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Welcome to

The brilliant photographs that illustrate each page were produced by pupils 
at Millbay Academy as part of a lockdown project. Each is placed randomly 
and is not connected to the text. We thank Millbay Academy for giving us the 

privilege of publishing them.

Front cover artwork by Paolo Fiore
Back cover drawing by Ellen A R Sims

Stonehouse Echoes is a community magazine created to give residents 
an opportunity to write about the effect Covid-19 has had on their lives. 
It focuses on their experiences during the coronavirus lockdown and how 
people are learning to live with the virus. The main aim is to bring the 
community together through shared art, photography, local journalism, 
and creative writing to discuss how we can create a safer and fairer society. 
I’m Alan Qualtrough, editor of the magazine and the Stonehouse Voice (and 
local resident). I’d like to thank everyone who contributed work for this issue. 
If you like it, please share it with your neighbours or on your favourite social 
media using the hashtag #StonehouseEchoes.         
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Growing up in boarding schools from the age of 
seven or so and having to share dormitories with 
other boys, it made sense to treat them as I wanted to 
be treated myself. This is the principle of the Golden 
Rule and it dates to Confucian times (551-479 BCE).                                                                                               
I was more familiar with it as a concept from the Christian 
gospels such as Matthew 7:12 which we were taught in 
Religious Education. 

It appears as an idea in Buddhism, Christianity, 
Hinduism, Judaism, Taoism, Zoroastrianism and the rest of 
the world’s major religions. In 1993 it was endorsed by 143 
leaders of major faiths as part of a “Declaration Toward 
a Global Ethic”. A current English academic philosopher 
Simon Blackburn states it can be found in some form in 
almost every ethical tradition.

What is the connection between it and living in 
Stonehouse during the time of the lockdown and the 
subsequent period of effects of Covid-19? 

A friend of mine living in North Road West was suffering 
from depression and anxiety already and then was 
petrified when the first reports of what Covid-19 was and 
what it might do to people and society were released. 

She was in a Catch 22 situation having anti-social 
neighbours in the house where she was living with poor 
facilities and so didn’t want to stay in but was too scared 
to go out.

Sympathising with her having suffered from poor mental 
health in the past myself I started to do what I could to 
help. I did her shopping trips and laundry because she 
lacked the facilities for that. 

Being so poor she had no TV and so came to my flat 
to watch a couple of shows. In return she would do my 
washing up as my dishwasher is broken. Also, when I’ve 
gone away, she stays in my flat to escape her place and 
look after my cat. 

These are like the ideas of Timebank which we are both 
part of and so not having a computer she shared mine as 
they have Zoom meetings weekly because of Covid-19. 
Very much a you scratch my back and I’ll scratch yours 
theory. Timebank is a good simple idea which can work 
very well as my dad taught Maths and in return got his 
shed roof redone in Efford. 

The Golden Rule has certainly worked for us over the 
last few months and just thinking of it as a Christian 
principle as we both went to church before ‘lockdown’ 
we have both been disappointed with the response we 
got from some local congregations. It’s easy to say when 
you are sitting at home in a Zoom meeting that you’ll do 
something for someone. Be it just a text, a phone call or 
visiting somebody you know will be in as they are too 
scared to leave their flat.

Via the Golden Rule I have built up a strong, terrific 
friendship and we both trust each other to an extent we 
can rely on each other and we have each done things for 
the other which we would call lifesaving. I do sometimes 
wonder about the local churches and how divided and 
separate they are. If they could all just think what would 
I want someone to do for me if I was in that situation; i.e. 
The Golden Rule, it would be like Stonehouse streets were 
paved with gold.      

Living by the Golden Rule
by James Bridgwater

Photo by Oliwia



I had just moved to a new house a week before lockdown, 
my daughter had just given birth to her first child, and my 
son moved to his new home on the first day of lockdown. 
I faced it all with some trepidation and a sense of loss. It 
meant I could not enjoy my son being nearer, I could not 
see the first few precious weeks of my grandson’s life, and 
there was much I needed to do on the projects with which 
I’m involved. Would those projects survive? Would we?

What I discovered is that this fantastic human race can 
adapt. I was lucky as I am retired and did not face the 
horrendous worry about jobs and making a living.

I found I was luxuriating in the joy of time at home. No 
appointments, no paperwork. It was time to paint, time to 
chat, create time to laze, time to plan, and time to enjoy the 
beautiful small things. As many of us have, I learned that 
it’s essential to make this time, to get a balance back in life, 
that family, friends, and people are what matter. 

Of course, many of us used social media to keep in touch. 
There was a lot of unpleasantness and judgment but was 
there ever a demonstration of humanity ranging from 
groups offering support and advice to people caring for 
neighbours and delivering vital supplies and comfort? 

People’s ingenuity shone through. Small businesses, 
charities, and community organisations in the main 
overcame the scary obstacles, and most have survived, so 
far. Many people who rely on some of these services have 
suffered because human contact is vital, but a call, the 
magic of Zoom, and other methods have meant we could 
reach out and lessen that a little, though not enough. 

The joy of people re-evaluating life, and questioning the 
status quo is something to applaud. I, in common with 
many, reflected on what matters to me. It is family and 
friends; it is time to be and to experience; it is a connection. 
Though I am back in the throes of the projects I am 
involved in, it has made me realise 
the connection and passion are as 
much for the broader community 
as it is for our closest relationships. 
Being involved helping our whole 
community is to be connected and 
less isolated. 

So, lessons learned maybe—I 
began to understand the life I choose 
to live. I have revelled in the touch of 
my grandson, in the closeness of my 
son, and I have also revelled in the 
community around me. But I do miss 
hugs!

Another lesson learned was 
Stonehouse people are remarkable—
we got on with it! Leadworks was at 

the end of a year of hard work getting the warehouse up 
and running. We were booked with events and exhibitions. 
Our public sitting room was working well. Life was looking 
good before lockdown. 

Everything had to be cancelled and we were, as were so 
many, extremely worried. To survive we decided to go for 
a Crowdfunder, and wow - we reached our target. This has 
meant we could work on making Leadworks accessible 
and finish some vital works while we were closed. How 
wonderful people supported us in such difficult times.

Being in the middle of Stonehouse we could see the 
terrible effect on people. We could also see people going 
over and above to rethink and help. A time when the 
community needed our public sitting room more than ever 
and we couldn’t offer it. We set up online communities 
but it is not the same. The communities that are based in 
Leadworks, Pride and The Kintsugi Project, did outstanding 
work online. 

We all saw that the homeless were given homes; we can 
only hope that we can see that this is the first thing to do to 
help and that we should be fighting for this challenging of 
the status quo to be the norm across many other issues.

