Unctions of Grace:
Mrs. Fibbetybidget Sees England
Dedicated to the memory of all the Wheaton-in-England students that made this trip so fun. You are
not all mentioned by name, but we remember you all with fondness and prayers of thanksgiving. We
belong to Jesus.

Where streams of living water flow,
My ransomed soul He leadeth;
And where the verdant pastures grow,
With food celestial feedeth….
Thou spreadst a table in my sight;
Thine unction grace bestoweth;
And O, what transport of delight,
From Thy pure Chalice floweth!
****

Adventures in Haworth
“Margaret, it’s time to get on the coach. We’re leaving for Haworth in ten minutes!”
Margaret and Nancy stopped their prancing around under the willow tree
and followed thirty college students onto the coach. In ten minutes’ time
they were leaving for Haworth, where they would discover what the “Bronte
Sisters” were. It sounded unknown, and potentially tiring, but Margaret didn’t
make any out-loud complaint. Raised to be compliant, and eager to be part of the student
pack, she, along with her little red-haired sister, grabbed their wax-paper wrapped lunch bags
and climbed onto the coach. Margaret had learned early on in her trip to England that a
coach was a tour bus. The seats were a rough orange velour and the seat in front was
supplied with a microphone for her father to speak into for the students’ edification. In her
navy blue corduroy blazer and red skirt sitting up front behind her parents with her sister
beside her, the blond haired Margaret was the picture of English respectability although
American at heart. Margaret and Nancy were two sisters of Dutch American descent. They
were as like as they were unlike. Margaret’s blond hair was matched and improved on by
Nancy’s copper wisps. At the time a young but precocious girl on the verge of leaving her
toddler-hood behind, Nancy’s roly-poly cheerfulness was matched by her shining countenance.
Of a more thoughtful and quiet demeanor, Margaret was frequently confounded by her
grown-up thoughts. She didn’t always know how to articulate the thoughts forming within her,
and this gave her a somewhat sulky demeanor, while at the same time she was generally
willing to be pleased; she tried with varied and limited success to keep up with the flow of life.
The girls settled into their seats on the bus, the first matter of business over; that is, climbing
onto the coach and choosing a seat near her gracious mother but in the midst of students.
Margaret and Nancy eagerly looked into their lunch bags. Always there were things like
Jacob’s Cream Crackers and cheese to look forward to, but today’s lunch also contained the
tightly packaged pork pie for which England is famous. “Oh well, at least it’s not tongue,”
Margaret told her happy-go-lucky, red-haired sister. Pork pies had crust, but tongue was just
tongue. Today would be a good day, Margaret was sure.
She quickly found out that the ride to Haworth was unlike any other typical coach ride. This
ride was through severely winding roads, lined with hedgerows and short English stone walls,
narrow winding lanes that allowed no focal point outside the coach. Pretty soon she was
complaining to her sister, and then to her understanding and monumentally prepared mother,
then making severe complaint about chewing up dramamine. By the time they arrived, she
wasn’t sure she’d enjoy Haworth enough to make the tortuous bus ride worth it. But the sheep
dotting the sides of the car park, the wildflowers lining the path to the town--all of this boded
well for her stay in Yorkshire’s Haworth.

Disembarking from the coach, the students all eagerly made their way into the gloomy home of
the Bronte Sisters. With big eyes, Margaret took in the portrait of the three mysterious sisters,
wondering why Bramwell Bronte was the favored son, wild and woolly as he was.

Bramwell’s Painting

Landseer’s painting.

Margaret guessed that we never give up on a family member, no matter how “bad” they appear
to be. She was glad the Brontes loved their brother even though he didn’t paint very well.
But the best parts of the day were yet to come. Following their fearless leader, Margaret’s dad
walking too fast in his grey coat, the students walked up stairs behind the home and came
upon the wild, windswept moor. It looked more like a path through a field to Margaret, but the
sun was shining, the birds were twittering, the flowers were dotting the edges of the path, and
the students were singing songs. It was a magical afternoon walk and the sunny day soon
revived her flagging spirits.
Before long, however, Margaret’s mom reminded her dad that it was time to return to the town
for some refreshment. And here is where the real adventure began. Down the steep winding
streets of the cobblestone-paved town, Margaret saw shop after shop lining the way. The
main attraction was about half-way down the street, where a white paint trimmed bakery
window displayed the most
tantalizing viands. Inside the window of
the shop, from which emanated
most delicious smells, Margaret saw a
white frosted wedding cake, the
gleaming swirls of frosting lining it’s
edges glistening in spite of the
raindrops now coursing down the
window: misty rain never was
far from the moors of Yorkshire’s
Haworth.
Next to the cake was the strangest thing Margaret had ever seen in a bakery window. It was a
pink glistening mouse with a string tail. “Look at the mouse, Mom. What
is that?” Margaret asked.
“Oh, it’s a sugar mouse! Let’s go in and get you one.” Margaret’s mother,
bustling them in through the door of the bakery, explained: “Children in

England usually get a sugar mouse in their stockings on Christmas Morning. It’s an English
custom you read about in books.”
Margaret’s mom was always good at linking English adventures to things you read about in
books, and it gave an extra magical air to the interesting confection. Margaret wondered why
anyone would actually eat their mouse, it seemed more a thing to play with. Inside the store
were more colors of sugar mice; Margaret chose a green one, and Nancy an orange one.
Margaret licked her mouse tentatively, but decided to let it dry out and play with it instead.
Nancy kept licking a while, and then agreed. This slightly sticky problem was tucked away in
their lunch bags for later. But now there were more pressing matters at hand, like deciding
what buns to eat with their lunch, and where to take their tea. They chose some buns with
grated cheese on them, and took some hot strong tea with milk in it at the little table in the
bakery. Eating inside a warm English bakery, waiting out the misty rain outside was always a
delight, something they never did back home, but always did in England.
By now the sun was out again, and when they had finished their luncheon repast, the family
made their way out of the bakery and onto the street. About halfway down the street, they
paused to listen to a burst of
music coming from down a few shops’-length.
Across the way, a pied piper of
sorts was playing a most mysterious instrument,
unlike any Margaret had ever
seen. It sounded like a flute, but the arpeggios
and trills coming out of its
simple silver tube were unlike any she had ever
heard. It was called a
Pennywhistle, but she didn’t know that until much
later, when she had learned to
play it herself. The strangest thing about it,
however, was not just the
beautiful melody making its way up the street, but
the tiny personage perched on the piper’s shoulder. It looked for all the world like Margaret’s
sugar mouse, only it wasn’t pink or green, but mousy brown. And, not only was it brown, but it
had beady little black eyes, and with one of these beady eyes it actually winked at Margaret. It
had a little red pack on its shoulder attached to a stick, and an almost rakish air. She was
quite surprised.
But before she could remark on this to her mother, another sight caught her eye. Down,
standing in the edge of the window of the Scottish woolens shop, trying to stay out of the way
of a drip of water coming from the downspout above, down near her feet, was another little
mouse, this mouse a diminutive little brown mouse with long elegant whiskers, in a dainty blue
sprigged muslin skirt. Before Margaret could open her mouth a second time to point this out,
this little lady had looked up at her, authoritatively, so as to say, “Don’t point attention to me,
love, just help me out!” Margaret reached out her hand, and before she could say,
“Fidgetybidget,” or indeed “Fibbetybidget,” the mouse ran up her coat sleeve and into the
pocket of her blue corduroy blazer.

And this is how Margaret made the acquaintance of her new friend, Mrs. Fibbitybidget. And
thus begins the adventures of Margaret and Mrs. Fibbitybidget in England.

The Summer Begins...
The summer hadn’t started out so prepossessingly well. For one thing, the matter of kitting out
for a summer in England had involved many trips to department stores. Standing around
amidst the fumes of a shopping mall while her mom looked through endless racks for bargain
trench coats, trying on skirts and blazers (what was a blazer anyway, and why did a girl n
 eed
one?), finding sturdy walking shoes, watching her mother scotchgard shoes and scarves for
her head (why wear a scarf just for rain? Wouldn’t an umbrella do? Why buy a trench coat?
Wouldn’t an umbrella do?) It was all most mysterious. Margaret couldn’t understand, as of yet,
the need for all this fuss for 10 weeks in England. But gradually, out of the chaos and
shopping, some things emerged to distract her sulky attitude and crystalize her attention onto
the adventure and away from the preparations.
First of all, she would miss her friends for an entire summer. This seemed unmanageable to
her. They could write, but it wasn’t clear to Margaret whether they would write, and in the end
such proved to be the case. No one can write letters well at age 6 or even, for that matter, at
age 8 or 9! Second of all, the suitcase shopping. Watching her parents buy two huge
suitcases, put identifying blue tape on them, buy straps to keep them shut, buy duffle bags
(What were duffle bags, were they bags for dufflepuds?) Margaret soon began to understand
the magnitude of the proposition. Of course they needed unique and strange outfits. This was
going to be an adventure.
And an adventure it was. The first indication of this Margaret had was seeing the excitement
of the students in the airport. This was going to be fun. After all, anyone traveling with 30-odd
college students was in for some hijinks. But then, something else came along to worry her
again. Two young boys only slightly older than Margaret, with shaggy hair and the requisite
plaid pants of the late seventies, were matching their wits among the waiting room chairs,
shooting water pistols at each other. This didn’t look very safe. Margaret’s older brother began
to explain that there might be hijackers on the plane. From hijinks to hijackers, Margaret
wasn’t sure about all of this in store for her. “What exactly is a hijacker,” she asked? But in
the flurry of the next moments, her question went largely unanswered. She had a vague worry
to sustain her through the next minutes. Margaret’s brother was generally a font of
information, but on this matter of hijackers he had little to say, beyond that fact that sometimes
bad guys took over the flight of an airplane at gunpoint. Somehow the fact of young boys
running around the waiting room with squirt guns began to seem a portent of things to come.
She sheltered even closer to her blond-haired, superior brother as they waited to board the
plane.

Soon they were called for boarding the plane, and such questions were laid to rest. After a
while, pretty stewardesses in fancy dresses and beautifully smoothed french rolled hair
brought coca-cola and peanuts. And soon after that, they were taking off and flying through
vast stretches of Midwest airspace. The clouds below, the pressure on her ears in spite of the
tooty-fruity trident gum her mother had packed in her little blue bag emblazoned with the word
“junk” on it, all of it seemed to be a new experience she’d never expected to have.
But then, the plane was flying over the ocean, and the stewardesses were bringing something
white and tube-shaped in plastic packaging. This, her erstwhile responsible older brother
explained, was tubing because the plane was going to crash. Margaret’s worried expression
might have caught the attention of the student sitting in the seats in front of her and her
brother. Taking courage from his kindly expression as he talked with her brother, she
voluntarily explained, naively trusting the older student to save her, “We’re going to crash in
the ocean and I don’t even know how to swim!” The puzzled look on the student’s face stayed
with her for a few hours of wondering what was really happening. In time, she decided that if
she fell in the ocean, God would send a whale like Jonah and the whale. Her brother mildly
agreed, and with that she had to be content.

