
April - A Monologue 
Susan Singfield 
 
 
Jenny Pritchard, at number twelve, has been going out twice a day. Now, I’m not one to 
poke my nose in where it’s not wanted, but the guidelines are pretty clear: UK citizens are 
allowed to exercise outdoors once a day. Which isn’t, clearly, twice.  
 
I suppose she thinks it doesn’t matter, no one will notice. But the rules are there for a 
reason, aren’t they, and what would happen if everybody flouted them? 
 
Not that Jenny Pritchard’s bothered. She just slams her door behind her, not a care in the 
world - earphones in, of course - and lopes off down the street in her flowery leggings and 
trainers. She was gone fifty-eight minutes this morning. Always pushing the boundaries, 
that one, and she’ll be off again before dinner, brazen as you please. 
 
She waved at me this morning as she passed. Not even embarrassed about staring in at my 
window, big smile, all pretend innocence. But she doesn’t fool me.  
 
Simon and Anna, number fourteen, are no better. I think it’s that side of the street. I know it 
sounds silly, but they’re all a bit gung-ho that side. Honestly, it’s true. Can’t abide by even 
the simplest rules. Like shopping for basic necessities, for example food and medicine. But I 
saw Simon, this afternoon, pulling up in his big white car, carrying all that wine into the 
house. At least twelve bottles, that I saw, and cans and cans of beer. Well, that’s not basic 
necessities, is it? That’s not what it means. 

 
* 

 
This morning, after breakfast - porridge - I found a note in the porch. I put on some plastic 
gloves and read it at arms’ length. ‘Hi April, hope you’re well. Let me know if you need 
anything fetching from the shops. Always happy to help! XX Jen’  
 
Typical! She knows I’m onto her, trying to ingratiate herself. Did she wash her hands before 
she wrote the note? Is the paper contaminated? Has she pushed the virus through my 
letterbox in all her selfishness? I sprayed the paper with disinfectant, and thank goodness 
there’s a foot pedal on the bin. I washed my gloved hands thoroughly - happy birthday, 
twice, good gracious, I abhor that song - hung the gloves up to dry then washed my hands 
again. And moisturised, because the skin’s all red, starting to crack. And broken skin can’t 
be good, can it, that’s where the virus gets in. Should I be wearing gloves all day? 
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There are balloons tied to the gate at number twenty, and a foil banner: 30 YEARS YOUNG 
TODAY. Where did that come from? Are banners essentials now? Honestly, people are so 
selfish. If they haven’t been to the shops, they’ve had some poor delivery driver risking life 
and limb to schlep their tat across the country, and no one needs a balloon, do they? It’s not 
like it’s a child’s birthday. A grown up adult can do without. Except, apparently, they can’t.  
 

* 
Marcus says I shouldn’t keep calling the police. Marcus says people are doing their best and 
I shouldn’t be so judgemental. But the rules are there for a reason, and if I’m sticking to 
them, everyone else should too. I don’t want to die so that Jenny Pritchard can get her ten 
thousand steps.  
 
Marcus is right about one thing though, I won’t be calling the police again. They don’t do 
anything anyway, so there’s no point. I’ve not seen hide nor hair of them, despite all the 
evidence I’ve offered them: the time log, the photographs.  
 
I mean, there’s even someone staying at number eighteen, for goodness sake. It’s a holiday 
home, that one, one of those key boxes stuck to the doorframe, all sorts of people coming 
and going this time of year, normally. Hill walkers, mostly, or families with kids. It’s been 
empty for a while, obviously; no one’s supposed to be on holiday now. But there’s definitely 
been  someone there for the last few days, they’re not even trying to hide it. Car in the 
driveway and everything. It’s a woman, on her own. Young-ish. Fit. She heads off in the car 
early each day, yellow anorak zipped right up to hide her face, and comes back after dark. 
Probably off to the beach, or to climb Snowdon. I know the type. Thinks she can get away 
with it by sneaking around. 
 
Someone needs to do something. 
 

* 
 

They had people round last night. At number twenty. For his birthday. Do not meet others, 
even friends and family. They were in the front garden, six of them. His parents, I think, they 
looked a bit older, and some others, friends or siblings maybe. They were sitting there, on 
garden chairs, noisy as anything, drinking beer and laughing like there’s not a global crisis 
happening.  
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I held the phone out for Marcus so he could hear. ‘Are they sitting two metres apart, mam?’ 
he asked, and I said yes, they were, but that wasn’t the point, and he said that I really 
needed to relax a bit, stop worrying so much about what other people are doing. But how 
can I stop worrying when they can’t even follow the most basic advice, and we might all die, 
and I don’t want to die, and it isn’t fair that I can’t see Marcus except through the window 
when he drops off my shopping once a fortnight. I don’t agree with him that I should go for 
a walk to clear my head, because the over 70s are supposed to stay indoors, and even if I go 
at 6am, how can I guarantee no one else will have had the same idea, and what happens 
then, eh, what happens then? 
 
‘I could come round, mam,’ he said, ‘have a cup of tea with you in your garden. I’ll bring my 
own, in a flask, I don’t have to touch anything.’  
 
I lost my temper then. ‘You’re as bad as them,’ I told him. ‘Looking for ways around it. You 
never could just do as you were told, you always were wilful.’ 
 

* 
 

They were all out at 8 o’clock this evening, standing on their doorsteps, clapping for the 
NHS. I suppose the nurses and doctors are all working hard, but I didn’t want to go outside. 
It isn’t safe. I clapped from the window though, with the light on, so if anyone was looking 
they wouldn’t be able to say that I didn’t join in. Not like the holiday maker at number 
eighteen. No sign of her, even though her car was parked outside, she’d been back for half 
an hour, but she couldn’t be bothered.  
 
