
Margaret’s Reflections on Rest Week 3 

Sunday, April 5 

I spent more time than usual today watching things on my 
laptop screen and TV. In the morning I watched the online 
service from my church, St John’s Harborne.  Then I 
watched another service, from All Souls, Langham Place.  
Both were helpful. 

In the evening I watched the Queen speaking, 80 years 
after she and her sister first talked to the nation. And then I 
watched an old Call the Midwife programme. During the 
day, I had looked at the news a couple of times but I have 
found that I need to limit my news watching. I can’t cope 
with hearing the same bad news repeated over and over 
again.  

  

             

   

Monday, April 6 

Today I read Those Winter Sundays by Robert Hayden. It’s a poem about a father who got up early to make the 
banked fires blaze and warm the house for when the rest of the family got up. It says that no one ever thanked 
him and ends with the question “what did I know of love’s austere and lonely offices?”  

It made me wonder about how much I know about the efforts of so many to keep people in this country safe and 
well. I exchanged a few word with a carer who works here in Bournville Gardens. She looked exhausted and I’d 
have no difficulty in calling her efforts ‘austere’. By comparison, my effort to stay home is minimal but I’m doing 
what I have been asked to do.  I’m staying home to help prevent the spread of infection and save lives. 

Tuesday , April 7 

I try to impose some structure on my days and have various activities that I do each day.  Writing this is one of 
those activities.  Another one is praying for people I know and I usually do this while walking. I’m less likely to fall 
asleep while I walk.  

If I go out really early or on a cold morning then I can walk round the gardens here without running into people 
from whom I need to keep my distance.  At other times, I walk up and down a corner of the car park that isn’t 
used much. I don’t have to avoid other people as I walk and I have a view of the outside world beyond Bournville 
Gardens. I can watch people walking or running past to get their exercise. There aren’t many cars but there are 
some almost empty buses and quite a few ambulances, some with blue lights flashing. I’m reminded of the 
turbulent world beyond the calm confines of where I live.  

Wednesday, April 8 

I received my letter from the Prime Minister today, telling me to stay at home.  It is not what I 
would have chosen to do in this warm weather but I don’t suppose he would have chosen to 
be in an intensive care ward.  Probably all of us, at some point in our lives, have to do 
something we would rather not do. 

At times I still yearn to help others in some more dramatic way but know that I can’t do that. 
So I stay home, wash my hands and try to be good. Reading books feels like a holiday, but it 
keeps me at home and I’m not speading infection.  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3x00mV_z2Vs
https://www.allsouls.org/Groups/337797/Watch/Watch.aspx


Thursday, April 9 

Today is Maundy Thursday, the day when Christians remember Jesus’ last meal with his 

disciples and how he washed their feet, a menial task.  

I’ve been thinking about how we tend to rank jobs conferring power and authority much 

higher than menial occupations but many low paid jobs are absolutely vital. I saw someone 

clearing away rubbish yesterday and thought about the importance of cleaning up.   

My balcony overlooks a care home and I’m sure there’s a lot of cleaning up going on in 

there.  The stories of deaths in care homes are scary. Today there was an account of 15 people dying in a care 

home in Luton. I’m hoping and praying that the staff in the care home next door don’t have to face anything like 

that. I hope they have the proper protective clothing and will stay safe and well.  I also hope that the work they 

do will be valued more.  When I clapped for carers this evening, I thought of them. 

Good Friday, April 10 

My normal routine on Good Friday is to join the prayer walk round Harborne and go to the service on the High 
Street.  But nothing is normal now.  So I walked alone in the gardens and car park around the block of retirement 
apartments where I live and past the care home next door.   

And I’ve spent the rest of the day in my apartment or sitting on my balcony enjoying the sunshine.  I watched a 
reading of the Passion narrative, put online by my church, and also a TV programme about William Tyndale, a 
pioneer in the translation of Scripture into English who was executed as a heretic in 1536. It’s been a quiet day but 
a good one.  

Saturday, April 11 

It’s nearly the end of another week, week 3.  I’m trying to look back at the weeks I have managed to survive rather 
than look forward to what is to come.  We don’t know how many more weeks of confinement lie ahead and I find 
it best not to think too much about how long we may have to continue like this.  

I try to think of what I can be thankful for and have been able to think of many things.  I’m thankful that I can walk 
round the gardens and car park. I can see the bright colours of flowers and new leaves.  I don’t think gardeners 
will agree with me but I like the cheerful yellow of the dandelions. There are birds flying over, ducks waddling past 
and always something interesting to look at outside.  

And inside my apartment, there are books to read.  I have so many reasons to be thankful.  

I hope you are well and that you can do something enjoyable this weekend.  

https://www.bbc.co.uk/news/uk-england-beds-bucks-herts-52175891
https://www.bbc.co.uk/news/uk-england-beds-bucks-herts-52175891
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LoKWG_pdIEY

