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In the summer of 2020 a 
group of young people came 
together to create an artistic 
response to COVID-19. 

As the UK emerged from 
lockdown they discussed the 
feelings and worries of a 
post-covid world. 

These discussions were 
the impetus to create new 
artwork, words that capture 
feelings, images that help us 
escape from the pressure. 

This book is testament to 
the strength and resilience 
of the human spirit and the 
importance of art in our 
toughest times.
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I am Sam
drawer
creative thinker 
chit chatter
tea maker 
a joker
dance shaker 
friend supporter
musical maker
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I am Albert 
sleeper
drifter
daydreamer
philosopher
photographer
Hawaiian shirt-wearer
joker
poetry lover 

To:

Type message here ...

FileEveryone



Virus 
by Everyone

its the wash your hands, wear a 
facemask virus, it's order a corona 
at the bar virus, it's the stay at home 
virus, it's the living a crisis virus, it's 
the appreciate things more virus, it's 
the albert camus plague virus, it's the 
quiz night virus, it's the drinking alone 
virus, it's the Corona virus. it's the 
covidator, it's the i'm back virus, it's 
the rage virus, it's the people who don't 
wash their hands virus, it's the deadly 
virus, it's the global pandemic virus, 
it's the Corona virus. It's the once-in-
a-lifetime virus, it's the breaking news 
virus, it's the breakdown virus, shake 
up and fall apart virus, it's the slow 
down virus, the let go virus, the oh no 
i can't bear to face up to myself virus, 
the uncosted virus, the honesty virus, 
the softly softly virus, the hopeful 
virus, the listening virus, the healing 
virus, the saviour virus. 
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I am Leo
Frog owner 
Drum player 
Paint Painter 
Collaborator
Never later 
Lyric writer 
Shade seeker 
Romancer

To:
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I hope for a ray of sunshine

Working out how to exist 

In a world where trees grow  
down towards the clouds

Trying to find the right way round

Hazy yesterdays and the 
swirling tomorrows

I stand on a frail stem of 
life between

bright menacing eyes in the cave

Lockdown by Everyone  

Like a lonely pathway towards

Reply Reply all Forward

a sausage chips and gravy in London isn't 
a sausage chips and gravy in Hartlepool 
not like in the Moorings, you, 
on the hot plate like a DJ on the 1's and 2's, 
a grease-spotted pinafore, gliding to and fro
with that ‘today's special' look on your face, 
sweat soaked joy on two feet, protagonist 
in a West End musical, you, pouring love 
thick as gravy, sausage-fat-juicy, stacking 
chips as high as a child on a Dad's shoulders, 
I never had a plate as full as you made me. 
Served with a hand on the flat of my head, 
a Mum's five-a-day wink and a bellied laugh
you made me feel like anything was possible 
like everything in the world lived in my future
that even after the plate was slurped clean
life would be sausage-chips-and-gravy-great
and then you'd bring out the chocolate cake, 
don't get me started on the chocolate cake 

sausage chips and gravy 
by Arji



Gifts (after R.S Thomas) 
By Ellen 

From Ireland a distant lineage, clean air, 
peat bogs, green seas,  
From Scotland a heritage deeper than 
all the midge bites,  
From England a dislike of flat fields, 
an unfounded distrust,  
But from the wet hills of mid-Wales, 
a semi-true identity. 

From my mum a compassion for people, 
a good ear 
From my dad an attraction to sounds, 
a cello  
From my school came loneliness and 
rejection,  
From my theatre, excitement and 
connection, 

From one brother, tears of pain, the 
deepest of loves 
From the other, spontaneous joy, 
painful regrets 
From one orchestra came tedium 
and longing, 

From another a taste of belonging.

Boldness was nurtured by one Sue, 
a strong self-belief 
Betrayal was committed by another, and 
with it self-doubt 

But, from the sonorous vibrations of 
a gong came a deeper purpose,  
From an ancient resonance, came 
tangible relief 
From the rice farmers of Sunda 
came a ritual trance 

New to my ears, as old as the volcanos 
And with it came another teacher's 
violation,  
And from that, another's healing lament, 
And through it passionate sharings, 
And to it the deepest of dedications.

And so I stand, knee deep in the rice 
fields of a distant land. 
Breathing in that clean air. Another brief 
taste of belonging.



Gifts (after R.S Thomas)
by Albert C. 

from my mother 
the kindness of heart
my country lends me a legacy
that is not mine to change
in all my despair
my father gave me the will
to carry on,
to wake up each morning
and start a fresh new day

The Creator 
 by Leo
Casual washed out denim, 
A t-shirt peeking through the middle.
Ideas flowing, 
Mood boards growing, 
Wondering if his TV shows  were still showing.
Creating soundscapes for those who listen, 
an escape for those like minded.

The Dustman Blues 
by Albert C 

The dustman takes away your trash

He walks like a bin bag filled with yogurt

With nothing much to say

His dim doe eyes hover over 

His half-lived life

He dreams of a future beyond this

But he must pay his bills

Everything is a cycle he dwells 

In his unhappiness.

Diary 
by Hussein

Lost
Without
It 
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Hussein is a nice person 

But he is a very funny boy

And he helps me in many things 

Like go to the college and the cooking group

And he is just like my friend as well. 

Hussein
by Shoba

for people who would stop 
and help their enemies

for people who need art in 
order to survive

for people who are lost in 
a gloomy wood

for people who are trapped like 
animals in a cage

for the people who live in 
unshaven rooms

Who is your poetry for?
by Everyone  
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She who has seen her apple tree  
grow from the graft 
Watching timelessly, like a parent 
Waiting for little wellies splashing in 
a passing puddle.

