
Margaret’s Reflections on Rest Week 2 

Sunday, March 29  

I have survived a week of being confined to quarters and it has felt 
better than I expected.  I’ve talked to neighbours in the corridor, while 
maintaining a 2 metre distance. But most of my communication has 
been by other means. I’ve phoned, emailed and texted and I’ve 
listened to my church’s online service. And somebody in a building 
near to mine has put the word ‘Hi’ on the window. Thank you for that 
greeting, my unknown neighbour, it has helped.  

Monday, March 30 

I read an article entitled The Patron Saint of Prostitutes in Christianity magazine.  It is about Josephine Butler and 
describes her as “the backbone of the movement to give women the same constitutional rights as men.” I’d never 
heard about her and the article says that the reason for this is that she didn’t fit in anyone’s box.  “For secular 
feminists … Butler was far too Christian. But for Christian historians, Butler was far too feminist.” How sad! There’s 
a great variety of people and we weren’t designed to fit neatly into boxes. Just because Christians agree on putting 
our faith In Christ does not mean that we agree on everything else.  I’m attaching a copy of the article in case you 
would like to read it.  

Tuesday, March 31 

Today the confines of Bournville Gardens felt 
too small. Trees are bursting into blossom 
and I’d like to go for a longer walk and look 
at more trees.  And it would be nice to get 
closer than 2 metres to someone. I knew 
that some days would be harder than others 
and I guess this is one of those days. 

Wednesday, April 1 

I reached the final page of Hilary Mantel’s book today. The Mirror and the Light has 
875 pages and it took me 20 days to read it, far longer than I usually spend reading 
a book.   

When I bought the final Harry Potter book on July 21 2007, I went to collect it just 
after midnight and started to read it the moment I got home.  I had four hours 
sleep between 4.30 am and 8.30 am and then continued reading until I finished the 
book at 3.15 in the afternoon. It had 759 pages.   

I read much quicker when I was younger and I didn’t have other things I needed to 
do that day. Also, I have no idea how long this coronavirus crisis will last and don’t 
want to run out of books to read so I deliberated didn’t read very much each day. 

The Mirror and the Light was an interesting read and it left me feeling profoundly 
thankful that I did not live in Tudor times. 

Thursday, April 2 

I went down to the garden this evening so that, at 
8 pm, I could look up and see people standing on 
their balconies to join in with clapping for carers. 
Then I went back up to my apartment and 
watched the recording of the BBC clap for carers.   

I hope this show of appreciation encourages all 
those who are working to look after us.  It 
certainly encourages me. Thinking about what I 
have to be thankful for makes me feel so much 
better than thinking about everything that’s gone 
wrong.   
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Afterwards  by U A Fanthorpe 

The principalities, the powers, the politicians, 

The ones who pose in the spotlight 

Centre-stage, and magnetise us as they stalk 

Towards bankruptcy, murder, betrayal, suicide, 

And other traditional exits 

 

The audience leaves, discussing nuances. 

A scatter of sweet-papers, ash, 

Smells hanging around behind. The audience leaves. 

 

And in they come, rolling up their sleeves, 

With hoovers and mops, buckets and brushes and Brasso, 

Making it ready for the next time, nobody watching, 

With small uncompetitive jokes, with backchat 

About coach-trips, soaps, old men, 

And a great sloshing of water. 

 

This is where we ought to be. Not 

Up on the stage with the rich and the Richards, 

Rehearsing already their entrance for the next house, 

The precise strut that registers power, 

 

But down on our hands and knees, 

Laughing, and mopping up.  

Friday, April 3 

I’ve continued to read through my book, The 
Heart’s Time by Janet Morley, and today reached 
one of my favourite poems. It’s about a 
performance of Shakespeare’s Richard III. It talks 
about the actors, the audience and the cleaners 
who prepare the auditorium for the next 
performance.  It concludes that we should be 
with the cleaners “down on our hands and 
knees, laughing, and mopping up.” 

And that’s where I want to be, doing something 
and helping somebody. Instead, because of my 
age, I am confined here and have people helping 
me.  

I don’t feel old but I took a picture that showed 
my wrinkles and reminded me that I look old.  I 
wanted a picture to show the length of my hair 
four weeks after it was cut. Goodness knows 
when I’ll be able to have it cut again but I hope 
I’ll remember to take another picture just before 
that happens. 

Saturday, April 4 

I read the Guardian online and don’t usually buy a newspaper. But today I bought The Times because I’d been told 
that it contained an obituary of Joyce Rimmer who used to live on the same corridor as me, on the 5th floor of 
Bournville Gardens. Joyce’s body was frail by the time I got to know her but her mind was fine. I enjoyed some 
good, long talks with her but she never mentioned that she had an MBE and  League of Mercy Medal. She was 
interested in what I was doing and asked for reports on the Birmingham City football games I attended.  I miss her. 

 


