s probably cooking
dinner. I go to the kitchen. ”Dad?” I ask. He turns around and smiles
when he sees it’s me. ”Hi honey,” he replies and continues ”What’s
up? Do you need help with anything?” I hesitate for a moment before asking him. ”What’s corona?” I look up at him. He does not say
anything. Did he get mad? We do not learn much in school about the
time before the war. Maybe he does not know. A little later he finally
answers. But not as I had hoped. ”How did you hear about that?” I
explain away that there was a leaflet about it in one of Grandma’s
boxes, but he does not seem to buy it. And he refuses to answer my
question. No matter how much and how I ask, he rejects me. Eventually he gets tired of me. ”No, Lily,” he says in a raised voice, and I
know the discussion is over. There is nothing more to say.
I go back to my room and take out my diary. I might find answers if I
read the diary from the beginning. I carefully flip through the first few
pages until I find what I’m looking for. It’s the end of January:
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‘They’ve found out what the new disease is. It’s a form of coronavirus they call Covid-19. I read up on it today at Nadia’s house. The
disease is like the flu, but it’s much worse. I read somewhere that
about 1 in 3 die. It’s worst in China where it started. A lot of people
have died from it already. It’s already spread to the US and Italy. I’m
scared. What if it comes to Denmark? What if my family, friends,
just generally acquaintances die? What if I die? I’m scared, I’m not
ready to die...’
It scares me for a moment. I don’t want to read any further here,
so I force myself a little further, reading bits here and there. Much
of it is the same, though. ’I’m scared... don’t want to die... what if
I get infected?’, and so it goes on for a few weeks. But then something happens.

‘March 6, 2020. Today is a week since the first Dane with corona
arrived in Denmark, and there are already 30 infected. It’s not much
in the big picture, but it’s spreading. My father is in the US right now.
What if he gets infected? Can he come home?’
I’m about to read on when Dad knocks. It surprises me because I was
so preoccupied with the book. I hurry up and close it and throw the
duvet over it before I get there and open it. He says that’s the foods
ready, in a way that makes me think he hasn’t forgotten our fight. I
follow him down to the dining room, even though I’d rather stay in
my room and read.
There is a tension at the table. I think Birk feels it too, for once he
doesn’t complain that he can’t just eat in his room. As soon as we’ve
all finished eating, I hurry back to my room. I turn to the book again
and skim the next pages. For just under a week, nothing happens,
but when I turn to March 12, 2020, what I’ve been waiting for a while
now happens.
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’Yesterday the news came. Denmark is shutting down tomorrow.
Schools, shops, libraries, workplaces, even the country’s borders will
close. Thursday, preferably, but not a requirement. So today only
12 out of 40 students showed up for school. And almost all of them
disappeared during the day. I was picked up at 11.45. Tomorrow, I
won’t be going to school. Home schooling begins. For now, it’s only
for two weeks. But our internship is cancelled. That’s fine with me,
because I honestly hadn’t found a place. I’m still scared. I know they
do a lot, but what about when we go out and shop? Ride the bus? I
don’t know what to do with myself. There’s also been a ban on gatherings. It’s actually been here for a while. First it was 1000, then
100 but now it’s down to 10. Now it’s starting to matter to me.’
I think about it. I would like to be home-schooled. Not having to see
my teachers and classmates sounds very nice. You can meet in your
spare time, too, just not so many at a time. I read until 9pm that
night. I am still sore in my body after dragging boxes and furniture for
two days. So, I just go to the bathroom and then to bed. I’m not even
saying goodnight to my dad. But we are also not quite on speaking
terms yet, so it does not bother me that much. That night I dream of
the diary. Not just as if I am reading it, but as if I am experiencing it.
It’s scary. I’m scared, but just as quietly the dream disappears and I
sleep like a stone, not noticing what I’m dreaming about.
I wake up early the next morning. First, I forgot all about the diary,
and lie and think about the dream. It takes just a moment to find out
that I was dreaming about the text. Then I find the diary and look it
up on a random date. April 17, 2020.

