
Second Lockdown
What next? I could clear up the place. Yep, this place could definitely benefit from a clear up. But 
there’s no rush. No reason for it to be done right now, today. No one is visiting. It can wait. Plenty 
of time. Days, weeks, maybe.

What about… Nah, I’d need to buy some things, and the shops are closed. That rules out most 
options. But what about that guy in MIQ who made a Millennium Falcon from food packaging? I 
could raid the recycling bin, I guess.

I visit a few random websites.
“Now is the best time to be planting…”
I move on.
“Fifteen new cases. Five more places of interest...”
A thought occurs to me. Do we have any masks? We had some before, in the first lockdown. 

Where would they have gone?
I wash up and make the bed. I don’t hurry. My memory glitches. What’s the word for an essential

task which brings minimal enjoyment, I wonder? My memory supplies the answer an instant later. 
Chore. Some chores are soothing, I argue with myself. That can be enjoyable.

I shrug. An outward manifestation of an interpersonal dialogue. Me, talking to myself, in my 
head.

While I make the bed, I recall an online discussion between those who make the bed in the 
morning, soon after getting up, and those who make it just before they jump into it at bedtime. I 
don’t remember why it piqued my curiosity.

Then I remember another discussion between people who put a ‘top sheet’ under their duvet and 
others who don’t. The trivia that people talk about on the Internet! I suppose it’s a human 
connection, the discussion. It doesn’t matter to us as we don’t use a duvet. Those involved in the 
discussion are probably doing it for fun anyway. Surely no one is that worried about how someone 
else makes their bed?

It’s Tuesday, but that doesn’t mean much. All the differences between the days has been rubbed 
off, eroded away by lockdown. All that’s left of Tuesday is what we watch on TV this evening.

I consider seeing if my wife wants me to do anything, but decide to let her get on with whatever 
she is doing. She’ll ask me, I rationalise. It’s avoidance really. Is it time for a cup of tea? I’m the tea 
maker in this household.

It is lunchtime, and I look in the fridge. Leftover this and leftover that. Nothing is tempting. 
Toasted sandwich? Omelette? I don’t cook much and usually stick to a menu of two or three items. 
There’s quite a few cookbooks on the shelf, but there’s not one called ‘Cooking for Non-Cooks in a 
Pandemic’.

I delve into the freezer part of the fridge. Pies? Ah, bagels! I remove one from the bag and put it 
into the mikkro-wahvey to defrost. Thanks to Nigella for that word. Split the bagel, toast it, a layer 
of cream cheese, a slice of ham, a few salad leaves and blob of mayonnaise and it’s done. That’s 
what constitutes ‘haute cuisine’ in a lockdown.

In the afternoon I take the dog for a walk. I notice that there are banks of agapanthus plants down
both sides of road. I usually drive straight past them and hadn’t noticed them before. I walk down 
the centre of the road and there’s no danger. No cars. Song birds sing and gangs of Tuis brawl from 
tree to tree. The sounds are sharp, undiminished by passing cars.



It’s a blue sky day, and feels like spring. Sun bathes the ‘Flat’ down below, and I see a few cars 
on the Main Road. I’m not going that far today.

There are no people. Well, there are people, slinking along roads in singles or pairs, anonymous 
behind their masks. Then the realisation hits me. I’ve forgotten my mask! I try not to make eye 
contact with anyone. “I’ve had both doses. I’m safe,” I want to yell, but of course, that doesn’t 
excuse me. It might not even be true because the vaccine is not one hundred per cent effective.

A runner passes me and I see his eyes above his mask, but I can’t tell if he is scowling at me or 
not. If there is a hint of tight eyes, it’s probably because of exertion. I don’t have to wear a mask 
outside.

“Skreeeeeeeeeeee!” It’s not close but somewhere, someone is using a power tool. Its mating call 
is answered from somewhere further away. I sympathise with those who live next door to one of 
these DIY enthusiasts, but at least the DIYers are achieving something in lockdown. Someone starts 
using a hammer, which adds an extra note to the noise. Even these sounds merely draw attention to 
the lack of background noise. I hear the echoes of the hammer blows! The wind in the bushes ebbs 
and flows like the sea, particularly in the big Norfolk Pine.

The dog and I head home, with me avoiding all the others getting their ‘essential exercise’, and 
him trying to make friends with everyone that we meet. Leave it, dog! There’s a pandemic.

“How are we going to shop? We’d better get as much in as we can.”
The last time we shopped, we went for an online shop. This time we opt for visiting the shop in 

person. I will go into the shop alone as they won’t let two of us in at the same time.
I have remembered my mask this time and there is no queue. A guy at the door waves me 

through, into an almost empty store. One guy is looking at the fruit, but fortunately I don’t need any
fruit. I wait for a woman to choose some vegetables and swoop in to pick up some broccoli and 
potatoes. I remind myself not to touch anything else.

I move around the store avoiding other people. Sometimes someone will stop and change 
direction. They’ve detected that their path through the store will cross with someone else’s. 
Everyone has a repulsion field that prevents others from getting too close. They peer at the shelves 
over their masks, and I wondered whether they are smiling or frowning behind the cloth barriers. I 
complete my shopping and approach the checkout desks, heading for a station that is empty.

I often come here, so I nod to the cashier. She scans my shopping items. Beep! Beep! Beep! 
Beep! I start to pack the items into my bags. Apparently this is wrong, and the supervisor comes 
over. I should have put my shopping back into the trolley, and packed it up at some tables well away
from the checkout position. I think that this is new, since I don’t remember it from the first 
lockdown. I pay and leave the checkout and the cashier wipes the area that I might have touched. As
I cross the car park I notice that there is now a queue which goes right around the corner. Good 
timing!

We come home and put the shopping away. Everything seems normal. It’s a normal afternoon 
until we switch on the TV where they are announcing the latest case numbers and locations of 
interest. We listen for a while and then switch off. We’ll catch it all again, but summarised, at news 
time.

It’s Tuesday, I remind myself again. It’s a cliché to say that the days all seem the same and that it 
could any day of the week, but it is also true. The original shock and tension of the first lockdown 
have passed and in this lockdown things are calmer. The things that we can’t do, the things that we 
can and should do, and the daily doses of news about the pandemic are now usual, normal, and a 
little soporific.



I read that IMDB has a page for the ‘1 PM Daily Update’, starring Jacinda Adhern and Dr 
Ashley Bloomfield. Apparently we are now in Season 3. I make a note to have a look.

It’s surprisingly restful in lockdown, but I’m not trapped in a small house with babies, toddlers, 
school age kids, and teenagers. From another point of view, they are not trapped in a small house 
with a pair of grumpy old buggers, I suppose. It’s as if every afternoon is Sunday afternoon, and 
everyone is in a state of ennui, like the girl in the painting of the same name by Walter Richard 
Sickert. It’s a pause, a lacuna in the swift pace of modern life. Things will pick up again, sometime.
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