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| INTRODUCTION  
 

Since lockdown began in March 2020, our team here at London Youth has been hearing from youth 
organisations, youth professionals and young people about how they are coping and adapting.  

Many youth organisations have started delivering online sessions, sharing resources and setting fun 
challenges for young people. Many young people are using their interest in creative activities like 
writing, drawing, or music-making, to stay positive and help process this extraordinary experience.  

In response to the current situation, we launched our first online Poetry Challenge.  

We invited our member youth organisations all over London to take part by running flexible, fun and 
accessible poetry sessions or setting quick poetry challenges and submitting the poems their young 
people produce.  

We were amazed by the response. Dozens of young people shared their poems with us. Some were 
written in response to the COVID-19 pandemic, while others were about issues that young people 
care about. Many were poems young people had written before the pandemic hit and the lockdown 
began.  

It has been a powerful reminder of how important poetry and other creative pursuits are to young 
people's lives. Whether it's a fun challenge, a way to share what you're feeling, or how you show the 
world who you are, poems are a powerful way of connecting. And this collection shows how much 
these young people from all over London have in common.  

 
Emily Reddon 

Arts Development Manager  
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Lockdown Language | Anonymous 
 
Times have changed, time is passing, 
but our need for you to care is not lapsing, 
We may whinge and shout and say we don’t want, 
but we do, we really want you too, 
We are isolated, changed and really not sure, 
We need that face, the one we say we dislike, 
we need those texts that we never reply to, 
We need the language that you share, the hey, 
how you doing, I am still here, 
This is the real language that cares, the language we need, 
the language which shows us not everything has changed, 
The language that comforts us, like a weird aunt would send, 
which would make us cringe, and smile, 
A smile which means something hasn’t changed 
– the language you use to show you care. 
 
 

Untitled | Sheldon, 16 
 
We were young when we first met 
Only a couple years old 
Playing silly little games 
living life fun 
Best friends forever we said 
But you left too soon. 
We grew closer and closer 
Over time we became bestiest of friends 
We shared secrets and said 
This is our little secret 
But you left too soon. 
I had known you for ages 
Me you and k 
Three of us this time 
And as we began to grow up 
We shared a lot of secrets 
But you left too soon. 
Now I have matured and learned so much 
I've Been through so much 
And suffered through the years 
Even when you were here 
You got me through most things 
But you left too soon 
I love you I do, 
And I'll have you for life 
But the thing that hurts most 
Is thinking about you 
And how you left too soon.  
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Hungry for Justice | Precious, 16 
 
We have this inner question of if we want to live wrong or right  
some people can be hungry to starve  
Or make others cry to laugh  
Everyone’s going backwards forwards  
The worlds upside down  
So how could fourteen times 2 change our lives around 
We need to understand that the fickle decisions that we make is not going to create a future that’s 
due to last  
We exchange the love of God for relationships with man  
An estate we should own for 1 house with a 50-year plan  
Our parents called it building their lives, but they built their lives on sand  
And the rain came down  
And took all that they owned  
They said they wanted to make sure that their children have a house to live in but they themselves 
where never at home 
How can we change our appetite?  
We’ve become Hungry to starve  
Eyes too blind to the fact that you could’ve saved your so-called children with seed 
Instead you were just excellent at failing to actually tend to our needs  
So instead of teaching our daughters how to pray at night they’ve demoralised the phrase of getting 
on your knees  
Can’t you see  
That we’ve been starved  
Of our birth rights  
The things that we deserve  
They said that they loved us but won’t help us  
But the truth is it’s the church that feeds but even they have starved their members  
So instead of going national they’ve just turned into church buildings and fed receipts  
Can’t you see that God is angry  
At what our parents have done  
They have no appetite for justice  
And steal our destiny like thieves  
But I believe but there’ll always be a season when a tree is naked and has no leaves  
I believe that God collected our tears on the world’s behalf  
Because God will always raise the wheat.  
But some of us will be given birth to by the chaff 
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Untitled | Sheldon, 16 
 
You were my best friend 
And still are now. 
No one will take your place, 
I will never allow. 
I know it’s okay to miss you, 
And okay to cry. 
Just know I’ll never forget you, 
This is a irreversible goodbye. 
I’ll hold onto our memories 
Until this life is done. 
In my heart is where I’ll hold them, 
Where we can be as one. 
Sometimes I sit and wonder, 
If you are still by my side. 
Giving me the courage, to carry on with pride. 
I know you’re in a much better place, 
I’mma try be strong and smile. 
And not keep a sad face, 
As I’ll be with you in a while. 
 
