
               Winston on Life under Lockdown 

 

Not the best of weeks. Caught that black and white moggy on my patch the other 

night, sitting there bold as brass. Probably thought he was pretty safe at a quarter 

to midnight. Now he knows better. To be honest, I really don’t need fisticuffs at 

my age. But these youngsters? Give them an inch and they’ll take a pint. 

The weather hasn’t helped. It rained. So I’ve been stuck inside with him and her, 

which is never easy. He’s harmless enough of course – apart from when he’s banging 

away at that six-stringed noise-box of his and pretending to be Buddy Holly. Most 

of his time, however, he spends at his computer, muttering incoherently, drinking 

tea, and nodding off (sometimes all three at the same time).  

Having said that, he has been strangely quiet since last Wednesday when he joined 

one of those inter-web get-togethers on his computer screen. He discovered that 

the old camera/microphone attached to his computer – the one he thought had 

stopped working years ago – was, in fact, still working quite well. So now he is doing 

his fruit trying to work out how many people he might have offended during the 

past two years, saying things he thought they could not hear. Still, there you go. 

That’s technology, for you! Never been a fan of it myself.  

 Okay, so I can live with him. But her? Wow, talk about a cat on a hot, tin, roof 

(never tried it myself – why would I?). Being stuck indoors drives her absolutely 

mental. Throws her, full tilt, into ‘busy-busy work-work’ mode. I have had to be 

continually on the move for fear of being dusted, polished, or wiped down with a 

sanitised pad. I narrowly escaped being dumped in the washing machine with my 

bed, tidied away with the clothes that he’d left lying around, and dropped into the 

brown bin, along with the left-over grub I was trying to recycle. So when the can of 

emulsion paint came out of the garage on Tuesday morning, it was the final straw. I 

was off like a bat out of hell before I found myself treated to a complimentary    

re-spray in something very much akin to Dulux White Haze.  

Please, please come back sunshine, so they can get back out into the garden and 

leave me in peace. 

 

Speak soon, kittens 

 

Been keeping a wary eye on the food stock. Whiskas seems to be disappearing off 

the shelf at an alarming rate. Either they are eating my food, or they are not 

replenishing it at the same rate as their own. Whichever, I am on to them! 


