












Creative inner monologue by Leo (he/they)
come and take it, may 5 2023, digital illustration

by sarah day (she/they)



queer as in wear a mask, 19 July 2024, Digital

by sadie randall (they/them)

queer as in wear a mask, 19 July 2024, Digital

by sadie randall (they/them)



Destroy The Ableist In Your Head, 2021, digitized

marker illustration Judy Kuo (she/they)

Community Care, 2022, digital illustration

by Judy Kuo (she/they)



Access Intimacy, Watercolour brushpens on paper

by Jax Davis (they/them)

December day

Broken fingers on display,
I am spelling my misfortune out.
Something broke inside my brain
And I lost the ability to cry.

That cold day in December,
Turned my body into a cage.
And to make sure that I remember,
Thinking is all that I can do.

I no longer know how to get through the day.
I no longer know how to find the words.
And every day stays exactly the same,
While it rains inside my head.

I think
I'm depressed.

Poem about getting long COVID despite being safe

by Jax Davis (they/them)



June 2024, digital art (procreate)

by Emmeline Kaiser (they/them)

Sick Girl Summer, August 30, 2024, digital

by Ashanti Fortson (they/them)



Digital illustration by Dylan (they/them) Digital illustration by Dylan (they/them)



The Toll, oil and acrylic on canvas. Painted May

2020 by Jay

DON'T GET SICK, 17/09/2024, digital illustration

by Aries M. Gacutan (they/them)



On The Front Line of Mask Bans 8/22/24

Digital image and essay on the following pages

by Ngozi (they/she)



Part 2 Part 3



Spot The Difference (or Same Same But Different),

Aug 2024, Marker on paper by Jackie (she/her)

Masks Required, Poem by Jaq (any pronouns)



Queer Pining 28, Poem by Jaq (any pronouns)



COVIDMicroaggression Bingo, Sept 2024, Canva

digital design by Jackie (she/her)

To Pine, Watercolour and Charcoal on paper

by Aster (they/them)



Covid Kicking Ball, September 2024, stainless steel

and polyester felt by Theo (they/them)

Elephant in the Room, September 2024,

Embroidery/Applique by owen (he/him)



COVID Comic, Page 1

by Bug Cru (they/them)

COVID Comic, Page 2

by Bug Cru (they/them)



Part 1 Part 2



Part 3

A letter from your Covid Cautious friend

June 9th 2024 by Bug Cru (they/them)

Homelessness, September 13th 2024, written text

by Joe Hawthorn (they/them)



There are many ways to care for each other,

30 sept 2024, mixed media collage

by Kayla Kuo (she/her)

Navigating COVID safety when the U.S. government has so thoroughly

abandoned us is exhausting. These past four years are full of immense

grief and furiosity. There are many friendships that have fizzled out

because of the risks I’m not willing to take and the boundaries they

aren’t willing to abide by. These precautions are a form of community

care but, I wonder, how many more friendships will I lose as the

pandemic continues to rage on?

Despite the growing list of friendships lost and grieved (still grieving),

it makes the handful of friends, most of us queer and/or disabled, that

take daily COVID precautions more tender and intimate. There is a

shared understanding that our COVID precautions are a form of

community care.

The title of this piece, "there are many ways to care for each other,"

serves as a (visual) reminder that there is no singular strategy that will

prevent the possibility of COVID exposure; we need layers of support

and safety mitigations. That is why I continue to practice a multitude of

safety precautions: masking indoors, rapid and PCR testing on a

weekly basis, purchasing air purifiers, getting vaccinations, and sharing

all of these resources with my friends as much and as often as possible.

Care is abundant!

"there are many ways to care for each other" illustrates the ongoing

conversations about risk mitigation, safety planning, and sharing

COVID-19 related resources. The text messages that frame the collage

are from conversations with friends from the past four months, though

iterations of these conversations have been happening since March

2020. These text messages are validation that I am allowed to ask for

what I need and that I am not asking for too much.

This art piece is a love letter to my COVID conscious comrades. There

are many ways to care for each other and our acts of community care

should always be rooted in safety, disability justice, and liberation.



