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Isolation, lockdown, secluded, or maybe everyone stays in their own solitude. 
Before the lockdown, many of us had different purposes in everyday life and wider possibilities 
for movement. Now we have one purpose, stay at home...sounds very robotic. 
But the lockdown has presented a significant challenge to those of us whose worlds suddenly 
shrunk to four walls, and we call it home. 
If the lockdown has caused me to rethink anything, it’s what it means to belong somewhere... 

Sitting in my garden the birds are tweeting, Rocky (my dog) looking at me and trying to guess 
when he can have his next treat. For them, nothing has changed. For Rocky, I’m his home and 
I’m for him, everything - food shelter, love. For the birds, beautiful surrounding with trees is 
home. 

What does home mean for us? 

The interpretation of home can be different for everyone. Home can be Planet earth, countries, 
cities, towns, villages or just a small hut with a beautiful garden, maybe not a place at all ...it can 
be someone who makes you feel at home. 

An incident arose a long time ago...I was traveling to Armenia. Our plane had a stop in France. 
Because I didn't have much time at Charles de Gaulle, a big airport, I had to find my gate as 
quickly as possible. And yet I didn’t have time to look at the screen when I noticed a group of 
gathered people... I recognized them, they were my people waiting for their flight home like me. 

I approached them unhurriedly to make myself sure again and suddenly I heard sounds of 
native words. I asked them where they were flying to, they said - home.  

I travel to many places and the only airport I know that has a big sign, like a poster when you 
arrive saying,” Welcome Home” it's Armenian ” Zvartnots” airport. 

However, the same incident happens again when I travel back to England. Same feelings. The 
same at the airport in France but this time I was looking for a gate for the flight to Heathrow. 
When I went in the direction towards the gate, I suddenly stopped and turned back and I saw 
MY people, far from me this time. English people.  I didn’t even look at the gate number, I was 
sure. I just passed by them very quickly and missed the number.  

When I approached them, I felt so comfortable and didn’t feel strange at all.  I started to look for 
a seat and couldn't find one anywhere.  

Unexpectedly the old English gentlemen who was sitting close to me stood up and asked me, 
“Hello girl! are you looking for a seat.”  I said, “yes, but don't trouble yourself, I'll look around 
until my flight” 

He said, “No, I’ve been sitting here a long time, I don't mind, I'll stretch my legs around here and 
where are you flying to?” he asked me again,  

I said, “I'm going back home”. He smiled at me thoughtfully...probably because of my accent – it 
made him think when I said ‘home,’ 
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So, I have two homes now... it's like a soul in the body. My left part belongs to Armenia and my 
right side, which is the strongest part, belongs to England.   

Home is where your heart belongs and where you are surrounded by nice people. 

What does home means to you? 
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MEMORIES by Velma Oxtoby 

 

I’ve lived in this house nearly 70 years it was very different in those days.  No TV, telephone, 
washing machines, dishwashers.  No central heating, we didn’t even have a bathroom.  Every 
Friday night we’d fill up the Copper and boil it on the stove, bring the tin bath in, which hung 
outside on a hook in the back yard.  In the winter I’d light the fire in the main room, put the bath 
in front, carry the hot water, in buckets, through from the kitchen and take we took turns having 
a bath.  First the baby, only a little water and not too hot, then we’d put more hot water in and 
Mum would bath next, then me last.  I’d then had to bail the water out and put the bath back 
outside. Happy days. 

Bath night was always Fridays and we all washed our hair, we used a jug to rinse our hair. Then 
off I’d go to the fish and chip shop for our supper.  They used to wrap the fish and chips in 
newspapers, I swear to this day they tasted better, with lots of salt and vinegar.  In those days 
we used newspapers as toilet paper, Mum would cut it up and sew string through and hang it in 
the outside toilet. Couldn’t imagine anyone doing that now, they panicked because you couldn’t 
get toilet rolls. 

