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Coronavirus Lockdown Day 49:  It’s hard to believe but there really are people out there in 
possession of  Dettol wipes. These fortunate, almost mythical beings, cornered the market 
when the rest of us were entirely oblivious and now we’re having to make do with pallid 
squirts of watered-down Windolene on old J-cloths covered in boot polish. Likewise it’s 
hard to believe that in olden times, before mid-March, we could actually go for walks 
together. They were a wonderful, tangible, realistic prospect with spectacular views, candid 
chats and regular bouts of cake at the end. You don’t know what you’ve got til it’s gone.
But it won’t be for ever and we are discussing the potential in due course for Stepping Out 
Lightly - a version of Stepping Out walks which will incorporate vital safety measures eg. 
smaller attendances and more local. No hugs and kisses on arrival - maybe waves, bows or 
curtsies instead. Social distancing applied throughout the walk. Packed lunches rather than 
cafe visits. Perhaps garden chairs in the boot of our cars so that we can sit in a car park/other 
open spaces and have chat before we go. It’s all open for discussion. And for all Boris’s 
injunctions to “Stay Alert “ instead of “Stay Home” it could be a while. We do appreciate 
that carers and those they care for may experience a lockdown period longer than most due 
to the particular challenges they face. We certainly do not want to rush anyone in to the 
great outdoors. It is very much a personal decision based on common sense and hard-won 
knowledge. So really we’re just throwing this out there and seeing what you think. 

CLARE BALDING JOINS STEPPING OUT CARERS ON FILM
 Many of you from Kent and Manchester may recognise yourselves in this short video 

we’ve put together following a Zoom with Clare about the joys of walking and her shared 
frustration that we’re all having to wait to be safe. She sends everyone in Stepping Out her 

very best wishes for a further adventures when they arrive.
CLICK HERE :     https://www.facebook.com/carersstepout/   May 6 post

You can also view by going to media page of our website  - https://carerssteppingout.co.uk/

https://www.facebook.com/carersstepout/
https://carerssteppingout.co.uk/


As Clare says on film: “I think walking is one of the  
simplest , most beautiful, purest pleasures for the human being”. 

“If you can’t walk air the moment I still think there’s a benefit to looking at 
landscapes whether in print or online  - and actually planning for the future. I 
think there is a real joy in looking forward to something.” 

HAPPY MEMORIES With that in mind, we’re looking looking forward to our new walks 
(whenever they may be) with a reminder of past ones.  Les sent a link to his photos from the 
glorious gardens of Sissinghurst in 2018. (Thanks, Les. )
 
https://1drv.ms/a/s!AsN3ah-Fm84j13oajlY191UqiFrb

STORIES FROM THE FRONT LINE 
Every week we will feature a first-person report from a carer or someone cared for about 

their current experience. If you would like to contribute your own story, 

I see Charis on WhatsApp and we speak on the phone virtually every day. She is in a lovely little 
bungalow, what they call “Independent Living with Support”,  in the next town so strictly speaking 
I’m not her carer any more. But the Coronavirus is hard for her. She’s lonely big time. She so wants 

to be out in the world again. Like we all do. Like I do. 

Charis is 27 now. She’s a fabulous young woman, and in some ways a carer for me too. She’s grown 
up with the fact that I have a health condition too, epilepsy and now two different types of migraine. 
It means  I can ”hit the deck” at a moment’s notice and not always conveniently like the time I had 
to a hail a random police car like a taxi in Holborn because I felt a collapse was impending on the 

street corner. (They were lovely about it, by the way.)

https://1drv.ms/a/s!AsN3ah-Fm84j13oajlY191UqiFrb


We’ve had a lot of fun together over the years . The greatest moments of my life have been 
witnessing her achievements, setting out to conquer what she was trying to do. They might seem 
small things: learning to walk, remembering to say ‘thank you’, riding her first pony at the RDA 

[Riding for Disability Association], graduating in Child Care at college. The worst moments of my 
life are the same:  knowing that I couldn’t stop what happened to her and I couldn’t change 

anything.