Arrival
Arriving in Heathrow Airport the next day, Margaret was ready to put her legs to the ground. At
the same time, she was a little disappointed and disoriented in the English place she was
coming to. There was no visible green land, only people rushing about on escalators and loud
voices she couldn’t decipher over the loudspeaker
system. Men in turbans wandered around, an
unexpected sight alarming her further. No one
seemed to be interested in slowing down and making
eye contact. She couldn’t believe they had come this
far for this. And the next moments weren’t much
better. Climbing into a taxi, driving through congested
streets at jerky speeds, hearing the sounds of sirens in
the distance, “Bee-do, bee-do, bee-do…” it didn’t
seem like her dream of English countryside.
But in a few hours, things sorted themselves out. Unable to check
into the hotel right away, Margaret’s dad led the students to a
famous park called “Regent’s Park,” named after George IV,
Prince Regent of England and originally used for the leisure of the
British Royal Family. It was, she learned later, opened in 1841 for
the use of the British public. It was famous for its rose gardens
and open air Shakespeare theater, which Margaret was to enjoy in a few short days. In the

park, the students and faculty sorted themselves
into smaller groups of twos and threes, walking
through the rose garden, enjoying the hot English
sunshine, strolling up to the sandwich cart for an
English grated cheese, cucumber and tom-ah- to
sandwich and some warm “Pupsi,” as Margaret’s
sister Nancy called the soft drink of choice. Soon
Margaret and indeed all the company were settled
into something like proper perspective, and the
day didn’t seem so overwhelming.
Arriving back at the hotel by 5:00 PM they prepared themselves
for supper out on the town; for Margaret’s family this meant a
cheeseburger at Garfunkel’s American-style restaurant, and an
early bedtime. Waking in the night hungry, Margaret learned to
appreciate that even in the night in a strange hotel in a new
city, Margaret’s mom was prepared, complete with teething
toast and orange marmalade. Paddington ate marmalade, so
no doubt this too would suffice.
This would indeed be a summer of adventure, and Margaret was
excited to begin on the morrow.

Tower of London
After Haworth, there were many other things to do and see in London and the rest of England.
Margaret was eating her funny only-in-England breakfast, called a
Continental Breakfast, in the dining room of the hotel, listening to her father
and mother talk about the plans for the day. She knew they were going to
the Tower of London, but didn’t know what that was. She thought it
sounded sort of boring, and also kind of stern. She was soon to learn just
how stern it was. For now, she thought she’d better make the most of her hard roll with jam.
For some reason, she couldn’t learn to appreciate the croissant roll. It wasn’t anything like the
crescent rolls her mom made back in America. She handed little jam soaked pieces of the
buttery roll to Mrs. Fibbetybidget, who liked the flaky croissant very
much.
Margaret didn’t like the messy pieces on her plate. She was glad
there was at
least a box of cornflakes to go along with her roll. That would help
her not to be
hungry at the Tower of London. “Why don’t you save your cereal
boxes, girls,
for play food in the hotel room. That would make a nice toy, wouldn’t it?” Margaret added,

“And, Nancy, how about saving the creamers for our store, too?” The girls carefully stashed
the boxes in their mother’s magical stretch-to-hold-all mesh shopping bag for use upstairs.
A few minutes later, they were descending from their hotel room, meeting students for the ride
to the Tower of London. In London, all the students went places on their own, except for the
excursions to places like Canterbury and Penshurst Place, but
there were always a few female students who didn’t want to
navigate on their own. For today’s outing, Margaret’s dad
said, they would take a taxi. It was expensive, but easier to
get to the Tower of London that way. Margaret was excited to
ride in a black taxi cab; she didn’t much like the Tube, it was
so scary minding the gap getting on. What if she did it wrong?
Also, the mile-long escalators made her dizzy. She was glad
to ride in a taxi cab.
Margaret’s dad was the leader of the student group in England. He, along with a more
experienced professor, was leading a group of 35 students to various literary sites in England.
They were spending two weeks in London, followed by a Southern Excursion through the
south of England’s literary and historic sites, followed by five weeks in Oxford, and a Northern
Excursion through the north of England and the Lake District. Dr. McClatchey had the
emotional and poetic end of the trip in mind, and Margaret’s dad had the organizational
impulse covered. With his grey jacket and briefcase of handouts, he had a superior ability to
keep everyone on track. For this reason, and for his fast walking habits, the students called
him “The Grey Flash.” Margaret decided she was glad they were taking a taxi to the Tower of
London today. Walking behind “The Grey Flash” could get old very quickly, even in their nice
sturdy walking shoes with scotchgard so lovingly and carefully applied by Margaret’s mother
back in Wheaton.
The Tower of London, Mrs. Fibbetybidget told Margaret, was the fortress prison of the olden
days in London. The Crown Jewels were there, and she was excited to see them for the first
time. Some countries like America didn’t have kings and queens, but England had a queen.
Margaret’s brother told her that the Queen of England was Queen Elizabeth II.
At the Tower of London, Margaret was especially excited to learn about Sir
Walter Raleigh. Sir Walter Raleigh wrote beautiful poetry about his hope in
Jesus of going to Heaven when he died, she learned later. At the time, all she
knew about him was his wonderful name. She wondered why he was named
“trolley.” She liked to say his name over and over. But the prison walls were
rather barren. Margaret didn’t much like the Ravens at the Tower of London,
and Mrs. Fibbetybidget stayed well within Margaret’s pocket for at least that
part of that day.

It was while they were waiting in line for the Crown Jewels that Mrs. Fibbetybidget had her
greatest London adventure. She had been waiting her whole life to see jewels like this, and as
a very loyal Englishmouse, she was excited to see the jewels her queen had worn to be
crowned in. There were crowns from many of the previous kings and queens, and Mrs.
Fibbetybidget knew about them all. “Fibbety, I don’t want you to get away from me in this line,
maybe you should stay in my pocket,” Margaret said, but Mrs. Fibbetybidget was far from
content with that. She wanted to see the jewels up close and personal.
As soon as they got near the front of the line, Mrs. Fibbetybidget was out of Margaret’s pocket,
up the post and onto the red silk cordon in a flash. She pranced all along down the line, and
crawled up the coat of the woman in front of Margaret. Unfortunately for her, she didn’t realize
that this woman was afraid of mice, and more prone than most people to spot them. In an
instant, there was uproar in the line as this woman, a Mrs. Myra Clay of Winston Salem, NC,
shrieked, “Mouse!” All the security guards converged on the scene, urging everyone to stay in
queue while they looked for the mouse. After a frantic search through her clothes, no mouse
appeared.
It was clear by this time that no one believed Mrs. Myra Clay, and Mrs. Fibbetybidget was
eventually restored to equanimity back in Margaret’s pocket. She still wanted to see
the jewels, however, especially the big purple jewels on the Queen’s crown, so
Margaret put her scotchgard-bedecked red and white headscarf with the
multicolored buses on it back on, and Mrs. Fibbetybidget hid inside of the scarf and
peeked out around her blond hair. She was mesmerized by the jewels, and decided
that had been her favorite part of the trip so far. Margaret just said, “Meh.” The adventure
not-withstanding, nothing was worth standing in line, thought Margaret, not even the crown
jewels. Maybe she wouldn’t have to see the Tower of London again.

Mousetrap!
After a day at the Tower of London, Margaret was wiped out and ready for bed when they
returned to the hotel. Margaret’s dad had told her before they left for England that due to the
number of students and the arrangement of beds in the hotel, she might be living with a
student in London. He reassured her that this student would be very kind and gentle and that
her parents would be nearby. Margaret was interested in this, a little anxious, but happy to
have a “big sister” to get to know. She wasn’t too worried about it. And now that she had Mrs.
Fibbetybidget with her she felt confident for anything.
That morning, after a good night’s sleep in the room shared with her new roommate, a quiet
and thoughtful student named after a river in Scotland--Afton--and in spite of the English
taxi-cabs and the shouting outside her hotel room window, Margaret’s mom fetched her for
breakfast, another Continental Breakfast in the Happy Eater restaurant with her family.

Looking outside at the sunny London day, eyeing the exotic look of the turbaned sikhs at the
next table, Margaret perked up her ears.
“I think we should do some laundry today, Lee,” said Margaret’s mom.
“We could leave Margaret and Nancy with Phil in the hotel room. What
could possibly go wrong?”

Margaret was excited for the adventure of the day. Toting her miniature cornflakes box
upstairs with her sister in tow, she looked forward to a morning playing store with her sister,
evasively avoiding the bossiness of her brother, and waiting for an afternoon expedition to
“The Mousetrap,” whatever that was.
Up in the hotel room, the girls settled into playing store
for the duration. They had by now collected four Corn
Flakes boxes, ten creamer containers, and a few paper
bags from The Paperchase store near the hotel on
Tottenham Court Road near Great Russell Square.
They had a tin of colored pencils and a pad of pink
paper as well. There was much to play and exchange with their store, and it
took many exchanges of tuppence and halfpence pieces for cornflakes and cream to wear out
the game.
In time, even the enjoyment of playing store palled. The next order of business was making
tissue paper flowers out of kleenex. The girls had been delighted to discover, thanks to their
dad’s preparedness, that in England, kleenex boxes had rainbow-hued tissues in each box.
Layers of peach, pink, lavender, yellow, green, and white kleenexes made beautiful flowers,
and the ever present scotch tape of their father completed the craft. If only they had some of
the rose oil from their mother’s dresser back home, the flowers would be complete. But soon
even that palled. Looking up, they saw their brother ensconced with a book of paper airplane
making techniques. They soon pooled their resources and were busy making tiny pink paper
airplanes.
“I know, let’s throw these out the window on the passersby. They’ll
never know it’s us!” Ten minutes of watching the surprised faces of the
people down below gave Margaret infinite enjoyment. She even
thought about sending Mrs. Fibbetybidget down on an airplane, but that
little lady demurred at this adventure. Seeing the sense of this,
Margaret was jarred out of her reverie of looking out the window by
Phil’s next decision.

“I know, we’ll have a race, down to the lobby and back,” he said.
“How can we race if we both go down at once? Who will watch Nancy?”
“How about I race downstairs and up again, and you time me, and then you go down to the
lobby and I’ll time you. The fastest one wins.” Margaret wasn’t sure she could or should do
this, but Phil was sure it would be fun. “It’ll be easy, just go down to the lobby and back again.
It’s easy. You can do it.”
Margaret wasn’t sure, but she was game, and never let her brother beat her if she could help
it, even though he was vastly superior in age and sense. At least most of the time. When it
was her turn, Margaret grabbed Mrs. Fibbetybidget in her hand and they raced to the elevator.
Getting down to the lobby was easy, just push the lobby button. The elevator all to herself, she
didn’t think it was much of a big deal.
But as soon as she reached the ground floor, three men in foreign attire and bemused
expressions got into the elevator. None of them spoke English much, although in spite of the
language difference, they managed to ask her which floor. Suddenly Margaret felt afraid. The
one with the fluffy hair and the most English looked amused as he asked her which floor in
accented English. “Second Floor,” didn’t get much response, so pantomiming they asked
again. She said, “two,” and mimed it. “Oh, two,” they said, and pushed the button for the
second floor. ‘Is that the right floor, Mrs. Fibbetybidget?’ Margaret couldn’t remember: all of
the sudden she wasn’t sure if second floor was correct. Is that the button her father usually
pushed? What if she never got back? What if these men didn’t want to let her alone? All at
once the doors were opening for 2nd floor, and Margaret rushed out, with Mrs. Fibbetybidget.
Which way? “Just do what feels right,” she thought suddenly. And even more suddenly she
knew where she was, ‘turn left,’ and trust the way. She opened the door of the hotel room.
‘Thank You God.’ It almost seemed like someone had been with her, showing her that it was
safe to trust her own intuition, or maybe it was God’s Spirit within, showing her the way. Thank
God He never leaves,” she thought. And “never again,” she vowed, would she trust her
brother that she could handle it if she wasn’t sure. Thank God she was OK! Mrs.
Fibbetybidget assured her that she didn’t need to be afraid; in this instance and every other
one, God is a loving Father and He takes care of His own. “I guess Phil was right, I did find it
again.”
Safely in the room, for once Margaret resisted Phil’s next query, “I’m not going down again. I
didn’t know what floor we were on. There were strange men in the elevator. They couldn’t
speak English.”