Yesterday, the quarantine was extended for another month. At least
for the older classes. All year groups under 6th grade must return to
school and kindergartens. I’m not scared anymore. The disease has
been studied, it does not spread as much as was thought, and not
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as many die as initially said. It is primarily the elderly who become
infected, and people who have other diseases. Home schooling is nice
enough, in fact, I enjoy it. I still see my class over online meetings, and
I see my friends when I have free time. The amount of homework is
lower, and I have more free time. I just miss the social. On the other
hand, I have seen a lot of series and movies. I have started training
and I get to read a lot. I know everything will probably open again,
but it will never be normal again. Corona will probably never disappear… ’
I read, almost like in a trance, when my father opens the door. ”What
is it, Lily?” he asks surprised. I look up at him, afraid he will get mad
at me. When I do not answer, he reaches for it, but I pull towards me.
He looks at me with a look that is both confused and disappointed,
probably that I have secrets to him. When he grabs it and discovers
that it is than diary. He smiles indulgently at me and is about to hand
it back to me. But he must have seen the date. Or the word corona.
Or both. He closes it anyway and looks at me seriously. ”Lily…” he
says and sounds both angry and disappointed. Then I finally answer.
“It’s grandma’s diary. I found it in the attic. I became curious when I
saw the dates, and was afraid that you would hand it over to a museum… I’m sorry.” He does not answer, just looks at me with a look
I cannot decipher and goes his way.
It’s now two weeks since dad took the diary. He gave it to the museum as expected and made me swear I would never tell anyone about
it. Today I went to the city to visit grandma’s urn in the urn tower. I
put my hand on the urn, not knowing what I want to say. There goes
a moment where I just sit in silence. ”I’m sorry,” I say. “Now no one
will hear about your story. Sure, it was your everyday life, but that’s
our story”. I get up and start walking. I wish there were something I
could do. The first tear falls as I step out onto the street.

Yesterday the news came. Denmar
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SMART BOX
by David Daniel Olsen
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My alarm clock went off.
Good morning CP345, the time is 08:55 it is March 11, 2032. Have
you slept well?”, asked the home assistant.
”Yes, thank you, I have slept very well”, I replied.
“It was good to hear how you would rate your sleep.”
“3 out of 5”, I answered.
“Good to hear, 3 out of 5 are hereby noted, there is 5 min for you to
go to class.
My bed started to tilt up, the duvet was driven away. A table with a
pill came up.
“The infection rate today is 9,342,184, but remember that you are in
the safe, so do not worry”, my assistant informed me.
“Here you have your breakfast, strawberry-flavoured yoghurt and a
glass of water”, the assistant exclaimed.
It was all in a pill, not like in the old days where everything had to be
prepared and served with salt and pepper. No now it was all in one
pill. I swallowed the pill and the table disappeared again. The bed ran
towards my computer, which at the same time was about to boot up.
“Recognize face… approved” computer turned on and logged on to
Smart Talk.
“From 8 am to 9 am, you must have Danish. Logs on to Smart Talk
in 5 seconds.”
The robot counted down while I got ready. I could see that all the
others were also logging on, at the same time as me. It was like this
every day, no one came late, everyone has the same morning routine
and besides, we live in the same building, but it does not matter, as
long as our internet works, it all runs.
28

“Good morning, class CB312, how are you?”. It was my teacher
who asked.
Some of the students responded, and just as quietly, our teaching
began. It may sound strange that I am 26 years old and still in school.
But after all the lost education that we have never been able to receive because it had all been home education, the government had to
start all over again. Or it was only in the Smartbo x that we had the
opportunity to learn it all again before going out to work.
It was 9am, and it was time for a little break. I got up and went to
my treadmill, that way I would not have to sit down all day. My
home assistant logged me back in for a smart talk, this time it was
my break team. We were 20 people gathered on a team where we
could talk together while we moved a little. We talked about the
old days, how we, at that time, were able to go outside and be near
other people. It’s not like that anymore, I have not been out of my
room for 12 years. I do everything alone and yet not, I had my friends
online, on smart talk, and then it should all work out. We had to
feel lucky and valuable when we were in here, we had learned that,
because if we did not, we might as well be sent outside, out to the
disaster and there were no ones who wanted that. Inside we were
safe, opposite outside where they had lost control all over the world,
everyone could be infected with corona and so many new mutations
had made that if you were infected then you would die. So, we were
all very grateful to be able to be in the Smartbox and we did as told,
otherwise we knew well what was in store. Suddenly someone from
the team outburst:
“I have an idea! And you have to promise me that you won’t tell anyone else!” she said lowly “What if we try to get out of here, I mean,
can it really be as bad as we think, is it all just something they’re
imagining too?” they said again.