We reopened for Plymouth Art Weekender with a risk 
assessment eight pages long! How wonderful that this 
event could go ahead. It was such a joy to see familiar 
faces after such a long time and just wonderful to see the 
creativity that abounds in Stonehouse. There was much 
fun and laughter, incredible talent and amazing work 
reflecting on Covid-19.

We now face more uncertainty, as do many, but we 
are determined to survive and be true to our original 
dream: ‘An affordable space for grassroots organisations, 
individuals, artists, the vulnerable and the community’.

But Stonehouse hasn’t stopped dreaming!

Stonehouse hasn’t stopped dreaming
by Bronwen Hewitt MBE

Photo by Marie
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I slip into the cold

Smooth yet gently heaving

Satisfying stretch of limbs

A level rising sun shines across from blue 

Though lowering darkness cloud looms across the sea

A rainbow arcs across the blackness as I turn to shore

Stretch and stretch again, my heart expands

Rain rattles as I reach my door

A day ahead of tedium, tension

Yet I have seen God’s glory

Living on the Stonehouse Peninsula we are blessed by 
the proximity of the sea at Firestone Bay.  The Covid-19 
lockdown coincided with the most amazing burst of 
excellent weather I can ever remember.  No way was the 
sea closed to the public, even though in the early stages 
of complete lockdown the actual car park at Devil’s Point 
was blocked off.

I have never seen so many folk cycling in to swim. In 
particular, the large number of ladies, including young 
ladies.  As the lockdown eased and these folk were 
required actually to work, the sea got quite crowded 
before breakfast as I took my usual early morning swim.  I 
chatted to many NHS workers who would not usually have 
been so indulging.

Often a couple of dozen or more got in by the little 
kiddies’ pool; though many continued to use the steps 
by the under-walkway huts.  Locals have named this 
Tranquility Bay.  It was sometimes less than tranquil until 
one got into the water!  Everyone was being so careful 
to pass others on the steps using the lovely ‘Covid dance’ 
avoidance technique.

Once in, a swim out to the buoys was tranquil, provided 
one did keep an eye open for head down mass swimmers.  
Most gentlemen seemed to be in wetsuits as they trudged 
along from buoy to buoy, stopping at the turn to let the 
rest of the group catch up.  I did note however that fewer 
ladies bothered; rumour has it that there is a layer of 
subcutaneous fat to act as an insulating layer.  Please don’t 
hit me ladies!  

I noticed that very many swimmers now tow a small 
blow-up orange float along.  I am assured that this is in 
order that they can be seen, and it is not intended as a 
lifesaver.  I am delighted to report that I never saw any 
boats inside the buoyed area set aside for swimming.  I 
did notice flotillas of paddle boarders at weekends.  It 
was also interesting to see a gentleman teaching open 
water swimming.  He knelt on a paddle board and cruised 
beside his client to supply advice and encouragement.  
What a good idea for someone who wants to try a new 

idea and is not confident enough to go it alone.
I am a perennial optimist.  I truly believe that the general 

health of the nation may be raised by the vast increase in 
the amount of outdoor exercise so many folk are taking; 
not least open water swimming and cycling.  It is so 
encouraging too when I see many more ladies jogging as 
well.

I finish by noting that we swimmers in Firestone Bay 
have often received the ‘seal of approval’ from a visiting 
mammal.  What a boost to be joined in the water like 
this!  It did not nose against me this year, though this has 
happened a couple of times over the years.  Now that is 
a real adrenalin rush when it is so very unexpected.  A 
curious creature indeed.

The morning swim
by Ron Smith

Photo by Abdullah
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In search of some insight a while ago, I talked to a poet friend 
asking for some writing advice. He advised me that everyone 
has a unique story to tell, including me: all I had to do was tell 
it. At the time, this felt vague, but for this article, it suddenly 
made sense. Here I am trying to uncover something useful 
to say about the pandemic, yet all I can really do is write 
honestly about my experience. 

Before the virus hit the UK, I didn’t understand what was 
going on, and I felt somewhat okay. The Government acted 
like the virus would have its passport checked at border 
control, and it wouldn’t be allowed in. People knew very 
little about this virus, but we could relate to its horrible 
effects in Italy and Spain. During the lockdown, I got scared. 
I have asthma, and I smoke. I know what you will say. I have 
been stopped on the street by older people telling me the 
damage I am doing to my health. They advise this from a 
place of experience, and the older I get, 
the more I know to listen to my elders. 
But I didn’t have time to prepare. And 
so, like everyone else, I had to make 
friends with the person I was at that 
moment. And, oh my! The colours, 
words, acknowledgements that came 
out were intense. Something perhaps 
that only panic could propagate. So 
even if now everyone is more relaxed 
due to Covid fatigue, we all shone our 
colours brightly. We created posts on 
social media, highlighting a version 
of ourselves we’d maybe now rather 
forget. An imperfect, scared, and out of 
control version. 

So like many others, I started posting 
online, a visual obituary of sorts: a postcard my friend 
brought me from a David Hockney exhibition, a photo of me 
at Stonehenge during the Summer Solstice - where it was too 
cloudy to watch the sunrise that year and where I developed 
a leg twitch so horrendous my fellow train passengers cast 
worried looks in my direction. I wrote a poem about water. I 
sat in my newly made nest of crisp packets. And I wondered, 
too much, in silence. 

My friends set up a WhatsApp group we jovially called 
‘Apocalypse Now’ to keep in contact and which quickly 
became a safe space to post videos of Pandas. 

Hindsight. It was too much like living in a film for me. But at 
the same time, nothing had changed in the way I expected. 
When something like this happens, you would think things 
would feel really different: you would feel different. Like how 
it felt when you watched black and white films about the 
war. Like how you imagined your grandparents must have 
felt back then. But most things stayed the same. The sky 
stayed blue. 

Somethings did change, though. For me, these were 
unusual moments of calm that arose from the stillness. I felt 

heightened anxiety in shops surrounded by face masks and 
looking at empty shelves. But when nobody was around, 
there was a stillness I wasn’t used to. My anxiety alleviated 
in these moments. It feels strangely obtuse to say that there 
was calm alongside such moments of fear. I felt guilty that I 
didn’t want things to go back to the way they were. I didn’t 
like the pandemic, but I enjoyed the quiet. 

Now and then, a flock of seagulls would be startled on 
a building far away, and I could hear them all jump up 
together in shock. Noises were amplified in the silence. 
The other animals we share the planet with seemed mostly 
unaware. Sometimes I looked for signs of emotion in a cat’s 
face but saw none. I thought perhaps the animals would be 
wondering where all the humans had gone.

People I know who have mental health problems were 
messaging me with guilty feelings like mine, explaining that 

this was the first time they had breathed out a 
sense of relief. A sense they felt but could not 
name. Many wanted the pandemic to end, but 
not that feeling. I won’t try to explain it any 
more than that. It was all confusing and still is. 

