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BY VEDA BANSAL

It has been an absolute pleasure working with
Pandemonium Magazine for the first time. The
diversity and creativity of the pieces is honestly

stunning. Through this edition, I wanted to
explore an aesthetic which to me said 'morii' and
filled me with an inexplicable nostalgia and hope
for moments both in the past and future. What's
interesting is my morii is probably different from

yours, which makes this concept even more
special.

 
Dear Readers

 
It gives me great pleasure in announcing to you Pandemonium Magazine’s latest project: Morii.

Morii is our special newsletter that is devoted to offering a source of respite from the pandemonium
raging outside. Today, more than ever, it is the job of all artists alike to serve as a refuge and

roadmap to all the cultural, health, social, economic and financial chaos that’s taking place in our
worlds. We artists have to be resilient and provide hope to viewers and readers who are witness to

our work. It lies upon us to capture these indelible and fleeting moments of life. 
 

Morii presents to you these ephemeral moments that have a strange and chronic desire to be
captured. We’ve captured them for you and we hope you too will. Together.

 
Stay safe and positive!

 
Wam Regards,
Kripa Bansal

A NOTE FROM THE EDITOR-IN-CHIEF
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from the art editor



PLANET X
BY AIDAN L. HILTERMANN
AGE: 20, KENT
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Kallus stared up at the sky, the once dark
clouds already lightening. It wouldn’t be long
now. A few minutes maybe. And then it
would be here.
 
What to do with those few minutes? What
was there to do? He looked around, already
knowing what he would see. There were a
few people milling around, standing and
staring up at the sky like he was. Most
others were shut up in their homes, some to
be with their loved ones and others foolishly
believing a few walls and a closed door
would be enough. The streets were
otherwise barren, vehicles
abandoned everywhere he looked. The
stores that lined the street were all shuttered
up.. And for the first time that Kallus could
remember, the lights were off.

The sun’s light only ever reached here in short
bursts and even that never really made it
through the atmosphere. Until now. Bacchura’s
orbit around the sun was around 200 years
long and it was this generation’s misfortune of
being the one’s to live at the time when the
planet was closest. It was growing closer and
closer to the sun and soon it would pass out of
the Kulan Belt, a ring of comets, asteroids, and
other small bodies, and directly into the sun’s
gaze. Kallus didn’t really understand all the
science but he got the gist. Since the planet
had been living in darkness for so many years,
the sun’s full power would turn the atmosphere
aflame and everything in it as well. They had
been feeling it this last year. The growing heat,
more and more light seeping through the dark
clouds. Their atmosphere, after thousands of
years, had grown resistant to all forms of
sunlight but after all this time of holding it back,
once the planet passed out of the Kulan Belt, it
would have an unobstructed view of the sun.
The atmosphere would hold for a little while.
Then it would fall. And the planet would burn.

 

Kallus took in a deep breath, trying to suck in as
much as he could. It was strange. Breathing had
always come so naturally, something you didn’t
even think about. Now, he had a hard time
remembering what to do. And he tried to make it
last, enjoy the experience as much as he could.
 
As he stood there, his hand drifted to the piece of
paper in his pocket. He lifted up, the dark material
flapping in the small wind, and looked over it. It
was a list of all the things he had wanted to do in
the last few years before this moment. He was
sure at least 90% of the people here had similar
lists. It had been on everyone’s mind since the
news first broke. What did you do before the
Apocalypse?
 
His planet, Bacchura, sat at the very edge of a
solar system, millions upon millions of miles from
the sun at the center as well as any of the other
planets around it.
 
Because of that, the people lived in almost
perpetual darkness.

The thing was,the planet had come out of the Belt
about an hour ago. And Kallus could feel the heat
on his skin, the sweat pouring down his skin. The
increasing light stinging his eyes. He wondered
what it would be like, to see the sun. Painful, to
see that light? Or maybe something more. He
hoped so. If he had to die, he wanted to see
something beautiful as he did.
 
There was some comfort in knowing that the
planet would continue, would survive. Specialized
bunkers had been built to house the next of their
people. But not everyone.
 
Thousands, maybe a million would be saved. But
billions would fall. Kallus saw the clouds begin to
break, the light coming in faster now. It was down
to seconds at this point. He heard the cries and
screams as people came to the same realization.



 

 

 
 CITY DURING THE PANDEMIC

JANET ANETA
POLAND

 

Kallus took in another breath, feeling like his
lungs were on fire now. He hoped that when
the next time came, people were more
prepared. That they wouldn’t have to go
through this again.
 
Kallus looked back around at the people
around him. One man was praying. A woman
sat next to her children, holding them tight.
 
