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It would be funny if it wasn’t so sad: the word “quarantine” comes from quaranta: “forty”, and indicates 

a period of forty days, but this is my 42nd diary and my 54th day in quarantine.  

This morning I do not have much to talk about. I am sipping my coffee in the kitchen and I listen to the 

silence outside: the ambulance sirens are much less than a few weeks ago, but there is something else 

missing.  

I realize it: I haven’t heard the sounds of airplanes in dozens of days. Not even once.  

I also realize, once again, how lucky I was. Quarantine does not feel the same for all of us: spending 

quarantine with someone you love, in a house that is big enough, being able to work, with food, 

internet, books, and all what can keep you entertained is not the same as having nothing of this. I was 

lucky and still am.  

I cannot stop thinking about before, though. I think about travelling and about my latest trips, when I 

was going around the world with no idea about what was coming all over us.  

I miss chilling in the quietest place ever with my mom, on a lake, when we never stop talking and 

laughing.  

I miss sitting in a restaurant in Dubai with my friends from everywhere in the world, making fun of each 

other and of the different stereotypes about our own countries.  

I miss exploring new European cities with my husband, walking and eating, eating and walking.  

I miss packing clothes and getting lost, learning a few words in the local language and keeping the travel 

journal.  

How lucky I was… 

Have you ever noticed that, as soon as you get out from an airport, the air has a unique smell that you 

will find only in that place?  

Every time I get out from an airport I smell the air and I know that this smell will accompany me for the 

entire trip. It does not even matter if it is good or bad: it is my first memory of a place.  

This is what I miss the most.  

 

 

 

 

 