KN95 Cyanotype on Canvas, October 1, 2024

by Bec Miriam (they/them)

THAT DOESN’T MAKE IT HURT ANY LESS

BY LONE HEART (they/them)



bus shelter, october 2024, poem

by Cherubim Kuma (they/he)

Mask4mask? - 12/10/24 - written poetry

by Emyr (they/them)

Satirical (and slightly silly) poem about masking in the

queer community. It comes from trying to attend queer

events in my area and finding absolutely nobody masks or

has any covid precautions. And having to come to terms

with my queer community actively harming me and my

disabled loved ones. I was inspired by the vintage personal

ads in newspapers to create a written piece based on these

but specifically about masking and covid caution.



OnMy Knees Begging You To, 2024, Lino print on

handmade paper by cassy rose (he/they/she)

CW: mention of r*pe and suic*de and murder

on masking, poetry by elston (they/them)



No Going Back to Normal, October 11 2024, collage

on paper by Jay Jones (they/them)

This is one of a collection of cut-out collages and mini zines

made from magazines, junk mail, and other leftover

materials, exploring political themes and radical

possibilities - with a focus on ongoing crises and our place

in those struggles. By cutting apart and rearranging words

and images, I aim to find and create radical political

meaning from mainstream and “apolitical” materials as a

practice of subverting traditional media in the service of

liberatory movements and messages.

The imagery of this piece imagines the supposed “normal”

that which many individuals and institutions claim to have

returned to as a distorted reflection of our material reality -

with regard to the ongoing COVID-19 pandemic, as well as

the genocide of Palestinians, worsening climate change,

and other ongoing and emergent crises. This piece rejects

the pressure to return to normal, not just because

COVID-19 is still a prevalent threat to our survival, but also

because even the pre-pandemic “normal” was violent and

undesirable for those of us invested in building a better

world.



THE STATE IS TRYING TO KILL US (AND

THEY’REWINNING), 2024, multimedia collage

poetry by Ryann Ripley (she/her)

Price of Salt, 10/25/22, ballpoint pen on paper

by Hayley Marie (they/them)



JUST THE VULNERABLEWILL DIE, 2024,

embroidery by Maeve Sherry (they/them)

I am a hand embroidery artist. When I became ill with

Long Covid, I lost all of my previous hobbies, and I found

joy and self-expression in embroidery. I created this piece

to express how it feels to hear people say good news, just

the vulnerable will die.

This sentiment has haunted me for four years. I've heard it

repeated by everyone from government officials to people I

once considered friends, all with seemingly no recognition

that "the vulnerable" are around them and are listening to

their callous calls for eugenics. We are not distant, rare, or

abstract. We are not conceptual enemies to indoor dining

and unmasked selfies on airplanes. We are humans, and we

hear you. We hear that our deaths are a promising sign that

you are safe. And we will never forget that you celebrated

our expulsion from public life because it meant you could

get back to normal in fair conscience.

What does it mean to be The Vulnerable? To me, it means

walking alone on a winding path that has no end in sight,

surrounded by reminders that you could be the next

casualty at any moment.



masks = love, October 2024, digital illustration

by Ocean Rain (they/she/he)

Be Cool, digital drawing by Rachel Smith

(they/them)



Big Brain, 2022, Ceramic by Zoe (she/her)



covid will be the lead paint of our generation,

Oct 21st 2024, poem

by Ky (he/him)



Masked Royalty, March 2024, Mixed media

by Vox Margo Short (they/them)

mask, old bones, 8/27/24, poems

by CalebWeinhardt (he/him)



https://arsenalpulp.com/Books/C/Care-Work

https://www.madinamerica.com/2021/10/can-critiques-psychiatry-help-us-imagine-post-capitalist-f

uture-interview-hans-skott-myhre/

https://www.topicalcream.org/features/sick-woman-theory/

https://www.topicalcream.org/features/why-its-taking-so-long/

https://www.instagram.com/p/C9VKZOixNO1/?igsh=ODVkdnN5c3d3OXdm

https://www.tiktok.com/@_sadoe_/video/7080958719839702318?_t=8SmCk5qPAFC&_r=1

sick 4 sick // 2 sick 2 stand up

10.25.2024, longform poem

by court(ney) felle (they/them)

