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Day 146! As I said in my previous blog, it really is a marathon, not a

sprint. There’s a field near where I live that it seems only surrounding

residents know about. It’s not a park so much as a broad patch of

green bordered by trees. It’s quite big, so it’s easy to keep a distance

from people. I go running there. It’s my most-visited location of recent

months, aside from my living room, bedroom, kitchen… you get the

picture. I can measure the weeks of lockdown by the phases of things I

listened to while on those runs. The metal phase, the early Britney

phase, the musical phase, the more recent Britney phase… and now

podcasts. 

 

This field has the additional function of a barometer of the

situation. In earlier weeks, I hardly saw anybody while I was there or en

route in the thirty to forty-five minutes I would spend out there. It would

be someone briskly walking a dog, or a jogger. Some weeks, when

news of the virus were at their worst, I wouldn’t leave the house at all.

But then, you started Seeing more joggers, more people having socially-

distanced hangouts, to a reasonble extent. Then came the people

playing five-a-side and hanging out in big groups, bringing their folding

chairs and alcohol, and I started thinking, oh dear. Something here has

played out. It’s not COVID.

 

As I am shielding from the disease, for me lockdown is not

going to be over for a long time. I don’t plan on changing my lockdown

behaviour unless I have a good reason to. There’s something coming

up at the end of September I will need to take public transport for, and

I’m going to have to wait until the week before to ascertain the situation

and decide whether I’ll actually go or not. I’m not looking forward to it.

How can I, when all around friends tell me that people are not taking it

as seriously as they should? When people go about happily wearing

masks beneath their noses, around their necks, perched jauntily around

their chins, or pulled over bald patches? It’s selfish. The only reason we

got to this point in the first place was because people were taking care.

 



It feels like that’s gone now. I sit at home scrolling down social media,

looking at people getting up to things and flying abroad on holiday as if I

hallucinated a pandemic that’s still killing people. Even writing this, I feel

like that person you sometimes see in films, wearing a sandwich board

that has ‘THE END IS NEAR’ written on it, who passersby on the

pavement try to avoid! It’s strange. Everything about this has been

strange. Nothing stranger than being made to feel paranoid after some

of the horrible scenes we’ve witnessed. So many people have suffered.

 

And life goes on. I’m keeping myself content through exercise, through

learning new skills, and through reading—I have indeed almost

finished all of Discworld. There’s something about the whole situation

that encourages an entrepreneurial spirit. It has Also shown me what’s

important in how I choose to prioritise my time, which I needed. My

partner still bakes, which is great. It’s realising what you’re lucky to

have, and not letting the challenges, of which there are many,

overwhelm you. Nobody knows what the future might bring in any case.

I do wonder if this attitude comes from having a creative freelancer

mindset! For now, I may have worn out my yoga mat, but at least it’s a

good view from the

window.

Arden


