
ESSAY 

The coronavirus has taken onto the world like a relentless storm, mutating through each infected person 
and growing stronger, no different from a Hydra that upon getting its head cut off will produce two 
more from the wound. And that’s how the sheath of the virus works with each attack by 
pharmaceuticals. Each confronted layer of the virus is shed to reveal a stronger one. 

Surfaces are not safe to touch. The air is not safe to breathe. Houses have now become quarantine 
vessels to keep the sickness out. Or even inside, in some cases. Nothing makes sense anymore as a little 
over half of humanity has already been wiped off. A lot of the elderly were the first to go. Most were 
self-appointed sacrifices as resources fell short. They are honored in memory, as they took on death in 
an attempt to keep the young alive and going. Sadly, humanity is losing their essence of empathy with 
each death, citing it as a good control for over-population. The disregard for human lives has surfaced 
stronger to assist capitalistic greed. It did not get any better with the government’s involvement with 
society’s morale. Many have come onto TV in the comfort of their luxuries and well-equipped homes to 
add fuel to the fire regarding the notion of self-sacrifice. It becomes clearer with time that capitalists 
banked on the opportunity of sickness to eradicate the vulnerable like the homeless, orphans, and 
needy. These groups of people can’t fight or look out for themselves, nor do the rich consider them 
worthy to exist because they cannot contribute to society in matters of economy. 

Apart from the vulnerable, there was another group of people that were left to fend for themselves. 
Artists. In a sad turn of events, the people who have gone out of their way to serve the public's morale 
and spirits were turned away from and stripped off of value. In an attempt to simplify life and reduce 
the risk of infection from spreading further, much of the art was discarded. And with art went 
individuality, personality, and happiness. 

But this was the initial response. Despite the disheartening move to strip homes and clothing bare of any 
artistic integrity, artists have utilized the internet to create a virtual world within it and service us once 
more. With the advent of virtual reality, and the government's later attempt to create a virtual flow of 
the economy, houses were plugged with efficient internet, along with a monitor and VR goggles and 
hand controls for each member of the family. This allowed for humans to start existing virtually and 
interact with a world so very different from the one we physically exist in. In most cases, it was a lot 
better than the real world… 

Regardless of this advancement, as humans would have it…there are repercussions to everything. 
Addiction, coping, and substituting real-life interaction with a virtual one is now plaguing our everyday 
life. Right now, my parents are banging on my sister’s door, begging her to join us for dinner. From what 
I saw last in our virtual world, she’s already having a party with her friends. I wonder if she really feels 
like she has eaten when she can’t even feel or taste any of the food in it.  

Humans have started to neglect their own bodies, and the virus has now become a secondary problem 
as opposed to the growing issue of immobility and obesity. Some have become so addicted that they 
would forget to eat, and even sleep. As is the case with my sister. And I’m afraid that if this goes on any 
longer, she might die of starvation. 

Artists have prevailed for a very long time in various circumstances, leaving behind their works as 
statements to derive comfort and a narrative from the times they were living in. In this time capsule, I 
leave behind three objects that I have made with my own hands. It was a time where I tried to find some 



kind of solace of my identity in this world when we were asked to discard our items of burden. Art can 
never be a burden. Art is like a diary that I keep adding to with each craft. 

Sequins have always been a thing of happiness for me. Their sparkles and glittery reflections are now a 
thing of luxury. In m quest for a substitute to ease my aesthetic cravings, a safety pin on my glass coffee 
table caught my eye. It glinted in the afternoon sunlight that was falling through the balcony window. I 
realized then that I had found my own kind of sequin and got to work immediately, buying a hoard of 
safety pins and different sizes and playing around with the length of it to make patterns. And thus, my 
very own sequined shirt. 

When it came to making plain clothes lively, I was always in need of chunky jewelry. The string of 
paperclips, just as shiny as safety pins, fall together flexibly to curve around my neck with the bend of 
the twine it is hung on. The best thing is that I can add levels to the design with more paper clips if I 
wish, so it never has to look the same each time I wear it. 

And last but not least, a piece of decoration for my home to remind me that reality exists. In the 
subdued and dreary and dreary nature of my time my where color is almost non-existent and the 
textures now lay flat against surfaces, I wanted to remind myself of better times where the world was 
brighter and playful. This stood in a corner of my garden amongst rocks and plants, its smooth surface 
reflecting the sun. The parts where the light hit would turn pink, while the rest stayed red. Maybe even 
turn burgundy under the shade. It never seemed to stop changing hues in the light. 

I hope these small steps I took to brighten my own life serve as a testament to those in the future to not 
give up. And I hope whoever opens this is existing in a better world than now.  
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