I’ve had epilepsy since I was 9, following an accident at a funfair when I banged my head badly on 
the dodgems. I had my first seizure not long afterwards. So even before I was pregnant with Charis, 
I paid to go to Harley Street to find out whether the epilepsy drugs I was taking could harm a child 

during pregnancy. The drug was called Epanutin then - it is Phenytoin now. Categorically, I was told 
‘no’. No problems. The drug was safe. 

I can still remember the doctor in the hospital where Charis was born coming in to see me the 
Monday afterwards. I remember the jacket he was wearing. I remember his words: “Your daughter 

has Congenital Phenytoin Syndrome. She might not walk, she might not talk, she might be 
physically or mentally handicapped.” I don’t think I said anything. I think I just took her in my arms 
and said “Right, OK, we’re going to do this.” She was always determined. That same doctor - who I 

don’t blame at all for telling me straight - used to call her “My Little Star”.

At one time, lawyers were confident that a significant group of us in the same situation - children 
who had contracted a variety of health conditions directly linked to drugs that had been marketed 

with no warning to women  - could be awarded compensation. It has been going on for years. Some 
brilliant campaigners - and friends - seem to be closing in on a settlement against a drug called 

Sodium Valporate. I’ve been up to parliament with them in support. Once I literally bumped into 
Boris Johnson, before he was Prime Minister. I held on to his wrist - which is probably not allowed 
- and said: ‘If I write you a letter about my daughter and others in her situation, will you read it ? 

Will you help?”. He said yes. I never did send the letter. Sometimes you just don’t find the energy.



Now, we’ve moved on. I say to Charis: we can’t live our lives waiting for something that’s not 
going to happen. It’s only money. It wouldn’t change a thing that matters. Let’s not worry about it. 
Let’s live life to the full as much as we can and not waste it on anxiety and lawyers. It just makes 

me angry to get my new medication - I’m still on Phenytoin and, ironically, Sodium Valporate these 
days - and see no specific warnings on the packet. “Do Not Take If You Are Planning To Become 

Pregnant.” I’d have it in red capital letters. 

I’m so looking forward to seeing Charis again for a big hug. I think human touch is so important. 
That’s the thing about being a carer - it can be so very isolating. I am lonely and sometimes I feel 
like a second class citizen, as if carers are never noticed, as if we’re not of the same value as other 
people. I’m not sure we receive the recognition and understanding from wider society. Just how 

blooming valuable we are. Not in terms of money necessarily - just in terms of time and effort and 
sheer determination to carry on. I didn’t have a career in the accepted sense. But my career was 

raising Charis and that to me was much more important.

A QUICK REMINDER OF THE ACTIVITIES ON OFFER with 
STEPPING OUT STAYING IN.  

* a talking service, * photograph & story-sharing * healthy recipe swap *art club   
*WhatsApp groups, *Bob’s quiz *online book club, *shared interest groups, *virtual 
walks, (by film, photo and description) *brilliant tips on how to pass the time when you 
are ‘self-isolating’, *Bernard updates (our mascot dog) - other pet celebrities very much 
welcome, *Film and television review, *Radio Show.

*Our link to Jack’s new workout

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hfrS3A3oQnw&t=14s 

For any contributions this 
Newsletter or any other 
enquiry: 


To find us on Facebook https://www.facebook.com/carersstepout/ 
Twitter: @carersstepout 

Instagram: carersstepoutuk 
Website: https://carerssteppingout.co.uk/ 

Email: hallosteppingout@gmail.com (note the ‘a’ not ‘e’ in hallo!) 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hfrS3A3oQnw&t=14s
https://www.facebook.com/carersstepout/
https://carerssteppingout.co.uk/
mailto:hallosteppingout@gmail.com


We would love to hear from you - and Jo is at the ready on Facebook to chat with you, 
receive your photos, stories, comments, thoughts as this is probably the easiest way for 

you to get in touch. 

CAKES BY BRENDA, who we must ask for the recipe.

Coronavirus Chronicles
Lockdown reports including your replies to our previous newsletters, plus other 

random bits and Bob’s quiz 

Poem by Pauline Harvey, a Stepping Out Doncaster walker.