I made videos showing people how to grow 
plants using things they have around at home, 
mainly involving milk bottles. That was my 
contribution. 

Here in Stonehouse, many people don’t 
have gardens. Some people overcame this by 
walking all day on their daily walk. Aimlessly. 

I liked not being needed. I liked not having 
my monthly Jobcentre meeting. I liked hearing 
the birds. They were able to reach more people 
with their bustling song. They seemed to take 
back space we once encroached on. 

I was able to use a shop front to grow seedlings. It made 
people smile while on their daily walk, and I could smile back 
through the glass windows. I would get up at 7 am to feel 
the fresh heat from the sun in the morning. Standing by my 
window in silence, I watched the spring sunshine flood its 
beautiful orange glow across the city’s tops: ugly buildings 
became beacons. It was bliss. And then I’d go to pot up and 
water the little plants in the shop every day. I had a key so I 
could lock the door. I got to watch them grow little by little. 
I got to see the beautiful pinks, yellows, and greens develop 
on the stalks. Strollers, runners, hoppers, passers, and 
wobblers all looking in. 

My mind had been having an allergic reaction to the life I 
had been living. Realising that was a huge relief. It wasn’t me 
anymore – it was my environment. 

I don’t enjoy seeing the pandemic being turned into an 
opportunity. It was awful for some; me included at times. 
But it continues to have some really interesting lessons to 
teach. I found them in these moments. Offline rather than 
online mostly; in the shop window, in how the animals were 
happily carrying on and listening to my friend’s  advice.

I made a visual obituary of sorts
by Helen Moore

Photo: Water My Cat Drinks from, by Natasha 
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At the Plymouth Play Scrapstore, they believe connection, 
conversation, collaboration, and simple funding are 
needed to support grassroots community action and 
projects. When these join up, it makes a big difference.

They have never done things alone. It’s always been 
them and their friends, and when the lockdown 
happened, they reluctantly had to shut the doors. Their 
staff and volunteers went home, closed their doors, and 
buckled down for an uncharted ride. 

A few weeks into the lockdown, they realized they had 
so many resources that the community needed, but they 
were shut away. They needed a plan! 

Joy Davenport (pictured above left)—Scrapstore founder, 
Trustee, and volunteer, continued to work for Plymouth 
City Council during the lockdown, so she didn’t face the 
same isolation as many of her colleagues.

She said: “When the Scrapstore contacted me to say we 
had resources the community could use, I contacted my 
line manager to see if I could offer support by working 
from the Scrapstore on my no contact days.”

There was a lot to do. Provisions for the soup kitchen had 
to be found and then materials to make masks and scrubs 
for the NHS support workers. The Scrapstore then filled 
creative scrap bags to be delivered to young people.

“I had the time, and our paid staff were shielding as well 
as being furloughed, so I felt that this was something I 
could do to support Plymouth’s vulnerable children and 

bring a little bit of light and play into their lives.”
The Scrapstore team comprised two directors, Joy, 

Susan Moores (pictured above right), and Jane Hembrow, a 
Scrapstore co-founder, and shielding volunteer. They called 
Jane the ‘Home HQ’ because she did the ordering and admin 
and used a trailer parked on her drive to quarantine stores.

Joy said: “I think that Susan found coming into the shop 
as rewarding as I did, and we built up not only a good 
working relationship but had some light relief from the 
difficulties outside of work. I am very proud of the fact 
that we were able to support our community throughout 
Covid, and although it was exhausting and at times had 
some challenges, it felt good to be doing something. 

“The success of the project just grew and grew, and 
eventually, we reintroduced our workforce, and they 
have taken over the project and, with the relaxation of 
restrictions, reopened the shop. Ours was a dynamic plan. 
It changed with our community’s needs and with fantastic 
support from organizations such as Take a Part who bought 
craft bags from us and started us off on our journey. RIO 
came next with funding from The Arts Council.”

The Scrapstore made more than 2,600 bags for Devon 
and Cornwall, 800 during the summer holidays, funded 
by many organizations, including seed funding from RIO, 
Active Devon and Sport England, Devon Community 
Foundation, and the recovery and response fund, 
Transforming Plymouth Together. They distributed the 
bags through foodbanks and community groups. 

Susan Moores said: “I felt so pleased to be part of a team, 
packing bags of playful creativity knowing these were to 
be distributed to children and their families while schools 
were shut down. 

“These bags were a colourful distraction, a necessary 
addition to some, an unknown quantity for others, but an 
inspiration to the imagination. It was maybe something or 
nothing, but certainly, all put together with love, smiles, 
and a sprinkle of magic.” 

“For me, it was good to be out there in the community 
doing something with meaning and making the 
contribution that we could as Plymouth Scrapstore. 

“I was part of the delivery team until the end of August 
- 16 weeks of this project, that grew and grew—and is, in 
fact, still growing—from paper to cloth to boxes, and as 
this side of things continues to grow.

“Now that Plymouth Scrapstore back open to the public 
and I’m quite happily changing roles again, back with the 
team that supports in the background. 

“We learned that we are more than just us— we are part 
of a wonderfully supportive community, we work best 
when we are collaborating with others, we are creative, 
flexible, we value what we have, and equally value what we 
can share. We thank our friends for being with us on this 
journey. We are grateful that we were able to help others 
and the opportunity to learn more about ourselves.”

Making sure the play carried on
by Joy Davenport and Susan Moores

Photo by Natasha
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Working in front-line care throughout lockdown, this 
crisis will hopefully be a wake-up call for the NHS.  The 
old standard procedures used for the containment of 
contagious illnesses needed to change. These are my 
observations, experiences, and hopes for the future of 
health care.

There has always been a lack of a consistent, 
unified, standard approach in Plymouth.  Initially, the 
medical teams in Plymouth were slow to react to this 
unprecedented pandemic. Derriford Hospital kept 
changing ‘Hot’ wards, dotted them all around the hospital, 
used different terminology to other places in the city 
and region, and did not restrict or assign lifts for Covid 
purposes.  In contrast, Exeter hospital allocated a ‘Covid 
only’ lift, assigned wards which stayed the same, away 
from other wards and restricted visiting and movement 
within them, from day one.  Care homes, too, were slow 
to act and seemed to blame the Government’s lack of 
instructions or clarity rather than get their act together 
when the pandemic was classified as such.  The drip, 
drip, drip of the fear factor that is the British media did 
not help the situation because the public was even more 
anxious than usual. The blame game kicked into overdrive, 
detracting from the critical actions that were needed.

Once we were a few weeks into the strange times, some 
systems seemed to be in place, and things ran a little 
smoother; for a start, our PPE was finally issued.  There 
was less movement of patients as routine appointments 
were kept to a minimum, and A&E had fewer people 
turning up with minor problems.  However, ‘Hot’ wards 
were still changing in Plymouth, people still blamed 
Government policy rather than taking the initiative, 
there was a mismatch between hospital and care 
home understanding of who could be transported, the 
Nightingale hospital was not used to its full ability, nor 
was the designated ‘Covid transport.’ Best practice was still 
not shared across the region.  