There’s many things we didn’t speak, 
Wish we could go back, 
To the times of hide and speak. 
I feel like you were taken too young, 
We didn’t even get to say goodbye. 
When I found out my heart was stung,  
Why did you die. 

Pavements | Sadie, 16 
 
Where I’m from the streets aren’t 
paved with gold but the sky is 
You can watch the sunset, wrapped up 
in a bubble of time, quivering leaves 
Quivering trees as the sirens pass you by 
Hanging on to a translucent breeze 
Screaming teens and disapproving looks 
Laugh it off and trudge into the dark 
Where I’m from we don’t walk, we run 
Living in fast forward, time lapse, stuck 
in the mud as we listen to a local band 
The echo of shimmering guitar strings 
The flowers come out in spring, erupting 
from beneath your trainers, floating 
petals. But they die like all things 
With the smoke and dust of the main road 
Where I’m from the streets aren’t 
paved with gold, they’re paved with skin 
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Midnight at the Night Café | Sadie, 16 
 
Midnight at the Night Café where 
things come to die, after their 
final cup of tea and full English 
at god knows what o’clock 
They slurp and crunch and crumble 
and slither out into the gloom 
Curled horns and green slime 
brace against the bitter wind 
Eyes flicker slowly shut, 
curl up into a ball and fall asleep 
Forever. I wonder where they go 
Midnight at the Night Café 
I arrive soaked to my skin 
Blue translucent air like the breath 
of a giant and the smell of bacon grease 
Linoleum floors squeak underfoot 
as I approach the counter, dripping 
The special please. I grasp the steaming 
hot plate with both hands 
I slurp and crunch and crumble 
Full belly and a full heart I open the 
sliding doors and step into the night 
Midnight at the Night Café 
I fall asleep on the concrete 
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Blink and You’ll Miss it | Sadie, 16 
 
The city that never sleeps keeps you awake all night, 
until you can’t feel your face, numb fingers clutching onto 
bed frames and doorknobs and holding front door keys 
upside down, hanging onto the moon as it collides 
with the blue and you feel blue or maybe a shade of 
yellow, seasick from the noise, the buzzing of the bees 
and the busyness, mania, but you can’t think, can’t stop, 
can’t slow down time until you can pick it up, roll it 
between your fingers and flick it off a bridge until 
it falls and falls and falls and you’re falling, arching, drifting 
through the air completely still but also going one hundred 
miles an hour so you get a speeding ticket plastered 
on your forehead saying SLOW DOWN in big bold red letters 
but you don’t, because you know what they say, 
blink and you’ll miss it, so you can’t ever close your eyes, 
not even for a second, just breathe it all in, the stars, the sky, 
the clouds, the blue, the water, the boats, but not for too long, 
slow down but blink and you’ll miss it, you mutter to yourself 
blink and you’ll miss it, with heavy eyelids and a heavy heart, 
shuffling in time with the people below, you scrape your feet, 
scrape your keys and scrape by while you glance 
across the room and notice the sunrise, made it to another dawn, 
blink and you’ll miss it, they were right, so you keep your 
dry and red and blind and dry and red and blind and 
dry and red and blind eyes open for one more day 
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The Climate is Changing, Why Aren’t We? | Aya, 16 
 
Day by day, youth have so much to say. 
Day by day, I’m out of words to display. 
Day by day, wildlives are drifting away.  
Trees burn, into thin ash. 
Rivers are filled with trash; 
Plastic, plastic, how drastic?  
The azure, clear water vanished 
What’s left is a sea of scattered mess. 
Yet our finesse, 
Can’t keep up with the press.  
Another day passes by, in a blink of an eye. 
Another day passes by as we sigh. 
Another day passes by as we redefine what we hear online.  
The timeline of the divine nature we once knew, 
As we admired the vast view. 
Is no longer that captivating crystal blue sky?  
Upon our very own eyes. 
There was no breakthrough. 
Take a step back; refocus your view. 
Climate change is not brand new.  
You can make a difference to climate change, 
No matter how small it is. 
Our actions, protests and views 
Are what helps us get through…? 

