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Editorial

First and foremost, we would like to express our gratitude towards those who made submissions 
be they articles, poems or pictures. Your submissions have provided us all with a great insight 
into how your experiences of the Covid-19 lockdown varied. Despite us all being put in a similar 
position, the submissions allow us to compare and contrast our responses to the quarantine 
imposed on us on March 23rd 2020. Each piece of prose submitted, as well as the photos 
accompanying them, act as a historical document encapsulating the stark change we went 
through as an Olavian community, and our reactions to it. The submissions detail shifts in 
lifestyle, both in our physical and mental approach to both education and ordinary life. Using 
these articles and poems to capture this change will allow us to look back on them in the future 
and potentially even view them nostalgically in the years that come as the pandemic becomes 
(hopefully!) a distant memory.

We have collated a selection of articles, poetry, photography and artwork, in order to showcase 
the range of responses to the question “What has lockdown been like at St Olave’s?”. We feel the 
submissions selected cover the full breadth of reactions to lifestyle changes from the last few 
months and allow the reader to understand the similarities and differences between many 
peoples experiences. The articles show the talents of our budding writers, while the poetry 
captures the varying emotions that many have experienced during this time. Photography and 
artwork, especially of our work areas contrast greatly with the usual bustling school 
environment, showing how different learning has been in 2020. With a range of responses, from 
Year 7 to Year 11, from teachers and parents – this chronicle is a snapshot of what life has been 
like since lockdown began.

From editing and accepting contributions to the “Olavian Lockdown Chronicle”, one thing the 
editors and I have noticed is how many of us have shared similar experiences throughout 
lockdown. Whilst separated, many of us within the Olavian Community have felt anxious, about 
IPMs, exam results and insecurities at work, and against that we have also found many 
unexpected positives from developing better relationships with our families and partners to the 
freedom to find and explore new interests. These experiences are both unique and yet universal, 
as we all face similar trials and tribulations, but separately. Nonetheless, the Lockdown has 
provided us with a new sense of appreciation, for our families, for our friends and for the school 
community, who have supported each other through these difficult times. We have also left 
lockdown in a very different world than the one we entered in, through the increased 
development of technology keeping us connected, or the upheaval of social distancing and the 
changes to our working lives. Nonetheless, we have made it through, and the articles, poems and 
artwork are testament to that journey, and we hope will stand for future Olavians as a record of 
our experiences.

- Sheena Akende, Rishi Desai and Thomas Dietrich (Editors)
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Coronavirus. The invisible killer terrorizing the world right now. Everyone, from toddlers to old 
age people have heard about it, yet no one knows how to kill it. From scientist to barbers, all are 
just hoping this unfortunate situation will fly away like the brisk winds of the sea. Although, many 
people find these glum times might be filled with boredom, I decide to write about my remote 
schooling experience.
The first time I heard about the virus I thought that everyone was over-exaggerating and there 
was nothing to worry about, but the virus proved me wrong. People had understood that the 
virus was blood-thirsty, but not to the extent that it would stir a global pandemic. Ever since self-
isolation and remote schooling was introduced a word struck with me. “Wow”. One person’s 
mistake, somewhere in the world, has introduced a totally different way of living.
Initially, after hearing that United Kingdom will be continuing school at home my jaw dropped 
and I liked Boris Jonson for the first time. Thinking about staying at home and doing my 
schoolwork at any pace amazed me so much that it made me ponder if it was a dream; nothing I 
heard was translated into my mind as it should have, remote learning was like a vacation to 
wonderland. Unfortunately, my rather pleasant image of remote schooling had totally changed 
after day one; everything was so different.
I had work assigned every day to be completed with a very strict submission process. Ever since 
that I just thought the rest of remote schooling was going to be uneventful and filled with 
dullness. Once again, I was proved wrong. We were assigned many enjoyable tasks such as 
designing a light, making schooling as pleasant as possible.
Besides the pleasure of eating and going to the toilet anytime I wanted during remote work, we 
had a whole lot of other privileges. For instance, I felt freer and more energised after finishing 
my schoolwork. However, there are some parts of remote schooling I do not like. Usually, when I 
see and interact with my friends during school, I have a boost in freshness but now I must have a 
shower to get fresh.
Along with this, remote schooling has made me learn many skills that I would have not learned. 
For example, punctuality was never in my dictionary before remote school. I had never been so 
independent in my life before. Furthermore, lockdown had not changed my usual routine 
significantly which was a huge surprise for everyone that knows me, and I managed to block of 
any distraction from my family during the day.
In conclusion, I would say that lockdown is a once in a lifetime experience that I am 
unfortunately fortunate enough to be part. The skills that I have gained in the past few months 
were probably more than the ones from the whole of 2019. In 10 years, I time picture myself 
driving around Orpington with a lot of nostalgia, thinking back at these times. Although, most 
people are feeling sad about these times, I have had the highlight of my life by doing whatever I 
want, whenever I want.