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The others laughed, and I must admit I laughed too. But I began to
think about what they had said. It all seemed very strange, what
they said, I had never thought that before. Why would they do that?
And anyway, everything was going well, back in 2025, but suddenly
tall towers were built, and we were thrown in. And I have not been
outside since. I suddenly became interested in what they were saying.
After a few minutes of talking about what we were going to do, we
agreed to meet. It was only me, though, who was interested in finding out more.
But it wasn’t easy to get outside, so I had to set up as a playmate on
my floor. I was on floor C, so if I could get out into the corridor and
CP332 could do the same, well that was the name of the person with
the idea, we could meet up and run away together. I went to the job
application page and signed up as the player of the week. These people would make sure that all hallways were 100% sterile so no one
could get infected in case they came out into the hallway. I clicked
“apply” and then it was just a matter of waiting for a response.
It was all about work, exercise and work and being locked in that
box. We had all been turned into a number. Everyone on floor C was
called something with CP, which stands for floor C and so person, we
each had a number. Mine was CP345, that was the only identity we
had. There is no he or she, everyone is gone.
“That way, we don’t experience as much hassle and it’s also much
easier to keep track of how many people are actually there” the
senior managers always said. The ones running around at the very
top, class Z. There had never been anyone at the top of class Z. Only
the highest directors of them all. They were the only ones who knew
what was going on outside. All we could get was a contagious number on those outside and how well things were going in here.
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What CP332 said had really got me wondering. Is this what we all
think? Is the world really as bad as they say? And are they just keeping us inside, like some kind of prison? The days passed and I waited
for my answer. I think it was about 3 weeks before it was my turn.
In the meantime, I had written to CP332. We had both got the job
and had now agreed to meet in 15 minutes. I had been given a card
so I could log in and out of doors. When I came out into the corridor,
it was like seeing something for the first time, but it was almost that.
I hadn’t seen this hallway in over 12 years, and I was giddy with the
feeling. It was a long white hallway with arrows leading to the elevator. Along the long corridor, there was one door after another, to the
many people’s rooms. It was a strange thought, standing out here, I
felt like a big person who now knew everything. But at the same time,
I knew I was just one of billions of numbers. After walking up and
down a bit, I could see CP332.
“Hey! CP332”, I whispered to him.
“Hi, firstly I would like to be considered a boy and secondly I would
like to be called Martin” replied hen, or as I could now without worry
call him.
I looked up at him confused, here we used neither a gender nor a
name.
“Hello, Martin?”, I asked confused.
“Hi…?”, he replied.
“Axel, call me Axel, I would like to be considered as he” I replied It
gave me a set, it was at least 12 years since I last used my name. So,
my real name, the one my parents had given me.
“We have to find a way out of here!”, he said.
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But neither CP332… I mean Martin or I knew if we were underground or above…
The only thing we knew was that we were in class C and the only
way out was in class Z. But how were we ever going to get all the
way up there? We chose to find an elevator, after all we had the opportunity to ride with it now that we had both become sprinters.
As we stepped into the elevator, a voice came out.
“Welcome, where do you want to go?”
“We want to be up to class Z”.
“Unfortunately, this is not possible, the highest level you can drive to
is class Q” Class Q was the engine room, here people made sure that
we could breathe. If we could get to class Q, there would only be 8
classes left for us to have in class Z.
“So, let’s get to class Q”, I replied.
“Certainly”
The elevator began to run up, while the voice continued to speak.
“Remember that the infection rate today is 9,843,734, but remember that you are in the Smartbox, so you do not have to worry,”
informed my assistant.
After a few seconds, the elevator stopped. We came straight out into
the engine room, which was completely quiet. It all ran on electricity.