 
Outcomes of COVID-19 | Aya, 16 
 
I can’t believe this is happening, 
we are in an unprecedented; challenging time that is not fine.  
A mass pandemic, Covid-19 also know as Coronavirus has brutally corrupted and 
destroyed lives, 
as some are more vulnerable and are fighting to survive, 
in this unexpected chaos, through which we all strive. 
Some feel that they are being distressingly deprived, 
from their cyclical freedom as they question their reason.  
Wrapped up in thoughts of amplifying anxiety, uncertainty and grievance. 
Waking up, living to a clustered environment of spiralling fear, 
as more reports of mass deaths excessively appear. 
Cheer! 
Cheer for those who put themselves at risk, such as the key workers and care home 
staff, 
that spend night and day, 
dealing with this pandemic.  
Yet it’s unbearable to hear them say, 
that your closest are drifting away. 
It’s hard, heart-breaking and horrifying, yet it’s here. 
For how much longer, a year? 
We can reflect from this time, and come to a moment of stillness, 
And help our minds feel clear, 
In our own home atmosphere. 
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‘I can’t Breathe’ | Aya, 16 
 
“I can’t breathe…” 
These were George Floyd 
An African American man’s last words 
As his skin started to bleed from the pressure 
Of an American cop called Chauvin 
Another global outrage; another death, another 
murder 
Of an innocent human being 
While Floyd may now feel at peace 
Freedom is still distant from our reach 
Floyd was handled brutally by several officers 
Chauvin forcefully pushed him to the floor, face 
down 
As if Floyd were just a wild animal 
Off the cop’s hunting ground 
Yet the sound of Floyd’s desperate voice 
Did not change Chauvin’s heartless choice 
Even though Floyd was unarmed, the cop still 
knelt on his neck 
Though Floyd begged him to stop, 
Chauvin casually stayed on top 
And this ruthless act has caused a train wreck 
Racism is nothing new 
Police are often brutal to blacks, there’s been 
no breakthrough 
George Floyd’s death is a horrific reminder 
That some Americans are still seen as the 
outsider 
These deaths should not be glorified, or 
shoved aside 
George Floyd was a large black American man 
Targeted because the police think they can   
Floyd’s intentions were not defined by the 
colour of his skin 
So why was he treated like he was a sin?  
Why did the police officers shatter his soul? 
Was it out of fear or disgust?  

Or was Floyd’s blackness just too much 
to bear? 
Why can’t you see? 
All we’re asking for is equality! 
America has always been toxic to people of 
colour 
You say that there is progress for black 
communities 
Yet you limit us from so many opportunities 
From slavery to lynching, racism has always 
been around 
Throughout centuries in many cities and towns 
From generation to generation, we have 
experienced oppression 
Discrimination and humiliation 
Is this what we still are as a nation? 
There have been countless prejudices 
associated with blacks 
Such as our ‘violent nature’ – we’re always 
under attack 
How can you distinguish between what’s false 
and true?  
If everything is written in your supremacist 
view? 
We are fed up of hearing about more black 
people dying 
And seeing so many families crying 
We are fed up of receiving looks of disgrace 
The ignorance we regularly face 
We are fed up of being fearful of police 
Those who are meant to maintain the peace 
Instead we still have to fight and protest  
Because of this static, systemic disorder 
When will we be fully treated as an equal? 
Instead of just second-class people 
Don’t let ruthlessness make our society fall 
We are each of us human beings, after all.
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The System of Life | Ananya, 17 
 
You’re walking and talking, to everybody you’re encountering, 
I’m sitting here, imagining every conversation I could be having. 
Anxiety, unlike propriety is an outcast in this society, they say: 
“Speak loud”, “Make them proud”, that is how you get your way in the crowd. 
The crowd that’s filled with competition, hunting down for the right position. 
Constraints set to individuality, building a world full of similarities. 
I want to give up all the plastic masks, and attempts to be like everybody else – 
The race to be the best is a struggle in all, causes fatalities hanging up the wall. 
From a person to a body, from living to a memory. 
Everybody wants to win and take the league, without a care for the weak. 
The border of passion is guarded with an army full of order. 
It’s a massacre, mass murder; it’s a burden for the dreams that are burning. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Is it My Fault You’re Gone? | Emily, 17 
 
Is it my fault that you’re gone? 
Now silence fills the house, 
No more fighting or screaming, 
But two, without a spouse… 
Did I do something wrong? 
My life feels like a curse, 
What happened to those vows you made? 
For better or for worse? 
Did it cross your mind? 
How this affects my wellbeing, 
I’ll try to be a warrior, 
But it’s hard when two are fleeing. 
And I’ll try to stay strong, 
Whilst bitter tears trail my cheeks, 
Pretend that everything’s okay, 
When it hasn’t been for weeks! 
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The Sky’s No Longer Grey | Emily, 17 
 