Monday’s was always ‘wash day’ We’d boil up the Copper on the stove and Mum would scrub 
the clothes in a washtub using a washboard and a scrubbing brush.  Mum worked hard in those 
days, once a week the rugs got picked up, put on the line and we’d beat them to get all the dirt 
and dust out, no vacuum cleaners in those days.  Then she’d sweep through and wash the 
floors, on her hands and knees.  The house looked and smelt so clean. 

When we first got the house, it was filthy but we felt so lucky to have a home of our own.  We’d 
been living with Mother-in-law for 18 months and this helped us save up so we could rent a 
place.  When the baby came along it was a bit cramped with Mother-in-law, so we moved out. 

I spent two weeks scrubbing the place and friends and neighbours all came to help.  We didn’t 
have any furniture, except the bed we slept in and a few bits for the baby, but the neighbours 
sorted through their bits and we were given armchairs, a table and chairs, a wardrobe and cot 
for the baby. Someone even gave us some chickens so we could have fresh eggs for the baby 
and us. Everybody rallied around to help, they were so kind, just like they have done during this 
isolation lockdown. 

Mum died over 10 years ago. I miss her everyday but have very happy memories.  My daughter 
got married and moved to New Zealand.  I’ve been to visit several times; it’s a lovely place and 
people are so friendly.  She’s made a good life for herself and is a Grandmother herself now.  
She wanted me to go and live with them, after Mum died but I couldn’t bring myself to leave the 
old country, my roots are here together with my memories  and friends. 

So here I am still in the same house.  It’s changed a lot since I first moved in, we’ve not got a 
bathroom and central heating, all mod coms washing machine, dishwasher, vacuum cleaner, 
carpets, computers, telephone and mobile phone. We’ve been very lucky.  I worked for an 
Insurance Company for 30 years, and never been a day out of work, hardly had a day’s 
sickness. 

The isolation lockdown has come to an end now and they say I can go out.  I’m looking forward 
to seeing my friends.   My daughter was coming over from New Zealand to visit me with my 
Granddaughter and her baby in July but just had a call from her saying she doesn’t feel safe to 
travel, I can understand that.  
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Well, it’s 11 o’clock and I’m going out to meet Joe and Mabel for a coffee, first time out in twelve 
weeks. I’ve got my hat and coat on and walked to the front door.  I’ve opened the front door and 
looked outside, all is very quiet and I can’t see anyone.  I’m holding the door handle but I can’t 
move, I’ve frozen, I’m scared – the enemy is still out there, what if I get ill I’ve got no-one to look 
after me. 

I can’t go out maybe another day……. 
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MEMORIES OF MARCH 2020 BY TIMARA 
 
 Before Lockdown 
 
All day surges of adrenaline have been spiking me with pangs of dread. Surreal scenes of 
empty supermarket shelves do nothing to assuage the tightening in my gut. Purposefully, I fill 
the shopping trolley with an unanticipated amount of available non-perishables. All the odd bags 
of grains and beans take me back to being a child, watching the steam shooting out of my 
mother’s screeching pressure cooker. I grip the trolley. No toilet paper again?!  Grabbing some 
tissues, I remember a pile of old newspapers in my kitchen cupboard. Surely it won’t come to 
that? Sighing deeply, I look around and sense  a certain comradeship in the furrowed brows and 
sombre faces.  We are in the same boat. No anchor. Sailing into the uncharted waters of 
lockdown. No one knows where we are going, or even if we will survive? I already feel 
nauseous. 
 
The Italians are packing up.  Boxes are being loaded into a foreboding black van. I peer down 
from our living room above Mamma Mia’s, whilst my teenage daughters excitedly unpack the 
lumpy, life-saving contents of the shopping bags.  Running back down the stairs, I pull the girls 
with me to say goodbye to them. Dearest Dullio and the gentle-mannered one whose name I 
always forget. I can’t possibly ask, as I should know it by now. I will miss the delicious garlicky 
smells wafting our way. And the rhythm of Italian banter between the staff coming out for their 
numerous cigarette breaks. Our kitchen back door opens onto the little balcony above them, 
and I often revel in the romance of their language, breaking mundanity by pretending I am 
holidaying on the Italian Riviera. 
 