“You didn’t know what floor we were on? Come on, Marg! We’re on the second floor! It’s not a
big deal.” Margaret didn’t say anything more, but she was sure she wouldn’t do that again.
A few more minutes of playing around, and the three siblings started to play 20 Questions.
Margaret loved to choose E for Elizabeth II, and R for Sir Walter Raleigh, and J for Lady Jane
Grey. Somehow Phil always knew what she was thinking, even if she
thought he didn’t. How did he always know she would choose Queen
Elizabeth or Sir Walter Raleigh? Her day at the Tower of London had taught
her some things about the history of England. But soon their parents
returned, and all was bustle for “The Mousetrap.” On this occasion, as with
Margaret a few minutes before in the elevator adventure, Mrs. Fibbetybidget
was adamant. She would not attend the play. Disappointed, but
understanding, Margaret put on her navy blue blazer at her mother’s
request. She still wasn’t sure about wearing a blazer. What was different about a blazer than
her brother’s “sport coat?” But off they went to the
Mousetrap. Her mother had said there was nothing
nicer
than a blazer, but she still wasn’t sure.
Margaret was feeling very grown-up watching a murder
mystery play with her mother and brother, but it was
pretty
creepy all the same. And that music, “Three Blind Mice,”
over
and over again. It was a good thing Mrs. Fibbetybidget
wasn’t
with her after all! After the show, she went home in a bit of a daze. Only after they returned
had her parents realized that in the bustle of coming and going, the blue blazer was left
behind. Oh well!

Rochester
Today was not Margaret’s favorite excursion day. Today was Rochester Castle and Rochester
Cathedral. Margaret’s dad had explained to the students that Rochester was the home of
Dickens, and that they should look for Havisham’s Wedding Dress Shoppe. Margaret didn’t
really know much about Dickens, and it sounded boring to her. For some reason she wasn’t
excited about seeing Rochester, even though she knew it was a castle. But going with the
students was always fun, so she got on the coach with her sister Nancy and everyone else
willingly enough. Disappointed to find that today’s lunch was indeed tongue, she remembered
that Jacob’s Cream Crackers and cheese also made a place in her lunch bag, and that her
mom could always be counted on to have digestives in her magical string mesh bag. Margaret
and Nancy settled in for the coach ride.

The first stop on the itinerary, her dad said, was Rochester Castle. Margaret wondered what
an itinerary was, and tucked it in her mind along with the word disembark as words her dad
used that no one else used. She resolved to use it someday herself.
When they got out at Rochester Castle, Margaret decided that this was a indeed a dreary
place. The sky was grey, the walls of the castle were grey, and there were almost no
discernable windows. But the flag flying high on the castle was the English Union Jack, and
Mrs. Fibbetybidget was in her pocket to keep her busy, so they walked contentedly, albeit
slowly behind the line of students into the castle.

Inside the castle, it was more interesting than she had supposed,
because the entire middle of the castle was open to the sky.
Margaret could see level after level going up, and soon there were
laughing students making jokes and calling to one another across
the metal bars strung across each window opening from the
hallways lining each level.
Before long, Margaret was leaning out across the outside window of an
exterior wall, Mrs. Fibbetybidget hanging onto her stringy blond hair for dear
life. And Margaret’s brother, Phil, was having his picture taken with a
student with long red hair, joking around in his trench coat with his loosely
wrapped umbrella in hand. Margaret wondered what they were joking about,
and wished she could understand the joke, but was soon distracted by her view as she leaned
out over the window bar and looked across at the counterpane of English countryside and the
River Medway below.
Although it was a gray day, there was as of yet no rain falling, and
Margaret could clearly see the small little white daisies in the
delicately rolled grass below. Those daisies were her favorite thing
about English grass; they grew everywhere, and they were so dainty
in the dainty grass of an English castle grounds.
“Margaret, come up to the top with us,” Margaret’s mother called, and
Margaret and Mrs. Fibbetybidget hurried to catch up. On the top of the ramparts, Margaret
could see several students joking around with Dr. McClatchey. “Let’s have a duel, Dr.
McClatchey!” one of the students called.
“En Garde,” shouted Dr. McClatchey, stretching out his tightly furled black umbrella against his
opponent’s umbrella. Soon their furled umbrella weapons were launched as they fought a
joking duel across the top of the keep. Margaret watched as they fought, and wondered what

the wire mesh stretched across the castle from side to side was for. Pigeons were perching on
it, but none could get into the castle from above for the wire mesh kept them up. “Mom, what is
that for,” asked Margaret’s sister, Nancy, pointing to the wire mesh below. “I think it keeps the
pigeons from roosting in the walls down there. That would mess up the castle too much,”
Margaret’s Mom said. “Look at all the bird poop,” Margaret indelicately pointed out.
At just that moment, Dr. McClatchey’s black umbrella was ripped from his
hands by a telling thrust from the student’s umbrella, and landed on the wire
mesh below. “Oh, No!” shouted Mrs. McClatchey, “Your umbrella! And it’s
going to rain, I know,” she declared authoritatively. The students all gathered
to look, first down at the umbrella, and then at the protesting student, Tim. “I
didn’t mean it! You lost your focus!” he declared. Soon a little argument was
going on between the student and Bengie, Dr. McClatchey’s son. And Mrs.
McClatchey’s laments could be heard, “Where are we going to get another
umbrella today?” Margaret’s mom joined in, discussing whether or not there was a Selfridge’s
or a Debenham’s or a Boots store in town.
In the meantime, Margaret got Mrs. Fibbetybidget out of her pocket, and in quick order, Mrs.
Fibbetybidget had nimbly clambered down the side of the wall onto the wire mesh. Walking
daintily, holding her blue sprigged muslin skirts in her paws, like a tight-rope walker, she had
just about dragged the umbrella to the side when she realized the argument above was
flagging. She nimbly reached Margaret’s pocket in time for her to hear, “Look! The umbrella
didn’t fall so far into the middle as we thought after all. I believe I can reach it with my hooked
umbrella!” Tim reached down, hooked his umbrella handle through Dr. McClatchey’s umbrella
handle, and burnished it aloft in triumph. “Good work! Tim!” Everyone soon forgot whose fault
it was that the umbrella had sailed away through the air, and then suddenly the group was
climbing down the steps and back through the carpark into the town for adventures in
Rochester. Mrs. Havisham’s Wedding Shoppe was waiting for them.
It had been quite an eventful day at the castle indeed!

Penshurst Place
But there was more ahead. The next stop was to become Margaret’s
very favorite place in England, one of her favorites in the world:
Penshurst Place. Penshurst Place, explained Margaret’s father, was the
family seat of the Sidney family. Sir Philip Sidney, the flower of English
chivalry, was the famous poet who made his home there in the 17th
century. He wrote beautiful poetry like “Leave me O love, which reachest
but to dost, and thou my mind, aspire to higher things, grow rich in that
which never taketh rust...” He had a clean and pure mind, and wanted to

love God more than anything else. Margaret learned that at his funeral, in London, after he fell
in battle in Zutphen, Gelderland, Netherlands, 2,000 Londoners lined the streets, and were
completely silent as his cavalcade made its way to the church. His coffin was draped in black
and his porcupine-crested helm was laid on his coffin.
Sir Philip Sidney was a most special English poet, Margaret and Mrs.
Fibbetybidget agreed. Some of Margaret’s family was from Gelderland, maybe
they had fought beside Sir Philip Sidney. It was awesome to think about. But
here at Penshurst, there was even more to enjoy. After the Sidneys owned
Penshurst Place, other family members came and went. Even the amazing
Percy Byyyssshe Shelley was part of this famous family. Margaret enjoyed
saying Percy Bysssshe Shelley whenever they played Family Authors. She
thought it was very funny every time she said it that way. But for some reason
her brother didn’t really laugh about it. Margaret couldn’t understand why. It was very a funny
joke; her father agreed.
Dr. McClatchey explained to them that the current owner of the house, William Sidney, 5th
Lord De L’Isle and Dudley, once greeted him and asked him how he enjoyed the house. “Very
much!” Dr. McClatchey exclaimed, and then proceeded to talk about Sir Philip Sidney.
Together they quoted Ode to Penshurst, Ben Jonson’s famous poem on the beauties and
perfections of Penshurst Place. It was almost as special as Gerard Manley Hopkins’
description of the Valley of the Elwy. Somehow Margaret knew that she’d come back to
Penshurst in her mind forever and ever. It was, to her, the ideal English Country Home. Many
years later Margaret learned that her own family had served in a very similar Dutch Castle in
Amerongen, Utrecht, Holland, but for now, Margaret just knew she loved this home.
Inside the great hall, there were weapons arranged on the walls, and a great fireplace. It was
big enough to house a big family, but not so big as to be overwhelming. Margaret decided this
was the kind of place she’d like to raise a family in. The rooms were all branching off of the
main hall, some in galleries overlooking the great fireplace, and
Margaret knew that was a good way to raise a family. In one of the
rooms, Margaret could imagine being a mother weaving a beautiful
tapestry, instructing her children, waiting for her husband, and
tending the meal all at once. She would be a good mother
someday. Another room had a monk in it, carefully illuminating a
Scripture manuscript. She longed to have her hands on gold leaf
and learn how to decorate the words of the Bible, too. She decided
that someday she would write out the entire book of Psalms and
learn to memorize the Bible by writing it out someday. It would be
a precious work for her to do. But for now, she wanted to ask the Monk how he did his work. It

seemed rude to interrupt, so she just watched, until it was time to move on to the next room.
And then the garden rooms as well!
In addition to a beautiful and spacious medieval
manor house, the garden had rooms of flowers
that went on forever and ever. Each room was
separated from the next by a hedge wall of
boxwood or yew bushes perfectly trimmed into
dividing walls. The doorways in the bushes were
arched, and each garden had a unique and
different theme. There was the ornate and orderly Italian Garden with the long pool and
fountain in it, bordered by a haha and a walkway with rose trellises on it. This bordered the
house itself, and the roses climbed up the walls of the house. Margaret especially liked the
trellises of yellow roses. Next to this was the white garden. Margaret didn’t understand how it
could be called the white garden when many of the plants were actually plants with whitish
green leaves, rather than white flowers, but her mother explained that the overall effect was of
whiteness. It was a palate clearer, she said, and a garden that could be viewed at night: the
white flowers reflected the light of the silvery moon in lovely ways. The next room had a tiny
amphitheater, where Margaret and Mrs. Fibbetybidget pretended to act out a Shakespeare
play. They had seen As You Like It in London and they felt sure they could make a beautiful
play if only people didn’t walk in on them.
The next garden room had a long pool with water lilies in it, and
the next room, Oh Joy, was a rose garden with standard rose
trees in the middle of it. Margaret knew about rose trees from her
mom’s reading of Alice in Wonderland in their London hotel room,
and she half wondered if the Queen of Hearts would walk in on
them while they walked up and down the rose garden. Margaret
had gotten in the bad habit of saying, “Off with your head!” like
the Queen of Hearts to some of the male students who liked to
tease her, in particular her pastor’s son, Mike. Mike was always nice no matter how many
times she teased him in this way. She even said it to her father when he told her, “control
yourself.” Margaret didn’t know how she could
possibly control herself more than she already
was. But enjoying these rose trees, she knew
she shouldn’t say that anymore to anyone, no
matter if she felt teasy. The Queen of Hearts
was a scary role model to follow. The rose trees
were so beautiful, and stately; Margaret
wondered why they didn’t have rose trees in