Now that many years have past, 
And time has healed my heart, 
Everything worked out for the best, 
And we’ll never be apart, 
Although I’ll miss our little family, 
Things are much better this way, 
And when all of the chaos was over, 
The sky didn’t look very grey, 
The Christmas feeling around us is magical, 
Two families around one tree, 
Double the presents every year, 
And a blissful feeling of glee, 
And even when I miss the way 
that everything used to be, 
I remember the family that I’ve gained, 
And that we’re no longer incomplete! 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Kindness is Key | Melise, 17 
 
Please be kind, please show you care 
You don’t know what’s going on and it’s not fair 
Behind closed doors secrets are hidden 
So, understand people, let them be forgiven 
  
We all have bad days, try to understand 
If I behave badly please help me with a welcoming hand 
  
Sometimes people lash out, say things they don’t mean 
Maybe they’re suffering deep down and just want to be heard or seen 
  
Picking on a peer may be funny to you 
But do you understand their pain? No, you don’t have a clue 
  
All I’m saying is kindness is key 
So, I’ll be kind to you even if you’re not kind to me. 
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Tunnel Vision | Keyonte, 17 
 
I have tunnel vision. 
My thoughts are a train fuelled on optimism, 
Pushed by the pressure of mum telling me to 
Get up to college at 8am. 
In this tunnel of mine, the deep, sinking darkness 
Tells me that I stick out like a baby in a nightclub, 
Or a vagabond on the side of the high street. 
I have tunnel vision. 
I know there has to be something at the end. 
Definitely not enough light to brighten the world, 
Just enough to blind me. 
Perhaps, destination: ‘Hood Green’. 
In this train of mine, I’m grateful. Blindness sounds 
Peaceful. I don’t want to see where I’m going. 
 

 
 
 
 
BBC | Keyonte, 17 
 
Cooperation, Broke British Caribbean, 
Broadcast me some news. 
My cuppa is about to go cold, 
I’m getting impatient. 
‘Couple from Liverpool’s house in 
Jamaica raided by barbarian Jamai…’ 
I’m not complacent. 
I want real news. 
Broke British Caribbean, let me see the world. 
Take out your phone, go on Snapchat. 
Show me somethin’ unturned. 
‘Afro-Caribbean girl from East London 
Earns degree in Medicine.’ 
BBC, you are a national success. 
Go on the BBC Radio 1Xtra. 
I need extra flavour, divine black 
Beats from the streets. 
Mostack does what he wanna, 
Giggs don’t care, 
Well societies gonna. 
BBC put in your headphones, 
What’s on 1Xtra today? 
Probably something better 
Than what society has to say. 
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Marley and Me | Keyonte, 17 
 
Marley and Me; like the pup. 
MC reload that one dere! 
The hook’s got me all danced up. 
I’m the dog, going barking mad 
As he sings, sings, sings. 
Suddenly, I’m a buffalo soldier, 
Lost in fusions of red, gold and green. 
The heart of the Caribbean, 
Oh, my dearest Marley and Me. 
Dancin’ to the tune of three 
Little birds. 
Fly in the skies, 
Take me high. 
The chords begin to rise, 
Sparking the power of Jah in my ebony eyes. 
Marley and Me; like the pup. 
MC reload that one dere! 
The hook’s got me all loved up. 
Spreading words of harmonic wisdom 
As he sings, sings, sings. 

 
 
 
Changes | Batul, 17 
 
The Result of COVID-19 
Unemployment 
Isolation 
An ambiguously long quarantine 
exams have been cancelled 
the world turned askew 
We’re expected to adopt this 
new lifestyle but  
What about YOU 
Limit heading outdoors 
Sing HAPPY BIRTHDAY 
while washing hands 
this is what the government tells 
us but 
we don’t even know their plans 
 
to bail out the economy 
to get regular life back 
the CONSPIRACIES 
of Bill Gates and 5G 
and the rising death toll 
THE EMPTY SHELVES 

pressure mounting 
deadlines are rising 
DROWNING in work and  
Wotsits 
Cadbury and Creme Eggs 
Zoom meetings 
HOPE fleeting 
 
I don’t know if I can continue like 
this… 
 
Can you hear me? 
LIFT your head about the panic 
AND BREATHE 
Count to three 
Take a walk 
Shoot the breeze 
Stream a movie with friends 
 
Yes, times are hard 
But make sure YOUR world 
doesn’t end. 