Shockingly, the usually bustling trattoria is now nearly an empty shell. At the door of the 
restaurant, I am about to say something when a passing woman stops to ask if they have any 
flour to sell before leaving. As lockdown looms, this common commodity has rapidly become as 
rare as gold dust. Dullio with his ever generous spirit obliges, finding some bread flour to give 
away for free. This act of kind camaraderie combined with the pervading air of sad resignation, 
chokes me with an unexpected sob. To mine and my children’s utter embarrassment, all I can 
do is wave a teary goodbye, my words stalling as I blow a good luck kiss. We rush back upstairs 
to the safety of our maisonette.  
 
Retreating to the bathroom, the visions of the dying in Italy flood my head. My heart is racing, 
the tears overflow. I grip the sink and try and steady my breathing. It feels like the end of the 
world is coming.  
 
After Lockdown 
 
When the engines get switched off after a long flight, you don’t realise how unnaturally noisy it 
has been until it stops. The world has unplugged. Reset. The grey skies have gone and it has 
been glorious sunshine all week. Without the smelly traffic and hurly-burly of humans, Mother 
Earth is blooming, magnified. How quickly a new order takes over. We don’t have to be 
anywhere, do anything. My daughters and I take it turns to go out with our beloved dog Teddy 
for the permitted once a day exercise. These are now moments to be treasured, savoured and 
wondered at. 
 
We reach the little blue-green millpond by the Horseshoe. The previously unheard, 
extraordinary cacophony of birdsong fills the tranquil, sunlit glade. Euphonic notes for my soul. 
Even the caterpillars on the nettle leaves appear, as if by magic, in this newly mindful state. 
Cellphone tucked away, nature vibrates all around. Breathing in the clear air, flowery scents and 
bright shades of colour, I walk home to the children. Being such a tiny part of the whole 
universe, my heart swells. 
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Maybe lockdown won’t be so bad after all? 
 
THE END 
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MEMORIES OLD AND NEW by Velma Oxtoby 

I am still in my home a year after the isolation/lockdown finished. Things are different now and I 
feel lonely.  My memory is not as good as it used to be.  I still remember things that happened years 
ago but I find it difficult to remember what I did yesterday and I seem to forget that I have put food 
to cook on the stove, so many burnt saucepans. I’ve started making sandwiches as I have to stand 
there and do it, and  enjoy them with a cup of tea.  Some days I get very hungry, I can’t remember if 
I’ve eaten and find I’ve started sleeping a lot. 

I miss so many people popping round to make sure I’m OK. My neighbour still pops in and checks 
that I have food and often clears up my burnt offerings. She suggested I get the Care workers to 
come and see what help I can get.  I don’t like the thought of someone asking me lots of questions 
and being nosey, I told her I’m alright as I am, I’ve got my cat to keep me company. I can manage it’s 
just that I get tired and need to rest. 

The other night Tiddles, my cat, didn’t come home for her supper, I was very worried about her and 
went looking for her.  I called and called her name, but she didn’t come.  A neighbour down the road 
heard me calling and came out.  She took me home and said Tiddles had died 3 years ago.  No, she 
was here this morning eating her food, I always put a saucer of milk and food down every morning 
and evening.  Mum would be cross with me if I forgot  She told me Mum had died 10 years ago.  Are 
you sure, we were talking this morning and planning to visit my daughter tomorrow? I sat in my 
favourite armchair and she asked me if I wanted a drink or something to eat but I didn’t, I just 
wanted to sleep.  She was wrong about Mum and the cat, they were here this morning, I expect 
Tiddles will show up later, she will come back soon. 