We went out to get an overview. Machines stood in rows behind each
other, wires and pipes stood on all sides. I was dizzy, it was not to find
my way around. We walked back and forth, just to look for a door, a
staircase or even an elevator.
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“It must be damn possible to get out of here!” cried Martin annoyed.
“Well… I doubt”, I replied.
But I did not give up, he must be right.
We had been walking around for an hour when we had to give up, we
had gone in circles and there was nothing to do. The only thing we
could do was take the elevator all the way down again.
“Can’t we try to go upstairs?”, I asked Martin.
“But we have tried that, we cannot until we have been registered as
class Z members. And we never do!”
I sighed, and as I was about to get up to walk toward the elevator,
Martin grabbed me.
”I know!” he yelled.
“What now?”
“We have to get caught!”, he answered.
“What are you talking about? Do you know that we will be thrown
out if they catch us?”, I replied incomprehensibly back.
“Precise. What do we want? To see the real world. How do we do it?
By being discovered!”
It suddenly made sense.
“What are you going to do then?”, I asked.
His idea was that we lift the wires out of the machines, and before I
could think about whether it was a good idea, he had already started,
and I did not even manage to do the same before the alarm went off.
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“STOP!”, shouted a masked man in black clothes.
Martin and I raised our arms. We looked at each other, we knew
very well that either this is going according to plan, or maybe this
is the last time we will see each other. The man grabbed both of us
and dragged us into the elevator. He did not say a word all the way,
again the thought came up, this could go two ways. Either we would
be thrown out, or we would be thrown in some form get prison cell
in here, and then it could all be just as much. I looked up at the small
screen showing what floor we were on. It rose. It was a good sign,
and when the elevator suddenly stopped, it showed Z. It gave a set
in me that I was now going to go at once in class Z, I had never
expected that to happen. My palms started to get wet, I started to
shake. Once again, I looked towards Martin, he was completely pale,
there was no doubt that we were both nervous.
“Come with me!”, said the guard sternly as he took a hard grip on
my right arm. Even though we followed, he almost lifted us at a time.
It was the nicest time I had ever seen, the floors were cleaner than
the cleanest there was. It was so shiny that you could see yourself,
the walls consisted of beautiful pictures, pictures of the director and
all the senior employees. We were locked into a room, it was not just
any room, it was the director’s room. As we breathed, trying to relax
a little more, he turned around to look us straight in the eye.
“Hello guys” he said in a sneaky way, so it was difficult to define what
mood he was in.
I looked around, the office consisted of panoramic windows, all the
way around, I tried to see if I could see the landscape outside, but we
were too high up. We were right above the clouds.
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“I can understand that you have tried to get out,” he said again, in
that unpleasantly sneaky but at the same time friendly way.
“How do you know that?” Martin asked.
The director laughed. I do not usually tell this to such an underclass
of people like you, but you still have to be thrown out of here at some
point, so now I’ll tell you.
“Do not you think that we know very well what you are doing? We
can see every little thing in the making. There are cameras in each of
your rooms, and we follow every smart talk and smart chat you have.
We can follow what you answer your assistant, and yes, I can keep
going”, he laughed. I was confused, and angry. How could they think
of monitoring us that way? In all those years! The director pointed to
the left, Martin and I looked in time to see what he was pointing at. A
huge screen stood with tiny pictures, a picture for every room in the
whole building. He laughed again.
“That’s my job you see here. He keeps an eye on how you spend your
everyday life in your small room”.
I was once again very angry. And I was just about to freak out, but I
stopped myself. I needed to hear more.
“What do you want to do with us?” I asked him.
“Well… now that I’ve told you this, I might as well throw you out,
into a world full of viruses”.
Martin and I looked each other in the eyes. The director snapped,
and the same guard grabbed us, and lifted us along.
“The door to the exit will be opened in 5 seconds” it was the assistant
who said it. In 5 seconds, we would find the answer to our question.
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Is there still a pandemic? Was it all a lie? Or we get infected as soon
as we get out and can quickly conclude that we should have stayed.
The door opened; the glow of the sun hit me right away. I had not
seen the sun in 12 years, so I had to squeeze my eyes in. We were
thrown out and the door was quickly closed. We went up some stairs.
