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			Lockdown Diary

		

	
		
			‘Stop looking for the meaning of life, you won’t find it.

			Existing is enough.’

			—Unknown

		

	
		
			Introduction

			My name is Callum. I live near Edinburgh, Scotland. I wanted to share my personal diary with the world during the COVID-19 pandemic and lockdown period. I have always kept sorts of diaries throughout my life. 

			I believe it is extremely helpful for my mental health, as I write about my general worries and frustrations in life. My ‘Lockdown Diary’ begins at the start of March 2020. I write in great detail of my innermost thoughts and feelings surrounding the lockdown and of the state of my mental health throughout the COVID-19 pandemic. I’ve always had a fascination with writing in diaries, as it helps me get things off my chest and usually feel a sigh of relief to get my raw thoughts and feelings into words. I’ve kept many different kinds of diaries in the past and I feel good to read back and reflect on them. 

			When I originally started writing this, I had no intentions to share it with the world. It is, in fact, an extraction from my personal diary, that I have kept for many years. I felt it was important to share my personal experiences battling with depression and anxiety during lockdown period and how I eventually overcame the initial weeks of lockdown. 

			I had hopes that, by sharing my experience and how I overcame my struggles, I could potentially help someone and prove that they are not alone. At times I felt so alone and writing was the only thing I could do. I believe it saved my life. 2020 has been such an awful year for many around the world. This is my collection of events. From my father’s many trips to hospital, to my worries involving friendships and work, to my latest crush. 

		

	
		
			March 2020

			1 March 2020

			It feels like years since I last wrote anything in my diary, but it has only been about 5 months. I’m not ready to read back what I’ve written previously. I came to the conclusion that those things happened, and I can’t change the way I felt at the time. Diaries aren’t supposed to be erased. Future me might enjoy reading them.

			Originally, when I started writing in this current diary, I wanted to create a space for me to vent my frustrations and to help me deal with the issues I have. I wrote whenever I felt angry, upset, depressed, so many horrible thoughts. But I don’t want this diary to be filled with too many negative feelings. I would like to record some happy memories. I set myself a target to write on the first day of every month. So, by writing once a month, regardless of my feelings, I can hopefully capture a true reflection of my life for ‘me of the future’ to read.

			At the end of October, last year, I felt that I had hit rock bottom and was extremely unhappy with where my life was. I came to the realisation that nothing was going to get handed to me on a silver platter. My life wasn’t going to improve if I wasn’t willing to make changes myself. I applied for a few jobs online and had a few interviews. Then I got myself a new job!

			I received quite a large paycheck and decided to ask my friend Rachel if she would like a few days in Europe. We had always talked about it. I didn’t want it to be just fantasies, so I told her we should book it even though we hadn’t saved up. We visited Amsterdam in November for a few days, and it was so good! It was my second time there – I had been there with Erin the previous year. The weather wasn’t as great this time, but we still enjoyed ourselves! We visited many museums and cafes and enjoyed the boat rides. We also met with one of her online friends. We came back on Wednesday night (flights were delayed by 2 hours), and I had a job interview the next day, around midday. I had not prepared as much as I should have, and the interview was a total disaster! The second I walked in, I spilled the water that was on the table, I was awkwardly apologetic, I stuttered a few times, and, if I’m honest, I didn’t know exactly what the job was for. I don’t think I’m very good with job interviews. I think I was still a little affected by Amsterdam… But, in the end, it was still good experience for me. It was the first interview I had in many years. Erin also sometimes worked in the same building where my interview was, so she asked to meet me to talk about how it had gone. It was then the moment she told me that her place of work was hiring. It was just a temporary position, but they had a few posts available.

			I spent the next week or so working on my application form and trying my best to perfect it, asking various friends for their input. I was so determined to get this job. I had put so much energy into my application. Then I received a phone call on Christmas Eve offering me the position. I was so happy! The end of working in retail was in sight. The last few months of my job had been a nightmare. I hated the hours, and I was expected to do the work of multiple people for too long. It was extremely unhealthy and certainly didn’t help my mental state.