It’s a nice day today and I am going to take a walk down to the park.  I’ve been to the park loads of 
times, I use to take my daughter to the swings and we often had picnics there.  Well off I went and I 
was walking for ages, I don’t remember it being this far away and then I found myself in a road I 
didn’t recognise – Oh well if I walk to the end of the road maybe I will find a familiar road.  I didn’t 
and just stood there so confused, I sat on a wall and tried to sort things out in my head.   A lady 
stopped her car and asked if I was all right and I told her I was trying to walk to the park but 
seemed to have got lost.  When I told her where I lived, she said you are walking in the wrong 
direction and would I like a lift home.  It was truly kind of her, I felt exhausted.  She came in and 
made me a cup of tea and asked if I had any family nearby.  I told her my daughter lived in New 
Zealand and she often popped in for a chat and Mum was out working, she’d be home soon. 

The next day, I think it was the next day, a Health Visitor came to see me.  She was very nice, and we 
talked about how I managed on my own and was anyone keeping an eye on me. She talked about 
going into a Care Home and I told her NO, that’s for old people I want to stay in my own home, 
anyway I’ve got Tiddles to look after. 

She asked me what day it was, I said Monday, it was Friday, then she asked who the Prime minister 
was, I told her Churchill.  How do you manage with feeding yourself and looking after yourself and 
the home? 

I said I managed my neighbour popped around and did shopping for me and sometimes did a bit of 
cleaning.  And of course, my daughter pops in everyday for a chat with Mum and me, she lives in 
New Zealand. 

She said I needed more help and would arrange for a daily help to come in twice a day and to have 
meals on wheels delivered.  She said she would come back in a month to see how things were going.  
She is a kind lady and it would be nice to see her again 

Well, I now have a daily help comes in to get me up and dressed in the mornings and puts me to bed 
at night.  I don’t like this, so I get myself up and dressed before she arrives and then I ask her to 
cook some porridge for me, as she’s got nothing to do.  I don’t want anyone coming at night, they 
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want you to go to bed at 5 o’clock, so they don’t come any more.  I enjoy the meals on wheels and 
having a quick chat to the person delivering them. Some days they take the previous days food 
away, as I have forgotten to eat it.   

I listen to my radio a lot and love to hear the old songs and I start to remember when Mum and I 
first met, Mum doesn’t always remember the songs, I think her memory is going. 

The Health Visitor came today and she is going to take me for a drive in her car to meet some very 
nice people who would like to talk to me.  She took me to this Care Home, I sat in the lounge and 
had afternoon tea.  It was very nice someone was playing the piano and we all sang along.  I met 
Pete he likes playing cards and asked if I would like to play with him.  It was good fun, haven’t 
played cards for a long time. When it was time to go, I said goodbye and felt very sad, I had enjoyed 
the company and the cakes.  I asked the Health Visitor if I could go again and she said I could go 
again next week.  She made a note on my calendar which day we would go so I wouldn’t forget.  I 
did forget, I was sleeping in my armchair and was very surprised to see her.  She got me ready and 
off we went.  I had a lovely time, we had afternoon tea and played bingo and I chatted to everyone.   

Do you think you would like to live here, have your own room, your meals made for you and see 
your friends every day? I said I would enjoy meeting everyone  

My daughter came over from New Zealand and sorted things out in the house and then the house 
got sold.  

I now live in a Care Home, I have lots of photos of Mum and my daughter hanging on the wall of my 
room and I sit in my favourite armchair, Tiddles is on my lap and I could be anywhere….. 
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Bitter Friendship  by Sara Knights 

 

I bumped into my friend, Nicola, yesterday, Well I say friend but she hasn’t found the time in her 

busy schedule to see me lately. 

She was very tanned and looking her age, if anyone can actually remember her real age as I’m 

sure she’s had botox. But I know the truth as we were at school together you see. I remember 

that she used to be quite pretty in a common trailer trash kind of way. 

Anyway, we met in the Post Office as I was going in and she was leaving. She was her usual 

gushing self…’so lovely to see you….it’s been too long…..we must do coffee soon’, which is 

code for I can’t be bothered to see you but I’m far too polite to tell you. Of course, I responded 

with the obligatory ‘yes, we must’. 

Then I made the fatal error of asking how she was. Well that was it. She couldn’t wait to tell me 

about her perfect life, her perfect children and her perfect husband. She droned on about how 

happy she was in her new house and how busy she was re-designing her new kitchen.  

