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We can all pop in on neighbour’s now for a cup of tea, 
and, just today, limited visits to nursing homes will begin 
around Ireland.  
Nursing home residents have not received visitors since March due to Covid-19 
restrictions and I can only imagine the joy many of you will experience seeing your 
beloved families and friends again.  
For those of you who have been cocooning at home, it’s time to get out and about again. 
Mam went up town shopping yesterday, on her own. The experience has changed – no 
more browsing - fingering blouses in Dunnes for hours on end but first stop was the 
chemist for her foundation, confident that she will have plenty of reasons to wear make-
up in the coming weeks.  
We became accustomed to remaining inside our homes like hibernating woodland 
animals, and now it’s time to take a few steps outside. Like winter to spring, all our world 
is different now, with queues and face masks and shop assistants offering hand sanitizer 
like they are free samples but life is returning. The ‘new’ normal has arrived. 
I’ll leave you with one of my more light-hearted writings, to suit the joyful tone that it’s in 
the air nowadays. It’s about one of those parenting problems that we think are a disaster – 
nits! – how recent months have put those things into perspective for us.   
The ‘Covid Emergency’ 
element of this newsletter has 
come to an end. I hope you 
will stick with me as my 
newsletter goes monthly 
again –I will continue to send 
out my musings - and it has 
been a joy communicating 
with you all and thank you all 
for coming along with me on 
this lockdown journey. 
Stay safe – and best wishes 
from Killala, County Mayo.  
Kate x  
 

 

The New Normal is here. 
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but still, I thought, I am not Claire. She’s a drama 
queen - tends to make a meal out of things. Sure it’s 
only a few lice? A good does of pesticide and a 
couple of comb-throughs would do the job on our 
sensibly short hair. So that’s what I did. Plus, I put 
bedding, jumpers, hats - actually the entire house 
into a boil wash. Job done. The next morning, we 
went our respective ways. I put a mortified call into 
Tom’s school to say he was infected, but was now 
clear. When the boys got in from school, they were 
still itching. So was I. So was Mam. Niall was getting 
very nervous because, while his head would be a 
chilly spot for a louse, he has been cultivating his 
Dave TV trucker beard for over a year. Would it 
have to go? What didn’t help, is that everybody in 
this house has poor eyesight, so Mam went to 
Sinead Quinn, her fountain of all knowledge 
chemist and came back with an ‘ultraviolet lice-
spotting comb’. There they were. Waving. Eugh! 
Suffice to say that the combing continued. I brutally 
scalped both boys, although my husband’s 
magnificent chin topiary continues to be spared. I 
was still itching a bit, but it was either psychological 
or the washing up liquid I have been using to 
remove the lice-lotion. If I didn’t have dry scalp 
before, I certainly have now! Lice are truly are the 
work of Satan: the very last thing a busy mother 
needs to be dealing with. Lunches are cancelled, 
playdates are put on the long finger as real life 
grinds to a halt to be replaced with chemicals and 
endless, endless combing. On night three, I took out 
my light, and put Tommo up on my lap to search 
for the last, few stray critters. As I triumphantly 
picked out their corpses, one by wretched one, I felt 
like a gorilla picking through her baby’s fur for fleas. 
Tommo wriggled into my chest, cosy in yet another 
pair of boil-washed pyjamas and I thought, lice and 
all? There are worse places I could be.  
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The ever traumatic “head lice experience”. Every 
other person I know with children has wrestled with 
these visitors at one time or another, but never us. 
We have been lucky. Also, I have been a vigilant 
avoider. Anyone with as much of a sniff of nit about 
them has always been immediately banned from my 
house. So, when I got a note home from Tom’s 
school warning of a small outbreak I did the usual. I 
took a quick look at my son’s head, happy to find he 
was clear, carried on with my life. My husband had 
noticed Tom scratching but, I quickly pointed out, 
‘Tom’s a scratcher’. Coincidentally, I had been 
scratching, too, so I changed shampoos.  I was 
relaying this information to my sister-in-law while I 
was dropping Tommo over to her for a sleepover. 
‘I’ll check him in the bath tonight,’ she said.  ‘They 
can be hard to spot.’ I was surprised. I explained 
that I had been looking for something about the size 
of an ant, believing that if I put my reading glasses 
on,  I might see the lone critter blow me a cheeky 
raspberry before I picked it off my sons scalp and 
threw in the bin. Fiona looked at me sideways and 
said, ‘you’ve been watching too many cartoons.’  I 
was at my first dinner party in about three years 
when I got the text from Fiona to say, ‘Tom’s alive 
with them. HE’S CRAWLING!’  She had just got 
her own son clear and wasn’t best pleased that 
Tommo had bought unwanted guests on his 
overnight stay. Mortified, I popped the phone back 
in my bag and discreetly put on my woolly hat for 
the rest of the evening.  I spent a very long night - 
itching. The next day was a Sunday so it was 
lunchtime before I was able to get the chemist to 
buy ‘the stuff’.  Then I had to break the news to my 
mother, who have also been suffering from ‘dry 
scalp’.  She was absolutely horrified.  I called up my 
sister. Claire is the most hygienic, house proud, 
groom-conscious mother in Ireland. She is the 
person who deserves nits the least, yet she gets 
them.  Her two daughters have long, thick, glossy 
hair, as does she.  ‘They are a nightmare to get rid of,’ 
she said. Was there a note of triumph in her voice?  
She then gave me a torturous regime of chemicals, 
conditioning and combing. I took it all on board, 