America like they did in England. She’d seen them twice now, in Regent Park and in
Penshurst Place Rose Garden.
Perhaps after
all this it was hard to understand, since
these garden
rooms were her favorite, but she almost
liked the Lime
Walk best of all. This was a walkway with
tall, tall
overarching trees lining it that went away
from the
beautiful Penshurst Place House. There
were sheep in
the meadow past the walk, and Margaret
felt that walking
away from the house and remembering
the beauteous rooms in the garden was perhaps the best part of all. She knew it would always
feel this way, and that the Lime Walk would be her place for ever and ever. Even climbing a
tree and jumping by accident into a cow patty at the bottom of the tree couldn’t take away this
special memory. It was hers forever.

Church at St. Giles Cripplegate
That Sunday was going to be an unusual one, for they were
going to diverge from their usual custom of going to All Soul’s
and visit Milton’s church at St. Giles Cripplegate. This sounded
like the most unusual name of all. Margaret didn’t know what a
cripplegate was, or why it was crippled, but it sounded sort of
unlovely to her. They weren’t going somewhere where she
knew people, and she didn’t understand what was so important
about someone named Milton, but she knew her dad loved
Milton, so she was willing to be flexible and go along with things.
Once at the church, she was disappointed to realize that, after such a long,
long walk, the church was not so very large, and not so very well-lit as some
she had been to. In fact, it was downright small and dingy, but the bronze
plaques around the edges of the sanctuary were interesting to look at, and
the bells ringing above were beautiful to hear,
and the bronze picture of Milton on the wall and
the bronze statue at the side was certainly
familiar to her. She must know more about
Milton than she supposed, if he looked like someone she knew.
Perhaps her dad’s posters had made an impression, after all. She
settled in to listen to the sermon, rising and falling at the appointed
times. She remembered the interesting hassocks from other times she had been in English
churches, and as always at such moments she wondered about the ladies who had

embroidered the pretty roses on the cushions they could kneel on. Why did people kneel in
England, and not in America, she wondered? She thought she might like to kneel, too, but her
family didn’t kneel. Soon the singing started, and Margaret wondered why the hymnbooks had
no music in them, only words.
After the service, her parents had told her, they were in for a treat. An organ concert would
take up the afternoon. After a quick bite of lunch, they came back for the beautiful sounds of
the majestic organ filling the small walls of the church. The sound was big and majestic, and
Margaret could feel Mrs. Fibbetybidget curling up inside her pocket, covering her ears with her
hands. Margaret wished she could lie down and sleep so comfortably.
Each day brought something new that was for sure, but
this was a bit loud and full to the ears.
Not like last Sunday. Last Sunday had been a day of fun
she would never forget. At All Soul’s, Langham Place,
they had filed into the most interesting church in the round
she had ever seen. The shabby gold-covered pews all
faced the front, in a circular round shape, and the jolly
preacher up front gave them a lot to listen to. His name was John Stott. Midway through the
introductory phase of the service, a troupe of actors came out and gave a little play, something
about a Little Red Schoolhouse.
The children all looked so lively, Margaret wished she could hear more. The congregation was
told there would be a play soon called “The Sacred Diary of Adrian Plass, Aged 37 and 3/4.”
Margaret thought that was interesting, and wondered who Adrian Plass was, and why his age
mattered so much. And, indeed, why his diary was so secret. She supposed all diaries are
secret, but this sounded rather intriguing to her. She wished she could
come to the play, but didn’t know how to ask about it. Indeed, for the rest
of the summer at every church they visited, both All Soul’s, Langham
Place, and St. Aldate’s, the subject of Adrian Plass and his sacred diary
came up again and again. It was most mysterious.
Soon the service began again, more singing and more sitting. After a
while, she was asked by her mother if she’d like to go down to Sunday
School. For some reason, Margaret felt sure she’d like to go down to
Sunday School.
Down in the Sunday School room, the children were arranged in rows facing the front, and
teachers talked about an exciting Sunday School picnic planned for that afternoon. It sounded
fun to Margaret. After a while, the children went into their age Sunday School classes to sit at

tables. Margaret was with a lively group of boys; one boy in particular seemed very interesting
and lively, maybe a bit too lively for the Sunday School, but not too much for Margaret. She
liked lively boys in Sunday School. The teacher asked where she was from and if she was
visiting. They seemed interested in hearing about it, “Oh, America,” said the lively boy, as if
that explained everything. Nothing made very much sense to Margaret, but she could see that
Sunday School in England was very much like Sunday School in America, and was glad to
know that church is the same, even if voices sound funny in England. Mrs. Fibbetybidget was
peeking out of her pocket, and enjoying the crafts as much as Margaret was.
That afternoon, after church, Margaret excitedly told her family about the Sunday School
picnic. She asked if they could go. Much to the surprise of Margaret, her family was lukewarm
about the idea. Her brother summed it up as he laughed scornfully at her, “You don’t know
anyone!” It still sounded fun to Margaret though, and Mrs. Fibbetybidget agreed. Picnics are
fun if you know Jesus; it doesn’t matter if you know the friends or not. She decided that when
she grew up, she’d go to any Sunday School picnic she liked, and it would always be fun. Mrs.
Fibbetybidget agreed.

Canterbury and Dover
During their stay in London, the typical order of business was to set aside some days for
private sightseeing and play attendance, in which small groups of students or faculty families
went on their own adventures in the daytime and went to plays in the evenings, alternated with
big group one-day field trips which Margaret’s dad called excursions.
This day’s excursion would be to Canterbury and Dover. Canterbury and Dover were in the
easternmost southern edge of England, and Dover was the jumping-off place for anyone
traveling to France, across the English Channel in a hover-boat or by train in a tunnel, or
“chunnel,” under the channel. At Dover they would see the white cliffs, the rock-strewn beach,
and the beautiful circular walls of a fine English castle, but at Canterbury was the foremost site
of English pilgrimage, the cathedral of Thomas a Becket. Margaret loved to say “a Becket,” it
had a nice ring to it. Here, Margaret learned, is where pilgrims get the famous Canterbury
Crosses, like Mrs. McClatchey wore around her neck, a huge square-shaped cross with a
purple jewel in the center of it. Margaret liked the Canterbury crosses. She also liked the
silent Cathedral with the warm velvet colors of the stain-glass windows making their jewel
tones on the cathedral floors. She could see why this was the center of Christianity in
England. Not only was it where Thomas a Becket had made a strong stand for the faith of
Jesus Christ, but he had been killed for his stand, and many had come to deeper faith and
healing as a result. The King had come to Canterbury on his knees in repentance and had
received blows from all the monks and bishops there in symbolism of his actions. She also
liked the little daisy flowers in the rolled grass outside the cathedral.

Standing on the beach outside Dover after seeing the Cathedral and then the castle with its
deep green-hilled moat, Margaret squatted down and picked through all the stones on the
beach. Here was a smoothed piece of Delft china, it’s imprint barely visible after its years of
being tossed and polished by the sea. And here was some green sea glass, smoothed by the
ages. Dr. McClatchey was standing listening as Margaret’s dad read Matthew Arnold’s poem,
“Dover Beach.” He was explaining that a dreary and despairing world view didn’t go with the
Christian faith. Margaret imagined that years of pilgrimage and being tossed about like the
stones on the beach could leave one weary and jaded like Matthew Arnold’s poem, but if one
kept a God’s-eye view of the stained glass light shining through one’s heart like the windows of
the soul, one would turn out like shining sea glass, not jaded stone. Margaret sighed as she
even now reached up to receive the shining light in her heart.
The Windows
Lord, how can man preach thy eternal word?
He is a brittle crazy glass;
Yet in thy temple thou dost him afford
This glorious and transcendent place,
To be a window, through thy grace.
But when thou dost anneal in glass thy story,
Making thy life to shine within
The holy preachers, then the light and glory
More reverend grows, and more doth win;
Which else shows waterish, bleak, and thin.
Doctrine and life, colors and light, in one
When they combine and mingle, bring
A strong regard and awe; but speech alone
Doth vanish like a flaring thing,
And in the ear, not conscience, ring.
--George Herbert

Hampstead Heath
Today they were taking another excursion from London. It was a Sunday afternoon, and they
had just returned from All Soul’s, Langham Place, and a quick trip to Garfunkel’s for Margaret’s
requisite cheeseburger and fries and her dad’s salad bar. Last night had been an adventure to
Oodles with some students for vegetarian cafeteria food. Margaret still remembered the
vegetarian lasagne; it had a good flavor. She wasn’t sure why everyone else was
unimpressed. She like Oodles. Maybe vegetarians ate better food. She didn’t understand
why everyone laughed at vegetarians. Her parents told her later that one time, a visiting
trustee and his wife had been taken to Oodles, and a small green worm wiggling in the

trustee’s wife’s salad had put a damper on the festivities. But Margaret decided she liked
Oodles, in spite of the green worm, and she liked vegetarian lasagne even so.
However, today was Garfunkel’s and a trip to Hampstead Heath. Hampstead Heath was the
home of John Keats. John Keats hadn’t had much fun in life, she learned, and privately she
thought it was strange to think of someone who had died at the young age of 25 and had
written so much poetry. It was especially sad to realize that due to his not having much money
from writing poetry, he wasn’t able to marry the woman he loved. It seemed very tragical to
Margaret, and sort of dumb. Why not be married and poor together?
She decided she wouldn’t let anything like money separate her from being married, like Fanny
Brawne had been forced to do. From Family Authors, the card game her brother typed on
three by five cards for family play, she knew that Keats had written, “Upon first looking into
Chapman’s Homer,” and had always wondered what a homer was. It sounded like some sort
of wine-dark sea, and she thought it sounded romantical.
Those guys were always writing odes of one sort or another. She also wondered what an ode
was, and why write one on a Grecian Urn. Ode on a Nightingale sounded better to her. Best of
all was Christobel. What a romantic name. Or the Eve of St. Agnes. But looking at the sunlit
rooms and seeing Fanny Brawne’s hair was always interesting. Why did they like hair so
much back then, she wondered? And why was it always light brown, but they called it blond?
It was a great mystery to her, and tinged with the sadness of lost love. She supposed that in
Heaven, Keats would always be true to Fanny, and she be fair.
But her favorite part about Hampstead Heath, besides the beautiful wide windy spaces of the
heath itself, was the fat orange marmalade cat on the front doorstep. Here they were, not far
out of London, and a huge open
space was waiting to be raced
in, perfect for flying kites in the
spring, and there was a huge
marmalade cat just draped
across the bootscrape on the
doorstep. Margaret liked to
pretend she was in the country, and not in some part of
London. But Mrs. Fibbetybidget couldn’t agree,
and she was secretly relieved when Margaret quit
petting the cat and got ready to start for home.
Margaret decided that Hampstead Heath was the
nicest part she’d seen so far of London.