She proceeded to brag about how her son Finn was doing well at University studying to be a Dr 

and how her daughter Ella had a new art exhibition at the Tate Modern. I wanted to wretch but I 

smiled sweetly and said ‘You must be so proud’.  

She visibly swelled with pride and launched into a story about how her perfect husband Damian 

had whisked her off for a surprise anniversary trip to the Maldives. That explains the tan. 

I wanted to scream into her face that wonderful, faithful, loyal Damian couldn’t keep his hands to 

himself at their housewarming party. I wanted to tell the world that Finn couldn’t get enough 

Cocaine to shove up his nose and that Ella was sleeping with every married man she could find. 

I wanted to wipe that smug, nauseating smile from her simpering, brown face.  

But instead when she said ‘Anyway enough about me, how are you doing?’ I limply replied ‘oh 

really good, thanks. A coffee would be lovely when you’ve got the time’. 
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SECOND WAVE LOCKDOWN 

It’s the 5 November – Guy Fawkes Night, It’s a cold evening, people are wrapped up in hats, coats, 
gloves and scarves. Everyone’s gathered around the bonfires to keep warm, cooking jacket potatoes 
and sausages on the fire, people standing around talking, laughing and having a drink.  The children 
are running around playing, so excited and waiting for the firework display to start. On the stroke 
of 7 o’clock the organisers call the children away from the bonfire to a safe place and are told to 
stay there whilst the fireworks are going off and explained we don’t want any casualties.  Now 
children after 5 the fireworks will begin – there’s a hush from the crowd and everyone counts 5-4-
3-2-1 there’s a woosh and the  sky is alight  with rockets, then golden and silver fountains, jumping 
jacks, you can hear lots of screams but only in excitement.  Then 4 Catherine wheels go off together 
such a fantastic sight.  The children are given sparklers to light and hold and you can see they are 
waving them around making circles and trying to get the first letter of their names. The fireworks 
continue with rockets bursting into stars and some with trailing sparkles what an array of colours.  
The finale are the rockets cracking in the sky and then it is all over, just the smell of gunpowder and 
smoke from the fireworks.  For a few minutes there’s hush all around and then the children are 
given toffee apples and the grown ups return to talking and drinking – what a wonderful evening 
this has been, the best display ever …… 

BUT 5th November 2020 – Guy Fawkes Night, this year hasn’t happened, we are in the second wave 
of Covid-19 lockdown 

Shut indoors, you can hear a few fireworks going off but no gathering of people. There are some on 
TV but it’s not the same – Yes, the displays are unbelievable but there is no atmosphere, no smells 
of the fireworks and no gathering of children and adults, 

Lockdown is proving difficult this time, we have autumnal weather with short nights, the days seem 
so long, not the long sunny hot days we had in the first lockdown. Children continue to go to school. 
There are more people walking about and the playing field is busy with children playing on the 
swings and roundabouts.  Parents standing talking to friends but keeping social distancing.  There 
are more shops open than before and garden centres. Many pubs and Tea rooms are doing 
‘Takeaway’ meals, they’ve had previous experience from the first lockdown and are trying to 
survive. 

We need to learn to live with Covid-19, it’s going to be with us for a long time.  We must wear our 
masks, wash our hands and keep to social distance of two metres.  Most people are doing this, but 
you still have groups of people who say “It won’t happen to me” and gather for parties etc.  They 
aren’t so happy when told to isolate for fourteen days, as one of their friends was proved  positive 
with Covid-19 

There’s talk of the vaccine being available in December, but this will take many months before it’s 
available to all. The people at highest risks like NHS workers, care workers, teachers must take 
priority, then start with the elderly and most vulnerable. 

If we all follow the guidelines hopefully, we will be able to see our families at Christmas, it will be 
very hard if we can’t.   

When it comes to 31st December, New Year’s Eve,  most of us will be glad to see the back of 2020 
and look forward to happier and healthy times in 2021 

 

  