The public on the surface may have been showing their 
appreciation by clapping for the NHS each week, but it 
was all show as we still faced moans and sometimes open 
hostility, for example, when they were asked to move their 
cars from the ambulance bay. People’s selfish attitude is a 
significant stumbling block to the improvements needed.

Two observations influenced my views of the virus’s 
contagiousness and the UK’s policy to slow transmission.  
Firstly, my view of the virus changed when a colleague 
was tested positive and, despite being near others 
before the results, did not pass it on to any of the team.  
Secondly, a high-risk group of renal patients regularly 
attended Derriford for treatment, yet to my knowledge, 
none contracted Covid-19.  They wore masks traveling 
to, during, and traveling from treatment, sanitized their 
hands regularly, and practiced social distancing in the 
treatment room, so simple actions were working.

I hope that the lessons learned from this pandemic 
will bring better normal in health care, but it will take 
a pragmatic approach from the ‘powers that be’ and 
the public.  Procedures should now be in place to slow 
transmission of all communicable diseases, not just 
Covid-19.  A return to restricted visiting hours, or at 
least restriction on the number of visitors, would also 
stop the transmission of MRSA, Norovirus, and the like.  
The Nightingale units should now be used for anyone 
with symptoms until tests confirm or disprove that they 
have caught the virus.  This will allow ordinary hospitals 
to continue routine operations and reduce the risk of 
transmission to other vulnerable people. Regular cleaning 
of hands should become the norm, not just for a crisis.  
The public will have to self-moderate their need to go to 
A&E, or perhaps a triage system should get put in place 
to direct those that do not need to be there to other 
alternatives, such as the pharmacist.   GP surgeries’ video 
consultation system is an excellent way to reduce the 
need to attend in person and hopefully continue, making 
better use of the GP’s valuable time and resources. 

Normal needs to change, and it will not take expensive 
actions to change it, just a more positive attitude and a 
‘can do’ approach.  Unfortunately, two crucial things are 
a barrier to change; the media fear factory, which loves 
a crisis, and the public’s adverse reaction to change, 
particularly regarding something they have come to 
expect or take for granted.  We can still hope, though!

Normal needs to change
by a Key Worker

Photo by Maria
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The willow tree bows low, trailing its branches into the 
glittering water. Sunlight slides off a copper-green tower. 
Partially closed, ancient wooden slabs of doors prevent 
access to the masses, but the courtyards, cloisters, and 
colonnaded walkways beyond are glimpses of a different 
world. 

Before the Covid-19 crisis hit, I travelled to Oxford on an 
exchange visit to find out more about the social enterprise 
scene. The University and its constituent colleges were an 
ever-present reminder of knowledge, influence, (in)equality, 
and wealth. Oxford felt like a place of privilege, where 
power oozes from the very walls, pools around yellowed-
stone halls, and flows out on its way into every corner of 
British life. 

The world has changed so much in just a few months 
because of Covid. I think back to that trip with mixed 
feelings. For sure, I want us to get back to normal as soon 
as possible: to meet friends, to enjoy a cup of tea over a 
business meeting, to travel freely. On the other hand, I think 
we need to change. 

We need to rethink our economy and the way we 
work fundamentally. The risk of going back to normal is 
that the systemic environmental, social, and economic 
injustices that were encapsulated in that fleeting glimpse 
of the power of Oxford University will be perpetuated. I’m 
optimistic that people will choose a more human, kinder, 
fairer, greener future. 

We need an economy that is better for people and better 
for the planet. Going back to business, as usual, will only 
compound inequalities and make any economic recovery 
more fragile. We need to build back better. But how? 

For me, a significant part of the answer lies in the way we 
do business. For too long, a shareholder driven, quarterly 

return obsessed, extractive, and exploitative capitalist 
model has dominated. Business is a profound force in 
the world. Businesses do create jobs and prosperity. 
Taxes on profits – obviously not those squirrelled away in 
private offshore tax havens – fund our hospitals, schools, 
and public services. We need businesses to do well, but 
the pursuit of profit alone can be damaging. Examples 
of egregious executive behaviour abound - financial 
mis-selling, horse meat in burgers, fake breast implants, 
Paradise Papers, Panama Papers, siphoning off pension 
funds. Immense damage has been done to people, the 
environment, and animals in the name of profit and, by 
association, business.

So, let’s be pro-business but let’s make sure we support 
purposeful, responsible, regenerative businesses. 
This different economic model is not a work of 
fiction – it already exists in our cities, high streets, and 
neighbourhoods. Here in Plymouth – the UK’s first ‘Social 
Enterprise City’ – we are leading the way in creating 
this more caring economy. We have a model which can 
help us ‘build back better’ – that of social enterprise. Like 
traditional businesses, social enterprises aim to make a 
profit, but it’s what they do with their profits that sets them 
apart – reinvesting or donating them to create positive 
social change. Social enterprises can be co-operatives, 
community businesses, trading charities, community 
interest companies, and other forms.

Social enterprises and community businesses have 
proven to be resilient and resourceful during the Covid-19 
crisis, with many becoming the nerve centres of local 
community responses and thus, they are much less likely to 
have closed down or be empty.  

Social enterprises need to be right at the heart of new 
ideas and transformation that 
comes out of this crisis. We 
need a radical shift in the way 
we think about business, and 
we need to move to a fairer, 
greener economy. An economy 
where businesses create decent 
work and where the dividends 
of prosperity are more equally 
shared. An economy that 
creates wellbeing and that 
enhances, not degrades, the 
environment.

A better way of doing 
business is not a work of fiction. 
It is real; it is right here and 
now. And it is growing. This is 
the time for social enterprise 
to rise.

Time for social enterprise to rise
by Gareth Hart

Photo: Sunset by Deimante
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What is ‘normal’? My normal is not anyone else’s normal, 
no matter how typical or familiar it might be. Judging 
something to be within the bounds of normal means 
we may not like it, but we can recognise it, make 
sense of it. Labelling something not normal is putting 
something or someone on the outside; it can bring fear of 
unpredictability, disruption, disturbance. Now it seems, at 
least for me, the ‘new normal’ is a liminal space: hovering 
between things making sense or not, and always on the 
threshold of change. This is not necessarily a bad space to 
occupy, but it can be exhausting.

 My story begins with my return from a visit to the States 
in early February. At Heathrow I noticed many people 
wearing masks. News of the coronavirus in China was 
just beginning to come through. I remember watching a 
family all in their masks hurriedly wheeling their cases and 
thinking ‘that’s a bit paranoid’.