 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PPVx3TjAt3Y&feature=youtu.be   
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Excerpt from ‘Going Places’ | Malika, 17 
 
Some wise words, catch the 22 bus, your 
dreams are no light affair 
Take the stairs, stop cutting corners, 
A mind like security control, but dreams that 
don't bother with 
borders 
Don't bother with ‘the keys to success’, you 
need a fob 
And by the time you get that fob they change 
the lock 
Because there is no simple answer 
Take malala and Michelle obama 
Some words for the wise, 
remember early is on time, My ability to rhyme 
in a world where 
stealing is a crime 
Yet they run off with your dream as you stand 
here watching them….. 
‘ I mean you could do it… but why would you 
try? 
‘Stick to singing in the shower’ 
‘Maybe you should try something else’ 
‘You can’t do it’ 
‘It's not for you’ 
‘There's no money in it’ 
You can work a 9-5 if it makes you smile at 
night 
Money will never be the measure of success 
Fear, a synonym of regret 
You can have a million and be dead 
Or you can have a thousand and live a long life 
with no stress 
Life, one big game of chess 
the board laughing back at you 
Some days it's like 
mirror mirror who am I 
pennies that made pounds for every time I put 
my dream aside 
But if I don’t achieve my goals who would 
care? 

When I worked hard, who was there? 
 
What happens when you’ve tried your best 
and you’re not an 
overnight success? 
I must address the concept that 
An expensive education will jumpstart your 
success 
That you must go to university and collect a 
degree 
To a degree, I agree that If you stand for 
nothing, you’ll fall for 
anything 
So stand for acting, for football, for computer 
coding, for nursing, for 
physcology, for magazine editing, for a 
librarian, a plumber, For love 
island, whatever they mean in your eyes 
Going places 
A place outside of your comfort zone 
You meet with triumph and disaster in the 
same way 
Going places, by urban dictionary means 
A word used to describe someone who is 
going insane 
To be going from one place to another 
Used to describe a young person who will 
probably become rich and 
famous later in life 
Some advice from myself and I 
Make your dreams real 
Dream it real 
Hold a firm grip to your dreams 
For if your dreams die 
Life is a broken-winged bird 
That can no longer fly. 
So which ‘going places’ do you decide? 
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“Wai’tu Kubuli” (Tall is her Body) | Hannah, 17 
 
I watched Mother Nature sculpt you. Breathe deeply into the heart of lush land, slicing sleek crevices 
interwoven like a maze on the island’s surface. 
 
I watched her float above gushing waters into a faded skyline no artist could ever compete with. A 
solution of rusty shades blended into complete sanctification. Myth and mystery scratched onto a 
skyline of pure bliss. 
 
I watched her drive the golden sun to become an enigmatic wonder of the nation, an overseer who 
connected old ancestors to modern development. Your purpose ever changing from day dictator to 
luxurious tanner yet your beauty withholds the testament of days. 
 
I watched her cry tears of pride, which came to border the greatest nation, like a flowing sea of 
timeless strength. Cascading down mountains and disappearing into an endless Caribbean lagoon. 
I watched her nurture vitality and vegetation housed in endless forests. Sprouting to heavenly heights 
and plagued with the rarest fruits and radiant flowers.  
 
I watched Mother Nature dip her paintbrush into a rainbow throwing its colours to every petal bowing 
in wait; it felt like sheer woven silk between my fingertips. 
 
I watched her design wildlife to rule in her retirement. Beasts, birds and botanical wonders that prowl 
the isles like defenders of a noble kingdom. 
 
I watched her delve into springs deeper than the Earth’s birthplace. Covered with ancient beliefs that 
the waters can heal and cleanse like no other. 
 
I watched Mother Nature birth the first Kalingo* from her passion and patriotism of that Island queen.  
Her mountainous crown rising above the Caribbean skyline.  
 
They chant: 
“Tall is her body” 
“Tall is her body” 
“Wai’tu Kubuli” 
 
 
 
 
 
* Kalingo – indigenous Caribbean people 
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Untitled | Lianne, 17 
 
 
Coronavirus, coronavirus 
It’s getting serious 
Our government is ridiculous. 
Death rate increases, 
hope decreases 
clap for the NHS on a weekly. 
clap for us 
for not becoming delirious. 
clap for us, 
the masses, the heavy weight champs, 
still standing. 
 
