
What I will remember when all this is over… 

 

What will I remember, several years down the track, of this strange time that has my family 

and me, and so many others, spending more time at home than we have ever before in our 

lives?  

 

I might remember watching back-to-back episodes of Walker, Texas Ranger, wondering if 

this is my all-time low of television viewing history. I can’t decide what mortifies me more: 

watching Walker karate kick a motley crew of nursing-home staff who are killing off the 

residents; or breaking open an oversized packet of corn chips and downing a balloon glass of 

cheap wine at an hour when I should be going to bed? 

 

I will probably remember a strange sense of purposelessness, a lack of direction. It’s not for 

lack of busyness – my days are filled with a job that has me tied to the computer more hours 

than I care to count; two toilets that seem to need endless cleaning with four bums warming 

their seats day and night; as well as cooking and eating and doing all the other basic tasks that 

help keep my family and I alive and healthy – these things make each day fly. 

 

Yet, when my 19-year-old daughter declares on a grey, wintery afternoon, after months of 

staring at a screen to get her university work done, feeling ‘tired from doing not that much at 

all’, I immediately know what she means. It’s not just a bodily tiredness, but an existential 

one. 

 

I will no doubt remember my husband losing sleep over whether to put his very frail father 

into nursing care. And I will surely remember doing crosswords with him each morning, a 

ritual we’ve had for years that feels even more important than ever. Perhaps filling those 

empty boxes with just the right words might help him temporarily forget that he hasn’t 

hugged his father in months, that their 15-minute meetings a few times a week are conducted 

through a glass screen.  

 

I will remember sitting on the couch with my 17-year-old son, watching classic movies –The 

Big Lebowski, The Shining, Birdman – talking seriously about them afterwards, as if we are 

film critics. Enjoying these little rituals which might not have happened had he been at work 

or out with his mates.  



 

I will remember my daughter and I making each other endless cups of tea, our paths crossing 

several times each day. Pulling funny faces, doing daggy dances, teasing each other 

mercilessly and swearing like troopers. Whatever it takes to get through.   

 

I will remember walking each day not only to keep my body moving, but also to silence the 

endless chatter in my head, to stop myself from thinking about the bad news in the press, and 

worrying about how it’s all going to end. During these walks, I call my mother, cousins, 

colleagues and elderly family members to check in. Hearing their voices grounds me, 

reminds me that people are more important than events or things.  

 

And I will certainly remember the giddy sense of joy when driving to my mother’s home 

each week, secure in the knowledge that I have a valid reason to leave the house to care for 

her. I load the car with food to make her favourite dishes with ingredients she would never 

buy herself – salmon with a string bean salad, grilled prawns marinated in garlic, parsley and 

lemon juice, or stir-fried noodles with extra tofu. She makes me laugh with her earthy 

humour, which makes me wonder who’s caring for who. I always leave with a boot full of 

milk, eggs and toilet paper, and an envelope with money for the grandchildren, who she 

hasn’t seen in months. She says family is all she’s got, and it makes her happy to give. This is 

the most precious memory of all, and I find myself carefully storing it away for when all this 

is over.  
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