
I haven’t written a letter for a long time
the world is a very difficult place right now
Big Ben is in scaffolding
if you watch the news – coronavirus coronavirus  
 coronavirus
a sudden fear of the unknown.

You know, it’s kind of like we have been pushed  
 through a time warp – 
we watch Italians sing from balconies
extra graves dug en masse on the news
and face masks join the weekly washing basket.

In siege conditions people lay their lives on the line 
and do not have masks – 
they wash their hands until the skin flakes.
humans are apparently biohazards – 
all our decisions are formed by that.

Children’s play equipment is barricaded
neighbours top up shop for my father
the people across the street wave through the window
an epidemic of loneliness behind so many doors.
It is necessary to take the long view.

A barrage of advice and best practice 
bestowed by a government running scared
some shout disgrace at the PM on TV.
Now he is in intensive care.

Many of us are a bit reluctant to go back out there.
Sterilised shopping bags in a surface wiped car.
Supermarket queues go all the way down the street
and people wait apart, patiently like a funeral.

We all clap for those un thanked before
we bash saucepans with wooden spoons  
 until our arms ache – 
what they did was more than the numbers
and we just don’t really know how to thank them  
 for that. ~~ * ~~

Once I had got through my absolute fear and rage 
at being in a job where I am expected to be in 
no matter the danger to me
I accepted my body would fight or not,
but I have a hard time accepting someone will choose 
whether my life is worth saving or not.

I have just moved schools, 
my dad has a brain tumour.
At the age of 67 you wonder 
why you are keeping the business going.
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In our accommodation is also my Grandma.
When I was 14 bombers flew overhead.
I was so ill I thought I would die.
I don’t have a choice but to be alone.
I could sleep if I knew someone was going to  
 check on me
I am so scared of passing it on to her.
Gradually I find I can eat toast.
Often I don’t know what day of the week it is
I do not check the time anymore
I regularly feel a bit guilty for not cleaning the house.
I tune out of work as anxiety creeps in.
I have missed going outside.

Arise early with a plan to keep me sane – 
rejoice at not having to wear a bra,
not having to wear make – up.
I delegate a set time to work on ambition.
Expressing myself on paper saves me.
I moan about the heat, the Tories
I can’t sleep, I paint.
I planted your seeds
I have learnt some new things for us to get by
my phone now pays for things 
I do not have to touch the cashiers fingers.
I have noticed I feel strangely exhausted.
Not having someone to be intimate with has  
 been difficult.
I am glad you are not here to know so much of this.
I leave my curtains open in the evening
me and the neighbours, it’s a way to be together.
A smile or a word goes such a long way.
It cheers me to feel I am doing something to help.
The sheer relief of hearing he is OK
the joy of standing in the garden 
to talk to him through the conservatory door,
just to see his face smile.

~~ * ~~

Lockdown in a small flat!
The walk to work is 12ft
I sit there all day typing and on Zoom
and I panic buy a box of 48 crème eggs
and decide it is time to tidy all those  
 neglected cupboards.

Prescription requests are added to the list
I deliver evening standards, the guardian, freebies, 
  the crossword
a little knock and move away as items are  
 carefully dropped
and my step count goes up.



My day starts with a dog walk
most days, I get up, eat, dress and try to concentrate.
I teach in pyjama bottoms now.
The children step over cables in the front room.
They proved more adept with the technology.

Sheets of work flood home from school and don’t  
 make sense
a frantic scrabbling for things to occupy the kids  
 and find a place to work
the battles with fractions and timetables
the Wifi dropping out.

The third time on Zoom my mum cries.
Each week she wears earrings.
She bans me from talking politics.
So I justify wine as an essential shop.

Someone paid for my shopping – 
aubergines for my wife, 
chocolate for my daughter, 
lemons for the aubergines.

My parents have had to sell my things.
I scan the internet for delivery slots.
He picks up the video and holds it to his ear.
Collecting the post has become an event.

My husband has become an expert baker of bread.
Yeast location info shared urgently on estate  
 WhatsApp group
That little tin of yeast.
we baked apple crumble and banana bread
pizza and birthday cakes.

The neighbours have put chairs outside the  
 front doors 
and talk across the road
I talk to my uncle until 5.30 am.
I drink gin and tonic by the pond with my  
 elderly neighbour.

I have continued going in 
to have my treatment.
I do scar massage via Zoom
and 2 sessions a week of armchair yoga.

I go to a stream with my mum and bodyboard
we camp in the garden.
We play ten pin bowling 
with plastic bottles and a cricket ball.

We hide presents on the allotment,
we snog on the sofa and watch 80s classics.
My friend has dropped round 6 gaffa taped cans
for a game of mystery beer on Skype.

One of the neighbours is a DJ
he has put up bunting and brought out records.
For the first time in my life 
I nervously dyed my own hair.

The backdoor is always open for the dog.
We eat as a family now 
all four of us, every day.

~~ * ~~

Consider the seasonal changes to be observed
as early spring passed into summer – 
I saw a season in flowers.

Swallows, swifts, gulls
a nest of goldfinches outside the back door
a honeybee swarm in a mulberry tree.

I’m woken by the dawn chorus now
walk an hour and a half each morning
the one and only permitted walk of the day.

The roads and the skies are clear
pavements stripped of people
I can no longer hear the trains.

In the evening we sit out in the garden together
and watched the sky painted with mares tales
hoverflies, ladybirds.

I bought a pot in milky taupe and put an  
 agapanthus in it.
The cosmos looks lovely, the flowers deep pink
and the beans are finally coming up.

I go for 3 hour walks at night,
have seen a small boy learn to ride his bike 
in a big empty car park.

People at their windows, at desks,
watching TV in the dark crying
smoking on the backstep, screaming in the kitchen.
 
Rainbows in windows, 
on doorsteps and lamp posts,
and on occasion I have seen red kites.

One walk has wild sweet peas 
that could have been mistaken 
for rose bay willow herb.

The bees cling to a scraggy woody lavender,
swallows nest on the sports pavilion again, 
despite the new spikes.

I wonder when I will be hugged again – 
if good has come through all this pain.
We have found places we did not know existed.