Taran Pradeep - Year 7

Articles
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Lockdown has influenced me greatly – especially the part where we have to not meet our 
friends, go outside and do schoolwork digitally. We have to always sit in front of a computer and 
do the activities the teacher set online rather than sitting in front of a teacher and doing more 
cooperative work and getting immediate responses. Although lockdown has many 
disadvantages, on the other hand, it proves to have some positive things such as trying out 
activities you had never done before and spending more time with your family. There is also the 
advantage of planning your day as you would like.
Hobbies, such as running in the garden and programming, have been a huge success, thanks to 
the extra time at hand. Some websites such as Amazon has opened up a programming course 
which has given me a chance to hone my programming skills. I have tried to develop new 
hobbies such as tending the garden and cooking. (Picking up my mum’s secrets of cooking has by 
far been the best one - quite a handy skill when I go to Uni, eh!)
Lockdown has gradually become easier the longer it has been there because of the fact that it 

takes time for it to get into our daily lives. Lockdown has changed me as a student as I have 
become more focused now on myself rather than the schoolwork and homework to be 
completed. I found it easier to look into new talents and hobbies I never knew I really had.
The government I feel has done well to tackle education and schools during lockdown, 
immediately saying that you can do schools digitally although they were late in enforcing the 
lockdown.
I feel less tired during this new way of life as all of us are working from home and don’t have to 
take public transport to get back from school, so it is less arduous and requires less traveling too. 
Although this is quite a huge impact, I am adapting to the way of seeing my friends during this 
time period. Thanks to zoom calls and video chats, friends and relatives don’t seem distant 
anymore. I have never been so regularly in touch with my cousins and grandparents before!
Slowly but surely, we all are adapting to this new routine but the uncertainties at times worries 
me. Will we have a vaccine by September? Will I be able to have a Christmas like last year? So 
many unanswered questions.
We are all living through history, I feel!
The way I will remember this event is that I have inculcated a habit of writing a diary entry every 
day to keep as a memoir to these unprecedented times. Something I can share with my future 
generation!

Aarit Maheshwari - Year 7
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Lockdown’s weird. Of course, there are these huge differences, you’re off of school, and at the 
beginning it was like a ghost town, the roads only had a few lone cars going way past the speed 
limit, and the parks were empty, apart from people on walks, wearing face masks and gloves.

But the weirder thing – life feels oddly similar. I may have just got used to this. Going downstairs, 
completing schoolwork, possibly going on a walk, waiting to eat dinner and sleeping. But, 
actually going to school, going on public transport? It seems like an odd dream, almost alien.

Cont.
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Social distancing now, it's practically second nature. If you see somebody walking along a road, as 
far as 200 metres away, you plan your escape, whether you’re going to climb the side of a hill on 
the side of the road or cross it. You could take a different path on the road, maybe there's a 
bridge over the road, and you would walk over. At the start you had to make the conscious 
thought to get out of the way of people, but now you just do it.

Shopping has also changed hugely, If you see somebody down an aisle that you need something 
from, you stay as far away as possible, and never walk past them, and if the queue looks really 
long, Its probably only five people long, but they’re all standing two metres apart. And you can 
never use cash. At the beginning you had to buy things online, and before lockdown everyone 
was stocking up on beans and oddly toilet paper, but online shopping was fairly simple, the only 
issue being that you had to book your slot weeks in advance, so they had things in stock. And If 
every second item wasn’t replaced, I was amazed.

Another difference was that extended families produced rather odd ways to meet, mine had a 
game of taskmaster that a different member of the family would host weekly. But after a few 
weeks, many people just stopped, and we just spoke to each other like normal people.

Celebrations changed too though, weddings cancelled, baptisms suspended. And funerals 
changed drastically, my great uncle sadly lost his life to the virus, but only five people were 
allowed to attend the funeral, And seeing as he died of the virus, my parents and even his wife 
couldn’t go to see his body, and he was cremated in his hospital gown, his funeral with no 
singing, relatives watching on their TV via zoom, and those of us attending adorned with gloves 
and masks.

