
The Lockdown Letters 1.  Exercise or “Borisize!” 
 
So here I am writing a missive on what life is like in lockdown, and to be more 
precise writing it  on Sunday morning 29th March when the clocks went forward so 
we lost an hours sleep and will gain it in lovely spring evenings perfect for that 
little walk and a chat to neighbours or invite someone around for a drink in the 
garden just coming awash in spring flowers …. Except that’s all in my head as we 
are now a full week into a near total lockdown that will eliminate most of the 
above. 
 
Well the garden will still be there and in better condition than it has for years as 
Mary has spent time and energy clearing and weeding and cutting and planning 
and planting, with new areas designated for our favourite vegetables and old 
ornamental plants that have had their day (“I never liked this one” – Mary) being 
dug up to make way for new more practical planting. 
 
For me who can’t tell weeds from wisteria, this is all academic. I mow the lawns, 
dig up the old ornamental plants no longer in favour but that’s it’s. However I do 
like the garden to sit in, to listen to the birds I recognise from Joyce’s Birdwatch 
articles, as well as the gentle sound of the water from our fountains, and quietly 
read a book under the rays of the Spring sunshine. 
 
And almost the only positive from the start of the lockdown has been sunshine 
which has been wall to wall for days allowing us out in the garden – until today 
Sunday 29th when it is both cloudy and cold with a bitter east wind…. hence I am 
indoors on the computer writing this rather than out there enjoying nature. 
 
It makes me realise just how lucky people are to have a garden, no matter what 
size, and how much more difficult it must all be to be locked down in a flat, no 
matter how big, without any outdoor space at all. 
 
We are of course allowed out for our one daily session of exercise, Boris’s Benefit 
of Exercise Time or “Borisize” as I have come to call it, when I am allowed to 
leave the house and walk out through and around our village, which being in 
glorious countryside is again a real blessing. 
 
However, it’s been so wet this year that the ground has been soaked so field 
walking has been in Wellingtons only, and with my back condition that’s not me. 
So right up to lockdown I was walking the village roads, still nice but looking at the 
countryside rather than in it. But as the landscape started to dry and the sun 
shone I have managed to walk footpaths and bridle ways trying to achieve that 
meaningless target of 10,000 steps a day to keep myself fit, but in truth to 
commune with nature and let the current stress and anxiety gradually slip away. 
 
And it’s been interesting on those walks as the week or so of lockdown has 
progressed. Each day I have seen less and less people as I walk the village and 



the people walking have increasingly observed the two metre or more rule 
automatically changing sides of road or path to walk on to avoid each other. There 
is still the hearty greeting of “Morning what a nice day”, but that is all - we all keep 
walking. Well that’s almost the case except for one young male teenager I met 
reluctantly walking a field, looking at his phone whilst the family dog runs around 
him enjoying the freedom and clearly wanting his attention which it stands no 
chance of getting compared to his social media. I feel he may well be texting 
friends with “What you doing? - I’m walking the bl***y dog. Well at least I’m out of 
the house and from me mum telling me to wash my hands every five minutes…. 
and to think I hated school!” 
 
Still each to his own; his phone and social media is keeping him in touch when 
he’s nothing else to do. 
 
The other joy of the walks is a lack of cars on the village roads and the noise they 
make permeating the entire landscape.  That’s not quite true; there have been two 
occasions the quiet has been disturbed. The first was on the previous Sunday 
afternoon before lockdown really started. We were in the garden and the noise of 
loud motorbikes in the distance seemed to be a constant background noise to the 
point where I thought they must have a motorcycle event at the local track on 
Darley Moor, but I knew of course that was unlikely to be the case.  
 
The mystery was solved when I saw the evening news item about Matlock Bath 
and all those motorbikes invading it as if it was a Bank Holiday Sunday afternoon. 
It was all those bikes returning home that we heard on the A515 that afternoon. 
The irony is, as we know from previous experience, most of those bikers are not 
young kids but middle aged, middle class couples (the only ones who can afford 
the luxury of a big bike) who should know better.   
 
The other instance was on the Thursday after lockdown and essential travel only, 
when my daily “Borisize” was used to take the Parish magazine, digitally encoded 
on a small USB stick, up to Jill Studholme to load up on the Church website. Jill 
lives up on The Cliffs above the village with amazing views across to Mapleton 
and Ashbourne and the only way to get there involves walking up the A52 Leek 
Road.  I set off mid-morning and at the start of the walk up Gallowstree Lane I was 
on my own with no walkers and only one post office van about his important 
duties. Upper Mayfield had a couple of people in front gardens enjoying the sun 
“Hello, lovely day for it ...“It certainly is” (keep walking) and then I joined the A52.  
 
Within seconds there was a car coming down the hill toward me followed by 
another and a few seconds after that yet another. In a five minute walk up to Jill’s 
turning I counted just four vehicle going up the hill  a milk tanker, two lorries and a 
small van, but coming down going into Ashbourne, three lorries, four vans, a 
tractor (wave to driver who waves back) and over 15 cars!  On that road, 
lockdown didn’t appear to be in place but in reality it showed the real problem of 
living in such a rural area.  All those cars were making the essential shopping trip 
down into Ashbourne from smaller hamlets and isolated locations with no village 



shop or services. Their only alternative would be to drive even further north to 
Leek. A few drivers smiled at the idiot walking up a main road but most grimly held 
onto the steering wheel determined to get through the imagined ordeal that 
awaited them when they finally got to the supermarket. 
 
However that has been the only two times in a whole week when engine noise 
has disturbed the landscape.  Most days my single walk has actually been a 
surprisingly joyful occasion, enjoying the blossoming spring flowers and the sheep 
(and occasion lamb) in the fields and indulging in long distance conversations 
(well over two metres apart) with people I know as we both get our exercise in.  
 
In fact the most people I met (5 couples and a horse rider) was on the longest 
walk, down to Toad Hole Bridge in the river valley on the way to Clifton and 
Snelston. I have done the walk two times in the period since lockdown and the 
first in beautiful spring sunshine was where I met most people, all with the same 
thing in mind. The fields are big enough that passing is easy but the bridge itself is 
narrow and well below the two metre rule. 
 
In that case people waited until the people ahead of them stopped, had a rest and 
a look and moved on.  When I got to the bridge, the farthest I was going to walk 
and so about to turn around, a couple were walking up across the field. I had my 
river view, played Pooh sticks which I always did with the girls, when they were 
small (now 33 and 31) and indicated I would move off to let them come on. They 
stood back, I opened the gate with my elbow, walked to one side and they caught 
the gate with a well-placed knee seamlessly completing the operation. I walked 
back along the riverbank whilst they also played pooh sticks and waved me a 
thank you. In the depths of a national emergency it was a small life affirming event 
that showed that people are fundamentally good. 
 
And such little gestures of kindness and goodwill were everywhere on my 
“Borisize” walks. Just yesterday, on a clear warm day, as I walked along Piccadilly 
Lane I saw two church members Jean and Diana all wrapped up for the elements 
sitting outside Jean’s house at either end of a long bench just chatting and 
catching up. Both waved, we exchanged a few words and I moved on knowing 
that the world still works and can be a good place whatever conditions we face. 
 
May your lockdown be as stress free as possible and if the weather is good 
enough, do aim for your daily “Borisize”. You will be amazed how happy you will 
feel when you complete it.  Stay safe in difficult times.    Stephen Dunn     


