
Birthday party in Lockdown 



Rainbow Den 



Walking the Edgelands 



Jasper and friends 



Around The World In Lockdown. Today it is funny how our world as a family has become 

so much smaller. The days revolve around getting up, meals and a walk.   

Jasper, my youngest son, perches on his bed at the top of his ladder as sunlight streams in 

illuminating him.  

He is poised ready to leap. I was interested in the calm around the room and the 

contained energy in the person!   

I was also very attracted to the way the picture window reflected its panels of glass on the 

ceiling. Shadows from items on the sill mingle within the squares of light.  

On the window sill are items that all have particular meaning to me.  On the far left a 

painting by an artist friend of mine called Alan Hawkins is glowing with red poppies. 

(Poppies have significant importance to me and have featured in several of my paintings.) 

I often contemplate war and peoples sacrifices. On the remainder of the window sill, 

Jasper’s money and treasure box are scattered with other items of little material value, but 

attractive to a magpie like my son! 

 

I am reminded of how the simple things are important and treasured dearly as a child. A 

picture of a NHS rainbow that Jasper has coloured in glows on the right. A reminder of the 

times.  

Another area that particularly drew me in, was the world map on the far left and the world 

globe on the bookcase in the foreground. T 

That  morning I was contemplating the holiday we should have had in Disneyland Paris.  

How we take it for granted that world travel is so easy and convenient these days.  It’s just 

a question of finance and how we will get there.   

Today this is our world, reduced, pared back.  Jasper’s room  feels about as far as we will go 

this year.  

My world is this family and my children and through these times I feel very fortunate to 

have them. 



Stay safe 

In the painting, my nine year old Jasper uses chalk spray paint 

which will wash off on a disused bridge.  

Before this pandemic my mind and my work were elsewhere.  

For the first three/four weeks of lockdown I creatively felt lost, my 

mind dominated by anxiety and fear. As the weeks passed 

I learned to appreciate the hear and now. The everyday 

experiences. 

I have really enjoyed the quality time that I have had with my 

children. Together we have been exploring the areas within 

walking/bike riding distance of our house that are often 

overlooked by us/others. These 'edgelands,' are on the fringes of 

urban areas where nature is trying to take back its stronghold. 

Only human interference will stop the brambles, ivy and other 

wildlife completely reclaiming this disused bridge. Only human 

repair will stop the weather erosion.  

I am interested in how the natural world survives on the fringes 

within our societies. Pushed/held back. Controlled.  

Nature can be cruel. This is not the first pandemic to sweep 

through the population. It is natures way to test for the strongest 

in any population. Any species. Survival of the fittest. As humans 

we are able to build vaccinations to protect ourselves from the 

ravages of disease. We are able to make every one of us stronger. 

We hold back the tide. We are like this bridge, under constant 

repair and maintenance.  

The rainbow represents hope, it has now become a symbol of 

staying home and staying safe, of a thank you to the NHS staff 

who are on the frontline working tirelessly to help people through 

this pandemic. 

  



Fly with Me 

During the pandemic part of our routine would be to go for a walk or a bike 

ride locally. Newton Abbot Quay is a beautiful spot by the river Teign where 

an industrial area meets a nature reserve.  Under normal circumstances is 

my 'go too' place to feel at peace and clear my head. With what has 

happened it has become even more important to me and my family. We go 

to feed the birds, play games and have a picnic on the benches on a daily 

basis.  

Today during lockdown, the 'gift within the heartache,' is that I have been 

forced to slow down and appreciate these wonderful places that are within 

a few minutes walk of our home, to really observe and record whats going 

on around me. 

Here my youngest son Jasper, is busy feeding the pigeons. He is twisting his 

body in all directions, stretching and rubbing his hands together to let the 

crumbs fall for the birds.  I am always amazed at the various, precarious 

looking postures children get themselves into!    This simple act of sharing 

food like this with wildlife is something I was bought up with. It brings back 

my own treasured memories with my parents.  I have often observed very 

young children here feeding the birds. Accidentally (not!) dropping bits of 

food over the side of a pram.  This instinct to share, this curiosity of other 

species, is something I choose to nurture with my own children. I feel it is 

very important they realise they need to look after more than just 

themselves in this life.  In the painting I have captured a moment as one of 

the pigeons took flight at the exact moment Jasper threw his hands 

forwards. I really felt that this was a moment of strong connection between 

the two of them.  Shadows and strong directional light play a significant part 

in my paintings.  I am always looking at how these shadows connect people, 

places and objects to a moment, a place in time. Here, I  was attracted by 

the dark contrasting tones of the industrial units in the background, I feel 

that this has a grounding element in this painting. The tree line starts to 

soften this. The mobile cafe is just visible to the back right hand side, adding 

intrigue as to what is happening 'off' of the canvass.   The picnic bench an 

everyday feature of our lives these days. Shadows of the bench converge 

and mingle with the pigeons, their shadows in turn connect with Jasper.  