https://arsenalpulp.com/Books/C/Care-Work
https://www.madinamerica.com/2021/10/can-critiques-psychiatry-help-us-imagine-post-capitalist-future-interview-hans-skott-myhre/
https://www.madinamerica.com/2021/10/can-critiques-psychiatry-help-us-imagine-post-capitalist-future-interview-hans-skott-myhre/
https://www.topicalcream.org/features/sick-woman-theory/
https://www.topicalcream.org/features/why-its-taking-so-long/
https://www.instagram.com/p/C9VKZOixNO1/?igsh=ODVkdnN5c3d3OXdm
https://www.tiktok.com/@_sadoe_/video/7080958719839702318?_t=8SmCk5qPAFC&_r=1


Is This It?, 2024, collage by M (she/he)

In ScienceWe Trust, 2024, collage by M (she/he)



Love in the Time of Covid, October 2024, Digital

Drawing by Ky "Why"Wyman (he/they)

Past Tense, October 2024, Poem

byKy "Why"Wyman (he/they)



lockdown never ended, 8.19.2023, poetry by

yankel akiba (they/them)

Wild horses, October 2024, Digital illustration

by Eden Caruso (he/him)



TheWalk-in, January 2024, poem

by Dax Hart (fae/faer or he/him)

Food Rotation, Comic by Forest Kamerin (he/him)

Detailing the process of reintroducing foods with MCAS/gut dysbiosis caused

by long covid



My Little Family, April 14, 2024, digital

photograph by Katrina Dreamer (they/them)

Masked in the Garden, April 25, 2024, digital

photograph by Katrina Dreamer (they/them)





blotted out, 10/31/24, comic in pencil/colored pencil by

Kimball Anderson (they/them)

The Lost Years, March 2024, song/lyrics

by Forest Kamerin (he/him), listen here!

https://open.spotify.com/track/38TtQnm0bSAfJ5nds3r5cc?si=a29dc72202e04457


PATTERN OF HARM+WEAVEME CLOSER, Oct2024,

visual poetry by ari b. (they/them)



You Never Want This To Be Over, 2023, linocut on

paper byWells (he/him)

Text is from the songWitch Image by Ghost

STRAP ON, September 2024, digital art

by Amanda Farman (they/she)



Nervous Breakdown, 4/2024, digital collage

by sara beth brooks (she/they)

Ransom Note, 2/2024, digital collage

by sara beth brooks (she/they)



After the pandemic, Written 7/20/24, revised 10/31/24,

poem by SnackGnatRat (Nathaniel Ratón, He/It/They)

I follow a bunch of CC accounts on insta, and one of them

shared a tweet that said something along the lines of "Even

if COVID were to be over tomorrow, the hurt and distrust

disabled people will have will remain for years." It's

something that really resonates with me. So, this poem is

basically about that - how I am going to feel after the

pandemic is ACTUALLY over. Ironically enough, I found

that I've been exponentially feeling those feelings in the

poem over the past few months. This poem expresses my

current, constant agony of feeling abandoned by the world

before I would've thought to have written about it.



ghost of a good friend, Written 7/27/24, revised

10/31/24, Haiku poem by SnackGnatRat (Nathaniel

Ratón, He/It/They)

I'm gradually, silently slipping out of my longest lasting

friendship due to the fact that this friend of mine still won't

mask. When I first wrote "ghost of a good friend", I hadn't come

to terms with the fact that I needed to end the friendship, but it

was clear that it was now very empty and distant feeling on my

end. Revisiting the poem, I find that there's nothing better to call

this friend a ghost. I've been grieving the friendship as if I were

grieving a literal death, and my perception of my friend is so

disconnected from what it once was. It led to me creating a CC

community group back in late May / early June, and thankfully

has helped me deal with the loneliness.