			New job

			I’ve already worked at my new job for 6 weeks now. Working in IT is very different compared to working in retail and it had taken me a little while to adjust. My first week I was a little bit nervous and was buddied up with someone. This person was very good at telling me about the job and made me feel quite relaxed. Usually I find it very hard to fit in, now I feel like I’m a proper part of the team. There’s about 10-12 of us. There’s nobody that I don’t like but I already have my favourite people. Coming out as gay was quite a relief as well, as I never tried to hide it but never really spoke about myself as much as I would have liked. They all accept me (I hope). There were three other people that started at the same time as me. One has already left. One person started three weeks later, and another person starts tomorrow. A few that were on the team (including my first-week-buddy) moved on to different jobs.

			My sister got married

			My sister has been going out with this guy for three years or so, and they got married. At first, I didn’t have much interest. I was too depressed to be excited for the wedding. But as the date came closer, I forced myself to make an effort. I invested in a new suit and was looking forward to seeing my family. We are quite distant but in recent weeks I feel our involvement has improved.

			The wedding ceremony was a humanist ceremony. There was no mention of God as, although I was baptised and would say I’m Christian, we never go to church. I really enjoyed the ceremony. There were many Scottish traditions involved such as tying the knot (literally) and drinking from the same cup, the Quaich, a two-handled loving cup. It is an ancient Scottish tradition that seals the bond of two people and marks the blending of two families. It symbolises the love and trust implied by the bond, as the new couple shares the first drink of their marriage together.

			My sister’s husband is English, and I think he wishes he was Scottish. He loves Scotland. I like him, he’s a little older than my sister but they are great together.

			I really enjoyed dancing in the ceilidh, another Scottish tradition. Mum forced me to dance to ‘The Gay Gordon’s’ as I was trying to hide. I was so glad I got as involved as I did. I also reminded my sister to speak to the family, as we did a walk around the tables together and chatting to everyone. I personally didn’t get very many photos on my camera, but I managed to get myself in a photo with my sister and parents. That’s all I really needed. I’ve yet to see the photos that the photographers took. But I’ll hopefully get to see them soon.

			I have a nephew

			My sister was six months pregnant at her wedding. She gave birth less than a week ago. My parents and I went to visit the married couple and my nephew the day after he was born. I was so nervous about meeting him. My mum was the first to hold him. I was next. I was paranoid fearing I was going to break him. He wasn’t even 24 hours old and yet I was going to hold him. I got myself comfortable and asked my brother-in-law to make sure he was comfortable in my arms. I thought to myself he was a lot heavier than I had imaged. But then I’ve never actually seen a baby in real life that was so young. He was so warm and looked so comfortable. He was awake, although his eyes were closed. His arms were moving as if he was trying to swim. He looked very relaxed.

			My sister was taken into the hospital on Friday night last week and she didn’t give birth until Wednesday night. When I received the photo over Facebook, I must admit that I shed a tear. I was so happy that they were both healthy, as I tend to worry and overthink about things sometimes. Next Saturday they will be visiting and I’m looking forward to it. I can’t wait until my nephew is older so I can start buying him video games and stuff. I hope he likes video games.

			Andy

			Some time in October, when I was quite depressed and needed a good friend, I decided to reconnect with Andy, an ex from 3 years ago. I met him after work one night. We met in our usual spot where we used to meet when we worked together – or when we were breaking up the place we used to argue a lot, at the back of the car park in the place of retail we both worked. The first meet up went very well. We spoke a lot about our current situations. I could feel that our friendship was coming back fast. So many sparks that we had were being reignited. Andy and I had met many times over October and November. I really enjoyed spending time with him. Sitting in his car or in my bedroom playing video games. It felt really good! Then, one night, I felt as if we were slipping back into our relationship ways, I realised that I wasn’t attracted to him in the same way. I had no intentions of getting back together with him. I just wanted a friend. I wanted to reminisce and talk about the better times we had. He expressed his feelings towards his boyfriend, saying that he didn’t see a future with him. That he was going to break up with him after Christmas. It felt like the usual cycle from when we first broke up. Of course, three months later, they are still together. Unfortunately, our friendship didn’t last very long. His new boyfriend wasn’t very happy that we were spending time together, so we decided just to leave it. Quite upsetting, but I need to leave those feelings in the past.