And when I hit the last step, I looked up. I went into shock, totally at
a standstill, like a fallow deer being caught by the car’s sharp headlights. We looked at each other.
“You got to be kidding me!” we shouted.
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DEAR DIARY
It is Wednesday 11/3 - 2020 and Mette Frederiksen has basically just
said at the press conference that from Monday onwards the whole
of Denmark will shut down. This means that we do not have to go
to school for 2 weeks. To start with. It is a little creepy and I’m a
little scared.
That this is completely new and foreign. I remember that people talked about some deadly disease from China and that they were afraid
that it would come to Denmark. But I just thought there was no reason to be scared and that it would not come here. But now that it’s
here, it just suddenly become real.
I’m actually a little sad, because our theater at drama school might
be canceled. And then I’m pretty scared my dad’s grandpa and my
grandpa’s will get Corona. Because they’re both pretty sick so if they
get it, there’s a pretty good chance they’ll die. The only good thing
about this is that we do not have to present a science assignment. For
it has become wildly bad, for those I was in a group with made no one
else. So, I had to make all the common parts.
DEAR DIARY
It is now Monday 6/4 - 2020 and we have had to be home schooled
for 3 weeks. But now it is fortunately Easter Holiday, and the Prime
Minister Mette Frederiksen has come with a new message. And it is
that in a little while nurseries, kindergartens and the younger classes will start in normal school again. So that means I still must have
homeschooling. She also said all major gatherings are not allowed
through August. The first thing I thought of was my birthday. My real
birthday is on Wednesday and I will be 15 years old. But because I
was not confirmed, we had to hold a big 15th birthday party for me.
But it does not turn into anything so we will have to move it to next
year. So, it will be a big 16th birthday, and when it was that we talked
about moving it, the first thing my big sister said was ”then you have
to drink on your birthday” and my reaction was just ”when”.
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I’ve also thought a lot about our play, and now I’m sure we are not
going to show it. Which is mega down because we’ve been working
on it since August and now, we’re not going to present it.
DEAR DIARY
Now it’s 30/4 and not much has happened. We still have home
schooling, and I am going insane from being home. I thought 2020
was going to be a good year, but I was probably wrong. The only
good thing that has happened this year is that in January I managed
to get on a Copenhagen tour with my school and that I managed to
visit the boarding school I might have to go to.
I am currently on the waiting list for boarding school but I’m No. 1 or
2 so I’ll probably get in.
DEAR DIARY
We have finally back to school again. It’s so cool to see friends again,
but it’s pretty sad that our outdoor areas have been split up. So, we
cannot really socialize off with the other class. But regardless, it is
cool to be in school again. I had become so tired of being at home.
DEAR DIARY
It has finally summer vacation. I have been looking forward so much
to just relax. The number of Corona infected has decreased so you
can travel a bit. Therefore, me and my family went to Jutland. But
when we were in animal summerland, you had to wear a mask on
the slides.
DEAR DIARY
We have now reached the end of the vacation and it sucks because it
means we must go to school again. And I just do not want to. There
are not that many who have Corona right now, but there are still
many things that are being canceled. For example, we cannot have
our usual school start with the whole school, and we have to sit with
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1 meter distance in the class. And now you must wear a mask when
you travel by public transport.
DEAR DIARY
Now it’s Christmas. And we had planned a cool Christmas party.
And 2 days before we go on Christmas vacation, Mette Frederiksen
decides to shut Denmark down AGAIN. So, she could not have waited just 2 days. And on top of that, Sweden closes all borders with
Denmark. So, we have to take the Køge ferry over which takes fucking 5 hours. So, what the fuck are the Swedes thinking. They just close
the borders in the middle of Christmas.
It’s almost a year since Corona started. A whole year with bandages,
alcohol, 2 meters distance and home schooling. I hope it’s over soon
and that we can get our normal weekdays back. Fortunately, a vaccine is on the way.
DEAR DIARY
Now we’re in 2021. I hope this year will be better. But you can never know. The vaccine has arrived, and people are being vaccinated.
People have been divided into groups, in relation to who should be
vaccinated. And they have probably only come to group 2. My age
group is shown all the way down in group 12, so it will be some time
before it is our turn.