Hampton Court Palace
Hampton Court was Margaret’s dad’s favorite place in England, at least one of them. He liked
the formal gardens and the extensive buildings. But Margaret knew, her brother had told her,
that Hampton Court was famous for one thing, and one thing only: The Maze.
Margaret wasn’t sure
what a maze was, but
when she talked it over
with Mrs. Fibbetybidget,
she decided that Phil
was probably right
about this, and that the
maze was to be the main thing to enjoy at Hampton
Court Palace, even if a palace did sound like a place for a magical princess to live. She had a
vague idea that the palace of a cardinal was not the same thing as a
palace for a princess, and so she was excited to view the maze.
The palace, she also learned, had beautiful brick on its exterior and
intricately fashioned chimneys. Margaret wondered who had invented
that trick of placing the bricks to make the chimneys so interesting. She
wondered why they didn’t have such nice chimneys in America.
But now they were ready for the maze. When she got there, however,
she discovered that it was just a bunch of close bushes on either side of
her and that she had to go in, get lost, and try to find her way out again.
Margaret wasn’t as excited by the maze as her brother was. He had a map, and he and her
mother were busy trying to find themselves the way out again. A few times, they ran into
groups of giggling students, and suddenly, they found themselves in the middle of the maze,
complete with a bench to sit on. While it did provide a welcome place to sit down in a wide
open space, Margaret was beginning to wonder if she could crawl out through the sides of the
boxwood hedges, if indeed they didn’t find their way out, when Mrs. Fibbitybidget spoke up
from her perch on Margaret’s shoulder.
“What a great idea, Fibbety!” Margaret exclaimed.
“What did you say, Marg?” inquired her brother curiously.
“Oh, nothing. I just think it’s a good idea to try again, as you say,” answered Margaret artlessly.

Moving a few steps away, she held up her hand and let Mrs. Fibbetybidget scramble up the
branches of the boxwood hedge. Missing her cue as her mother and Phil moved on, Margaret
waited anxiously as Mrs. Fibbetybidget reached the top of the hedge. Gesturing excitedly, Mrs.
Fibbetybidget showed her the next path to take, and soon they were trailing in the wake of Phil
and Mom again. But this time, Margaret knew she had a plan, a plan to get out again, and not
be trapped forever in Hampton Court Palace Maze for the rest of the summer. It was a bit like
that song Phil was always singing, “Did he ever return? No, he never returned, and his fate is
still unknown. He may ride forever ‘neath the streets of Boston, he’s the man who never
returned.” Only in this case, it would be the girl who never returned, from the summer in
Hampton Court Maze.
Margaret had a plan. A Mrs. Fibbetybidget plan. Every so often, while Phil and Mom made
mistake after mistake, or crossed paths with students giggling, Margaret would send up Mrs.
Fibbetybidget and scout the horizon. And before long, both Margaret and her brother and
Mom ended up right at the exit sign of the maze. Whew, another adventure gained and
disaster averted. They wouldn’t need 5 pence in a sandwich handed through the gate every
day at a quarter past 2:00, they were the travelers who returned. And there was Dad with his
camera slung around his neck and Nancy in her stroller, waiting where they’d left them, with
another ten pictures in the camera to boot. Margaret subsequently learned the secret of the
maze: you keep turning right. But thanks to Mrs. Fibbitybidget, she was free from the maze for
now.
Before they left the palace for good, Margaret gaped with her brother at the tennis court of
King Henry VIII in the middle of the grounds. It was hard to imagine a young King Henry VIII
playing tennis, but all things are possible.

Oxford!
At last! Today, they were riding the coach to Oxford. Margaret couldn’t
believe they were leaving London and finding a new home. It sounded
exciting, even if the name sounded strange. What was so Ox-y about
Oxford, she wondered? Soon she would find out.
Looking out the window of the coach as they left London, she could
see that they had been in the most interesting and historic part of town.
Leaving London there were street after street of dingy grey roads and
buildings. They had only seen part of the city. She was glad they
hadn’t spent any time in this less interesting part of the city, even if it
was much bigger than she’d thought.

Soon they were driving through countryside. The blue sky was filled with puffy white clouds,
and the green land of England was flying past. She wondered what was ahead. They were
staying at a place called St. Anne’s College. It sounded so proper and English, and Margaret
was glad to be staying at a school named after a girl. It sounded sweet to her. But she
wondered, “Who is St. Anne?” Why had she never heard of St. Anne? Or any other saint for
that matter. What was a saint?
The bus was slowing down, and going around a circle. Someone told her that this was a
circus, and that England, instead of having stop signs like America, had these roundabouts to
accommodate many cars at once turning different directions. It was a little dizzying and
Margaret uneasily wondered if she would need a dramamine pill. She didn’t like dramamine at
all. It was almost worse than the sickness it pretended to cure, and the prospect of chewing
one of the tiny but bitter pills made her so scared, she’d stop being sick just to avoid it. But just
when she thought she’d need it, they were there, in Oxford.
In front of her was a wall, and a doorway leading through
it. This, according to her dad, was the Gatehouse. All the
students went in and out through the Gatehouse. Inside
the Gatehouse was a little window, and a very curious
man with an even curiouser accent gave them a jolly
greeting as they went in. Some of the students, her dad
said, would be staying in the Gatehouse dorm. Margaret
later learned that the Gatehouse rooms were small little
college dorm rooms, with cute little desks with a mirror
inside the desk lid. It was perfect for the women students to put their makeup on. The
students loved staying in the Gatehouse; it was a fun place and very private for their hijinks.
Mrs. Fibbetybidget said she’d like to stay in the Gatehouse, and Margaret agreed.
That is, until she saw the house they were staying in. It was on Woodstock Road, and had a
garden in front of it and a garden wall all around it. In the front yard was a queer half-rounded
tubular building with a fence all around it, called the Creche. Margaret soon learned that a
Creche, in England, is a nursery school. Inside the Creche were children always playing and
making noise, and lots of toys to ride and climb on. They were so happy, Margaret wished she
could play inside the fence. All the same, she was glad she wasn’t playing inside the fence
after all; it was very noisy! And she couldn’t imagine things in there with all those children.
Mrs. Fibbetybidget agreed.
But inside the house were even more surprises. The tile on the floor, called terracotta tile, was
in all sorts of interesting patterns. It was made of rust colored diamond tiles with white and
black edging tiles surrounding the edges of the hallway, and was fun to walk on. It made a
nice clattery noise. At the end of the hall on the main floor was a sunny little phone booth with

window doors on it, and a little bench inside to sit on while you made phone calls. It was nice
to sit in all by yourself, Margaret decided. Mrs. Fibbetybidget enjoyed running up and down
the phone cord.
Right inside the door of the main entryway on the left was a large room with high bay windows
and velvet lined curtains hanging all the way from the ceiling, called the Common Room. And
across from that was the doorway of the caretakers’ rooms. This was a home for an older
couple, and Margaret and the other children were told they mustn’t be noisy on the stairs
upstairs. Margaret wondered what amazing adventures the older couple had had living in this
marvelous home. They must be very happy to live in England all the time, not just for the
summer. Somehow, though, they didn’t seem to be as thankful as she expected they would
be. She decided that she would be thankful if she got to live in England all the time. What a
magical, green, pretty place, with such beautiful little daisies in the grass. Imagine not being
thankful to live in England all the time! It couldn’t be thought of, she decided. Mrs.
Fibbetybidget reminded her, “Sometimes older people forget to be thankful and to enjoy life as
an adventure.” Margaret hoped she never got that old. Mrs. Fibbetybidget agreed.
And up the stairs of the house, a long curving staircase with shabby red carpet held in place by
brass metal bars, were room after room and landing after landing of rooms for the faculty
families and a few female students to stay in. Each room had its own sink, hidden by a curtain,
for one’s tooth powder and toothbrush to rest on, and a large window with a window seat for
looking out of. The nicked gray walls had had many posters on them in the past, and
Margaret’s mom said the first order of business was to go into town and buy some wrapping
paper to cover the walls with. The wrapping paper in England consisted of individual sheets
with beautiful English designs on them, and was perfect for postering walls. They even had
Beatrix Potter wrapping paper sheets! Margaret was interested in that proceeding, but first she
had to explore the house.
Up to the top of the roof, there were rooms. And such rooms! Room after room was found at
the top of funny little sets of stairs, landings for each room. And in the middle of the second
floor, nestled at the bottom of their particular family landing, was a kitchen with glass walls
shielding it from interlopers. Inside the kitchen was a little oven and stove, and a strange
contraption Margaret had never seen before.
Margaret’s mom explained, “It’s a spinner, for washing clothes by hand. If we need to wash
things between laundry, we can wash by hand and spin it dry in the spinner.” Margaret soon
learned that the little closets tucked into the walls were warming closets, with heating elements
behind them, lined with cedar, where their unmentionables could be dried after washing by
hand and spinning in the spinner. Margaret and Mrs. Fibbetybidget thought the warm closets
were fun to smell as the clean clothes were drying. The hot cedar smelled nice. Margaret
liked all the smells of the house, all except the cigarette smoke left in the kitchen after Mrs.

Skirm, the spunky older scout, had been having her cuppa tea. But even that bad smell was
made tolerable by the spicy accent of Mrs. Skirm. Margaret decided she didn’t mind the
smoky smell, because Mrs. Skirm was awfully nice even if her speech was tart and funny, and
Margaret’s Mom was always nice to Mrs. Skirm, so she must be OK.
But the Common Room, that was the very most magical place
of all.
Margaret loved to go sit in the Common Room and just smell
the old smells. There was a large round oak table with curving
pedestal and rounded feet, where the students liked to play
Rook in the evenings, and laugh and carry on. The table was
set in the bay window with long curtains, and a person could stand behind the long olive velvet
curtains and hide there in a game of hide and go seek quite easily.
There were olive velvet-cushioned benches around the perimeter of the room, and Margaret
learned there were hymn books hidden inside the benches. One time, Mrs. Fibbetybidget got
stuck in the bench for the day, peering out through the decorative mesh sides to the bench
until Margaret found her, rather the worse for wear, at the end of the day. She had quite an
adventure, which Margaret heard about later, but that is how Margaret found out about the
hymn books in the benches.
In that room there was also a nice electric fireplace with brown wood panelling all around, and
three beautiful medieval velvet couches in the middle of the room. Margaret and Mrs.
Fibbetybidget loved to sit on those couches and imagine that they were medieval ladies in their
long velvet dresses. Margaret had a coloring book of Medieval women with long velvet
sleeves, and she liked to pretend that she was an elegant lady on these velvet couches. The
yellow velvet Victorian couch had beautiful wooden
carving on the back and arms, and the green velvet
couch was a nice vertical square shaped couch.
Sitting on it was very uncomfortable and proper.
The red velvet Edwardian
couch was rounded and
boring, much like an American couch in shape, but
the red velvet made
Margaret able to imagine it was a medieval couch.
Mrs. Fibbetybidget
liked to run and jump on the red couch while
Margaret reclined
on the yellow couch. They were glad when no one
came in to interrupt
them.