			Daniel

			So, I realised that Daniel was quite a big part of my previous entries. He was very important to me. I wish things were different. I hadn’t seen him for months. However, we met up one night two weeks ago. We just sat in my car for 2-3 hours and talked about life. After everything that happened, I still felt relaxed around him. He opened up about his depression and how he had stopped taking recreational drugs. I’m glad. We occasionally chat online. I just hope we can hang out again soon. I still really like him. But I’m unsure if our friendship will continue.

			Erin

			Erin and I are now working together. That’s quite a big change. At one point, she had joked about having a 14-day real-life streak of seeing each other. We still go to the pub most weekends, although we’ve stopped doing as much during the week, as I’m usually too tired to do anything. I have no idea how she used to do it. Four weeks into my new job and we finally got to work together, just the two of us. I was driving the work van and she was playing music we both liked, and she was singing and dancing away. It was a very enjoyable shift! Although there is something that I feel is creating a little bit of tension between us. We both like the same boy.

			Ben

			Okay. So there’s a new boy that started at my work. He started on my 4th week. He’s really quiet. Nobody really knows much about him. I feel like he’s opened up a bit in the few weeks he’s been there. I get the impression he is quite an anxious person. I really like him. This guy is just beautiful and makes me happy to be around.

			On his first week, we would sit in the back of the van next to each other. We sat in silence. It didn’t feel like an awkward silence though, everybody else would be chatting to each other, and we would just be listening. During his first week, there were four of us sitting at the lunch table, and the canteen at this place isn’t the best. He got soup. That’s about all they had to be honest. I brought my lunch with me. I felt as if he was a little disappointed in the choices.

			The next day I also brought my lunch, but we were at the same place, so I pretended I never had any food with me. I asked if he wanted to visit the high street, where there were many choices. He chose to go to Subway, my favourite sandwich place, so we took the short walk. We made some small talk and I discovered more about him, such as his age, and he liked wearing the work uniform. He’s four and a half years younger than me.

			The following week we had a bigger group for lunch at a different location. He was eating a spicy Korean noodle pot. There was an older man at our table that is moving on soon to his new job and I was telling him that my ex works at that place. I used the word ‘he’ and ‘him’, which was my way of coming out casually to my team. It felt good. After lunch, Ben was in another room by himself spinning on an office chair so I decided to sit down and spin on another chair and ask how his day has been because we hadn’t been working together that day.

			Erin and Ben

			One thing is bothering me. I told Erin that I thought Ben was good looking. She sent me a message telling me that he wasn’t gay because he asked what star sign she was. And that he must fancy her. I felt a little heartbroken. I mean, he’s probably not gay. But I know that we both fancy him. Why do I feel unable to talk about my feelings?

			But apart from that situation, I feel as if I’ve made some fantastic mental health progress in the last five months. I know this has been quite a long entry, and I hope that there will be many more entries to come!

			Thanks, Diary, for being there for me.

		

	
		
			Ben

			8 March 2020

			I realise that I said I was only going to write once a month. But I need to write right now. I’ve had an extremely difficult week at work, and I can’t cope. I’m not ready to write about what has happened so I want to write a little more about my latest crush, Ben. Things between Ben and I have developed quite a bit since my last entry. I want to start by talking about Monday. It was such a good day at work. The best day.

			Ben and I were sitting together in the morning, as I was showing him how to use some things on his computer. Our manager walked in and told us to go the other location because someone had called in sick, so they needed people to be there. I was so happy. We got to spend all day working together. I asked him what he had for lunch and he told me he was a bit annoyed that he brought leftovers that required a microwave but there was no microwave at this location. I told him I could take the work van to the nearby bakery at lunch if he wanted. He seemed happy enough. I also offered him one of my cereal bars for our morning break. I feel like we had so much banter. I asked him what time he wanted to finish (as we work with flexi-time, sometimes we can build up the minutes and take it back another day). He said he wanted to make as much time as possible as there was plenty of work to get done.