I caught the train to Plymouth, hoping no one would sit 
near me because I like my space, not for fear of infection. 
I went to the shops and filled the fridge without wiping 
disinfectant on everything. I went to the pub and had 
coffee with friends. I went to the gym and the pool and 
shopped for birthday gifts and went to the cinema and 
book club and my weekly art group. A friend came to stay 
(for all of lockdown as it turned out). I got a haircut.

I remember when normal was having human contact 
- including physical - and distancing was talking to your 
friend across the road without crossing because you were 
in a hurry, not because you were terrified of infection. 
Normal was going out to work, to school, to shop, to 
swim, to socialise, volunteering in the community; normal 
travel was freely on public transport; getting jostled in a 
queue, withdrawing cash from an ATM and unwrapping 
a sweet was without anxiety of infection. Remember 
when we feared the world as we know it 
was coming to an end because of Brexit 
and the Tories (it might still) and not a 
pandemic? Remember feeling the world 
was relatively predictable and no one we 
knew was sick or had died or lost someone 
or had their families and jobs and 
education disrupted due to Coronavirus?

So, here’s some of my new normal.
Caring and keeping safe. The most 

visible evidence of this is the mask. I 
keep a pack of them by the door ready to 
grab and carry a spare along with wipes 
and sanitiser. Masks are a barrier.  When 
masked I sometimes fail to recognise or 
am not recognised by people I know. I 
have to say ‘I’m smiling’ when I smile and 
try to show it in my eyes. I have a rash on 

my face.  I speak louder to be understood and turn up the 
telly to understand the muffled speakers. But masks also 
enable interaction and offer some protection. I hope they 
are not forever. I keep my distance; but I remember how 
hurt it felt at first to have people cross the street to avoid 
me.

Creativity. I am an artist. It was very difficult to feel 
inspired or motivated when anxiety was high. Participating 
in a 30 Artworks in 30 Days challenge in April was a 
good discipline. Before Covid our normal was to work 
independently and meet in our shared studio space weekly 
for crits, workshops and discussion. Carrying on via Zoom 
has helped sustain us, even to grow, through support and 
positive criticism. We collaborated on an outdoor project 
which allowed us to work in new ways. While we have 
currently retreated to our own spaces, the experience had 
an impact. I still struggle to create, but I’m working on it.

Community and Connection. As a Stonehouse resident, I 
feel part of a vibrant community, thanks to the hard work 
of groups and people and venues. Stonehouse has become 
such a cultural – mainstream and alternative - hub. Initially 
this activity took a bit of a hit, but quickly adapted to 
online and Covid safe ways of happening.  This has made 
the activity more visible and accessible and is building an 
archive of creative production. I am much more aware and 
appreciative of the creativity around me. As an organiser of 
and participant in the Plymouth Art Weekender it has been 
clearly demonstrated how valued creativity is to individuals 
and the community, and how hard the community will 
work to make it happen. This is not new. I hope we will 
not lose momentum, collaboration, inclusion, curiosity, 
commitment, and the sense of purpose and joint enterprise 
as things eventually return to what may we may remember 
as normal. Normal is this, now. Normal will change.

The normal is this, but it will change
by Ellen A R Sims
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16th June. An aroma of green leaves in full growth, and the 
tannin bitter of dry wood chip greets us as I untangle the 
straps on the pram and plonk my daughter down in the 
grass. The sun dazzles high above, and a light breeze gently 
rustles the willow hedge. 

I take a moment to assess our messy but productive 
allotment plot before heading to the strawberry patch. 

For twenty minutes, we crawl and bum-shuffle the length 
of the patch, delighting in the search for ripe red berries 
amongst the leaves and enthusiastically gorging on our 
finds. It’s one of those beautiful moments of connection 
and discovery - the fruit in the fridge really grows on plants! 
It is something that anyone with a young child recognises, 
and a rare respite from Zoom calls, mundane searches for 
sanitiser, and anxious scrolling of social media feeds. 

During the lockdown days, our allotment was a sanctuary 
and a form of daily exercise suited to having a ten-month-
old in tow. 

The day before shops had started to re-open, and as I 
pour the strawberries that made it back from the allotment 
into a bowl, I listen to the prime minister’s daily briefing in 
which he encourages pupils to return to school. He strives 

to make clear he would do everything in his power to get 
“back to normal” as soon as possible. 

It’s thanks to the furlough scheme, I was even at the 
allotment on a Tuesday and able to share that precious 
moment of discovery with my daughter. Before March, I 
worked full time in a job I am fortunate to love but still left 
little time for family.

Whether on precarious casual contracts, always 
on standby for whatever work comes our way, or in 
overworked, underpaid jobs with an expectation to be 
available 24-7, most of us don’t have time to take stock and 
see the bigger picture.  

Is it any wonder that if we don’t have time to think, we 
struggle as a society to tackle the significant challenges of 
our generation? Be it child poverty, homelessness, or the 
climate crisis?

Rewind to the 1960s and the economists of the day, 
foreseeing advancing computer power and machines 
taking on more and more tasks, were concerned not about 
overworking but that people would have little work to fill 
their time. Machines have indeed taken many jobs, but 
somehow, we’re busier than ever - and suffering because 

of it. As the furlough scheme winds down, I 
don’t pretend that it is a long-term solution.  
But there is an alternative that is proven to 
work - a universal basic income, replacing our 
deeply unfair and failing benefit system with a 
guaranteed unconditional regular income for 
every citizen.

The current system of benefits has led to a toxic 
narrative of “benefit scroungers,” causing division 
and resentment. The pandemic has highlighted 
how many of the most valued jobs in society 
are also the lowest paid. Because universal basic 
income is paid to everyone equally, it can help to 
heal the deeply divided society we live in.

Trials of universal basic income have shown 
repeatedly that it improves mental and physical 
health; there’s evidence it reduces hospital 
admissions as a result. With a guaranteed 
income, many more people choose to set up 
new businesses, and it provides an unconditional 
safety net for the poorest in society. All outcomes 
that seem particularly useful as we face the 
ongoing health crisis and an economic recession. 

But most importantly, universal basic income 
offers people time, whether to be with your 
children, care for a relative, volunteer, set up the 
business you always dreamed of, or fight for the 
causes that matter most to us all. 

If we are to build back better, we must start by 
giving ourselves the space to create the change.

Going slow and finding time
by James Ellwood
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The news of Covid-19 came about just when my practice 
and new community engagement was really picking up 
and then lockdown pulled everything to a halt. I, as Free 
Radical Creations, a community interest company, had 
been at the beginning of a collaboration with Deborah of 
the Horticultural Therapy Trust on a project called Creative 
Natures funded by POP+. 

