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           Pottering about in the shed again, again and again.                                                                      

How much pottering can you actually do in a day? In a week? In a month? In a year? Don’t 

say it’s going to go on for a year – well in actual fact it nearly is a year. Is it going to go on 

two years? Three years? Four years? A decade?  

            Oh my god, I don’t think I could stand it! Who could stand it? It’s all part of the new 

reality they say. What is the new reality? Pottering? Pottering is MY new reality, pottering in 

this damn shed.  

            I’ve got a friend called Max that who thinks that we should all take our chances, “just 

let the virus rip,” he says, “if ye snuff it, ye snuff it!, at least we will be able to get a pint in 

the pub, stuff social distancing.” Well, cheers mate from all of us who have underlying health 

conditions, those of us who because of our physical defects, would be filling the Covid 

wards, gasping for our last breath, tangled in tubes, attached to machines, and surrounded by 

exhausted NHS doctors and nurses trying to keep us alive. If you don’t mind, I won’t drink to 

that.  

            Liam, my other friend, his catering business went right down the plughole, like me 

he’s been pottering. Yesterday, whilst he and his wife had watched television and ate their 

microwaved frozen dinner, he had got up and walked out of their sepia coloured life, the 

concrete suffocation and the imprisoning stagnation of their Covid freak show. He was done 

with pottering in his shed. His wife hadn't flinched when he had put his dinner tray to the 

side, and without uttering a word had got up and walked out of the front door. She had kept 



on staring blankly at the tv screen, with the plastic fixed eyes of a mannequin, spooning 

fisherman’s pie into her mouth.  

            In the realms of my pottering shed I imagine doing the same, of leaving my wife, I 

mean. Leaving a world that has slowly morphed into something synthetic and beyond its sell 

by date; the seeds of malnourishment planted long ago, the covid lockdown forcing them to 

bloom. The same routine of good night peck on the cheek, before turning in opposite 

directions to switch off the hideous bedside lamps that we had received decades ago as a 

wedding present from her mother; we haven’t had sex for years. But it’s not just about sex, 

pottering in this damn shed has made me realise that I don’t love her anymore, which makes 

me feel guilty, though I’m pretty certain she no longer loves me. We’ve never been good at 

saying “I love you”, and I can't recall the last time either one of us did. Pottering makes you 

think about these things. 

            I would like to be able to say that I don’t know what on earth happened, how we 

arrived at this junction, that all I knew was that I felt like a jigsaw puzzle with missing pieces: 

incomplete, frustrated, unfinished. But none of that would be true. 

            “His bid for freedom was a last shot to find himself, to find the missing pieces, to put 

them together, to feel complete,” Max and Liam would say, after the dust had settled. 

Whatever!  

            What I do know is that I feel as if I am drowning in my own isolation, rusting into 

middle age. Perhaps L.B.P (life before pottering), I hadn’t noticed, hadn’t realised, because I 

was always rushing, running with no time to spare, there was never any time to potter. 

            In the sanctuary of the this shed I imagine scenarios, that something has suddenly 

clicked, it might be the last grasp for survival before going over the falls in a barrel, a last 

minute awakening, electricity suddenly running down my spine, the quivering thrill and the 

rampage of spite, and driving into the night, into the abyss.  



            Buoyant with excitement, then fear, nausea and creeping insecurity with dilated pupils 

and a crazed and ragged grin, I would have driven like a man possessed, barely slowing to 

take corners and bends, ignoring junctions, crossings and oncoming traffic, yet I would still 

be alive. I would pull up at a country crossroads in the middle of nowhere, pull my legs out of 

the car, stand up, stretch and walk around the vehicle a couple of times, then lean back 

against the bonnet. For an instant I would think about calling her. Would she be worried? 

Most likely she would be relieved that I was gone. Perhaps she would take the other car and 

drive at a hundred miles an hour in the opposite direction; perhaps she wouldn't even notice 

that I had left the house. I would lie on the grass beside the roadside, flat on my back, looking 

up at the star packed heavens and have a conversation with myself.                                                                                                                                          

            'Is this conversation taking place in my head, or are we actually talking?' 

            'Does it matter? She hit you, didn't she?' 

            'She got cross and lost her temper frequently, after I lost my job – bloody covid!'  

            ‘You cried, she felt dreadful on the first few occasions, then it became regular, the 

norm, it became part of the pattern. She was enraged and her limbs would be striking out and 

doing things that she didn't want to do. She felt that she was out of her body, out of control, 

she tried to tell herself to stop but she couldn't. You said her outbursts weren't a big deal.' 

            'I didn’t want it to be a big deal.' 

            ‘On one occasion she picked up a table and brought it down on your head, you had to 

go to hospital as you were concussed and had to receive stitches for the gaping wound.' 

            'She didn't mean it, she couldn't control the anger.’  

            'Then one day you lost your temper and you retaliated. You punched her in the mouth. 

You felt ashamed, it was completely unacceptable, you felt like a hypocrite. She didn't hit 

you anymore after that, but that's when you started pottering in the shed to avoid being in her 

comapny. You looked at yourself with self-loathing and contempt, you blamed yourself.'  



            'She was once the greatest thing that ever happened to me, then the space between us 

was torn. I couldn't hold on anymore, I just had to let go. Perhaps one day I will write a letter 

to her.'  

            Suddenly the beam of a torch would be shone directly in my face. 

            'Sir, are you incapacitated or injured in some way?' the masked police officer would 

ask. I wouldn’t be aware of the police car rolling up or the two police officers approach. 

            'I am assuming that the unattended vehicle with its engine still running is your 

vehicle?' the first officer would ask. 

            'If you could stand up sir and accompany us to the police car, we have reason to 

believe that you are under the influence of drugs or alcohol whilst driving. Please get up 

slowly and place your hands behind your back,' the second officer would say. 

             'I've just left my wife.’ I would laugh aloud, and the tears that would ebb from my 

eyes would be tears of joy. 

            Pottering makes you think about these things. So, I’ll potter away until they find a 

cure or a vaccine or something for my sanity, something that’s going to stop me pottering. 
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