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Day thirty-nine of lockdown, and I’m making good progress. I find myself reading

a lot lately. Voraciously. In the unburdened way I used to

when I was a child. If asked, several months ago, whether I would revisit Terry

Pratchett’s Discworld novels, I would point out that there are forty-one of them,

and that my focus was so splintered that I would never be able to read them all,

what with everything I’ve got on. Now, a more horrifying prospect than that of an

endless TBR pile has materialised: there are only forty-one of them. And this

thing might still carry on After I’ve read them all, at this rate.

 

Self-isolation should not necessitate self-flagellation. There is too much that is

outside of our individual control. For once I’ve decided to put the whip away, and

have opted to treat myself with kindness. My survival instinct is ladling me up with

an unseemly amount of counter-cultural hope. Hope that may be radical to the

point of self-delusion, but I’ve found it helpful to think about what I am grateful for. 

 

Privilege is something I think about a lot these days. I’ve been finding out how

many have never considered that for many of the chronically ill, none of this is

new; how many see the words ‘underlying medical conditions’ and feel

comfortable mitigating the severity of the situation for everybody, on the grounds

that they think they personally don’t have any. I acknowledge that in many ways I

am privileged, not least in the fact that I’ve found myself locked down in a happy

home with a salaried partner Who is obsessed with baking, and is good at it. The

threats and challenges confronting me at this time are not insignificant. There are

too many. Too many questions for even the most pragmatically solution-oriented

of us, including of Course, that most useless of questions: What if? What if xyz

gets it? What if t kills them? What if I get it? Yeah, okay. What if, indeed.

 

So I don’t ignore it, but I don’t allow myself to dwell on

it. Past ups and downs have shown me that sustainably keeping one’s head

during adversity is like training for a marathon. We don’t know how long this will

last. We know very little. If I want to take out a day to hide my phone and read

a book, I’ll do it. Let myself feel what I feel, for better or worse. I take

time to focus on my breathing and nothing else. I keep up my daily yoga

practice because it makes me feel good. I’m finding ways of keeping myself

resilient and forging some sort of a schedule, while trying to make sure that

it’s all tempered with humour—because there is something funny about it all:

the worst-case scenario has happened, and it’s the dullest possible one. The

other shoe has dropped, and it’s a big clown shoe. You have to laugh at it.

I’ve found humour to be crucial. As is sharing what joy I can find. I’ve

noticed that some robins must be nesting somewhere by the lilac shrub outside

my window. I wonder if they were there every year, without me noticing. 

Things were not really working before. I’m trying to experiment and find ways that

will work for me, and make it through this. Even if it takes long 

enough to have read all of Discworld twice.

 

Arden


