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A bodily swamp 


Part 1
Living in Tehran, the place where Corona’s Pandemic is dramatically high, looking around and thinking about such a monotonous world, where just the voice of death is the only reflection. She sometimes considers her body acts as swamp, that swallows anything that she pours into it. She has been sunk into herself too.
 As days goes on, she sinks more than before. Her body is the only thing that she wants to throw away. But it seems as if she couldn’t do it. She starts to murmur to herself: How come I got captured into my body? Who would believe that I took several actions so as to step away from my body but every time I became more frustrated than before? Wherever I take my body, it is still the same shape. It seems that the universe does not intend to look at me in another shape. That is why the world has become monotonous and unchanging to her. She continues: My body is not belonging to me; I am sure one day it will be hosting this nesting virus. The fatness of her belly, can’t act even as a shield in this asymmetric warfare. Her body is like a huge jelly that sometime transforms to a permanent swamp. She believes these days even a little overweight can be led to enormous anxiety and instability in mood, even fear. Her body image is influenced by her overweight. 
The pleasure of the table is faded. Most of the time she thinks her slimness will be disappeared. The gyms are closed and streets are not safe for walking. In her imagination, people stare at her and talk about her obese body that died because of Corona Virus.  Yesterday evening she has decided to go out for walk. She wearied the protective shield and the gloves. The weather was a bit cold. It was near sunset and the darkness was arising. Suddenly she felt heavy and her gloves and even her shield be darker. The street wasn’t familiar anymore.
 She was a portable swamp in an empty hollow. She asked herself, do people like me anymore? Do people see me even? The answer was not important, but the questions frightened her. Her body was heavy, her clothes as well, and her foot could not allow her to continue and move her body straight forward.  She talked to herself: I am not so heavy, I know, I am not so fat, I know, but my irresistible and irrational thoughts say that my body is changing, changing to a huge mass of lipid. After coming back to home, she was very hungry and thirsty. She felt that she had a long journey but it was just 20 minutes walking around.  She started at eating in an impulsive way. Sometimes, she thinks that men never think about these kinds of things at all and she feels ashamed of her funny thoughts. But her funny images come closer to the frightening images.







Part 2 

[bookmark: _Hlk56280888]
Living in Tehran, the place where Corona’s Pandemic swallows everything and seats on the top of the Mount Damavand, with full stomach. she is looking around and thinking about such a monotonous world, where just the voice of death can be heard, where mothers cry, fathers confused and children are depressed.  Just caged birds sing.
She sometimes considers her body acts as swamp, that swallows anything that she pours into it. She has been sunk into herself too. As days goes on, she sinks more than before. A huge Swamp full of dirty water, engulf with viruses, and absorb other viruses and finally it blows up. Because of these thoughts her body is the only thing that she wants to throw away. But it seems as if she couldn’t do it. She began to murmur to herself: How come I got captured into my body? Who would believe that I took several actions so as to step away from my body but every time I became more frustrated than before? She never stares at mirror at home. She never looks at her body in a direct way, from the beginning of the pandemic she never touched her face.
Wherever she takes her body, it is still the same shape. It seems that the universe does not intend to look at her in another shape; Her friends, her colleagues. That is why the world has become monotonous and unchanging to her. 
She continues: My body is not belonging to me; I am sure one day it will be hosting this nesting virus. Like a   lonely swamp   in the heart of the jungle, a dirty water surrounding by trees. The fatness of her belly can’t act even as a shield in this asymmetric warfare. Even her overweight is her enemy in this jungle of virus. A swamp that never can walk or run. and finally, it gets captured by the Virus.  Like a jelly that shakes, shake, shakes, then flows on the ground and becomes a swamp. A frightened jelly always shakes. Even a little overweight can shakes this jelly more than before and make this lonely swamp larger.
 Most of the time she thinks her slimness has disappeared. The gyms are closed and streets are not safe for walking. In her imagination, people stare at her and say: look! The shaky jelly!
 Yesterday evening she has decided to go out for walk. She wearied the protective shield and the gloves; the weather was a bit cold. It was near sunset and the darkness was arising. Suddenly she felt heavy and her gloves and even her shield be darker. Like a swamp that when dirty waters flow in it gets heavier. The street wasn’t familiar anymore. She was a portable swamp in a strange jungle of virus.
 She asked herself; do people like me anymore? do people see me even? [The answer was not important, but] the questions frightened her. The jelly started shaking. Her body was heavy, her clothes as well, and her foot could not allow her to continue and move her body straight forward.  he was swamped by thoughts: I am not so heavy, I know, I'm not infected with the virus, I know, but my irresistible and irrational thoughts say that my body is changing, changing to a huge mass of lipid and virus. After coming back to home, she was very hungry and thirsty. 
She felt that she had a long journey but it was just 20 minutes walking around.  She started at eating in an impulsive way. She was shaking and walking around the house with full mouth, full of strawberry jelly. She opened the refrigerator and saw all of the water bottles are full of dark water. She closed the door and sat on the ground, finally the swamp stopped shaking, the jelly started moving on the ground.
 Sometimes, she thinks that men never think about these kinds of things at all and she feels ashamed: such funny thoughts she has! Like:  People never stare at me, I am not such a pretty girl, maybe they look at my strange shield!  But her funny images come closer to the frightening images: What will happen if they look at me and see my body shakes with huge mass of lipid, like a huge jelly that one day stop shaking and transforms to a Contaminated swamp, detected by Corona virus.
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