
We’re a doctor and a nurse (yuck, cliché much?) and this is our lockdown story.  I’d love to subvert 

gender stereotypes by revealing the doctor in the relationship to be a woman and the nurse vice 

versa but, alas, this is a boringly traditional pairing.   

Having moved into our new home together, and the first home either of us has ever bought, just 

before the start of the pandemic, we found ourselves with a nice, cozy place of our own but little 

chance to celebrate outwardly and entertain loved ones.  Our creative juices were in full flow as the 

move coincided with our binge-watching the entirety of Escape to the Chateau and fantasising about 

being slightly less useless at DIY so we can turn our little three-bed into Le Chateau de Amy et 

Mahmood.  

As the pandemic gripped the world’s media, we both began to feel a creeping sense of dread at 

what was to come.  What will happen next? What kinds of awful things will we witness during our 

working days in the hospital?  Will we survive this imposing claustrophobia in unfamiliar 

surroundings, with only four walls and each other for comfort?  This was the initial undercurrent 

during our day-to-day lives in the early weeks of lockdown.   

As the weeks turned into months, we found that it wasn’t all doom and gloom.  When life gives you 

lemons you make lemonade after all, right?  We found that, without all the usual outside 

distractions, we had more time to talk, to think.  Amy rediscovered her passion for baking, much to 

Mahmood’s delight and his waistline’s dismay.  What we lacked in straight-out-of-the-box 

decorations, we made up for in handmade, crocheted trinkets dotted around Amy’s special ‘Crochet 

Room’.  You could say she was channeling her inner Angela.  Mahmood, on the other hand, had no 

inner Strawbridge to discover.  He did manage to paint a wall or two (and parts of the carpet). 

As spring wore on, it had become abundantly clear to us that a life of freshly baked cakes and a G&T 

or two in the garden, with a novel, was going to take its toll.  For the first time (probably) in both our 

lives, we took up frequent jogging.  The portion sizes got smaller and the runs became longer.  By 

April we both felt the fittest we had ever felt, and closer to each other than ever.  They are only little 

things, like appreciating a picnic in the garden, or helping each other over the finish line on a hot 

morning’s jog, but they have been so healing for our bodies and souls.  

Thankfully, the world seems slowly to be getting back to normal again.  There are things we certainly 

don’t want to take for granted again, like seeing loved ones in person, enjoying a trip to the pub or 

the cinema. But there are things we hope will never return completely as they were.  We have found 

the joy of being able to slow down, take a breath and appreciate the simple things.  



 