One day, a tall, blond Englishmen and several women with him came into the Common Room
while Margaret was there. They were talking about a cheerful and outgoing
brown-haired student Margaret knew, named Cherry Tabb. The Englishman
was laughing with the others, explaining the joke of her name. “Cherry Tab is
an American soft drink, you see, like Fresca or something. It’s a funny joke of
her name. She’s a really nice girl.” As Cherry came in, the others turned to
her expectantly and the young man explained their conversation. She
laughed and the whole group moved out of the room. It was that kind of room, lots of quiet
thinking time, and lots of laughing and moving in and out.
Another time, a quiet and serious student came in and played Puff the Magic Dragon on her
acoustic guitar, and Mrs. Fibbetybidget came out of Margaret’s pocket to listen. The student
soon tired of being asked to play that song again, and Margaret decided to quit asking for it,
and quit asking that student to play with her at all. She realized that people don’t like to play
when asked, they just like to play when they feel like it. She decided that she would listen
better when people didn’t want to play for her.
Another time, Margaret’s brother decided to teach Margaret to play Rook. He decided it would
be a funny joke on the fun and wise-cracking but friendly students if he taught her a secret way
to bid, so that they could win at Rook without the students suspecting their plan. But he
realized that Margaret wasn’t old enough to remember what he was telling her, so he wrote the
rules for bidding out on a green three by five card cut in half. It was just the right size to hide in
her black vinyl wallet with green zippers, so he made it for her and lined it with scotch tape so it
wouldn’t get wrecked in her wallet. After winning a few times, to the surprise of the students,
he revealed their secret to the fun students’ hilarious enjoyment. It was fun, but Margaret
realized it was sort of like cheating. Mrs. Fibbetybidget agreed, and they
decided not to try it again, even if a trusted brother asked them to.
In the Common Room, Margaret’s Mom and the other faculty moms
decided the students would be blessed if they taught them how to drink tea.
Off to the shops they went, and soon came back with sets and sets of little
yellow demitasse teacups. The cups were sturdy, yellow tea cups with little
rounded handles. They were the kind of teacup Margaret liked to hold in
her hand.
That night, the students came into the Common Room for a worship night. Margaret sat on the
green velvet cushions by the fireplace, and students played the guitar, and everyone sang,
“Holy Holy, Lord God Almighty, we’re so blessed to be Your children, Holy Father. As
we lift our hands before you as a token of our love, Holy Holy, Gracious Father.”

Margaret thought Jesus must love her very much to die on the cross for her sins, and offer
Himself in His Holy Spirit. She never wanted to leave that moment, and she asked Jesus to be
with her forever. He did.
That night, she thought and sang that song to herself again and again.
She wished that moment would go on forever, and was glad God said
He’d be hers forever. She remembered the cookie time after, and knew
that God came to her in her heart through His Holy Spirit. He also came
through the biscuits and tea. She wanted to be with Jesus forever.

She knew Jesus had come into her heart when she’d asked him at the
Bible Church and she’d asked Him in, but now she knew that the Holy
Spirit was hers forever.

University Parks
There were lazy but lovely days in Oxford ahead of them. Time in the dining hall of St. Anne’s
College was the best part of all. Just like the tea party in the Common Room where Margaret
felt so close to Jesus, she could feel that closeness in the dining hall too. There were long,
lazy meals, with endless sticky wooden tables and clattering cutlery as the students served the
roast beef and Yorkshire
Pudding and roasted potatoes which
inevitably followed the
oxtail soup or melon of the first
course, and the endless
stream of desserts such as chocolate
mousse, cherry trifle, or
the ubiquitous gooseberry cake with
endless pitchers of
custard to pour on top. After the
custard came trays of
digestives, Jacob’s Cream Crackers,
Carr’s Table Water
Crackers, and at least
three kinds of cheese: Stilton, Wensleydale, and
red-rimmed wedges of Gouda and Edam. And the trays
of demitasse cups and coffee, hot milk and sugar cubes,
and the lazy moments of spooning the sugar at the
bottom of the bowl into willing child mouths. Margaret
couldn’t really wish that any meal would ever come to an
end. The thrill of being served by students, or even
dishing up peas for other members at the table: this was
living!
And then to go play under the willow tree, called “Old Man Willow” in Mom’s wonderful
scavenger hunt one day. Then to dash back to her room to find the clue under “Smokey’s
Ribbon,” the blue ribbon round the neck of her new stuffed dog with real fur, after trying first

the smoky place off the garden where the under-gardener often burned garden waste in a pile
that sent a curling ribbon of smoke into the air. Going from clue to clue, it didn’t even matter if
they found the treasure in the treasure hunt, searching was so fun. Mom always had ideas to
make England more magical than ordinary days.
Other days were spent in the laundry room in the house on Banbury Cross Road across the
back of the college. Here there were low stone walls to balance on and gravel to kick around.
Inside the Laundry Room were intricate little boxes of detergent that Mom never bought. She
brought her own detergent from the Boots across Woodstock Road on the front side of St.
Anne’s College. At Boots were also packages of Bourbon Creams, Custard Creams, McVitie’s
Digestives, and Rich Tea Biscuits, “Nice” cookies, and HobNobs. After the laundry was
finished, in the afternoon, Mom would take them to University Parks behind the college across
Banbury Road for a ramble down the paths on the perimeter of the park.

The best was in the evening, after dinner, however, when the students would all troop together
to play soccer in the fields in the center of University Parks. As long as they came home
before park closing, they were safe. One time students were slow to leave, and had to wait
until the superior and self-important park keeper arrived on his bicycle to let them out. Bicycles
strictly prohibited, unless, that is, you happened to be a park keeper! Then it was strictly
allowed. Always strictly allowed.
One evening, as Margaret dreamily
watched out the window of the house on
Woodstock Road, her very own bay
window with it’s casements thrown open
to the evening breeze, she heard the
excited voices of a group of students
making their way from the garden on the
left of their house, and saw them burst on the scene through the doorway in the wall from the
house next door. Cradled in their linked arms, in resplendent pink parka triumph, was her very
own brother, his arms around the necks of Mark and John, the two beefiest soccer player men.
“Phil is being carried, Mom! Phil is injured! What happened?” Margaret raced down the
red-carpeted stairs, careless of the qualms of the elderly couple below, Mrs. Fibbetybidget in
her pocket as she raced to find out first.
Mom bustled behind, and they arrived on the terracotta tiled ground floor to the accounts of
students from the soccer field of glory. Phil had, as usual, scored the winning shot, but in the
process had sprained his ankle. As Mom got ice and dithered about whether or not to risk the
long wait at the socialized medicine doctor’s office on the morrow, Margaret wondered how it
felt to have a sprained ankle. She decided she didn’t really want to find out. That is the kind of

thing that happened to brothers, she decided, and was glad it hadn’t happened to her. But she
was a little envious of all the student attention. At least Phil would be around the next day,
resting his ankle, ready to play with her, although not with Mrs. Fibbetybidget. That was still
her secret for now.

Heimlich Maneuver!
Margaret was walking back from the dining hall the next night, pondering the evening ahead,
picking up rose petals from the ground and floating them in the birdbath in the next house over,
when she heard a bunch of students pass by with her father and mother. They were
discussing the Heimlich Maneuver.
“Well, what is the Heimlich Maneuver?” her dad asked.
“You don’t know what the Heimlich Maneuver is?” queried an incredulous student. It was
Kristen, the student with the wonderfully thick curly brown hair and the storytelling skills.
Kristen was in the midst of serially telling Margaret the entire story of the The Little Princess,
from memory, and she had endless patience for teaching everyone around.
“Here, let me show you.” She proceeded to put her strong arms around Margaret’s dad and lift
him off the ground, giving him a big squeeze as she did so, plucky with her apple gripped in
her teeth. Margaret had never seen anything so funny. Everyone was laughing, and her dad
was learning a new thing at the same time. She’d never seen everyone so joyous at such a
funny sight. And there was Stanley, the student with the big afro hairdo, doing his famous flip
in mid-air. Margaret didn’t know how anyone could do that, but she loved to ask him to flip.
Again and again, she could watch all evening. Students standing around offered to give the
children airplane rides, and they all had a wild moment of joy. Sometimes life was like that,
with the Heimlich Maneuver, flips in the air, and airplane rides. But Mrs. McClatchey was
always on hand to let the students know it was important to grab the children under the armpits
instead, as children’s ligaments aren’t always as strong as adults’, and they might get a
dislocated arm as a result if they weren’t careful. Margaret was glad Mrs. McClatchey knew
about such things. It was good to be safe and not sorry, even when they were being wild and
crazy.
Mrs. Fibbetybidget agreed.

Crushes
Today was an interesting day. Lunchtime was buzzing with the
news that Beth had two visitors. Margaret had seen them, too,
after lunch, from her perch under Old Man Willow outside the
Dining Hall. Stalking across the campus, in lock step, were “Bart
and Lance,” two brothers, visitors to see Beth. They were
striding across the campus like men on a mission, men with a
purpose. Margaret wondered which one of them was here to see
Beth. Margaret had her bet on Lance, because “Lance” was a weapon in jousting, which she
liked to imagine, and it sounded like Lancelot, which was a knight of the Round Table.
Margaret had been to Winchester and had seen the Round Table of King Arthur, and she liked
to imagine the court at Camelot where each knight was as important as another. Lance
sounded like Arthurian Myth to her.
She wasn’t to learn until many years later, but Bart was the kind-hearted and handsome
intended of Beth, the one who had won her heart. Beth was a “special student,” one of their
own. She was one of the girl students who spent countless hours babysitting and playing with
Margaret and Nancy. She was almost one of the students one could share Mrs. Fibbetybidget
with, but not quite. She was still an adult.
Just barely, however. One time, Margaret’s dad had surprised Beth at the laundromat, holding
Nancy and dancing around the room with her. She wasn’t so much of an adult after all. She
was also the prettiest and nicest of the students, with her long, wavy brown hair, soft eyes, and
Laura Ashley Dresses. Margaret decided she would wear Laura Ashley dresses when she
grew up, too.
She hadn’t heard of Laura Ashley before going to England with the students, but one day three
women students came down the stairs in their house and showed off their dresses and skirts.
They were long, with little ruffles at the bottom. Molly had on a gold-colored dress, and Mary
had on a grey flannel dress. Beth’s skirt was gray with blue flowers, and it had the intriguing
quality of being scalloped at the bottom. It appeared to be made out of flannel, too. Margaret
had never seen a skirt with a scalloped, uneven hemline. She would love to have a dress like
that herself.
“Mrs. Fibbetybidget, Mom says we can go to the Laura Ashley sale tomorrow, can you believe
it!” Mrs. Fibbetybidget smoothed down her own sprig muslin skirt with self-satisfaction and
sighed. Even Laura Ashley couldn’t measure up to the sight of her own dainty loveliness, but
she didn’t say so out loud. Clearly this dear child in her red skirt and blue and red striped
socks needed some kind of wardrobe upgrade, but she didn’t like to draw attention to it. At