I’m missing your HUGS, so very much.
More than ever we realise, how important is TOUCH.
Just now CLOSENESS has gone from our lives, 
But it will return to ALL, who survive.
“As sure as eggs are eggs”, my NANNA would say.
Why I don’t know, I’m just GLAD anyway!
It’s FUNNY how, these WORDS, we REMEMBER, 
Sometimes strange, but always TENDER.
And please let’s keep going whatever we do. 
Our MEMORIES of EACH OTHER, will see us through,
And we’ll make NEW ones, in the years to come,
JUST THE SAME, as we’ve ALWAYS done.



“With no one going out, and so little happening, we have found ourselves discussing, at 
considerable length, the recycling, the relative cuteness of the neighbours’ cats and our 
favourite mugs, concluding that it’s not just that some mugs are better than others but 
that some are better for certain drinks than others. Still, we don’t seem to have sunk to 
the level of my colleague Esther Webber who remarked this week that while she had a 
favourite mug before lockdown, she now has a favourite fork, hob, sofa cushion and 
pigeon she can see from the window. “(Sathnam Sanghera)

“We will look back on this time (if we’re not a nurse, or a carer, or a Majestic delivery 
driver, or dead) as a kind of golden summer. Glorious irresponsibility masquerading as self-
discipline — a time when we didn’t have to do the stuff we’re meant to do to keep our 
ludicrous economy afloat. We didn’t have to fly to Spain for the requisite two weeks of 
baking misery; go into the office; drive to places on pointless errands; hug people in an 
offensively continental manner; meet people we don’t really like, if we’re honest; eat in 
overpriced restaurants; take the kids to the pool; and so on. All the jabbering, witless 
ballyhoo of capitalism that had been wonderfully exterminated by this sudden, unbidden 
climacteric.” We’ve actually forgotten who said this, but it is instructive to see that they 
recognise carers are exempt from ‘glorious irresponsibility’ at the best of times.

Vital information from Lou. “For those seeking the elusive ingredients to make ‘slime’ [all 
the rage with children during lockdown] you can do it perfectly with glue, Optrex and 
bicarbonate of soda.” 

Meanwhile, Les (who sent us those Sissinghurst photos) has a bone of contention. 

He has noticed a significant number of signs springing up on local footpaths (public 
rights of way) which might be construed as intending to: “intimidate and frighten 
walkers away from the area in order to reinforce a misplaced belief that walkers, many 
from the local community, are threatening the security of your land.” As he has 
directly informed the landowners involved: “You will be more aware than I that 
Section 57 of the National Parks and Access to the Countryside Act   and under Section 
132 of the Highways Act it is an offence to do so.” One of the landowners has replied: 
“I have discussed this matter with my manager and he agrees with me that the signs 
are not misleading and can remain in situ.” Les, with right on his side and working on 
behalf of the walker, fights on. 



If anybody reading this who is able to go for walks has experienced similar problems, 
we would be delighted to hear from you. There are hundreds of footpaths nationwide 
which one way or another under threat, dismantling age-old routes between villages or 
obscuring magnificent viewpoints. It would be wonderful to contribute to their 
identification - and ultimate restoration. 

               

BOB’S QUIZ 
                                                                                            
1)The song You Will Never Walk Alone was written by Rodgers and Hammerstein was 
  written for which musicale.
2)In which city would you find the artist quarter know as Montmartre
3)In Greek Mythology who was the king of the Olympian Gods
4)What type of pastry are Profiterols made from
5)Which vegetable did Sir Walter Raleigh bring to England
6)What is the name of Captain Pugwash’s ship
7)Who is the patron saint of music
8)Which is the worlds longest river
9)Who chaired Eggheads before Jeremy Vine
10) In which city was Boris Johnson born

When We Get Back
When we get back to roaring, cawing, warring, whoring, flooring the accelerator,
 Foot-in-the-dooring & gimme gimme more-ing,
I think I’ll prefer it
When we were boring and snoring,
And just occasionally soaring
Screaming with happiness like a swift.



Anon. 