The start of Creative Natures before Covid was fantastic; 
we had introduced the project with a wide range of 
small engagement cues inspired by Stir to Action’s ‘The 
Art of Invitation’ workshop that the incredible Nudge 
Community Builders had sponsored me to do. Things were 
great; we got to witness the value of the sessions we were 
offering with participants joining in again and again. Once 
lockdown was in place, I thought things had become a lot 
darker, knowing how sought-after Creative Natures was; it 
lockdown had created a void, a space of emptiness where 
creation and 
coming together 
once happened, 
which in its way 
was difficult. 
During the early 
lockdown, life 
slowed down; 
I’d be bumbling 
around with so 
much free time 
finding it hard to 
focus in the same 
way as before, 
but I found that 
focus again after 
balancing myself 
out with more 
exercise that and 
the abundance 
of micro-
commissions, little 
nuggets tumbling down from the top of the art pyramid 
and other small social funds to strive for. Although I 
received a lot of noes, because of how close our arts 
community can be in Plymouth, I always still got to see an 
amazing artist I know to get the green light. I felt a desire 
to make every physically distanced random contact with 
other humans as fun as possible by likening the one-way 
shopping systems to human-sized classic arcade games as 
well as a level of vigilantism in me when out and about in 
regarding the 2-metre distancing rule. 

I thought it was proper to follow distancing rules, and 
anyone breaking them should be told. I had this new-
found voice: “Hey man, don’t do that; we need to protect 
the NHS and each other.” For the most part, I never had to 
use that voice; most people generally stuck to trying to do 

their best in the confusion.
Some people don’t like following rules. I was in a one-

way system at Tesco near Beckley Point; a man politely 
asked to get past me. I asked him to wait a moment, 
briskly reminding him about the 2-metre distancing rule, 
then his attitude completely changed by trying to shove 
past me. I asked him again to stay where he was, making 
it clear he was in the wrong, and he squared up to me and 
asked me to sort it outside, to which I refused until the 
security staff promptly separated us. He was in his Sixties; 
some men of his age have such a feeling of righteousness 
about them; he did not like me not doing what he wanted 
even though he asked nicely, when in my mind at that 
time, our actions literally could have meant life or death 
for so many. The staff told me they had been spat at and 
had items thrown at them on other occasions.

It wasn’t until the end of April and early May that I 
was able to re-engage 
with outside activities. 
Deborah, who is so 
compassionate and 
dedicated to providing 
a space for helping 
people in need, was able 
to find a way to run the 
Horticulture Therapy 
Trust, which with the 
good weather was all 
outside. Finding a pocket 
of nature for people 
to visit and nurture 
themselves through 
being in the land was so 
beneficial. I know this 
because not only did I 
see others, but I felt that 
same benefit when I 
visited.
At first, I had trouble 

coming to terms with how the distancing rules could be 
more flexible because of my touch of vigilantism and how 
things like the Dominic Cummings incident happened. 

I could just see lies after lies and a narrative that didn’t 
match what was happening. Why no apology!? It was 
confusing that although the rules were there, some 
people would just do anything and if I hadn’t had the 
specific up to date set of rules, I would get somewhat 
miffed.

With everything 2020 is throwing at us, I’m still 
optimistic that the world can tick over until we’re through 
to the other side, whatever side that may be. We are not 
alone in this; the temporary separation is an illusion, and 
we will get through.

We are not alone in this
by Tom Loveder
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Dear friend,  I’m writing to you to tell you about what 
I’ve been up to over lockdown. How it’s really been. Not 
what they want you to think. Because one day, what I am 
about to say will be part of our story, the stories we tell 
ourselves, or don’t tell ourselves, if no one tells the story. 

History, herstory, what matters is that it got told. Not to 
tow the party line, but remain faithful to the beauty of 
truth and the truth of beauty. 

That’s what I endeavour to do. 
The mind is a temperamental phantom, the memory 

is unreliable, the thoughts are conditioned. How can we 
discern the truth, then? How can we learn, then? I want 
to find a way to elevate my mind to apprehend wisdom 
and become a truly 
empowered and 
effective thinker 
and creator, rather 
than upholding 
the false notion 
that intelligence is 
the ingestion and 
regurgitation of 
so-called facts. Tick-
box systems of pats 
on the back and 
certificates of hoop 
jumping at the 
Academy of Facts 
and Figures, where 
The Imagination 
is denigrated. 
These systems are 
becoming obsolete. 

Friend, my friend, if only we were friends, all these miles 
and days apart in our space-time continuum. Can the 
words of a stranger pierce deep into you and linger in 
your daydreams? Can the beauty of a person shock you 
so deeply that you become unsure of the true nature of 
reality? These are the kind of questions that float around 
my mind, in the background continuously. I’m asking, 
“How can I make life more magical?” 

Everyone is experimenting. No one knows for sure. 
Everyone is imagining their own world. What’s your 
world? I have chosen to imagine heaven and I see heaven 
before my eyes, this earthly paradise that is my Mother, 
the earth that bore me from its intelligent design. I am 
doing everything I can in my heart to want, imagine and 
manifest Peace on Earth, to shine a light somehow. This 
world is a strange place and anything is possible. If you 
say Yes to existence, a path of adventure awaits. 

Back to Lockdown… I think it made me stronger. It 
forced me to take steps to grow and develop myself. It 
has been one of the best times of my life. I never thought 
I’d ever be able to breathe clear air again in the city. 

The air was clean, clear and fragrant. There was minimal 
background noise of traffic, barely any cars were on the 
roads. The weather was perfectly sunny during the whole 
of Lockdown, so I got to see so many amazing plants 
and flowers when I went out for walks. The colours were 
so beautiful. The council didn’t cut the grass so it grew 
long and looked so elegant and dreamy, all the different 
types of grass flowers, waving in the wind, in their pretty 
colours. I gained a new appreciation for grass and wild 
flowers. 

Although the sunshine was great, at one point it got 
worrying when there was no rain for so long, but then 
the rain came. When me and Pete went on a walk, we 

saw that someone 
had set a bush on 
fire (not sure if it 
was deliberate 
or accidental). 
With the help of a 
stranger, we put 
the fire out with 
water we had on 
us. Global warming 
in effect. More 
dryness. More fires. 
Water shortages in 
our future? Scary. 

I created a garden 
with Pete during 
lockdown. 

I kicked my shoes 
off forever and lived 
barefoot (except in 

shops) because it feels great. 
I became more involved in the arts. 
My heart ached over lockdown for my children. 
I loved and made love to Pete a lot. 
We argued a lot. 
We made up a lot. 
I danced a lot. 
Music was always on, so many great artists. 
I cried sometimes. I didn’t always feel well, but overall, I 

felt like the love in my heart was limitless and that I had the 
strength to get through any situation. 

I felt like I was losing my mind sometimes, at my worst. So 
discombobulating when the whole world feels like it’s turning 
upside down. 

Death is closer, death is closer… death is creeping up on 
me. But do I feel more alive now? 