			Since the vehicle I was driving only had one radio channel and it was the sport channel, I suggested he played music on his phone. His music taste was quite surprising. He played music I liked, and told me that if I wanted to skip it, I could just tell him. He was surprised I never wanted to skip any song. When we got back to our base where we started in the morning, everybody else had left. We decided to leave at 4:40 pm and we walked out the building together. It felt nice. It was the best day I had at work.

			Something terrible happened with my father later that night. But I don’t want to talk about that just yet. I still dragged myself into work as I wanted to be surrounded by people. I will write about that in the next entry when I can find the strength.

			Tuesday morning, I cried at work. Erin came outside with me for a cigarette, but I just didn’t want to be there. But I didn’t want to be alone. Wednesday and Thursday are a complete blur, and I was a zombie. Friday was our works night out. It had been planned for a few weeks. I say night out, we finished at 2 pm and headed to the pub. Later at the pub Ben went to the bathroom to get changed. When he came out, I think my jaw dropped to the floor. He was STUNNING! I’d never seen him in casual clothes before and he was wearing a black baseball cap. I ordered myself some food and Ben’s face lit up at what I ordered. Halloumi fries. I asked if he wanted one and he was quite hesitant. He counted that I had eight and he didn’t want to take my food from me. I told him that I didn’t mind so he took the smallest one off my plate.

			Early in the evening, I asked about shots. Ben was up for it, but nobody else was. So I decided to wait a little bit. We got chatting about our niche interests and realised we had more in common than we first though. He opened up about his social anxiety and I listened to him. I told him a little about my anxiety as well. Erin decided to swap seats with someone, so she was sitting closer to him. I got extremely jealous. I didn’t like her flirting with him. Fast forward a few hours, and most of the guys had gone home. Erin, Ben, two others and myself remained. I had gone to the bathroom and when I came back Erin was sitting next to him, and I was worried. I made eye contact with him, and I think he knew I looked a little upset. I mouthed the words ‘do you want to come outside?’ He followed me outside.

			I lit up a cigarette. I stuttered and finally asked him if he fancied Erin. He told me he did, a little bit. I spat the words out that I liked him too and that I wasn’t sure if he had noticed. He told me he had guessed. Then he admitted that he wasn’t 100% straight. But then told me that he didn’t want anything to happen with me or Erin because we had to work together. That made me a little sad. I told him how shit my week had been and that I had so much on my mind about my father. I cried. He listened to me. I lit another cigarette and he told me that he had to get his bus home. I put my arms around him for a hug. I told him I wanted to kiss him. Even though he told me he just wanted to be friends as we had to work together. I kissed him on the cheek, and he kissed me back on my other cheek. His hug was so strong and made me feel so good. He was going to give me my hat back before he left but I told him to keep it. I didn’t want his head to get cold. He can give me it back on Monday at work. He texted me shortly after to tell me he had left his backpack in the pub and I told him I’d bring it to work on Monday for him.

			Erin and I got a taxi home with another work colleague and I was the first to get out. We argued quite a bit. I feel as if she doesn’t want me to be happy. It’s a rare occurrence that I like someone as much as I like Ben. I got home at 1 am and crashed out in bed. I think I really like Ben. I wonder if things will develop further. He’s bisexual so I could potentially have a chance with him. He did tell me he didn’t want anything because we have to work together. I do agree with that, but my sister met her husband through work so I’m unsure. I feel like I can be myself around him.

			Until next time.

		

	
		
			My Father

			20 March 2020

			This is a post that I’ve been trying to put off. I feel that if I write it, it’ll just make it too real. But I can’t avoid it. I need to face reality at some point. I’m on my lunch break at work, sitting in a room by myself because I’m not hungry.

