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Lockdown Experience 

Part One  

I am hitting the wall right now, it is tough, and I feel devastated after realizing the 

restrictions had nothing to do with me. I began been proactive early in my childhood days as 

narrated to me by my mother and caregivers. Current experience serves to be the hardest test 

I have ever encountered, and it feels worse after realizing that, escape way is not somewhere 

near the future. During these shutdown activities that used to mark our days like going to 

school, having fun on weekends with friends, interacting free with strangers vanished, and 

soon life assumed a new trail. Now anyone you meet within and beyond the home compound 

is a carrier suspect posing reasonable damage. Seemingly, living at present has no structure, 

and the days, hours, events, and special occasions have all turned out to be useless. Complete 

variegation of humanity, intervention, and spiritual interaction serves to be the only friend 

during these hard times. Recently, a friend posted in social media pages reminding 

individuals that Tuesday was due, arguably calendar has lost meaning to myriad individuals, 

and thus the announcement was well reasoned out. Offering definition and shape to time 

currently is essential, especially when the horizon in the future appears so shapeless. Nobody 

is sure of how long the pandemic might strangle society and our lifestyle. Superior 

intervention from the high spiritual being will be the only solace to our mystery. I can attest 

life in lockdown is not a walk in the park, and the experience is derailing me even more. 

The journey in totality began in a clinical facility after one of my older brothers was 

diagnosed with positive for Covid-19. The next procedure by the government officials was to 

trace direct and indirect contacts my brother had come into contact with. My siblings and 

parent were the immediate culprits to be taken through the test. We stood looking outside for 

other victims who are chatting graciously oblivious of what laid ahead. One of the patients 
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was my grandmother, who later succumbed to the ailment. Fear strolled through cutting us 

apart; nothing seemed to be essential than necessities ton sustain our lives. We were held up 

on the appropriate step to take between washing our hands, practising social distancing, or 

waiting patiently for the test. Fortunately for us, none of the family member’s tests turned 

positive, and thus, our brother remained as the only victim. Nevertheless, we had queries to 

surrogate within us on whether we were asymptomatic, or the medical test had some errors. 

Our lives were soon submerged into mask-wearing, less talking, and minimal interactions 

within a home setting. The routine has been fundamental in instilling stigma and social denial 

within our home; I think we deserve some psychological assistance. I am worried about the 

well-being of my parents, who are aging, and the pandemic appears to be wiping out the old 

generation more. Therefore all I can for is sensitization and moral support within the society 

in general since mental disorders might turn out to be another pandemic of sorts. 

After testing negative and losing our grandmother three days after, we were directed 

into mandatory quarantine for fourteen days. The vocabularies I have always encountered in 

books were now functional in my life. The exciting unforeseen development was stunning, 

and I am yet to come into terms with whatever is occurring the world over at present. After 

waking up each day, I must confirm the feeling within my body, verify the existence of some 

minor symptoms that indicate the chances of having contracted the virus. Shivering under the 

blankets has become the order of the day. It was a quarantine session doubling up a state-

wide lockdown, which our region was serving for a month. Currently, we are in the third 

week, and all activities have a zero percentage of going back to normal. However, I 

experienced something strange, which almost buried me alive. It was a medical condition that 

was a complication from mutual existence within a similar environment. It began with some 

chilly state, wearing three sweaty shirts, an ache in the muscles, which was making it difficult 

to lie and increased desire of staying indoors. Further, I lost the taste of the world that of the 
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air taste of bananas and lost sense of touch. It was another pandemic of its kind, and I was 

worried whether my end times were nearing. Nothing of these experiences interfered with my 

inner personality than the loss of personal connection with my family for more than fourteen 

days. I was driven into writing down an adventure, a journal I will preserve for years for my 

generation to read and interact with. The pandemic has reversed my reasoning, thinking, and 

cognitive approach towards the world. I can only hope that soon things will one day go back 

to normal, lockdown is likely to be increased, and things cannot just stop getting worse. 

Accordingly, I have my life sparked through the imagination and merits of freedom as 

it is to other individuals around the globe. I blame the lockdown consequences to the 

exclusive clubs, bars, and organizations that failed to adhere to government directives early 

enough. Despite having recovered from a worrying ailment during my quarantine period, I 

can spot the impact of the pandemic anytime I watch the daily news. The death toll is 

distressing and intriguing to configure where we are heading. The worst moment in lockdown 

was when we run out of essentials and food requirements in the house. The ordeal kept me 

thinking and instilled fear of the invisible beyond our reach. For instance, I was worried 

about being kicked out of our flat due to economic struggles experienced around the globe. 

Empathy was assuming the best of me, and it was then that we developed an idea of raising a 

welfare kit to assist the less desperate in society. As a family, we shared the idea we several 

close friends who went ahead to advocate for the same publicly. Currently, we in the first 

phase of collecting donations, which are meant to be of help to the less privileged society 

members. Further, we are planning on how we can increase the kit capacity to reward the 

healthcare officials who are in the forefront fighting the pandemic. I can allude the level of 

innovation to the imposition of mandatory lockdown around the state. I can now count myself 

as one of the useful members in society, and after resuming healthy life, I will have much to 

narrate about the experience. 
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Part Two 

When writing down my essay, I had intentions to connect with my readers and identify 

with some of the problems they are going through in social and cultural perspectives. After 

the surge of the pandemic, culture has been variegated ranging from food religion, clan 

culture, and institutional culture. Nothing at present matters, and thus I saw it wise sharing 

my side of the story as the ultimate approach to identify with the audience. The directs over 

are an account of the encounters I have experienced in the pandemic time frame, and life has 

not been a walk in the park. My plan was drafted since the activities within my cocoon 

appeared suitable enough to suffice the essay. I began with my general perception and 

experience after the diagnoses of my brother. I went ahead to open up the activities within the 

clinical centers where we went through several check-ups as a family to verify if we are free 

from the pandemic. The unfolding of the events was not exciting but full of challenges. 

Arguably we were subjected to a fourteen-day quarantine period as a family, which was 

doubling up as lockdown that was ongoing in the state. Eventually, we came out of the 

quarantine period and came face to face with the current shutdown. The world was a new 

phase, an olden world which I have never experienced since childhood. During the sessions at 

quarantine facilities, I developed a strange pandemic in which I can relate to the level of 

distress that was going through my mind. I had issues coming into terms with the death of my 

grandmother and the recovery of my brother. The testing period was real, and I complete my 

excursion with an innovation of helping pout the needy within the society during this testing 

moments. 

 

 