least she no longer wore the navy corduroy blazer, even if it did have two nice pockets with
flaps!
Mrs. Fibbetybidget fully intended to be up and ready when Margaret planned to go out to the
sale in the morning. But she reckoned without the wardrobe. Sleeping
quarters had been difficult to find in the room Margaret shared with her
sister, as spacious as it was. The wardrobe turned out to afford the
darkest and most private little nook for Mrs. Fibbetybidget, so she opted
to sleep there on this particular night, wrapped in the new lambswool
sweater Margaret had gotten in the Edinburgh Woolens Shoppe in
London, with its dainty yellow softness. However, even after hearing the
Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe at home before the summer began,
Margaret had forgotten the time-honored warning C. S. Lewis had offered
to all English children everywhere. “Never close a wardrobe all the way,”
when you decide to explore in it. And so Mrs. Fibbetybidget was left behind to spend the day
in a darkened wardrobe.
She philosophically settled in to enjoy a quiet day’s sleep, but she reckoned without the
cleaning powers of Mrs. Skirm. After a short nap, she was awakened by the cackling voice
and cigarette fumes coming down the hall singing the latest dance hall tune of the 70’s. “I do
believe Mrs. Skirm is coming in here! I wonder why she is so busy today!” Soon the door was
opened, and a few things hung up, and Mrs. Fibbetybidget turned out for the day. Thankfully
Mrs. Skirm had brought her granddaughter to help “clean up” and Mrs. Fibbetybidget had a
cosy conversation with her, waiting for the shoppers to return. This little girl had come several
times to play with Margaret, playing scout by messing up the room and then cleaning it up,
over and over again, to the amusement of Margaret, and Margaret and Mrs. Fibbetybidget
thought she was a sweet, sprightly little girl with a mop of shining golden hair on top of her
head. Mrs. Fibbetybidget knew that she had a social day ahead, so she got out her teacup
and had a little comfortable cose with Mrs. Skirm’s granddaughter.
But Margaret in her turn was having quite an adventure at the Laura Ashley sale. When they
had gathered in the gatehouse courtyard that morning, an intrepid ROTC student had brightly
commented on their attire, “Camouflage!” Wearing a Laura Ashley dress to a Laura Ashley
sale had seemed like a good idea when she had dressed in the morning, but now it just
seemed silly. Margaret hoped that they would find some good
dresses to take home, but somehow she doubted it.
After arriving at the little tudor shop on Banbury Road, Margaret
was amazed to discover that every corner and alleyway of the
store was crowded with women shoppers, trying on clothes, in
various states of undress, grabbing dresses off the racks.

Shoppers would never do that in America, she thought to herself. She couldn’t see what was
so worth it about this sale day, but by the time they left, she had a hot pink dress of dubious
color for her light skinned Dutch girl look, and her sister
had a navy blue sailor
dress that would perfectly set off her beautiful
copper-colored hair.
Her mother was likewise weighed down with a bag
containing a beautiful,
flower-bedecked navy blue dress with red and white
flowers on it. Even if
her dress wasn’t perfectly colored for her light skin and
pale look, it was
beautifully shaped, and Margaret could imagine herself a
fairy-tale princess in
it’s puffed sleeves and v-shaped waistline, with its big giant
bow in the back. One
didn’t have to have the perfect dress to be perfectly happy,
and Margaret knew
that she and Nancy would enjoy these dresses for years to come.
And how fun was it to show their dad their exciting purchases of the day. Now they could be
dressed in Laura Ashley camouflage, too.

Brass Rubbing with Mrs. Fibbetybidget
Today they would be punting on the River Cherwell and brass rubbing in downtown Oxford.
Margaret was excited, both about punting on the river and brass rubbing in the church in
Oxford. She had never done either one. But punting with a group of students and the short
and excitable middle-aged pastor who was also one of the students on their trip would prove to
be more than she had ever dreamed of!
The day started out well enough. Margaret and Phil in their pink parkas zipped to the neck, Dr.
McClatchey’s daughter Erin and other students, and the pastor who was along on the trip in his
brown suit were soon settled into two punts. Phil, Margaret, Pastor Darbey and Erin were in
one punt, and the rest of the students were in the other. Phil got to help punt, standing on the
flat part of the boat in his turn, along with the other students. It looked like a lot of fun, and
Margaret secretly wished she was old enough to have a try at putting the long wooden pole
into the dark brown water, but she contented herself with watching the river go by, moving
aside when the stinky weeds and mud came up with the pole as it had to be switched from
side to side rather often. She trailed her hand in the water and dodged the willow branches on
the sides of the river as they passed underneath.
On the lazy river the willow trees on the bank drifted by as she leaned, seated beside Erin, on
the worn and damp blue vinyl cushions of the punt. Boats going the other way contained
cheerful male students punting in their long white trousers with their long-haired dates reclining
on the cushions. Sometimes their boat bumped against a neighboring boat and good-natured
advice was passed back and forth. It was an ideal English custom and Margaret enjoyed the
sounds of the river passing by.

Soon they came to a sign, “Parson’s Pleasure.” What was that, they wondered? They soon
found out! Seated on the side of the river, hunched over with hands tensely settled on either
side of his naked and enshadowed white body, was a brown-haired man with a lugubrious face
and a drooping mustache. Parson’s Pleasure, it turned out, was a male nude bathing area on
the River Cherwell. A back-and-forth conversation between the man and Pastor Darbey
proceeded, with the man reluctant but willing to run back into one of the bathhouses set back
from the water, and Pastor Darbey belatedly assuring him that would not help much to his
retreating backside…...Before long, Margaret and Erin were dumped on the side of the river,
and urged to walk and meet them “on the other side,” so as to avoid future embarrassment for
Pastor Darbey.
“Why are we walking?” Margaret queried. She stifled Mrs. Fibbetybidget’s giggles at the sorry
sight of the man running to the bathhouse even as she asked the student holding her hand.
“Because he’s not wearing any clothes, and Pastor Darbey thought we should get out and
meet them. We’ll see them on the other side in just a moment,” Erin reassured her. It didn’t
seem to be much point in walking, now that the man had run into the bathhouse, but Margaret
kept such thoughts to herself, contenting herself with merely asking,
“Why isn’t he wearing any clothes?”
“I don’t know,” said Erin. Margaret decided that they must not have swimming suits to go
around in England, if the parsons had to bathe without them on the River Cherwell.
After that adventure, the rest of the punting trip passed in a blur of intermittent pushes down
the river, drips from the pole, and excited privately-held surmises about the nature of someone
who had to sit on the side of the river bank at Parson’s Pleasure. What was a Parson to do,
she wondered? Pastor Darby didn’t seem like the kind of pastor who would take pleasure in a
Parson’s Pleasure, she decided, and little did she blame him. It seemed dim-witted to her,
although she was interested in the fact that the man on the side of the river had a face like
Robert Louis Stevenson in American Authors. She could never look at that card again without
thinking of the long-faced look of the man on the side of the river while punting on the Cherwell
River. She felt sort of sad for him, but a little mystified about why he would expose himself in
such a lonely and odd way.
This afternoon, however, had an adventure of its own. She and Mrs. Fibbetybidget, along with
Phil and Nancy, were walking the opposite way into Oxford with their mother to go brass
rubbing. Margaret didn’t know what brass rubbing meant, but it sounded interesting. They
were going to the church halfway down into downtown Oxford, St. Mary Magdalene Church
where the martyrs’ monument was, to do some brass rubbing.

When they got there, she learned that brass rubbing was making a picture on a black piece of
paper with a fat crayon made of gold color, which she supposed was the brass in brass
rubbing. But apparently the brass part was the brass plate on the stone to which they taped
their black piece of paper. A silent women with long brown “hippy hair” was doing a more
ambitious brass rubbing with white paper and a black crayon, a long-limbed knight stretched
out to sleep, but Margaret’s mom explained that brass rubbing with brass on black was better
for beginners. Margaret liked the gold colored crayon so she didn’t mind, although she thought
that someday she’d like to do brass on the creamy white paper. It would be more joyful and
sparkly-looking, she thought.
But today’s task was to start to learn the technique of brass rubbing, and it didn’t really matter
what color the paper was, just to enjoy the task itself. When they had done the difficult work of
choosing a brass to rub, they set to work, taping the paper onto the stone with the student
worker’s help, pressing down the outline of the figure, and then rubbing their crayon across the
paper. Margaret’s brother and mom were rubbing a picture of William Shakespeare for their
dad, and didn’t notice that Margaret was setting to work with Mrs. Fibbetybidget beside her.
The serious brown-haired student worker who had helped them set up their brass rubbing
seemed to see something out of the corner of his eye, but he didn’t make a sound when Mrs.
Fibbetybidget put her paw to her lips with a “Shhhhh!” sound, so they soon forgot his existence
and set to work. Pretty soon even he returned to his thick paperback book, and the brass
rubbing went on. Mrs. Fibbetybidget took a small brass crayon out of her bag, where she had
it for just such a purpose, and she got to work on the edges of Margaret’s picture.
By the end of an hour, they had finished the hard work of the outline, and were starting to color
in the lady’s dress. Margaret had chosen a medieval knight and lady couple to color, and was
starting on the lady today. Her mother told her that they
would come back several times before they were finished.
By the end of the afternoon, William Shakespeare was
outlined, and Margaret’s lady’s dress was completely
colored in.
They were told that the harder they pressed, the better the
brass rubbing would be, and Margaret could see the sense
in that. They carefully put their crayons and brasses away,
safe for another day, and headed home.
Oxford in the afternoon was full of students on bicycles and pealing bells, and as Margaret
walked, she absent-mindedly began to focus on counting the squares she walked over, careful
to walk on every line between the squares. That was her favorite thing about walking in
England, listening to the bells and finding ways to step on the lines in the sidewalks. In

London, there had been the added attraction of stepping on the little window squares in the
sidewalks that let light into the basement apartments below. She couldn’t imagine being able
to see out of the glass squares, but she supposed they let in some dim sort of light, better than
nothing.
As she walked, the sound of the bells took over and Margaret no longer focused on the task of
stepping over the cracks in the sidewalk. Instead, Margaret thrilled to the sound of church
bells ringing their changes as she walked with her mom and brother back down Woodstock
Road towards St. Anne’s. She was riding away on the sounds of the bells into some room of
Heaven made just for her.
The ringing of the bells blended with her dreams of the medieval lady and knight she had just
been rubbing in the church, and the magic of the ladies in dresses on their olden day,
basket-laden bicycles. By the time they were halfway home, she had stepped over many
cracks, too many to count, and had imagined herself in the heights of heaven riding on the
wings of the bells.
But here, Mom was stopping at a bookstall. Sometimes in the doorway of churches there was
a little stall of books for sale. And here on the end was an Enid Blyton book for 10p. And an
Elizabeth Goudge book called Smokey House for 20p. Margaret knew she would be busy
reading tonight. Besides the books, there were silver rings for her finger for a few more pence.
Another quiet day in Oxford, and a brass rubbing halfway finished. A book to read, a silver ring
on her hand, and a lugubrious sad face to contemplate and a sight she would try to forget. It
had been a busy day.

