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I am writing this in the thirteenth week of the covid-19 lockdown in the UK. Although I 
have lived through the last three months, indeed am still living through the same 
experience, albeit slightly eased now, I find it quite difficult to fully explain how strange 
and unsettling it has been. It is as if I don’t have the right words and will have to invent 
some new ones to really describe it. I’ll do my best, however and hopefully I can give 
you a picture of how Covid affected my life. 
 
I am retired and live alone so when we went into lockdown I did not have the worries 
that many people had to suffer. I didn’t lose my job or get furloughed, I didn’t have the 
sudden fear about paying the rent or putting food on the table. I didn’t even have to 
adjust to a new reality since I had already lost the shackles of daily commuting and 
working nine to five. But what did happen was that the things that I had filled my life 
with were suddenly not there anymore. The places I volunteered at, the library where I 
would choose eight or nine books at a time for my bedtime reading and even the shops 
I usually went to were closed, practically overnight. Soon it became clear that all the 
things I used to look forward to were also going to disappear:  VE Day celebrations, 
Wimbledon, Southport Flower Show. The list goes on. Now I had to think about the one 
simple act of leaving the house. Was it possible? Was it essential? Was it safe? 
 
My initial concerns soon centred around being able to do my usual shopping in the 
once a week trip to the supermarket that was allowed.  Apparently, the whole nation 
exists on pasta and toilet rolls because these are the items that disappeared! Queuing 
and social distancing became the norm. Empty spaces on the shelves, despite heroic 
efforts by the staff and hauliers, were still evident for quite a long time. I had to try 
different brands sometimes or do without. Oh the horror! Seriously though, I never went 
hungry or even came close to it as I know some people did. Yet it was unsettling. The 
day to day ordinariness of my life was, well, different. 
 
So, since I couldn’t go anywhere other than a food shop, what was I to do to fill the 
time? I had been in the middle of decorating a bedroom but when I ran out of paint and 
wallpaper paste that had to be put on hold. I could have done nothing much but watch 
box sets all day. That seems to have been a popular choice judging by the many times 
it was mentioned on social media or television. I could have broken the rules and gone 
out for a long drive or visited another household. Strangely, these things never 
occurred to me. I can’t make up my mind if my civil obedience is a good thing or a sign 
that I am a puppet of the state. Looking back though I am ridiculously proud of the 
majority of British people for their understanding and patience in rare and difficult times. 
I was a small part of that. 
 
What I did do was throw myself into a whirlwind of improving activities. It seemed 
wrong somehow to waste all this time so suddenly thrown into our way. First a big 
spring clean. There was not a nook or cranny in my house that wasn’t turned out. That 
led me to think about what I was storing in those little-used places. Seriously, in all the 
times I had stared into my kitchen cupboard looking for something to make a meal how 
had I never, since 2015, chosen that tin of bacon grill? Once you get started throwing 



things out it gets easier. Time to tackle the overflowing sock drawer and the 
knickknacks put away in the spare bedroom – not my style anymore but too good to 
throw away. When this is all over my local charity shops will be bulging! 
I’ve got the bug now. Not the Covid one but the chucking out one. I move to the long 
neglected shed, then the garage (now so neat I could cry at the beauty of it) and, of 
course, the garden. 
 
Thank goodness for the garden and the incredibly gorgeous weather we were blessed 
with. Sunshine and no rain for two whole months. I could spend whole days in the 
garden getting brown and not being interrupted by anything. I tackled projects I was 
intending to get to later in the year, moving shrubs, pruning and tidying. I even turned 
out the greenhouse and redesigned its layout. I’ve decided I don’t really like tomatoes. 
Cacti are much less demanding. 
I did some more embroidery. I went back to my novel, begun last year and stalled 
because my characters weren’t co-operating. I did not pick up the ukulele again; I’ll 
probably regret that later. 
 
Phew! So much activity. I went to bed happy that I had filled the day and had hardly 
had time to think about the fact that I hadn’t spoken to anyone for days on end. The 
weekly Thursday night clap for NHS workers was the only time I could chat to a live 
person, my neighbours, even if only briefly and at a socially acceptable distance. I don’t 
let myself dwell on such things though. That way depression lies. 
 
There is plenty of time to think about things like this though… 
 

    Petrol is the cheapest it’s been for years yet I haven’t been more than a couple of miles 

from my house in three months. I hadn’t used my car for so long that when I did get in it 
the whole dashboard was covered in a spider’s web 

    My diary has page after page of emptiness. 

    I can’t watch the news any more. I’m sick to death of the lot of ‘em. Even Trump is not 

so funny now. 

   Social media has been a blessing. My neighbourhood now has Facebook and What’s 

App groups that offer advice on all sorts of issues and give practical help to get us 
through lockdown. 

    Sefton Libraries Borrow Box saved my sanity when I finished my loan books; 

Downloaded books – isn’t technology wonderful! 

    The ingenuity of the British has been truly amazing. They’ve made the world a better 

and often funnier place. VE Day cancelled?  No worries! We’ll make bunting from old 
sheets and meet in our front gardens. 

    When I sit in my garden it’s weird to think that every house is occupied, no matter the 

time of day. 
 
So here we are thirteen weeks into lockdown and no really clear end in sight yet. I have 
all my fingers and toes crossed that hairdressers can open soon. I put up with a craving 
for fish and chips that developed in the first week of isolation. I don’t really like them but 
because they were unavailable I wanted them. I put up with having to re-use compost 
when all the garden centres were closed. But if I can’t have a cut and blow-dry soon I 
may break! 
 



There are some things I don’t want to go back to. I like hearing the beautiful birdsong 
so clearly. I don’t miss traffic noise at all. I don’t miss pollution in the air. I have enjoyed 
a greater sense of community spirit and politeness when in the supermarket or out for a 
walk. 
 
As a country, if not the world, we have seen that it is, after all, possible to affect the 
atmosphere and lower pollution levels dramatically when previously we have been told 
that this was wishful thinking. We’ve seen a world where wild life makes a comeback. 
Thank goodness it’s still there, waiting for us to come to our senses. We’ve seen that 
much of our air travel is not really necessary and technology can show us another way. 
And all this in three months! 
 
For now, I am comfortable in my lockdown isolation. Sometimes I think I may never go 
out again. Who knows what the future holds? In that at least the world is the same as it 
has ever been. 
  
Ed:  (Written the day before the announcement of easing of lockdown measures to 
allow hairdressers to open on July 4th. Yay!) 
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