Staying apart 
but closer than ever, 
keeping it together 
through these times. 
yeah it’s bleak 
but we’ve been through graver. 
Keep it up. Cheer up chump, 
at least our president isn’t trump. 
 
Coronavirus, Coronavirus! 
Walking in glass slippers 
on glass shards 
when I’m on the street 
looking for something to eat 
Yeah I’m cautious 
this ain’t no joke 

 
 
Coronavirus is dangerous for sure. 
Like bloody hell, there's no cure. 
Corona your not 
Our biggest threat 
cough cough 
we still got Brexit, 
So hurry up and make ur exit. 
Yeah we barely got enough toilet paper 
to wipe our ..... it’s peak 
 
Yes it’s taken out masses 
got us in our houses. 
Considering getting on my knees 
I’m not religious but 
science ain’t gonna be our saviour 
Jesus Christ 
seven weeks locked in quarantine 
where’s our vaccine? 
this is probably the reckoning. 
 
Stay safe, 
stay at home, 
wash your hands 
don’t be an idiot 
spreading love far and wide, 
Coronavirus. 
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Rivers of Plastic Flowing | Kat, 17 
 
Rivers of plastic flowing 
Next to the half dead trees. 
Is this what you think of 
When you remember me? 
The oceans are rising, 
The floods are pouring, 
The evidence is there 
So why do we deny it? 
The animals are dying 
And the grasslands are drying 
The environment is crashing 
Why are we not crying? 
The polar bear’s ice has melted 
And frozen in our greedy hearts 
And yet we’re not concerned about 
Where our products start. 
Rivers of plastic flow 
Next to the dried up trees. 
This is not what I want you to think of 
When you remember me. 

Two Degree Disaster | Kishen, 18 
 
I’m sorry you guys will never see a polar bear. 
Or a tiger. Or a snow leopard. 
I’m sorry that cities like London, New York and 
Shanghai are underwater. 
Drowned in just decades. 
I’m sorry that you will only ever see a coral reef in pictures. 
I’m sorry that the wildfires we’ll cause will burn everything to the ground. 
I’m sorry that you’ll only have six continents to call home, 
Because Antarctica’s melted like a popsicle in the summer sun. 
And your summers will be too hot for too long. 
I’m sorry we burned the fossil fuels you call the death of humanity. 
I’m sorry we destroyed the trees in the havens you call the forests. 
I’m sorry we never really cared enough to prevent this 
Dystopian disaster. 
I don’t know if you’ll know what chocolate is. 
Or coffee. Or wine. 
I don’t know if you’ll live a wasteland 
That everyone sees in the movies. 
I’m not even sure if my childhood home will still be standing. 
I’m sorry about the hurricanes that rip your towns apart. 
I’m sorry the crops will fail, year after year, until you starve. 
I’m sorry you probably won’t make it past the age of seventeen. 
And if you do, would you want to carry on living? 
For the future, you might say. But what future? 
I’m sorry we failed. 
I’m sorry that you had to be our children. 
I’m sorry we made you live in this 
Two degree disaster.  
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Sleepless | Harry, 18 
 
There is a monster under my bed, 
He comes out when I rest my head, 
He is disturbingly soothing when he eagerly says 
“You will soon start to notice that this is worth all the pain” 
There is a monster inside of my room, 
He lurks in the shadows for his eternal doom, 
He stares at me wide-eyed throughout my nights, 
Yet I never quite seem to catch his eyes in my sight 
There is a monster right next to me here, 
He has become something that I no longer fear, 
He holds me through my fears after the cold twilight 
And leaves cuts on my skin that in the morning will appear 
There once was a monster under my bed 
He got bored under there and found me instead 
He lied about his intentions to take my life away 
Now there is a monster inside of my head 