Everyday pouring water into plant beds  
Softly singing to the green beans 
Moving in-between the flowers with the 
honey bees 
She is carried with the rhythms of the 
weather and the seasons 
Absorbing all these different shades of greens 
and textures of wind, her voice is  
Like passing clouds, cradling the t's and d's  
as if they were seeds 
Planting them in little pockets of space  
in time and soil

Whilst from behind the corners of her eyelashes. 
She watches the garden grow.

The Gardener's Voice 
by Kev

Relationships 
by Leo

from my girlfriend the 
chance to love
from my best friend the  
endless laughs and smiles
from my older brother  
a new found friendship

Driving instructor 
by Hussein

First time driver
Stalls the car
With a smile on her face 
She replies ‘never mind 
try again'



Forgiveness by Everyone

When you love someone 

But it goes to waste

When your smile no longer fits your face

Because your heart is always frowning

A scarred knot of tension that forgot  

how to soften

Listen to the voices of old men

Well-dressed, singing in a foreign language 

Forgiveness is the only way out of 

this prison. 

Embroidered a lie that was young, 
naive and blind
The freedom of the memory of youth 
Desolating on a hillside with friends 
and enemies 
The final push, punch and pull 
The board heavy with large wheels 
Like a cart that is free to ride but 
deadly to the sound of music 
Dust blows over worn and sweaty but 
rugged, torn, broken skin

better  
     skate  than      never

by Albert C



My favourite 
bodies I use 
the most

Bodies for homes

Bodies for friends

Bodies line 
my wardrobe

“Hanger”
 by Leo 
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“for me, the end of a poem should 
be like chucking a ball into the 
distance, so that the reader keeps 
on looking for it even after u have 
gone...the best poems are the ones 
where the reader keeps thinking 
about that ball and wondering 
where it landed, never finding it in 
the evergreen”
By Arji
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Whereas the usual conventions of 
professional practice might require 
that a practitioner leaves their 
personal life at the door, in this 
context it felt appropriate to share 
more openly and poetry-writing 
provided an effective container for 
this. Participants were invited to 
respond to tasks around identity, 
family and community, with each 
able to share within their own 
comfort range. It was significant that 
everyone in the ‘room' was engaged 
as a participant, including both 
‘artists' as well as support workers 
from the Pembroke Centre and Music 
in Detention. This helped to make a 
democratic space in which we were 
able to connect beyond titles, roles 
or labels. Each task revealed little 
insights into our personal lives, the 
ways we spend our free time, the 
special objects in our homes, the 
appreciation someone felt for their 
mother. These insights generated 
feelings of connection and safety, 
allowing us to share more personal 
aspects of our lives with the potential 
to release challenging emotions. 

by Kev

Due to the unprecedented context of 
Covid-19, this project has been an 
exploratory experience at different 
levels. It was the first time that we 
have conducted a project exclusively 
in the online context, through live 
video sessions accompanied by group 
messages in-between sessions. This 
presented creative limitations which 
led to new forms of practice. It was 
interesting to see the level of human 
connection that is possible through 
this medium.

The lockdown period presented all 
sorts of mental health challenges, 
including isolation, loss of earnings, 
familial tension, as well as anxiety 
over catching the virus, and 
bereavement of loved ones who 
passed away. This has highlighted 
the issue of mental health beyond 
those with formal diagnoses to the 
general population, with the potential 
to reduce the ‘othering' or ‘labelling' 
which may accompany a diagnosis. 
This project explored the role of 
collaborative creative practice as an 
approach in the maintenance of good 
mental health during challenging times. 



attending the Pembroke Centre and people 
locked up in Harmondsworth. As the nation 
responded by moving online, we set up a 
new project to test out workshops via Zoom 
and WhatsApp. This project was again lead 
creatively by Arji and Kev, with a group 
of young people and support workers from 
the Pembroke Centre. The project lasted 6 
weeks and the group met once a week for 
1.5 hours to create music together, share 
poems, play creative games and develop 
poetry and lyric writing skills. These poems 
are the outcome of this project.

Now we hope to take what we've learnt 
from this new way of working, and these 
amazing poems, back into immigration 
detention.

MID would like to thank everyone who took 
part in this project, Arji and Kev, the poets 
from Pembroke Centre and the staff from 
the centre. You are brilliant!

www.musicindetention.org.uk

 MIDdetention MusicInDetention

Music in Detention works across the UK's 
immigration detention centres and with 
groups in the community. Immigration 
Detention is an administrative process 
where people are detained indefinitely 
whilst their applications for asylum and 
leave to remain are processed. Every year 
over 24,000 people are held in detention 
centres. We work with a wide range of 
musicians and artists, who lead music and 
dance workshops, create sound tracks 
and art works with people in different 
settings. We often link people in immigration 
detention with community groups. The 
two groups never meet in person, but they 
develop songs and music together whereby 
the musicians take musical ideas, in and 
out of detention centres and the community 
groups. Our aim is to platform important 
voices, who have fascinating insights and 
stories to tell, which are not often heard.

In 2018, MID artists Kev and Arji led a 
music making project between people 
detained in Harmondsworth Immigration 
Detention Centre, based near Heathrow 
Airport and a group from the Pembroke 
Centre (NHS CNWL's Hillingdon and Harrow 
Early Intervention Service), also based 
near Heathrow Airport in Ruislip. The group 
produced an impressive CD of tracks, 
called ‘All You Need is Hope'.

Following the COVID-19 pandemic lockdown, 
most face-to-face contact across the 
country ceased. This included people 
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