
“The Love Song of J. Justice FirstYear” 

 

[S]urrounding pleadings were struck for the use of innuendo, argument, conclusions, and 

“inflammatory” language. I say this to make the point that pleadings are not restricted to the 

dull greys of formulaic prose. A little poetry or colour is not necessarily a bad thing. 1 

 
1 Wyman v. Fammarz, 2009 BCSC 990 at para 18.  

 

8:00 AM class feels different when it’s on zoom  

The sullen glances, the smell of coffee 

Does not permeate the room the way it does 

In-person 

All I see are rows of blank boxes,  

The chipper voice of the instructor who,  

Disrupts the silence of the morning gloom  

 

With a “Good morning to you all” 

The indrawn breath, his voice dying 

With a dying fall 

 

“No, that’s not quite what I was asking” 

“No, that’s not it at all” 

We sit, silent as the night  

As we wait for the coldest of calls  

To come our way,  

To declare defeat and say  

“I don’t know”, and letting others  

Continue fighting the good fight 

As class is stalled, and time slows to a crawl… 

 

I drift away.  

 

To a place without readings  

And the constant refrain of Bay 

Street, Big law™, and corporate recruit 

To a place where the fruits of my labour  

Will not lie on negotiations and lawsuits 

I drift away from the proceedings 

Only to be brought back  

 

With a “Good morning to you all” 

The indrawn breath, his voice dying 

With a dying fall 

 

9:30 AM feels different when it’s on zoom 

No chucking of coffee cups, rustling of bags 



As we leave the room the way we do  

In-person 

All I see is a blank screen, staring  

Back at me as I exit the meeting 

No tired greetings await me; I wait for noon 

 

“So glad you all could make it today, 

In these unprecedented times”  

We sit, silenced by the mute button 

nibbling on fruit, at this lunchtime pursuit 

“If any questions come our way…”  

How do I even ask, do I dare to say 

What is truly on my mind, weighing 

On my heart? Do I dare to make a start,  

And disturb the universe?  

No!  

I am a shut-in—confined—unable today, 

To speak, make a sound that would spell out my doom 

To convey my confusion over this meeting on zoom! 

 

The indrawn breath, my voice dying  

With a dying fall 

As my mouse hovers over the mute button— 

 

“No, that’s not quite what I was asking” 

“No, that’s not it at all!”  

 

Time, time, there will be time 

Time indeed, time to read 

Or watch a lecture at 2x speed 

Time for you and time for me 

Time for the brewing of a coffee or tea 

—is this to be the start and end of my days? 

I wake up, I sleep, I putter around  

Black letters for breakfast, lunch, an excessive entrée 

Pretending to read while I actually drown  

In legal lingo and Latin turn-a-phrase 

—ad infinitum 

For I know them all already, have foreseen it all 

The mornings, evenings, afternoons, 

I can measure out my days with coffee spoons—! 

 

But I digress. 

My cry is for naught, my plea forsworn; 

Struck out, for I profess 

That the universe pays no mind 



To our morose thoughts 

Shaped and born from stress and scorn 

So I close my eyes and wait for the next morn 

 

Because despite all that, I keenly felt and foresaw 

In my midnight’s repose, the next day I’d be back 

With the world still sleeping under a blanket of snow 

With the light of the sunrise barely aglow 

a promise of Spring within this tableau; 

Draped in my shawl 

My blank screen comes to life 

My day starts 

 

With a “Good morning to you all”  

The indrawn breath, his voice dying 

With a dying fall. 


