GET OVER IT 
-- Hi, Gran, how’s tricks?
Oh hello grandchild. So nice to see you. This self-isolation is doing nothing for my mental health. Sometimes I wake up thinking I’m a she-wolf.
-- Don’t worry about it, Gran. It’s for the good of everyone, whether you’re vulnerable or invulnerable like me. I’ll still bring you your shopping through the wildwood just like I’ve been doing since 2020, as long as you stay put. Here it is, by the way.
Thanks ever so, my dear. Make yourself at home. Whatever’s wrong with your cloak ? Surely you didn’t give it the hot wash.
-- No, don’t be a dork, Gran. You know why I can’t go around in that one that I used to wear, the one in the other colour. 
You mean the red one?
-- Now, Gran, I know you’re not too old to learn the new ways. We don’t mention that colour any more. White is what’s appropriate for the post-pandemic generation. I’m quite happy identifying as White Riding Hood so you’ll need to learn to call me that. Either that or you’ll be no-platformed.
Oh dear, I don’t understand any of this New Normal talk that your age group use. It used to be simple enough when you looked up at the rainbow you saw the colours in order: Red Orange Yellow –
-- Not any more. That was all pre-Covid. We don’t talk about the blood colour any more. We just think about the blood cells that are our friends, the white ones.
But, grandchild, when I look up after the rain I can still see a band of red at the top.
-- That’s just your age, I’m afraid. We all see White Orange Yellow.
Are you sure that’s not clouds dispersing, dear?
-- Come on Gran, it’s W.O.Y.G.B.I.V. Surely that’s not too difficult to remember. Go online if you want to see what a real rainbow looks like.
But red used to be my favourite colour, so warm and passionate. In Russia they use the same word to mean beautiful and in German it means sunset. IAnd in Italian…
-- Okay, Gran. Enough of this non-compliant talk. It could get you into big trouble. When you do start going out again you’ll see that now our traffic lights are blue for stop, just like on the ambulances, and the magnolia pillar boxes are coming in next month. I hope you’ve handed in that dictionary for disposal. The deadline is next month.
A Dictionary Deadline? Maybe I saw something about it on the news.
-- Yes, it’s part of Stage 21 of the anti-lockdown programme. Everyone has to hand in their old dictionaries containing pre-Covid definitions. Whoever talks about a redbreast these days? Positively sexist.
But I do like my old Chambers with its lovely red… Oh, will life never return to normal?
-- Never say never, Gran. Don’t start feeling Lockdowned again. You’ll be sent your New Normal Dictionary next week. It’s got loadsa positive words in it. And there’s a rainbow on the cover.
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