
My Lockdown Diary 

 

Dear Diary,  

                                                                          

                   Having no school was a dream, 

no homework, no school, no waking up 

early in the morning and overall no problems in 

my life. I would wake up to a snug bed at 12pm 

with a stress free mind, not having to worry 

about the world outside my home, well, more 

specifically, school. I was able to spend the day as 

I wanted to; I could play for hours and hours 

until my eyelids became heavy and I was unable 

to hold back my sleep. The fun of having time 

and spending it with my family enlightened me. 

I felt like I was on a separate planet detached 

from Earth, everything felt so odd and peculiar, 

it was all something I would never imagine to 

experience. It felt too good to be true. 

 

Sitting under the Sun where I’d get burnt by 

the scorching grass, I thought this would be 

my little content chapter where I would have 

my own life with nothing to leave behind. 

Spring passed and the cherry blossoms faded, 

‘Summer 2020’ had finally arrived, my life was 

still as merry yet new restrictions had been 

placed preventing me from going to my favourite 

shops or to the beach like I would every summer. 



Laughter was overcome by arguments between my 

siblings as we got sick of being stuck with each 

other 24 hours a day. ‘Was my care-free, gleeful 

ending vanishing?’ I questioned myself. 

2020 was over and my content chapter had 

ended. I’m running out of ways to cope with the 

stress and boredom. I wondered how a small tiny 

little virus affected us so much; nobody expected 

that lockdown would go from being an excuse to 

miss school to a controlling demon which held 

me back from enjoying my life. Lockdown started 

off as a week and became a month, then 6 

months and now it’s almost a year since I’ve been 

able to see, talk and socialise with my friends 

and family without constantly being concerned 

about washing my hands, using 

sanitizers or wearing my mask properly.  

 

Each day, I wake up to crawl out of bed and join 

my meeting - I’m only 10 years old, why am I 

having meetings?!  

 

Going to the supermarket could never be 

worse; you’d have to queue up, for what 

could be almost half an hour just to buy a 

loaf of bread. Supermarket shelves were almost 

empty, pasta, rice, toilet tissues were nowhere to 

be found, maybe you could find a pack of Uncle 

Ben’s readymade rice at the back of the shelf, but 



it would be out of date. Though stepping into a 

supermarket felt like stepping into a crime scene, 

social-distancing signs, black and yellow tape 

and reminders to wear masks were in every 

corner. 

It was no longer balmy, tropical days and I had 

to come to the point my loneliness made me 

become friends with a snowman. Physical touch 

was no longer a thing, all I longed to do was to 

run in a field on a spring day with all my loved 

ones and at least be able to embrace them 

without the barrier of the demon between us. The 

question was no longer ‘Was my care-free, gleeful 

ending vanishing?’ but ‘When will it be 

over?’ 

 

Naziha, Yr6 Eagles 

 