Louis Jossa - Year 8

The announcement of the start of lockdown for me was as shocking as it was nerve racking. 
There I was, packing my bag for a new day tomorrow, when it came on the news. Of course, it 
was expected, but I had just prayed for some miracle that this was just some horrendous 
nightmare and I would wake up in a world not riddled with disease and sadness. What now 
seems as a very pessimistic approach on the whole situation, was how I felt at that time, 
sadness, anxiety and anger enveloping me and plunging me into a deep dark place. Even today, I 
do not have the slightest clue why I felt like that, after all none of my family had contracted the 
virus, we were all safe, but I was insistent that this was a horrible situation and kept telling 
myself that. And for the first couple of weeks that is how I was, I used to grumble and groan, get 
upset at the smallest of things: now as I look at it, I must have been a pretty miserable person to 
be with! Luckily, my parents who managed to take every groan and moan with a smile and were 
happy throughout, did not plunge me into an even darker place.

In lockdown, I had a lot of spare time. With less homework, not many IPM’s, this spare time was 
getting wasted by watching YouTube, watching TV and playing a bit of XBOX. So, I decided why 
not use this time usefully and do something productive. I am not going to lie to you, at the start 
it was tough, I kept getting distracted and the goals I set myself felt unreal.

Cont.
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So, in the start of April, I had a goal which was to learn a musical piece from a movie which I had 
watched called Interstellar – those of you that have watched it know it has a hauntingly beautiful 
soundtrack. So, 30 minutes a day, I would try and learn bit by bit. One important lesson I took 
from this lockdown is motivation: Even if you have the skills, if you think you cannot do it, you 
will not do it, no matter how hard you try you will not succeed. So, I just looked at the music and 
started learning, not thinking about anything. After a week I could play the first part and the 
satisfaction I felt once I had learnt it was the best feeling I had felt in weeks. And just like magic 
those dark negative feelings started to slowly dissipate. Of course, there was still a long way to 
reach where I am today, but I was slowly progressing.
In the start of lockdown, I used to read a lot of news. There was nothing much I used to get from 
it, but I used to just keep reading every day, following everything the government said. I must 
say: it was not helpful at all, in fact it made everything even worse because I would be expecting 
something, and nothing happened. So, I stopped reading news and read much better books such 
as a wonderful book I read called ‘Noughts and Crosses’, which was very thought-provoking 
keeping my mind busy.

What was the next step? I have my mom to thank for this next part. Organising a Zoom call every 
week with my closest of friends made me miss them less as well as making those weekends 
much more cheerful. However, it wasn’t so cheerful whenever I lost in all the general 
knowledge Kahoots! And just like that I had something which I looked forward to every week 
making my weekends much more enjoyable.

Arguably the most important learning experience was after a piece of English homework where 
we were writing a story about people’s experience during lockdown. For this, we would have to 
research stories about people’s experience during lockdown and I had read such terrible stories. 
And it was that moment where I realised something very important. Thankfulness. There were 
people much worse off than me; people fighting for their jobs and people fighting for their lives. 
So even though it had been pretty miserable to not meet any friends, or not go to school or miss 
my cricket season, there were people who were much worse off than me, and I should be 
thankful that I still have food on the table or none of my family had contracted the disease.
So, what was the most important thing that should be taken from this reflection. Times will be 
very bad at times and you cannot control how those times are. And it is natural that you will feel 
anxious, sad or angry. But you control and you choose how you react to it. You can feel pity or 
sorrow, or you can be happy and thankful for the life you have been given.

Aaditya Nandwani - Year 9

The Lockdown. It’s an interesting change from daily life and it’s something that I’ve come to like 
over these past few weeks.
You find yourselves with bucketloads of extra time on your hands and an incredibly flexible 
schedule. You find that you aren’t so tired doing schoolwork anymore, thanks to waking up later 
than you’d normally would. You find that travel time to and from school is no longer an issue, 
saving dozens of extra hours for revising or relaxing. It’s a unique experience to be able to listen 
to music while simplifying equations, or to nibble on a snack while watching assigned videos first 
thing in the morning, but it’s an experience that I’ve come to really enjoy.

Cont.
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Yes, there are moments of boredom. Yes, there are times where I would want to do nothing but 
sink hours upon hours of time into something frankly useless. But there are also plenty of times 
where I could sink those hours onto something genuinely interesting, such as learning to juggle, 
handstand, or to solve a Rubik’s cube. With this much time on our hands, how much we enjoy 
the lockdown is limited only by our imagination.

Finally, there’s the side of the NHS that I want to discuss. It is extremely honourable how 
frontline workers risk their own lives to go out and save the lives of others. Their courage to 
endure through night after night of these dreadful cases deserves all the recognition that’s been 
given. Both my parents work as frontline workers, so I write this segment with a full appreciation 
and admiration of what they had to go through. It was sad how for a period of time when the 
lockdown started, I was isolated away from my parents for my own safety, missing out on all the 
familiar hugs and goodnight kisses. But it was this isolation which made me realise how much I 
missed all of it, and how much I had valued them so much before.