But according to experts, everyone will be vaccinated this summer.
I’m so tired of Corona. It’s some of the worst ever. There is so much
that has been canceled. So many things I had just been looking forward to. Now I just hope it’s over soon. Because I have to have a big
birthday party this summer and I would like to have the opportunity
to do that. And I’m going to boarding school and it would be cool if I
could have a whole school year without having to have school from
home.
Fuck Corona. I can’t take it no more.
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11/03/20
Dear diary
My day today has not consisted of anything special - I have done
homework, eaten dinner, been to school and drawn a bit. At school
we had to hear about Corona all day, because there are some from
Denmark who been infected, and many countries have been shut
down. I am quite afraid that Denmark will also be shut down. We
just had dinner where there was an announcement of a press conference. I felt sick to my stomach. ”At 20:00 there is a press conference
with Prime Minister Mette Frederiksen”, it said everywhere on the
internet. I’m lying in my bed with tears in my eyes right now. I just
saw press conference. Denmark has been shut down, which means
that I can neither see my friends nor family. My everyday life, which
I usually know, stopped in just 10 minutes. I have so many questions.
What about school? Will we ever come back?
11/04/20
Dear diary
It’s now a month since we were shut down. A lot has happened in
that short time. My class and I have spent every single day on the
computer, where we have class using Microsoft Teams - it’s a slightly
complicated way to go to school, but it works well enough, and we
have fun together separately. There have been a few press conferences since the last time I wrote in the diary. We have had hopes of
coming back, but we were disappointed each time. I’ve seen some of
my friends. We have been out and about a lot because we are not
allowed to be together inside. Even though it is different from what
you are used to, it is still nice to meet once in a while.
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03/05/20
Dear diary
Today is my 15th birthday. It’s something of a different way to celebrate a birthday. The day started as usual - breakfast with delicious
food and gifts. I got what I had wanted and a lot of clothes. I had visits
all the time, but it was down in my garden as one still has to follow
the restrictions. At 11:00 I was visited by a couple of friends for lunch,
where we had fun with pizza, booze and of course distance. At 14:00
I was visited by my grandmother and grandfather, and at 16:00 I was
visited by my grandmother and grandfather, which of course took
place down in the garden. I’m lying right now thinking about how
lucky I am. Even though we live in a world with a pandemic, one can
still be together separately. When we were shut down, I was really
scared if I would not talk to someone. This is not the case at all, and
I actually feel inside a larger community, because the whole of Denmark is involved in this together.
18/05/20
Dear diary
Today is the day I have been waiting for a really long time - I have to
go to school. We were told yesterday that we were to meet between
09:00 and 10:00, but I am coming in at 09:00 because I cannot wait. I
have to stand outside the door of the school and wait for my teacher
to come and pick me up. When we enter the school, we have to rinse
off and wash our hands thoroughly to make sure you are clean. The
day went on in a slightly different way, but I was just about to be back
after two full months. I am home now and I’m just looking forward to
coming back again tomorrow.
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17/12/20
Dear diary
It’s been a while since I last wrote in the book, but I have a lot to
tell. There has just been a press conference again, where we were
told that Denmark is closing again. This is due to a new mutation of
Corona coming from England. I do not want to focus on all the bad
as we have already been through it before, and I am not as sorry as
I was the last time we were shut down. I think I’m looking forward to
Teams with the class tomorrow. Now that it’s been 7 months since I
last wrote in the diary, I just want to say what has all happened. I’ve
had the most perfect summer - despite Corona. I have swum, been
in the cottage, been with friends and just had the best time that I will
not trade for anything. So even though Corona has ruled Denmark,
it has still been a fantastic year, and it will soon be over, but then begins a new year that may well be without Corona, thank you.
15/02/21
Dear diary
Today we are going on winter holiday and I’m a little bored. Denmark is still closed down, so no shops are open. Since the Christmas
holidays, we have continued to sit ready in front of the computer
screen every single day, but I have started to like it. The English variant is taking over Denmark, which makes it harder for Denmark
to reopen, but we hope for the best. My little brother, who is in 4th
grade, has returned, which is a bit of a cheat, I think, but I also expect
that I will soon have to return to the everyday life I once knew.
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