One man was praying. A woman sat next to
her children, holding them tight. One person
was slumped against the wall, eyes closed. A
young couple were sharing a kiss. Two older
men were seated, playing a game til the end.
He took in another breath, knowing it was
probably his last this time. He felt a tear on his
cheek that was boiling in the heat. There was
still so much to do. When he was a kid, he
had felt like he’d had all the time in the world
to do what he wanted. Now, he couldn’t help
but look back at all the things he could have
done in his life but didn’t. He couldn’t help but
see that woman with her children and those
two men playing games or that couple sharing
one last kiss and then look to see no one
beside him. No one to comfort. He’d never
had the time to find someone like that.

 

First, he was too busy. Then, when
the announcement came, he’d felt it
hadn’t been important by then. Now
he wished he could take it back.
Find someone while there was still
time. But it was too late.He looked
to his right at hearing a small sniffle
and saw a woman crying as well.
Maybe not too
late then.
 
"Hey,” he said.
She looked over and he held out his
hand. She hesitated and then took
it. He offered her a sad smile and
then looked back up at the sky. It
took maybe ten seconds but the
clouds finally break apart and the
sunlight came pouring through.
Kallus felt the woman squeeze his
hand and he squeezed back. He
continued to stare straight up and
he swore he could just see the sun
in all of that burning light. And he
was right. It was beautiful.
 
Then the sky turned to fire and
everything became ash.
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STAY-AT-HOME-BLUES
BY ZORA LEWIS
AGE: 18, GERMANY

Nights become days,

schedules become scribbled suggestions,

people become ghosts.

 

But the poems,oh, 

the poems,

they become my best friends again.

 

The poems are the only thing I don’t fuck up,

at least I think so.

 

They give me wings, 

when my legs are tired,

lift me up, when my head falls down,

resurrect me, when I fall into the comaof questionable routines.

There isn’t much that can amaze me these days,not much,except for the poems.

 
BY: ISHA THAKAR
BENGALURU,
INDIA
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something about stillness,
can you feel it?
 
in the light of the full moon,
it waits, watching
 
we lie down,
and breathe it in
 
it floats between us,
always out of reach
 
it is the words we don’t speak
the thoughts we don’t know we know we thought
the possibility of what could be
but is not
 
something about stillness,
keeps our words in our mouths
our thoughts in our heads
but the possibilities, possible
 
so in the end,
there is nothing there.
nothing but stillness.
 
which is something, after all.
something and nothing.
 
something about stillness.
 

SOMETHING ABOUT
STILLNESS
BY MAGGIE MUNDAY ODOM
AGE: 16, HAWAII
 

 

LIFE IN
LOCKDOWN
BY CARAS ALEXANDRA
AGE: 26, ROMANIA
 

 

I remember the fear I felt as the year of 2020 settled in it’s now specific kind of chaos. I felt fear for my
family, for my friends, concerned of both their health and job security. Places shut down, borders
locked up, suddenly we all needed a written and signed declaration to simply walk around. And, to be
expected, people started fighting among each other, rushing to find a scapegoat for this unseen
boogeyman that left us all shaken and confused.
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So I stayed inside. I was one of the lucky ones who already worked from home, so there was minimal effort
I had to put towards adjusting to this new reality. As an introvert, I felt almost relieved. And looking back, I
can say with certainty that, for me, the positives of this lockdown outweigh the negatives. While staying
inside, I had more time to just be creative. I’ve drawn and painted almost daily, driven by a sudden need to
improve and grow, determined to not let this downtime get the better of me. I checked in with family and
friends with whom I hadn’t spoken in a very long time and was relieved to hear that they were all well. I
spent a lot of time with my husband, talking and playing video games and enjoying each other and the
shenanigans of our cats. I worked out, I learned new recipes, I learned how to live and love more moments
of my life. All of a sudden, my usual concerns and worries seemed so small in the grand scheme of things. I
felt, against all expectation, free. I felt so confused by my positive attitude, almost hating it when
everywhere else people were hurt and suffering. 

 
 

And at the same time, artists everywhere were creating stuff to ease the pain and make everyone laugh or
encourage us, I’ve seen so many ‘better days are coming’ posts and it helped me a lot. Musicians held live
streamed concerts in their living rooms, that in itself was a whole new experience and I’m so grateful to
every single one of those who wanted and could make a positive impact.
 
I like to think the lockdown changed me for the better. The darkness of the past few months has made all
the bright things shine all the prettier. I find it easier to be grateful for the things I have instead of brooding
over the things I don’t. For the first time in my life, the future looks pretty uncertain and kind of bleak, but I
am determined to keep believing that there are still good people out there, that those who now seem to
damage our societies are doing so out of anger and ignorance rather than evil intent. And I urge you all to
do the same. Don’t be so quick to judge the people around you, as you can’t know what’s really inside their
hearts and now, more than ever, we need each other to get through these hard times. I’ll say it again for
those who didn’t hear it yet: better days ARE coming, stay strong!
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