Brilliant work Mum and Dad, I love you very much.

Joshua Señoron - Year 10

When I joined the school in 2015, we were told that at the end of Year 11 I would be taking my 
GCSE exams. At the start of Year 11 we were told that this was the final year of studying the GCSE 
courses, at the end of which we would take our GCSE exams. For the last five years, perhaps even 
before then, I had always held the belief that I would be taking these exams during the summer 
of 2020, to the point where it became almost an undeniable fact about the world, like how fire is 
hot, or gravity pulls us down.
Then, the Education Secretary Gavin Williamson gave the announcement that, due to the global 
pandemic of the SARS-CoV-2 virus, all public examinations were to be cancelled for the year. I 
vividly remember the confusion, stories being sent all around social media, people preaching 
different versions of what was to happen to us now all certainty was out the window. I even 
screen recorded the announcement to send to one friend who refused to get his hopes up before 
officially receiving confirmation. But it was official. Exams were cancelled.

Cont.
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The remote teaching that followed had a strange air about it. we were learning, as before, and 
the work was suitably challenging no, the change had come about in myself. Before, I had 
focused solely on revising for the GCSEs, safe in the knowledge that my efforts were to pay off in 
the exam hall. But now, it all seemed a bit … pointless. Not to say that the teachers were not 
understanding of our plight, but it was clear that the work we were doing was no longer the top 
of our priorities.
So what now? I now had a world of possibility to explore (or at least, as much as can be explored 
within the four walls of my house) and so, with the newfound flexibility of my work hours thanks 
to remote working, I started to try new things. Together with my dad, we began renovating the 
garden. My mum started to teach me the basics of cooking. I even dug my keyboard out the back 
of the garage and started to relearn how to play. I think the mistake some made was setting big 
goals for themselves at the start of lockdown, but I had no such preconceptions that I would be 
able to completely change my lifestyle. I just took my time, and did things step by step.
They old phrase “You don’t know how much you love something until it is gone” rings most true 
for school here. Seeing people on a daily basis, the everyday antics of school life, even the simple 
joy of just learning in a classroom are all gone, and while I am not eager to get into an exam hall 
anytime soon, it still is a bit bittersweet that I will not be able to go to the last day of Year 11 or 
walk out of my last GCSE. In that sense, our year group is having the most unique experience of 
Year 11 than any class before us, or even in years to come.
The lesson I learnt about life is that life is unpredictable. You might think you have everything 
planned out, every step of the journey mapped, and still you could be blindsided by something 
completely out of your control. But that uncertainty is not bad ; in fact, it is what makes life 
fun. The sense of adventure as you head into the unknown. And with lockdown coming to a 
close, I for one cannot wait to see what happens next.

Anupam Bandi - Year 11

On the 18th of March we received the expected news of schools closing down, but what 
surprised us all was the cancellations of all our GCSEs. For the last few days of school we would 
have in a long time everyone, students and teachers alike, were in confusion with no idea of 
what was to come and what would become of our exams. Were they really cancelled or just 
postponed? Would we have to do them later? How would they be graded?
At last, on the 20th March it was confirmed they would be cancelled, and we would not be doing 
them. However, it was also revealed that we would be graded based upon previous tests and our 
teacher’s judgement, creating a vast spread of emotions. Well, let’s just say some were 
disappointed, some were happy. To be honest, I was quite joyful as a massive burden had been 
lifted off my shoulders and trusted my teachers would assess us all fairly to give a worthy grade. 
It also gave me the opportunity to mock and tease my jealous brother, which, someone with a 
sibling would understand, is always one of the most fun things to do :).
For the next month and half, life became mundane and repetitive: waking up at 10, finishing off 
schoolwork, go cycling for an hour and finally playing video games or binging Netflix for as long 
as possible before being told off. Slowly, as the days dragged on, I became more and more bored 
and found myself wishing to be back in school.