Digit | Maliha, 19 
 
Electric heart I am  
On the verge of a meltdown I need  
Electricity in my veins just to  
Feel  
Steel skin I have  
No reason to experience pain  
Yet have been programmed  
To feel nothing else  
Static thoughts I pull  
My own plug and it isn’t  
A suicide but rather the beginning  
Of detaching myself from a network  
In which I am connected  
And yet ironically always  
Alone  
I clunk my metal feet, I need  
The breeze, the sea  
I am not built for nature  
It will not be long before I need  
To charge, little robot at large  
But I want to be in the world irl  
Rather than to be stuck to my url  
The stars are beautiful  
But it is getting dark  
Civilisation has forgotten the sky  
I let out a static breath  
This isn’t a death  
Rather a deep sleep  
I want to experience the natural world  
For what it is  
Even if it originally wasn’t made  
For me  
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 *Four Walls* | Maliha, 19  
 
The four walls come caving in  
The silhouette of my arms reaching out into the dark emerge  
Swaying from side to side I am  
Conducting an orchestra of  
Otherwise unspoken words  
“Play for us again” the walls call out  
“Of course” I whisper  
The words escape my lips  
I’m begging for an audience  
To admit my defeat  
To declare I could not cope  
To rant, cry, yell and hope that  
My audience does not jeer, cheer, laugh when I say  
Today was not a good day  
But I still try to find reasons to tell myself that it will be okay  
Because there is always tomorrow  
And all the tomorrows that follow  
Through the remains of shattered promises and hearts  
I am still crawling to find enough reasons to want to make it out alive  
And I know that if I find one, I can find more  
The four walls have now caved in  
They begged for a concert of tears  
Eager to hear the speaker cry  
And when the show was over they screamed for an encore  
and they do this every night 
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Lockdown poem: Strength Through Unity | Kyle, 19 
 
The NHS working under pressure 
Dedication shown beyond all measure 
Thousands of families torn apart 
Hope connecting us leaving love in our hearts 
Countries united against this threat 
Hope still remains as the future’s not set 
Staying at home to save more lives, 
Will put up a fight whenever the threats arise 
Let’s work together to become strong and proud 
‘Cause if you walk outside you won’t hear a sound 
Isolation providing mental health problems 
Friends and family provide a solution 
Food and supplies becoming hard to gather 
Be considerate and we can all thrive together 
Hope will guide you through the darkest path 
Let’s work together to defeat the threat at last 
Our country won’t have a crash landing 
‘Cause after the pandemic, we’re still gonna be standing. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Now I know | Anonymous, 19 
 
Now I Know how it feels to miss loved ones being so close but yet so far, 
Being uncertain with oneself and ones surrounding. 
Now I know how it feels to be scared, scared of death, scared of losing loved ones, 
scared of the selfishness highlighted through the fight for TISSUE PAPER. 
Now I know 
Humble yourself for one day life will surely humble you. 
Now we all know with all life’s securities we are still vulnerable, whether you live in a 
mansion or on the 11th floor of a council estate, we are all human beings. 
Whether we live in the richest city in the world or the poorest slums. 
 
We are all human beings. 
 
Now we know.  
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Counting my Blessings | Alex, 19 
 
Blessing #1 
You are such a blessing, 
I never take your bliss and holy skin for granted, 
How can he leave you when you light 
Up the room, in these dark days? 
 
Blessing #2 
People don’t know what a blessing is, 
Until they witness it but you came out of the blue, 
When I was bleeding with non-existent stars 
You took me to the bright side of the moon. 
 
Blessing #3 
Please don’t be with another, 
Your fragility makes my blue skin thicker, 
Thanks to the red roses you laid upon it 
Purple is my new favourite colour. 
 
Blessing #4 
You took all my flaws, and now I’m flawless, 
I didn’t know what I was feeling 
My feelings were nameless 
So I named them after you. 
 
Blessing #5 
I’m not feeling sad, I’m not feeling happy, 
I’m feeling blessed. I’m feeling connected to you 
Love a word without meaning, 
Soaking up every moment with you is a blessing 
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Breaking Free | Rachel, 19 
Classroom chairs once empty become full 
A couple of smiles and some laughs, that was all  
We got along like a house on fire 
Long life love, that's all I desire 
  
Loud laughter slapped the walls 
As the salt from the fries danced on our fingertips 
At times we exchanged sad calls 
Your teardrops kissing my back 
And a sad smile across your thin lips 
 
Bittersweet memories manoeuvre in my mind 
Your hugs entangle my limbs 
The wicked words spew out of your mouth 
Desperate measures to cut away, not just a trim 
Deep down that's when I knew it went south 
Eyes starting to ajar, I was no longer blind 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
My Flatmates Have All Gone Home | Niamh, 20 
 
Subdued by pigeons and security guards  
A reminder of existence in artificial corridors 
and a smoking area gone mute  
Remembering there’s a difference between 
solitude and isolation, still hear girl 
next door’s hairdryer  
And the kitchen fanning a depression, 
can crawl in like an escaped flatmate’s 
expired cauliflower 
Reaching out for the hand to jaw I’d cradle 
now gotta cycle for it to London Bridge 
Just the two of us she says, I didn’t realise 
HP sauce was Heinz  
And neither did I. 
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Lockdown Poem: Hope Still Blooms | Georgia, 21 
 
Don’t take for granted, 
just how lucky you are; 
To be spending this time with people 
who love you. 
 