Am I closer to my aims now?  I think so, my friend. Just know 
that there’s someone out there who dreams of peace and 
love. 

We haven’t lost yet. 

The clean fragrant air of lockdown
by Chi Bennett
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The first stages of quarantine didn’t take place in 
Stonehouse for me - rather, it was not being able to go to 
Stonehouse which was the most difficult thing to deal with. 

As a child, I travelled continuously, moving roughly every 
month or so, living everywhere from the Highlands of 
Scotland to the Channel Islands. Ex-forces parents who 
never got out of the habit. 

I lived in Stonehouse for 12 years, which remains the 
longest time I’ve spent in one place, in a dilapidated but 
beautiful flat in a Georgian house built as officer’s housing 
during the Napoleonic wars. 

The place has a decayed grandeur to it and was always 
full of artists, writers, and late-night discussions over dinner 
and wine. 

My two children, eighteen-year-old identical twins, still 
live here, and the short distance from St Judes, where I 
was self-isolating and then quarantined, suddenly and 
unexpectedly stretched and became immeasurable, 
impassable, impossible. 

Most of my work as an artist, writer, and organiser 
takes place in Stonehouse, and I found myself remotely 
managing a project to play recordings of poets and singers 
while people waited in socially distanced queues in Union 
Street. 

I didn’t see my children, or Stonehouse, for two months - 
the longest I had been without them since they were born. 
It was soul destroying. 

Finally, I was able to meet them in Adelaide Park one 
night, where I had taken them to play as children so often. 

Not being able to hold them in my arms was heartbreaking. 
We had moved to Stonehouse when they were three 

years old, as I was at university in Plymouth, and we 
could only find housing through their accommodation 
service. Unlike my upbringing, I wanted my boys to have a 
place they came from, somewhere they could call home. 
Stonehouse is that place for them. 

One particular place we’ve always gone to here is Devil’s 
Point. Every Christmas day, while I lived here, we would 
walk down there to throw pebbles in the sea and stroll 
around after lunch. During the lockdown, the boys would 
often walk there, and I wished I could have done the same. 

Now, we find ourselves facing a second lockdown, and I 
am here again. 

As in so many cases, since the pandemic began, 
relationships have been tested, and it’s no longer tenable 
for me to continue living where I was. 

Of course, I came back to Stonehouse, to the one place I 
feel I can call home. 

My ex and I have reached an arrangement where I stay 
here with the boys while he’s away at work several days 
a week, and it’s become part of my sofa surfing circuit as, 
once again, I live out of a bag of clothes and wait to find 
somewhere of my own. 

Working in the arts on a low income, this is easier said 
than done. When the second lockdown hits, as it inevitably 
will at some point, I don’t know where I’ll be or where I’ll be 
staying. 

But, this time, I really hope it’s Stonehouse. 

The only place I can call home
by Gaby Marcellus-Temple
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I got the virus in March 2020, right before lockdown. I 
was very ill for about four weeks, and it was awful. My 
whole body was in pain. I had a terrible headache and a 
fever. At one point, I was quite worried because my throat 
was sore, and I was finding it harder to breathe. I phoned 
NHS 111, and they said I ought to be in a hospital, but I 
was worried that if I went in, I’d be at risk of picking up 
other illnesses, so I decided to stay home with my partner 
Chi Bennett, who nursed me back to health. She made 
sure I drank copious amounts of tea made of raw ginger, 
raw garlic, lemon, and honey. I rested a lot and stayed in 
isolation for a month, which did my head in as I’m usually 
such a busy and social person. 

Chi said I was a nightmare to live when I was ill because 
my personality changed for the worse. I became more 
negative, news-obsessed, paranoid, fearful, always 
complaining, and predicting the worst possible outcomes, 
irrational, demanding, needy, unstable, and grumpy. But 
thanks to Chi being a superhuman earth angel and a pillar 
of strength, I managed to pull through and carry on.

There have been so many negative aspects to living 
in these times, but many optimistic too. Myself, Gabi 
Marcellus-Temple, Chi Bennett, and Mike Whittam tried 
to keep arts and culture alive by continuing to have the 
monthly spoken word and music gigs with WonderZoo, 

but online through Zoom. We’ve also kept our Radical 
Reading Group going, kept doing a monthly online 
workshop with the Plymouth and Devon Racial Equality 
Council. 

Chi and I performed outdoors together on 15th August 
for VJ Day on Union Street in collaboration with Nudge 
Community Builders and Imperfect Cinema. It was the 
first time we had performed live together as a duo since 
February, and it gained a lot of positive attention. I get 
stopped in the street a lot by strangers in Stonehouse, 
commenting on the positivity and happiness it brought 
them. 

In August, we did our first outdoor live gig since 
February with six different artists, again in collaboration 
with Nudge, this time as part of the Manor Street Market 
event. 

I was touched by messages I received from people 
saying it was the first cultural experience they’ve had in 
6 months, and it brought them so much joy. This is what I 
live for, to bring happiness to people, above everything. 

I set myself the task of doing 100 album reviews during 
the lockdown. It was an opportunity for me to talk about 
the albums I love and how they affected me throughout 
my life. Many people commented through Facebook that 
they loved following my album series, and it gave them 
something to look forward to reading each day. Writer and 
musician Sam Richards from Totnes was inspired by my 
album series and wrote his own top 100 albums series. I 
even created a new musical, spoken word performance 
with Chi about my album series, which is progressing 
towards creating an experimental art house band. 

I attended about 25 online gigs across the country 
during the lockdown and beyond, performing my 
spoken word. It allowed me to connect with totally new 
audiences, many of whom are now following WonderZoo 
and performing at our online gigs. 

Tim King, Bard of Exeter, kept spoken word going in 
Exeter through Zoom, in a weekly drop-in session called 
‘Forsaking The Mic’. I attended most of them, and they’ve 
been full of friendship, laughter, fun, and great art. 
Without this, I would have found it so much harder to 
cope. He did keep me going and gave me something to 
look forward to each week. In these sessions, I began to 
see how much people liked my performances and how 
much I inspire people. It’s given me a new perspective on 
myself and a drive to carry on and do better in the Arts 
and community. 

Ultimately, staying involved in the arts, working on 
positive projects like doing up the flat and garden, and 
being in a supportive relationship has allowed me to 
remain hopeful in these difficult times, and I hope I can 
continue to spread positivity in various ways, as I’ve 
always tried to do as an artist and political activist. I truly 
believe that positive action can change the world.

Being positive can change the world
by Slain McGough Davey
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I was aware of fears of an incoming epidemic just after 
Christmas. I worked part-time with a woman who was 
always on her mobile, transfixed and anxious about 
the rising death toll, makeshift hospitals, and the 
approaching virus. 

The rest of us, at least 20 years older, felt no panic. If it 
came our way, the government would take the lead, and 
we’ll cope. We didn’t think the virus was going to change 
our lives. Well, how wrong we were.