Cont.
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I did, however, find myself doing more of other things that I would not usually do if not for 
the lockdown. I read a lot more books, first finishing the Power of Five and Gone series, then re-
reading my old favourites. I have spent a lot more time with family, practise my electric 
guitar more often with an online lesson every two weeks and use my cycle more than I have the 
entire time I have had it.
On the 11th of May, the day our exams were supposed to begin, we stopped receiving 
work. Though this may seem like something I would be happy about, schoolwork gave me 
something to do to stop from drowning in the sea of boredom. Now with this life vest taken 
away, I had to search for something else to keep me afloat. My mum suggested to me to look for 
courses that I could do to help when I’m older. I began a few of these, such as learning British 
Sign Language and creating a game using JavaScript, which were dull to start with but eventually I 
found them interesting. I also built a 68cm x 25cm x 64cm model of Captain Blackbeard’s ship, 
the Queen Anne’s Revenge, using foam board pieces, 15 LEDs to light it up and no adhesives. It 
took me around 4 days to complete and weighs just over 1 kilogram.
As the days passed endlessly, the lockdown rules began to loosen slowly so I was allowed to 
go cycling and play cricket in nets with a few friends, while maintaining the 2-metre distancing. 
Then the school set us bridging work to help with the gigantic leap from GCSE to A levels. Now 
as results day draws closer, I grow more nervous, but also excited to receive my results and begin 
a new stage in my life known as 6th Form. Though this daunting, I still look forward to it 
and meeting the rest of my friends as well as the restaurants, cinemas and leisure centres 
opening so it can be normal again, or as I should say, at least as normal it could get.

Cont.
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Reflecting on the period since March this year, it feels like much more time has passed than 
just a few months.
I had to travel for a family emergency to Germany in March, just as the pandemic was 
becoming such a threat and the number of deaths was rising across Europe. I remember feeling 
strangely unprepared when French police kitted out in full PPE pulled us over and questioned us 
about our purpose for travelling, and finding it odd – and even over the top – when in Germany, 
we had to wait outside a doctor’s office (in our car in the car park) and had to be called in when 
it was our appointment, rather than wait in the waiting room. Already in these European 
countries, there were masks, PPE, social distancing measures, etc. in place. Looking back on this 
now, it seems naïve that we found these somewhat excessive and questioned the necessity.
Whilst it has been difficult to adjust to a new routine, this has undoubtedly brought 
benefits. Working from home means no commute time and structuring the day on my own 
terms. Of course there is a temptation to sit in front of the laptop all day in pyjamas getting all of 
the online work done from the comfort of an “I woke up like this” outfit and look, but I have 
found it much more helpful to impose a routine of getting up and getting ready as I would have 
normally, and imposing breaks and different environments (work in one room, breaks in another) 
on myself.

Cont.

Ishaan Bhargava - Year 11
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As someone who, before lockdown, visited the gym around 5 days a week, for around 2 hours at 
a time (plus then training at home or in the park on weekends), and was always working up to 
the next competition, having this taken away has been extremely difficult. There was a 
temptation at the start of lockdown when it became more and more clear that the gym would, in 
fact, be closed for a long time, to respond with – well, I guess that’s that then – and to embrace a 
life of fast food and languishing on the sofa. This lasted for about 48 hours. I soon realised that I 
need to do something to keep my mind and my body active. Fortunately, my coach still does a 
live “class” every evening (except Sundays) with me and my teammates and works us just as hard 
as he would “face to face”. We have even taken the fact that we are no longer able to do any pair 
work in our training as a chance to work on technique, to build conditioning and stamina, to 
increase flexibility and strength, and to work on cardio. This has actually been a very positive 
development and establishing this new exercise routine alongside a new work routine has given 
me a welcome sense of accomplishment.

Not having the contact time with colleagues and students in school has been difficult. It wouldn’t 
be right to say that there are aspects of this that won’t be missed, but I think the more that time 
goes on with us working and learning remotely, the more there is an ache for having a classroom 
full of students in front of you, and having a staff room full of colleagues around the corner.
Trying to make technology work for us as students and teachers has been frustrating at times, 
but ultimately very rewarding. The “live lesson” model of teaching on Teams has worked 
particularly well for me and my students, and is the closest I think we can come to what we used 
to take for granted in school.
As lockdown measure now start to ease, it is interesting to reflect on how we have changed in 
our social interaction. There is now the beginnings of an instinctive reaction to draw back from 
people you speak to – to be picturing in your head that key distance of 2 metres – to be reaching 
for a mask or gloves and to be wondering when the best time to wash your hands would be. I 
wonder how much these instincts will establish themselves, and how long they will be in the 
back of our minds for.
Will we go back to embracing friends and loved ones when we meet them? To shaking hands of 
strangers? To rubbing shoulders on a packed tube carriage? Time will tell.