Wear it and stay healthy, October 2024. Mixed media,

collage, marker by Laurel Lynn Leake (she/they)



Get Sick Less: Gargle by Mira (he/him)



Deep Fried Slam, 30/10/24, graphic design and text

by prim (he/it)

Disrupt eugenics/No normalizing genocide &mass

death, Oct 2024, Linocut by @printingworldstocome



Care Blanket: piece 2 (N95), October 2024, Hand knit with

Briggs and Little “Heritage” (100% wool) and Briggs and Little

“Tuffy” (80% wool, 20% nylon) by Aron Shaw (they/them)

Everything Compounds: Nov 1 2024, digital collage of

photos from camera roll by Terrence Adams (they/them)



Your immune system isn’t a muscle, October 2024, Procreate with

photography by alys (they/them)

Riding together, September 2024, Procreate with photography

by alys (they/them)



Why I love wearing my face mask, 2022, black pen on paper

by Nina Zina (she/they)

Covid Cautious Clipart, November 2024, digital illustration

by Elliott Giannini (they/them)



Why would I Rawdog MyMortality, 2024, digital

Illustration by Rhiannon Salt (they/them) Community Care Makeup Self Portrait, 2023, Makeup

and Rhinestones by Rhiannon Salt (they/them)



Folk Cryptid Horror, August 2022, Masked Group

Photoshoot by Sam Evans (she/her)



Covid Conscious Queer Enamel Pin, 2024, digital

by Spencer Blackwood (they/them)

"S.O.S.", Fall 2024, multi-media collage

by algae wunder (they/she // tee/hee)



The Neophyte, 2023, black fineliner on paper & digital

colourisation by Andrea Barrett (she/her)

From the Latin for 'newly planted,' the Neophyte is the archetype

of the newly initiated into the gift of life. Whether a day, a year,

or a decade- or beyond- every transplant participant (and all of

society participate in its spectacle, not just donors or recipients)

can slip into embodying the archetype of the Neophyte.

This card overtly mirrors of the Fool card of the

Rider-Waite-Smith deck. The sun is shining; the Neophyte

wishes to relay only the best of life back to the universe (via

social media). There is a beauty in this way of shining brightly

but for a shorter time. A bleached white sweetness leaving an

artificial saccharine aftertaste. Oh shiny bloodless PR image of

transplantation. Caught up in the moment, past and future out

of mid. In a bubble of presense-normalcy. Losing self in the need

for belonging among the society of the non-transplanted.

Signifier of 'transplant success' by clinicians and society alike.

Most surface persona, most public face, how positivity

subsuming whole identity suffices. Yet, heed its warning:

Looking away from what is right in front of you and having a

'positivity only or else!' mindset can set people up to encounter

more issues than taking in what's actually in the moment &

responding accordingly. Wanting to see the bright reflections of

the sun can lead to blind spot in approaching danger & a forever

sunset, a premature end. The Neophyte's last words, seconds

from falling off a cliff: "Life is short, so let's put complexity to the

side. Let's focus on the here and now. I'm doing fine, you are too

right- everything's amazing! Best make the most of this very

moment!"



The Veteran, 2024, black fineline on paper & digital

colourisation by Andrea Barrett (she/her)

The inverse of the The Neophyte; the Veteran is the

archetype of learning through taking on the mantle of

being a soldier in the war against communicable diseases.

It is another Battle of the skies- for our foe is in the air once

again- our tools likewise addressing this plane, this time

that the Covid pandemic has brought (germs rather than

the Germans of WW2). Learner of lessons, with 20:20

vision (with regular vision checks), armed with tools in the

fight. For human flourishing, for valuing of all human life

as worthy, not just against viruses and the like, but against

ideologies of eugenics, against health supremacy, and for

mutual aid and community care, for adjustments for the

most vulnerable and equity as praxis.

The Veteran's rallying cry: "Mask up. Bring a spare. Filter

the air. Freedom in connection, in considering our

community; we are not alone; every action, has a ripple

effect." Bound by ties with each other, like a the beaded

loop a connecting thread to the world, both in front of us in

the tools that are fastened to our bodies, and across the

globe, via the technologies that make connecting more

widely than every possible.



Protect Us, November 2024, Digital Collage

by Steel Transplants (they/them)

Destroy Fascists, November 2024, Digital Collage

by Steel Transplants (they/them)










