
 

Week 8 May 2020.  

 

It’s going to take time and we have that.  

 

Isolation has one advantage. Time.  

Isolation is allowing the average joe time to slow 

down from the everyday hustle and bustle of 

juggling a million tasks at once. Modern life has 

become a screaming match for which task is worthy 

of my attention. Family, friends, work, ‘me time’ – 

they were all fighting one another to the top of my 

to-do list. In these unprecedented times, the true 

priorities are revealed. We reach out to call family 

members we might not speak to except for holidays 

and birthdays.  



 For many families this might be the first time in 

years where everybody is interacting on a daily basis 

for weeks on end. In fact, that was one of the things 

that worried me the most when this all began. How 

were we going to all stick each other? Keeping busy 

was often an excuse for keeping out of each other’s 

way. Now that the world has stopped and we’ve 

been thrown together one of the biggest surprises 

has been the fact that we actually – not just love 

each other – but like each other!  

Having too much time on our hands can be 

frightening too. With our scattered, distracted lives 

we only take time to reflect when there is something 

to worry about. At the moment, there is both time 

for reflection and plenty to worry about. The answer 

of course is to focus on the good things. I do a 

gratitude list every morning and night – my form of 

prayer – giving thanks for all I have. What we all 

have. Each other.  

God bless and stay safe.  

Kate xxx 

 



 

 

Ten things we always meant to do but never 

had time for. 

 

1. Mastering the iPad 
2. Reading poetry 
3. Writing poetry! 
4. Composting 
5. Growing plants from seeds 
6. Sending letters  
7. Writing that memoir 
8. Making memory boxes  
9. Photo albums 
10. Sketching 
 

You can write to me the old-fashioned way at 

Kate Kerrigan, Quay, Killala, Co. Mayo, Ireland 

or email me at katekerriganauthor@gmail.com  

 

 

 

“Map?” I said. “I don’t need an ordinary map – I’ve 

got a cool map in my phone!” 
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“Oh,” my mother said, “I just thought you might like 

to see where you were going.” 

“I can see,” I said, whipping out my iPhone, "look.” 

“Amazing,” she said, not bothering to put her glasses 

on and looking vaguely in the direction of the tiny 

blue slab I wave at her to look at everything from 

family pictures to interesting emails.  

I love the map facility on my phone so much so that 

when my husband said; “I’ll rig up the Sat Nav in the 

camper,” I said there was really no need. I was going 

to stay with an English friend in Florence Court, a 

National Trust property near Enniskillen where her 

(very posh) “people” were from so she gets to stay in 

an apartment there.   

“I know where Enniskillen is,” I said, “I’ve been there 

dozens of times.” 

“Even so,” he said, “you know what you’re like. You 

can turn the volume down. Just have it there just in 

case.”  

I skimmed the e-mail Katie had send which said 

something about us staying in a different apartment 

on account of my bringing the kids blah-blah her 

cousins Lord and Lady something-or-other – then 

called out the address on the end to Niall which he 

typed in to the complicated black box.  



The electronic voice started before I left our drive; 

“Turn left in 20 metres,” then, “Turn right in 200 

metres,” at the end of our road. This is going to drive 

me mad, I thought, so I turned the volume down and 

enjoyed the sunny drive to Sligo with the two boys 

snoozing in the back. However, the SatNav was 

winking away at me, trying to communicate so when 

I reached Sligo town, out of a mixture of curiosity 

and guilt, I turned it on again.   

“Turn left in one hundred metres,” the box was 

saying. “Eh?” I thought, “but I’m already on the 

Enniskillen road?” “Turn left now,” the voice said 

with, I imagined, a slight inflection of urgency.  So I 

did that. Even though I knew I was already on the 

right road. Even though the road they were guiding 

me up was a narrow, country road. “Turn right in 

200 metres,” straight over a hedge and into the sea, 

they urged me. When I didn’t do that - they 

instructed me to do a U-turn, on a narrow, winding 

road. I did take their advice on that and got back into 

Sligo. By this time I was confused and no longer 

trusted either my own judgement or the Sat Nav. So I 

followed it’s instructions round and round the 

outskirts of Sligo until, eventually, we got back on 

the road I was familiar with as the right road in the 

first place. I should have turned it of then and 

consulted a map, but I didn’t have one. So I switched 



on the map facility on my iPhone which has a little 

blue pulsating button that tells you exactly where 

you are in the whole scenario. I also left the Sat Nav 

on. Our dysfunctional relationship now in full swing, 

I mistrusted the machine but nonetheless suspected 

it knew more than it was letting on and wanted to 

keep it on side. It all went horribly wrong on the 

border. In Belcoo the plentiful signs for Florence 

Court (this was The North where they have road 

signs) clashed wildly with the sat nav. I followed the 

road signs and turned the hateful, lying slab off – 

feeling angry with it but somewhat vindicated that I 

was right and it was wrong.  

The National Trust manager in Florence Court was 

very nice, but she had no idea who I was or what I 

was doing there. I checked my friend’s email and 

discovered that we were not staying there at all but 

that her cousin’s house was in another place 

altogether. A place which the sat nav had been 

repeatedly guiding me towards. However, by this 

time there was NO WAY I was going to listen to it 

again, so I switched on my phone. For the next hour I 

drove round and around the back roads of 

Fermanagh as my iPhone map went in and out of 

coverage and the blue “you are here” dot zoomed in 

and up the route in the right/wrong directions. In 

the end, back in Belcoo for the umpteenth time, I 



stopped and asked a very nice man the way to where 

I was going. He gave me clear instructions, which I 

followed, and with the phone off and the sat nav 

unplugged and buried in the glove compartment, I 

was there with a cup of tea in my hand inside in less 

than fifteen minutes. Never again.  

 

 

 

 