Frau Probodziak – Head of German

A Selection of books Frau Probodziak has read since Lockdown began
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Saturday 25th January sticks out in my memory because it was the day on which our family first 
started talking about the coronavirus which was circulating in China. It was Chinese New Year and 
my husband’s sister Suanne had come over for a traditional Chinese family lunch. There was lots 
of food: cha siu, beef hot fun and Singapore noodles. There was also a bit of tension, because my 
16 year old son, who usually spent weekends at his girlfriend’s house against our wishes, had 
also come over with his girlfriend. Fortunately, Suanne is very funny and she soon had us all 
happily laughing and eating together. Afterwards, sitting down with tea and prawn crackers, the 
conversation turned to the coronavirus circulating in China. It was bound to spread, we all 
agreed, but it probably wouldn’t really affect us. Like SARS in 2003. Or MERS in 2012. Come and 
gone with our barely noticing it.

“It really only affects very old people and those with underlying health conditions”, Suanne said.
“Yes, better be careful, Auntie Su” my younger son quipped. And we all laughed.

So, January became February, and then on 5 March, the first COVID 19 death in the UK. 
Overnight our television screens were full of images of people loading shopping trolleys with 
toilet rolls. We still laughed, but less easily; now we were wondering if we should start stocking 
up too. And as the daily death toll began mounting, apprehension about travelling to school on 
public transport grew. Fortunately, the City firm my husband works at had begun remote working 
on 12 March. But although the government had restricted non-essential travel on public 
transport, there was no announcement about school closures. Was it safe to continue sending 
our sons to school? What should a responsible parent do? Why was the UK not closing schools 
when most other European countries had?
Then on Sunday the 15th of March, I attended a church service with my elderly dad, only to find 
out late that night that another family member who had come in close contact with him at the 
service been taken ill with fever and a dry cough. As his symptoms worsened, we waited 
anxiously to see if my dad would develop any. It was a long week of waiting and praying, but 
thankfully he was fine. In the midst of this anxiety, the announcement on Wednesday 18 March 
that schools would close that week came as a huge relief.

Monday 23 March was the first day of remote working for our sons. My husband had already 
bagged the prime desk location in the dining room, so the boys had to settle for the kitchen table 
and the living room. Accustomed to having the house to myself on school days, it suddenly 
seemed cramped and noisy. To my relief, both boys settled easily into a working pattern which 
mirrored the school day: both at their laptops by 8.45, a short mid-morning break at 10.40 and 
then lunch at 12.40. Sadly, this initial burst of diligence was short-lived, and the lure of the 
internet began to prove irresistible. One of the considerations my husband and I had to weigh up 
was striking a balance between academic discipline and a harmonious family life. As an old-
school disciplinarian, my inclination was that we should get them to follow a strict school regime, 
but my much wiser husband thought it would be better to leave them to sort things out for 
themselves. “After all, in a few years’ time they’ll be at university, and we can’t police them then. 
They’ll have to sink or swim, so better that they learn now.” I had to agree, especially as I was 
pushed to the hilt already with meal preparation, assisting elderly and vulnerable neighbours and 
dropping off groceries for my dad. With hindsight, I have to concede that he was right. It took a 
few weeks for them to cotton on that it was solely up to them to organise their time and get the 
work done, and that they couldn’t count on us to cajole them along. On the whole, it seems they 
have both adjusted well to virtual learning. The young are more resilient than we think.

Cont.
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But academic learning is only one facet of school life which lockdown has challenged. What 
about the lack of socialisation? And the loss of extra-curricular activities such as sport and 
music? And how have the restrictions impacted their mental health? Each son had his own 
difficulties in these areas. My older boy is a social animal and desperately missed being with his 
friends and girlfriend; my younger is an introvert and spent far too much time alone playing 
games on his X-box. They are both keen sportsmen, but lockdown had robbed them of this outlet 
too.

The world had once been their oyster, now it had shrunk to the size of our four walls.

Yet while the world has shrunk, we have grown closer. The tension with our older son is now no 
more. Seeing empty supermarket shelves at the start of the lockdown has been a reminder of 
how much we have and how little many others do. The news flashes about COVID 19 in Africa 
and in refugee camps has opened our eyes to how fortunate we are to have access to food, 
water, electricity and healthcare. And of course, watching the daily death toll in March, April and 
May - each person a loved son, daughter, husband, wife, mum or dad - reminded us of what is 
truly important; it changed our perspective and re-ordered our priorities. How could we not love 
and cherish each other more in the midst of such heartbreak?
Dinner has become a wonderful family time; the simple ritual of breaking bread together a time 
of celebration. Freed from the busyness of our pre-lockdown lives, we have time to sit and talk, 
no longer having to rush off to attend some meeting or the other. We recount memories of 
holidays taken over the years, of funny childhood moments which have us all bursting into 
laughter - “Did I really do that? “Yes, you were so cute back then.” We talk of sad times too - the 
death of a beloved pet, or of a grandparent. And slowly, tentatively, we are feeling our way 
towards talking about more difficult things, issues which lockdown has put in abeyance but 
which we know will resurface when the world opens up again. Questions about my son’s 
relationship, whether there will be a vaccine, bigger issues about the long-term impact of the 
pandemic such as global recession and a socially distanced world. But for now, we are content 
not to; we are content to let sleeping dogs lie, to count our blessings and to treasure this 
precious time together.