The day soon arrived when my company sent us 
home. We were furloughed on full pay for the next three 
months and thought that was good news.

From that moment, my wife and I became engrossed by 
the TV and radio, with its morbid coverage of death and 
sickness. There were positives of being home; getting on 
with the home décor we were putting off, we now even 
had time for the garden. 

The sudden silence that permeated Plymouth was 
eerie; people deserted the streets, no cars, no planes in 
the sky. We enjoyed the singing of birds and the different 
species coming into the garden. And the absence of 
seagulls! People respected the distancing rules, with the 
occasional nod of thanks. There was a sense of security.

I’m in my mid-Sixties, and this quiet time reminded 
me of when I was a kid. If I said ‘Sundays,’ it might be 
recognisable to someone of my age for shops were 
closed, with off-peak public transport, and limited pub 
opening times. There were things you couldn’t buy 
because it was a Sunday. It was a special day of rest. 

I found life curiously less stressful during the early days 
of the lockdown. Families were brought together via 
phones and computers, and working from home meant 
no commuting.

But there was plenty of stress for some. You realised the 
strain key workers were under; hospital staff, cleaners, 
emergency services, rubbish collectors, post workers, 
and delivery workers. I appreciated them in the early 
days, as now, for without them, I wonder where we 
would be now.

That was months ago, and things have changed. 
Interest in the epidemic has waned, and it’s become 

confusing and boring to follow. Is the media or 
government the cause of this? Younger people may not 
be following the rules and now more at risk. People are 
getting worried. People seem to have forgotten the spirit 
of togetherness to protect that vital thing called life. 

Is it because some governments think the most 
important thing to focus on is the economy, rather than 
saving lives? As seen during wars, some states see people 
as expendable, especially the old and infirm.

This policy is what I worry about in these troubled days. 
The ever-rising number of corona cases has stretched the 
NHS to breaking point, and as a full-time carer, I can see 

the cracks and strains.
But as a historian, I am not surprised by this trait of 

humanity, because we don’t have to look too far back in 
time to recognise this behaviour. 

At the beginning of the WW2 air raids, people would 
rush to the bomb shelters, and shops and theatres would 
be closed. But after a while, people became complacent 
and careless and risked their lives by not taking refuge. 

It was then city folk’s lives became expendable in 
protecting factories, and there was the feeling of ‘Carry 
on Britain’

The history of past epidemics, such as plagues, is weird 
and macabre to us, but for the people then they were 
no doubt more frightening because they were unseen, 
unfathomable, ‘The Work of the Devil’. There were no 
vaccines, just unproven and useless remedies. So people 
put their faith in religion to resolve the problem.

That mindset leads to cruelty and the abandonment 
of people who became ill; the authorities quarantined 
ships where the crew was affected by disease and left 
it unaided until they had died. One street in Edinburgh 
where the residents had an incurable plague was to be 
bricked up at both ends and they were left abandoned 
until all were dead.

Then, as now, a small minority of those in power 
thought commerce, profit, and the economy were the 
priorities at the expense of people.

Strangely, history seems to have backed them up; 
following the Black Death, which looked to wipe out 
whole areas of the UK, there followed a golden age of 
enterprise.

History is repeating itself
by Richard Fisher
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Like every other community business, social enterprise, 
charity, and community group, Nudge started to unpack 
the news of a national lockdown and talked about how 
we could still do stuff when we weren’t going to be 
physically present on Union Street.  

We knew it would be tough for lots of reasons and 
wanted to find a way to ease some of the difficulties 
we started to hear about, especially for people living in 
Stonehouse.  So, during lockdown we:
•  Opened up our wifi in our three buildings for free so 
that people without wifi could access on-line school 
work and services living along or just behind Union 
Street – it’s been used 2410 times in the last six months.  
•  Worked in partnership with Borrow Don’t Buy to 
re-purpose digital devices for local people who didn’t 
have one.  We have given out over 35 tablets, phones, or 
laptops to local people.  
•  We supported our Corner Soup volunteers who 
stepped up to work five days a week to provide 4,000 
take-away soups over the last six months for anyone who 
needed it.  Lots of local people and businesses donated 
food, treats, clothes, and money.
• Set up a phone line in partnership with POP+ and 
supported 112 people with shopping, regular chats, and 
pharmacy pick-ups.   
•  We worked in partnership with Wonderzoo to do 
Wonderqueue to bring poetry to socially distanced 
queues waiting outside of Union Street supermarkets. 
•  Paid free-lance artists who had been planning to 
deliver an activity along Union Street during the summer, 
knowing they’ll be back when they can.
•  We shared our grant in The 
Clipper with our business 
tenants who would otherwise 
not have accessed this 
funding.

Coming out of lockdown we;
•  Hosted Manor Street Markets 
to enable people to come 
together once a month for 
music, creativity, and a browse 
of the stalls.
•  We supported Jabulani to 
open a world food court in the 
Plot.
•  Hosted Union Street Party for 
the 11th time bringing love, 
joy, creativity, and connection 
to more than 1200 people.
•  We opened our buildings 
for Plymouth Art Weekender, 

welcoming more than 1800 people through the three days.  
And thinking for the future, we have bought the 

Millennium building on Union Street in partnership with 
Eat Work Art. This building has been standing empty for 
15 years, and we acquired it because it is too important 
for our community to be standing empty. 

It’s early days but the plans are to make it safe for a mix 
of temporary and commercial uses and perhaps a space 
for live gigs. As residents, we now really understand what 
it takes to get some of these tricky buildings into use. 
Over the next 18 months we’ll host some pop-up events 
so we can understand the building and see if it could be 
a music venue for the city.  And next year we’ll launch 
a community share offer so that people can be part of 
making it happen.

Our community is at the heart of everything we do, 
and their support and skills have brought us to where 
we are now.  We can’t do it on our own; collaboration 
and creativity are the key to getting this building 
contributing back to our economy and community.

None of this would have been possible without 
collaboration with local people, partners, and funders.  
We’ve been able to call on lots of support, and people 
have stepped up, providing kindness, generosity, advice, 
and expertise to ‘think, act, and do’ things together.

Although we might be on the edge of another period 
of distance, let’s use the lessons of the last six months so 
that we can chip away at inequality, nurture a different 
future where we act from our hearts, celebrate kindness, 
restore balance, and know we can make a difference and 
can rely on each other to get through.

We got through by working together
by Wendy Hart

Photo by Oliwia



Millbay Academy lockdown photography project 

Above: I actually left my house for this, by Charlotte

Above: The key worker, working from home, by Ella

Above: Photograph by Oliwia

Above: Ella’s dad

Above: Photograph by Abdullah

The images on this page and throughout the 
magazine were taken as part of a lockdown 
photography project by pupils of Millbay Academy
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