
Margaret’s Reflections on Rest Week 1 

Sunday, March 22   

Bournville Garden residents have been asked not to leave the confines of 
our apartment block and grounds from Monday, March 23. So today I’ve 
been thinking about how to use the time and decided it might be good to 
write something each day. I thought about calling it a ‘lockdown letter’ 
but that seemed too negative. I thought it would be better to think of it 
as a rest from normal activities 

I also decided to take a last walk away from my home and have a picnic at 
Bournville boating pool. It wasn’t an elaborate meal, just a sandwich and 
a hot drink, while sitting on a bench overlooking the pool. I enjoyed that. 

Monday, March 23 

From my balcony, I can look down on a garden belonging to 

the care home next door. A couple of weeks ago, the storms 

blew a couple of plastic chairs into the middle of the garden 

and they are still there, which I find irritating.  I’m annoyed 

with myself for being upset by such a trivial thing. Maybe it’s 

because the chairs being in the wrong place remind me of 

the poem The Wrong Beds by Roger McGough. 

Life is a hospital ward, and the beds we are put in 

are the ones we don't want to be in. 

We'd get better sooner if put over by the window. 

Or by the radiator, one could suffer easier there. 

 

At night, the impatient soul dreams of faraway places. 

The Aegean: all marble and light. Where, upon a beach 

as flat as a map, you could bask in the sun like a lizard. 

The Pole: where, bathing in darkness, you could watch 

the sparks from Hell reflected in a sky of ice. The soul 

could be happier anywhere than where it happens to be. 

 

Anywhere but here. We take our medicine daily, 

nod politely, and grumble occasionally. 

But it is out of our hands. Always the wrong place. 

We didn't make our beds, but we lie in them.  

Tuesday, March 24 

When I woke up this morning, my right knee was very painful and when I tried to walk, I 
limped. That reminded me that it had been some time since I did the exercises prescribed 
by the physio for that arthritic knee. So I did the exercises and my knee felt better.   

In his book, The Gift of Pain, Dr Paul Brand wrote, “I now regard pain as one of the most 
remarkable design features of the human body, and if I could choose one gift for my 
leprosy patients it would be the gift of pain.”  Brand was the first doctor to realise that 
leprosy was not a tissue disease and that patients injured themselves because they didn’t 
feel pain and didn’t realise what they were doing.  

Wednesday, March 25 

It was a good day.  The care home next door had 
some outside activities for their residents and 
used the two chairs that I mentioned on Monday. 
Afterwards, they stacked them neatly by a wall. 

My church, St John’s Harborne, put some 
midweek encouragement online. The associate 
vicar, Jon Tattersall, gave a good message and 
introduced us to their new cat.  The video is on 
YouTube so that we can watch it again.  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=z7_JXYaH53Q&t=622s


Thursday, March 26 

This was another good day.  I helped to collect donations for the food bank. There 

were not as many as usual, but that was expected.  It’s been an unusual time with 

instructions about how to deal with the coronavirus coming fast and furious.  People 

are distracted and confused.  

I would if I could choose 

Age and die outwards as a tulip does; 

Not as this iris drawing in, in-coiling 

Its complex strange taut inflorescence, willing 

Itself a bud again - though all achieved is 

No more than a clenched sadness, 

The tears of gum not flowing. 

I would choose the tulip’s reckless way of going; 

Whose petals answer light, altering by fractions 

From closed to wide, from one through many perfections, 

Til wrecked, flamboyant, strayed beyond recall, 

Like flakes of fire they piecemeal fall.  

Every Lent and Easter, I read through a book of poems: The Heart’s Time by Janet Morley.  The poem for today 

was Deaths of Flowers by E J Scovell. It’s my favourite poem in the book. I’d like to age like a tulip.  

Friday, March 27 

It was good to see the reports on TV about the people who 
stood by front doors, windows or on balconies clapping to 
show their appreciation for those working on the frontline 
against coronavirus. I had heard of what was planned and had 
decided to stand on my balcony to take part. However, I got 
distracted and was still inside at 8 pm. But I heard the clapping 
and hurried out onto my balcony to join in. I hadn’t expected it 
to sound so loud or that it would make me cry.  It gave me 
hope that something good could come out of this crisis.  

Saturday, March 28 

The Guardian Weekly reports that half the world lacks access to 
good quality sanitation and that good hygiene is the first line of 
defence against diseases, including coronavirus.  This saddens me 
but also make me feel very thankful for what I have.   

I spent some time living in Papua New Guinea and had a little 
experience of life without a bathroom. I have crouched behind 
bushes in places where there were no toilets and bathed in rivers. 
That experience has left me with a great love of plumbing and a 
desire to help those who don’t have it.  I have given money to Toilet 
Twinning to twin my toilet and my taps.  The money helps to 
provide education, toilets and taps where needed. The education is 
vital because people won’t use toilets and taps if they don’t 
understand how these can improve their lives.  

Today, I feel very thankful for the good home that I have.  I’m also 
thankful that the first week of being confined to Bournville Gardens 
is almost over and I didn’t find it too difficult.   

https://www.toilettwinning.org/
https://www.toilettwinning.org/