Complete lockdown, total isolation. 
Still this loneliness makes its home, 
It burrows deep in my soul, 
nothing less than a dull ache. 
 
It’s so easy to lose sight of what matters. 
  
But still, despite all this 
I see a flower desperate to be alive. 
 
She blooms unexpectedly, 
twirling to reach the sun’s rays. 
 
Showing me that it’s possible. 
 
Reminding me that there’s hope. 
 
Even in the darkest times, 
even when it seems like the end, 
you can find a way to grow. 

A Poem of Hope and Inspiration | Coltrane, 23 
 
I look upon this chaotic world.. 
And I see.. 
Light 
 
The Time is now 
For the young to create 
And for the old to Gestate 
 
Reflecting upon the months given in lieu 
 
A pandemic arises and a recession nears 
But what I see 
Is not 
Fear 
It is opportunity 
To 
Create our future 
With the best bases blossoming into fully grown 
flight 
I can see a future on the horizon 
One full of life shadowed by… 
 
What we choose to focus on 
Will be our lives 
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Things | Jonathon, 23 
 
I have a lot of time to think about things. 
I think about the small things. 
I think about the large things. 
I think about the everyday things, 
Which can be small or large – depending on the day. 
 
In all of my thinking 
I have come to a conclusion: 
That the small things  
Are large, 
And the large things 
Are small. 
 
We survive in a connected world, 
Where the tiniest shiver 
Of an oak leaf 
Is a direct result 
Of everything 
That ever happened 
Before that moment. 
 
Similarly, 
Our galaxy, our universe, 
The one next to that, 
And the one 3 trillion light years away, 
All exist 
Because of that oak leaf 
 
So we go about our days, 
Sometimes crying over spilt milk, 
Glued to the idea 
Of mortal importance - 
When our next breath 
Has the same significance 
As a pebble on a beach 
 
As a result of this, 
I allow myself 
To be unapologetically me. 
Because the rest is simply 
An oak leaf shivering 
In the Wind 
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Who am I? | Zana, 23 
 
I had to think deep within 
Listen to myself and learn 
From a mind so used to negativity 
So hot it burns 
I was concerned.  
Worried because I’m made of all things sad. 
You’ll think it’s a sob story and looking for sympathy is bad. 
Overthinking is mad. 
 
My disorders distort my reality 
I cannot answer ‘who am I?’ 
I can tell you about the trauma and all the times I wanted to die 
I can’t just say ‘I’m nice.’ 
I want to change the question. I won’t change it a lot. 
I cannot tell you who I am, but finally, at 23, I’ll tell everyone exactly what I’m not. 
I’m not the weird-looking baby my mum didn’t want to hold. 
I’m not the selfish, ugly runt for so long as a child I was told 
And that was just by my family – those in school had worse. 
I’m not a product of either of those toxic environments I was immersed. 
I’m not stupid, I’m not a cry baby. I’m not a bitch and I’m not a ho. 
I’m not a weak or a waste, I’m not any of those things because anyone else said so. 
I’m not scars on my arms and my mind  
Or the nightmares I have each night 
I’m not any of my abusers who walked away unpunished 
And I know that’s not right. 
But now, I’m at new heights. 
 
I’m not fully over it but I’m greater than you’ll ever be 
I’m now a strong woman with superpowers mixed in me like a recipe 
Resilience, strength, adaptable and quick-thinking 
Talented, experienced, beautiful and beaming 
My mind is screaming ‘Goodbye depression, it’s time to let the queen in’ 
I’m not afraid who sees it 
I’ve been so scared for so long because of all those labels, 
Now I don’t give a damn what anyone thinks, it’s time to turn the tables 
and be awake. Because I’m not perfect but I’m not my mistakes, or the ones made against me 
I’ll always keep rising and going higher, that I can guarantee because  
That is me 
 