God has used this time to turn our hearts to each other again, to forge bonds of love, 
compassion and understanding and to bring his joy, and for this I am truly thankful.

Year 9 Parent

2020 was going to be great. The 25th anniversary of my career was approaching, a grand reunion 
of my undergraduate and post-graduate classmates was scheduled and I finally overcame my 
laziness and joined a gym. My son was going to take his GCSEs and the excitement was slowly 
but surely building up. Then as a family we were going to have a big break. Our worldly outlook 
was looking good.
Then news stories of coronavirus infections in China started appearing. Having lived through the 
2003 SARS crisis in Singapore, and witnessed the speed and impact of the disease, I and my wife 
were naturally sceptical and started following the news more closely. She was pregnant during 
the SARS crisis and we still remember queuing up outside the hospital for temperature checks 
before seeing the doctor. Thermal cameras were ubiquitous - shopping malls, office buildings and 
airports.

Cont.



St Olave's Lockdown Chronicle 15

February brought a business trip to India. The defence mechanisms we learnt during the SARS 
crisis kicked in automatically; I started using hand sanitiser and stayed away from crowds. The 
slightest sneeze or a cough nearby would send me running for cover. Some of my colleagues even 
teased for being germophobic. On return, I was glad that I was safely back home but I was not 
ready for what was about to unfold.
Come March, the virus was christened SARS-CoV-2 and the disease was soon called Covid-19. 
Hand sanitisers started appearing in all offices and cleaners were working hard disinfecting 
surfaces more frequently. We started hearing conflicting views; “don’t worry, it’s all going to be 
fine”, or “it’s going to get worse before it can get better”. And then came the announcement of a 
lockdown.
From a work perspective, being a client-facing and travelling professional, remote working was 
not new. All I needed was a power socket and an internet connection. Train delays or taxi 
troubles were no longer a problem; all meetings were just a click and connect away. But not 
being able to meet the customers, not being able to watch their body language and respond 
accordingly, not having breaks between calls to gather my thoughts, or not having those cliché 
watercooler chats with colleagues started wearing me down. The real story though is that I 
interviewed, left my old job and joined a new one all online during this time.
From an Olavian community perspective, I joined the rest of the Governors and School 
Leadership Team for the first ever online meeting of the School’s Governing Body by Video 
Conference on 10th June; a unique experience. Curriculum, Finance and Premises committee 
meetings were held online as well. Though we were sceptical on how they would work, in the 
end we made them productive and efficient through team work; the teachers and students of St. 
Olaves had already set a fine example of remote working through their fantastic effort and 
commitment under severe constraints.
As a parent, I was relieved that my son was able to take care of himself and the school kept him 
occupied with homework and virtual classes until the GCSE exams were cancelled and their 
‘planned study leave’ came about. Subsequently, my wife tried teaching him the basics of 
cooking and I got him to help me in renovating our back garden. I’m glad to report that we are 
still on speaking terms and getting on well with each other.
Ever since the Prime Minister announced the relaxation of lockdown from the 04th July, dubbed 
Super Saturday, I keep thinking of Bill Pullman’s speech in the movie Independence Day –
“Mankind, that word should have new meaning for all of us today. We can’t be consumed by our 
petty differences anymore. We will be united in our common interests. Perhaps it’s fate that 
today is the 4th of July and you will once again be fighting for our freedom not from tyranny, 
oppression, or persecution but from annihilation.
We’re fighting for our right to live, to exist, and should we win today the 4th of July will no longer 
be known as an American holiday but is the day when the world declared in one voice - We will 
not go quietly into the night. We will not vanish without a fight. We’re going to live on. We’re 
going to survive. Today we celebrate our Independence Day!” Amen!

Mr Bandi – Parent/Governor
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Poetry

Cough-A-Virus

The coronavirus coughing at many,
Succeeding to infect any,

The virus multiplying day by day,
Doctors are our light of ray,

The threat lies worldwide,
Showing daily its negative side,

Everyone speaking about this vicious virus,
We all know this time is a big minus,

Questions buzzing everywhere,
Just like a questionnaire,

Many praising the key workers,
For them it is disasters,

Children getting slightly bored,
Like a battle without a sword,
So let us remember this virus,
To make the future precious,

Do not roam,
Stay at home.