Stepping Out Book Club

Quote from Jeremy Clarkson on why he refuses to read books:  “Because I’ve 
been doing hard manual labour, and after a tiring day in the fields, I’d rather shoot a Nazi 
zombie in the face [in a video game] than read the “searing and poignant” tale of a 
Romanian woman’s 50-year search for her hat. Which is what all books are about these 
days.”   

Just to prove him wrong:  a few page-turning thrillers (minus hat-searches).
Fatherland by Robert Harris  (1992)
Set in an alternative world where Hitler and the Nazis won the Second World War. a 
detective of the Kriminalpolizei, is called out to investigate the discovery of a dead body in 
a lake near Berlin's most prestigious suburb.
Slow Horses by Mick Herron (2010)
The first in Mick Herron’s brilliant Slough House spy series, which combines the bleakness 
of John le Carré with the satirical bite of The Thick of It.
Snowdrops by AD Miller (2010)
Nick is a British corporate lawyer in his thirties adrift in the new money of Moscow in 
the Noughties. Intervening to stop a mugging in the metro, he is drawn into the world of 
Masha and Katya, and before long is heading down a maze….(nominated for the Booker 
Prize).

A few more useful links: 

If you want a test: Apparently it took a while, but the Govt has now included unpaid carers 
in its list of essential workers and those prioritised for #COVID19 testing in England. You 
can find out more at :
https://www.gov.uk/apply-coronavirus-test

If you want a sing: A sing-along with our Stepping Out Choirmaster, Adrian Bawtree -
( this should especially interest you, Monica.)
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=H0YRu4EyCyI

If you want a laugh:  This is brilliant and very funny. Andrew Cotter, who works for BBC 
Sport covering major events, took his boredom and created a video in which he 
commentated on his two Labradors, Olive and Mabel, chewing a rubber bone.  It has 
become a cult classic: known as “The Game of Bones.” 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4FuNlOy6EPs

https://www.gov.uk/apply-coronavirus-test
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=H0YRu4EyCyI
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4FuNlOy6EPs


(You will find more on You Tube. Olive and Mabel have now been nominated for BBC’s Sports 
Personality of the Year. Not really. But they should be.

SHORT LETTER FROM AMERICA 

Living in the "city that never sleeps" during quarantine can be strange. On my 
government-mandated solo walks I see shuttered bars, restaurants, and more 
than a fair share of ambulances tearing down the street. A few more than usual, 
I'd say, or maybe the lack of traffic just exaggerates their numbers.

It can be a quite somber mood sometimes, but other times I'm reminded of this 
city's ability to surprise and delight even under the most strenuous 
circumstances. The other evening, I visited my local wine shop to stock up on 
cabernet to help ride out week 6 of isolation. Grocery shops and delis still 
function as normal so I assumed would be the same of a small liquor store, 
which now more than ever, I imagine, is seen as an "essential business" by the 
community it serves.

On opening the door to the shop, the man behind the counter simply shouted 
"no!" at me and pointed to a sign I'd blown past, saying they were open  for pick 
up and delivery only. "Sorry, man" he said through the door as he clicked the 
lock into place. I asked if I could just tell him what I wanted and wait out on the 
sidewalk. He shook his head and said all orders must go through the app, before 
returning to his desk.

So, I stood on the sidewalk, downloaded the wine shop's proprietary app on  my 
phone, peered through the door to make sure I was getting the name of the wine 
I wanted right (there were dozens of bottles within roughly 3 feet of the door), 
entered my card information, and placed my order. Around 15 seconds later, the 
manager squinted at his laptop as my order (presumably) pinged into existence, 
nodded his head, and put two bottles of wine in a small bag. He gestured for me 
to step back as he opened the door and left the bag on the ground. Our deal was 
complete after no small amount of hospital-grade precaution and precision, and 
I haven't been able to stop thinking about it since. 
Tom Philip



 
That’s all for now. We wish you well in your respective safe havens and do hope you are 
all feeling fine.  Contact us any time - we’re always delighted to hear from you whether by 
text, Zoom, WhatsApp, online or an excellent appliance abandoned by the young called a 
phone.
Very best from us all, including Bernard amid in-season buttercups and daisies.
    