And Jenny Pritchard, of course, had to make it all about her, with her door wide open and 
her music blaring out, Abba, thank you for the music, which makes no sense, they’re doctors 
not musicians. I could hear it, loud as anything, even through the closed window. Everyone 
else was pretending to love it, of course, some of them dancing, even coming down their 
gardens and into the street. Like it’s a party, not a death sentence.  
 
The kitchen light was on at number eighteen, and I could see her, bustling around. Probably 
baking something, probably been to the shops and bought all the flour and all the eggs, so 
she can bake a fancy cake. While those of us who actually live here and just need a little bit 
of self-raising - to make a few scones like we do all the time, not just in a lockdown when 
we’re bored - can’t get any at all. Although I don’t know how hard Marcus is really trying to 
find any. ‘There wasn’t any at Tesco, mam,’ he said, and I thought fine, but what about Asda 

3 



April - A Monologue 
Susan Singfield 
 
 
then, or the Co Op maybe? I didn’t say it, of course, I’m sure he’s doing his best. It’s just that 
Marcus’s best has never been that good. He gives up a sight too easily. 
 

* 
 

I couldn’t sleep last night. Worrying. I’d worn gloves to bring the shopping in, of course, and 
wiped everything with anti-bacterial spray before putting it away, and washed the apples, 
oranges, tomatoes and all the root veg in soapy water. But what about the lettuce and the 
cucumber? I’d sprayed the plastic, but now they were in the fridge, and at what point would 
it be safe to open them, and if I washed the lettuce in cold water and salt would that be 
good enough? Maybe I should stop eating salad?  
 
And I hadn’t wiped the doorbell, or the porch handle, and Marcus had touched both, to let 
me know he was there and to put the shopping in. Of course he wouldn’t have thought to 
bring an antiseptic wipe, not Marcus; he means well but he doesn’t think. And what if 
someone else touched it, and caught the virus from Marcus? He might have it - not 
everyone has symptoms -  and then people will think that I’ve been unhygienic, breaking 
the rules. 
 
So I came downstairs at three-fifteen, and got the cleaning stuff from the kitchen. I put on 
gloves, opened the front door and wiped the bell and then the letterbox and then the door 
handle. I was just about to go back in when I noticed a screwdriver next to the plant pot, 
from when Marcus put on the extra door bolts last week, I suppose. He’s so untidy, leaves 
everything lying around, goodness knows how Cathy puts up with him; mind you, she’s as 
bad - their flat is a tip. And so I picked it up and then I thought... 
 
It’s not my place, but if the police won’t do anything, then someone has to, right? 
 
And so I took off my slippers and pulled on my wellies; I always keep them in the porch. 
My heart was pounding. But my gate was open (typical Marcus!) and there’s no fence at all 
at number eighteen,  so I wouldn’t need to touch anything. I walked across the road, in my 
nighty, like a mad woman, and crept into the drive behind her car. An Audi, all shiny and 
black. And then I thrust the screwdriver into a tyre. It took a bit of effort, but I managed it 
okay, and then I moved onto the next one. I just did two, the back two, furthest from the 
house. Two would be enough to get the message across. And I didn’t want her to see me; I 
know her type - she wouldn’t hesitate to hurt an old lady.  
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And then I came back home and washed the screwdriver and put it away in the toolbox 
under the stairs. I went to bed and, when I woke up this morning, it felt like a dream, but a 
dream I was glad of, because I’d stood up for what was right. Even at great personal risk, 
because I’d gone outside, hadn’t I, to ensure that everyone was safe. 
 

* 
 

This morning, Jenny Pritchard waved at me again, and then came up the path and gestured 
for me to open the window. ‘I know you’re isolating, April,’ she said, as I pushed it open a 
crack. ‘I’ll stand right back. It’s just that Chloe’s car was vandalised last night. I was 
wondering if you’d seen anything? With you being here a lot, you know, just looking out.’ 
 
‘I… Chloe?’ I said, ‘Is that her name?’ 
 
‘Yeah, it’s awful, isn’t it? She’s really upset. I mean, who’d do that? You know she’s got three 
little kiddies, and it’s bad enough for her, being away from them…’ 
 
‘I…’  My phone started ringing in my hand, and I shook my head. ‘No,’ I said, ‘Sorry; I didn’t 
see anything. I’ve got to go now,’ and I slammed the window shut, even though she was still 
talking, still waving her arms, revelling in the drama of it all.  
 
I answered my phone.  ‘Have you seen the news, mam? Girl on your street had her car tyres 
slashed,’ Marcus said in a rush, his voice all tight and hard. 
 
‘The news?’ I asked. Why would it be on the news?  
 
‘Was it you, mam?’  
 
‘What?’ I was really hurt. Why would he think that? Why would he jump to that conclusion, 
as if it’s the sort of thing I’d do, as if it’s typical of me? ‘Of course not,’ I said. ‘When have I 
ever broken the law?’  
 
I looked out across the street. There was the woman, no yellow coat this time, she was 
wearing a neat blue uniform instead and standing by her car. And of course Jenny Pritchard 
was with her,  hands on her hips, shaking her head.  
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‘I’m sorry, mam,’ he said, contrite, ‘It’s just you’ve been so uptight recently, understandable, 
I know, but I just thought…’ 
 
I put down the phone and began to cry.  
 
Well, how was I supposed to know she was a nurse? 
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