Aryan Sanka – Year 7
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Lockdown Poem

Coronavirus is a horror story, trapped in a gothic tale,
The sky is misty- grey and blotched with ragged clouds,

Everyone is locked in quarantine, their eyes sunken and cheekbones hollow,
COVID-19 is slowly sucking out our souls.

Everyone feels a million miles away, floating on a vast ocean,
Unable to cherish the comfort of loved ones,

Because if they do, their soul could be poisoned by the serial killer,
The devastating virus called COVID-19.

It causes loneliness, depression, anxiety, heartbreak, death, and pain,
It has burned a gaping hole in all of mankind,

Yet the virus is relentless in ravaging our innocent planet,
Inflicting on us a dark shadow of trauma.

Children sit at their desks for long hours, staring at an online lesson,
Their heads spinning from staring at the computer,

Their minds swimming with chilling thoughts and overwhelming feelings that haunt them,
Wishing to escape this dejected, solemn world.

Our last hope is the courageous NHS, vital to our survival,
Every day they risk their lives for someone else’s,

I wish we could go back in time, and stop the virus even occurring,
But the only way to stop it spreading is to:

STAY HOME, PROTECT THE NHS, AND SAVE LIVES.
Rafael Stibbe – Year 7

Lockdown

‘I think I will enjoy this experience’, I thought to myself before it started,
Then the weeks began and the thrill of lockdown departed,

I said, ‘The lockdown would be short and I would be out soon’,
Yet here we were now in the 3rd month called June.

The workloads started high and slowly reduced,
All thanks to the time frame that was introduced,
The lockdown got easier for me as it lengthened,

As my way of working started to strengthen.

Being in school was so much more fun,
Hopefully this lockdown will soon be undone.

Nathanial Redding – Year 9



St Olave's Lockdown Chronicle 18

Worldwide

A pandemic that went worldwide,
A pandemic that went worldwide,

Our usual life was just pushed to the side,
When a pandemic went worldwide.

Hospital beds round the globe were full,
Workplaces round the globe were empty,

Families torn as their children cried,
When a pandemic went worldwide.

The government and people’s thoughts coincided,
On their thoughts and their plans to stay inside,

But hundreds of thousands of people sadly still died,
When a pandemic went worldwide.

Celebrating our health workers with a weekly affair,
To thank all our carers, nurses and doctors for keeping us in great care,

We were all together, not divided,
When a pandemic went worldwide.

Schoolwork on Teams, parties on Zoom,
Things like these will continue until usual life resumes.

We thought of alternatives as normality’s denied.
When a pandemic went worldwide.

We feel as if we’ve been separated but we try to stay connected,
This experience has taught us to see the world in a different perspective,

Who’d thought we’d end up communicating through screens,
When a pandemic went worldwide.

When a pandemic went worldwide.
A pandemic that went worldwide,
A pandemic that went worldwide,

Our usual life was just pushed to the side,
When a pandemic went worldwide.

STAY HOME, SAVE LIVES
Daniel Oso - Year 9
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Closure
Ransomed, released, we all breathe out

Returning to normal and so
Fearful the Earth is feeling doubt.

Some flourished; no-one knows about
Who exactly has suffered, although

Ransomed, released, we all breathe out.

Go on, how many toys have you bought?
Are they of use? Or landfill ho!

Fearful the Earth is feeling doubt.

Let’s praise, applaud those who have fought
Keeping us from falling below.

Ransomed, released we all breathe out.

Can the world survive the fallout?
Our countryside must gleam and glow.

Fearful the Earth is feeling doubt.

May masks, distancing and social drought
Not be our legacy to bestow.

Ransomed, released we all breathe out.
Fearful the Earth is feeling doubt.

A. K. J. Carroll – Head of Classics
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Photography and Artwork

Cutting Dads Hair - Louis Dekany Year 11

Workstation - Louis Dekany Year 11
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Workstation - Mehul Bhargava Year 9

Frau Probodziaks Home Office
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Workstation – Mr Wearn Head of Year

Workstation - Joshua Señoron Year 10



Thank You for all our submissions, many 
of which could not be included in this 

publication. 

The others can be found online on the St 
Olave’s Lockdown Chronicles SharePoint 

at:

https://stolavesgrammarschool.sharepoint.com/sites/StOlaves
LockdownChronicles-

Part1?FollowSite=1&SiteName=St%2E%20Olave%27s%20Lock
down%20Chronicles%2D%20Part%201

https://stolavesgrammarschool.sharepoint.com/sites/StOlavesLockdownChronicles-Part1?FollowSite=1&SiteName=St%2E%20Olave%27s%20Lockdown%20Chronicles%2D%20Part%201