			Monday, just over two weeks ago, was a day just like any other. I had been at work all day. Came home. Went out with a friend in the evening. I arrived home just after 10 pm and mum had fallen asleep on the couch. I thought that was a little strange as we’re a family of routine, and she would usually be in her bed before 10 pm and dad would be watching Netflix. I woke her up and she told me that dad had gone to the bathroom. She didn’t realise what time it was. She went upstairs and we discovered that dad was in the bathroom being sick. We thought nothing of it to begin with. But then mum told me he had been in there for a few hours. He sounded as if he was in pain. Again, we didn’t think much of it. He said he was okay. So I asked if I could go for a shower (we have our toilet room and shower room separate, but you still can’t flush or use taps without affecting the water temperature or pressure from the shower).I had my shower, went for a cigarette and put my bedroom light off so I could sleep. By this point it was around 11:30 pm. Dad was still in the bathroom. I asked if he was okay and he said in a quiet and weak voice ‘no’. I had to run and get mum. She opened the door, and he was on the floor. Unable to move. Couldn’t speak very well. I told mum to call an ambulance!

			I remember getting slightly annoyed as mum sounded too calm on the phone. The emergency services told us to call NHS24 or call back in an hour if things didn’t get better. I wish I had called the ambulance, they might have come if they heard a bit of panic in my voice. We called the ambulance about 20 minutes later to say things had worsened. But we were told that someone would be in touch with us. Mum decided it was best we drive him to the hospital, which is about a 15-minute drive. So I started the car up to defrost and clear the windows. My mum carried my dad into the back of the car. She wanted to drive as well. I think she was trying to lighten the weight of me because I was in a panic.

			It seemed like forever in the car. We got to the hospital. My mum carried dad inside as I parked the car up. As soon as I parked up, I went into the A&E, we were seen within seconds. I was still so unsure as to what was going on. I remember standing in the small room as he was getting his blood pressure taken. And then they decided to take him up to one of the wards. I tried so hard to keep it together. I didn’t want to show any emotion. I couldn’t even if I tried. We must have spent a few hours in the ward. People looked really sick and when I looked at my dad, he was one of them. He looked in such bad shape. No colour to him. He was unable to lie in the bed properly as he was in too much pain. They had attached a tube to his arm to give him painkillers. He was on morphine. When they asked the question if he was a smoker... my heart sank a little bit. My dad is in his early 70’s. When they told us he would be staying the night, my mum told me I could just go home if I liked. That she would get a taxi home. As emotionless as possible I said ‘sure’. I took the car keys and left the hospital.

			As I walked out past the waiting area where we walked in, full of drunk people and people with not very serious injuries, I burst into tears. I cried a lot. I was alone now, so I was able to cry. I got into the car and cried some more. I felt so lost. Today was a normal day but the last few hours had just turned everything on its side.I tried my best to drive home. I sparked up a cigarette even though I’m not supposed to smoke in the car because it’s my dad’s car. I had to make a small stop on the way so I could gather myself together.

			Eventually I got home. Pulled into the driveway and text my sister’s husband to say if they were awake. I didn’t want to call her directly because she had just given birth less than a week beforehand. They were both awake. I told him I was going to call in 2 minutes. I got myself in the house and realised everything was still on. It was as if my parents were still home. TV was on, lights were on, everything was where it was left. I called my sister’s husband and I couldn’t even get my words out. I cried. I eventually got it out that dad had been taken into hospital. They told me that they would be home before 8am. I don’t even know what time it was when I called.

			I sat on my bed and just thought about things. I can’t even remember what I was thinking about. I felt so useless. I felt so alone. I didn’t know what to do. But at some point I must have fallen asleep. I think I was only asleep for a few minutes. Because it was early in the morning when I awoke. I heard someone downstairs. I didn’t have the strength inside me to go see my mum.

			Later I heard my sister come home. She cried at the front door and all I could hear was her saying in a fit of tears ‘Where’s Dad? Then I heard the cries of my nephew. I waited for a bit to calm down before I went downstairs. I was emotionally drained. Mum, my sister, her husband and my nephew were all in the room. I was going out the back for a cigarette when my brother-in-law joined me. There wasn’t much conversation to be had. I wasn’t in the mood. I told everyone that I had to get to sleep because I wanted to go to work tomorrow. I wanted to keep things as normal as possible. I didn’t have very much sleep. I estimate around 20-30 minutes in total. Luckily, I had already showered the night before so there was no need in the morning.
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