Books and Paddington Dolls
Margaret knew they were destined to finish their brass rubbing on the morrow, and she was
looking forward to it. But first, some women students were asking her to do some dirty work
for them. They knew that Margaret’s mom’s birthday was coming up, but they didn’t know
what day. Margaret didn’t know that birthdays were different for big people than for children,
and she thought it would be fun to help them, so she asked her mother.
“Mom, what day is your birthday?”
“It’s July 14, why do you want to know?”
“I don’t know, I was just wondering.”
Margaret quickly ran and told the questioning students, and the next thing she knew, that night,
after putting on her pink cotton bathrobe and buttoning it up the center line from her feet to her

neck, the sound of “Happy Birthday” ascended up the stairs from the lobby floor to her parents’
landing and the kitchen of their house. A group of students, with flowers in hand, were waiting
to give a presentation to her mother. They read a poem in her honor, another “Ode,” this time
to her own mother, and handed her the flowers. Never wanting to be the center of attention,
Margaret’s mom looked embarrassed, pleased, and embarrassed some more. She wasn’t
expecting this!
“Why did you tell them it was my birthday?” was her question to Margaret later. Margaret
couldn’t understand why anyone wouldn’t want everyone to know it was their birthday! She
wished it was her birthday in the summer; that way the students would give her a cake and
some flowers, too. She didn’t understand very well, but she decided her mother was secretly
pleased to be remembered. Wouldn’t everyone be happy to be the center of attention on their
birthday? She knew she would!
The next day they walked into Oxford to finish their brass rubbings. But on the way, they
stopped at the oriental trading shop to buy some toys. Margaret
looked in
the bin by the doorway, and selected a pair of black canvas
shoes with
beautiful gorgeous peacocks embroidered on them. They fit her
feet
perfectly, and had a little black strap and button to keep them
closed. She
opened and closed the paper parasols by the doorway, but
didn’t buy
one. They looked expensive, but she wondered what someone
would do
with one of those in their home. It would look exotic and expensive, she decided.
A little further into the store, there was a wooden table with
small little
compartments, filled with toys and knick-knacks. Margaret had
never seen
such a table. Each side of it was filled with compartments,
hundreds of
them, and each compartment held an array of toys. There were
too many to
choose from, but Margaret especially liked the flocked
Paddington
dolls in blue duffle coats and red or yellow hats, and Nancy liked the little packages of
Japanese paper flowers, the kind that opened up in water and made beautiful trailing water lily
shapes in their tooth cup in their room, until they had to be thrown out a day or two later,
water-logged and soggy. They each got some paper flowers, and Nancy got a Paddington
Doll to play with. Margaret didn’t need a Paddington Doll, she knew, because she had Mrs.
Fibbetybidget to play with. After having a real mouse to hold, she didn’t feel she needed a
Paddington Doll. After all, he couldn’t move and talk and help her find her way out of mazes
and other messes like Mrs. Fibbetybidget could. In a few minutes they were out of the store
and on their way to finish the brass rubbings.
After that, they knew, they were headed to Blackwell’s for some books. It would be a busy day
of shopping, not just brass rubbing, after all.

Blackwell’s was the biggest children’s bookshop in England. It
had floors and floors of books, and a children’s section that
would take care of their book needs for the foreseeable future.
Margaret could see that reading books was different in England
than in the United States. For one thing, they didn’t check them
out of the library, they bought them. She had heard her parents
talk about sending books home through the post rather than
packing them, and she knew that they would be able to send lots
more home that way than through the airplane, suitcase fashion. Her mother had already
bought three sets of china, after many trips to Debenham’s and Boswell’s in downtown Oxford
to look at the Royal Albert on sale, so Margaret knew that sending books by post was a good
idea. The china had to be packed in baby diapers to get it home, and it would take up all the
space they had. It was a good thing that her parents had brought extra duffle bags smushed
up in their suitcases. That way the suitcases could be stuffed with three sets of Wedgewood
and Royal Albert china for her mom to enjoy at home in Wheaton.
Margaret loved to look at the English schoolgirl
series of books, First Term at
Malory Towers was the book she chose last time,
and she had liked it. She also
liked the pink story of Puss n’ Boots that was
made as a cut out fairy tale
book. If you took the book and turned it inside out
and tied the pink string tie, it
made a mobile that could be hung up and the
dioramas made a nice thing to
imagine oneself into. Margaret liked imagining
herself into books, and this was
ideal. She chose the Puss n’ Boots book today. She knew it would be a magical world she
could put herself into many times on the rest of the trip home.
And that is what she did. Even the stop at the art seller’s stall in the
church on the way home to buy a silver pinky ring didn’t detract from
her fairytale imagination. She was in a fairy tale, and the fairytale didn’t
have to end, at least until dinner time. Then it would be time for
crackers, cheese, coffee, squash to drink, and endless students’
chatter at the table. Life in Oxford was more magical than ever, she
decided, and Mrs. Fibbetybidget agreed. Life was magical in Oxford.

Binsey
Today was an unexpected day. Students had gone to Binsey for strawberry picking, and were
including them in their snack teatime. They had also baked bread, and had new raspberry jam
to go with the tea and strawberries and cream. Margaret had never known anyone who baked
homemade bread before. She couldn’t imagine how they had managed to do that in the little
kitchen in the house on Woodstock Road, but that they had included her and her mom and

Nancy in their bounty, that was true generosity. Margaret licked the jam off her chin and
savored the still-warm bread as she listened to her mother exclaim over the baking of the
students. She didn’t even think she liked raspberry jam, but this was wonderful.
In this same kitchen, many such scenes of connection had occurred. Margaret had heard
many of the women students confide in her mother: stories of need, things they had lived
through, things they weren’t sure of. One beautiful woman student with long, long, long hair
told her mother about leaving the modeling industry, about not being treated as a lady should.
Margaret tucked away the phrase, “being asked to do things she shouldn’t do,” for future
reference. The student seemed sad and settled all at once.
Another student talked about leaving Iran during riots, and Margaret thought about what that
would be like, to have family members in danger. She loved to tease Nancy about her belt, the
one that said, “Jeans, jeans, jeans,” on it. She loved to call Nancy “Jeans, jeans, jeans.”
Maybe living through riots made you spunk. Margaret didn’t know, but she liked the sound of
“Jeans, jeans, jeans.” Nancy was awfully cute after all.
This same student had figured largely in the dream Margaret had had the week before, in
which an alligator was stealing the mail, and Wendy was warning her and waking her dad. In
the end, it turned out that Margaret had yelled in her sleep, her dad had come running, and
Margaret had ended up in a cold bath of ice water, taking her fever down from 104 degrees to
something like normal. Margaret couldn’t remember Wendy without a confused jumble of
alligators and mail-stealing, even if she knew it wasn’t real. Being the center of attention that
entire week and receiving cards from sweet students reminded her God loved her even if
alligators did steal the mail. And Wendy’s Jeans, jeans, jeans joke was always welcome, even
at the end of a fever. But now she was feeling better, and was ready for a new day. And what
a new day it was to prove to be.
Today an adventure was planned. Margaret wasn’t sure she would enjoy it, a trip across Port
Meadow to Binsey, and strawberry picking
beyond. It turned out
to be the most amazing day of all. First they
had to walk far down
Woodstock Road, the opposite way from
downtown Oxford.
Past the town, past little yards full of lobelia
and geraniums, past
the party store, past all the signs of Oxford,
and then, oh joy,
across a cattle guard over a little stream
tributary of the river,
across a field, a cow-pattie laden field, and
then, favorite place of
all, across the steep arching footbridge over
the Isis River.
Margaret’s dad took a picture of Dr.
McClatchey taking a
picture of the black and white jersey cows in
the field, himself in a
black suit, a funny sight for all to enjoy. And
then over the
footbridge, the same one pictured in their Wind in the Willows book, and down the path.

This was the famous path depicted in Gerard Manley Hopkins’ poem, now Margaret’s favorite
poem, Binsey Poplars. All felled, felled, are all felled, of a fresh and following folded rank, not
spared, not one, that dandled a sandled shadow that swam or sank, on meadow or river, or
wind-wandering, weed-winding bank…..all felled, felled, are all felled. Not spared, not
one…..Like this sleek and seeing ball, but a prick will make no eye at all….Margaret couldn’t
imagine what the path must have looked like back then, before the poplars were cut down; she
supposed she was one of the after-comers who couldn’t guess the beauty been, but then she
guessed even more that because of this beautiful poem that her favorite poet had written, she
just about could guess what it had been like. Maybe that was what poetry did, it gave you a
taste of the heavenly deep-down things that couldn’t be shared any other way except in the
music of sounds and words that someone else could read and taste more deeply than even
the poet had to begin with.
Margaret decided that one day she would write poetry like Gerard Manley Hopkins, and that it
would change everything for everyone to read what God told her was real to write and taste
and see. She loved the wind-wandering weed-winding bank and knew it was one of her
special places she could always be in forever and ever. She loved the sound of quenched or
quelled, and knew that being in this place with Jesus quenched her deepest thirst, even if the
trees being quenched wasn’t a good thing to begin with. Poetry healed her hurts, and reading
it with God’s love inside her made it OK to feel sad things be healed.
Binsey Churchyard beyond was almost the deepest place of
all, with the
well of St. Frideswide. She knew she could come here, too,
and be
healed by Jesus. The church itself was tiny and holy, and
Margaret
liked imagining C.S. Lewis coming here to remember Joy
Davidman
Lewis, and to spread her ashes in the
churchyard. But it was time to go, through
the tiny town of Binsey, to the strawberry
fields below the town. Here was bliss,
picking strawberries hot in the sunshine.
Mrs. Fibbetybidget didn’t eat just one, or
two, but many hot ripe little strawberries.
Before they knew it, it was time to return home, to read another
chapter of Wind in the Willows and eat their strawberries and
cream. “Poop, Poop!” How her father laughed when he read Toad’s lines. And how peaceful it
would be to eat their strawberries and cream.

End of Year Party, or Pearls are as Real as You Make Them
On Monday, after this evening’s extravaganza and tomorrow’s
church service day, they would be going on the Northern
Excursion, but for tonight, the order of business was the End of
Year Party. This was a special party they were having to
celebrate the end of the summer. Margaret’s dad had been
collecting tidbits of information about all of the students, with the
help of his spies: two students who had been selected at the
beginning of the summer to spy on their fellow-students and to
report back miscellany of silly things that had happened to the students that summer. Things
like losing a passport at Hampton Court, or even Margaret’s own self-reported stepping off the
pier at Ambleside into the water, earning her the jelly shoes and “look before you leap” award.
Each foible was exposed to the hilarity of all, and a prize awarded for each one. It made
everyone feel like one big happy family to be included and remembered for their foibles, and
Margaret enjoyed it along with everyone. Even being laughed at in such a good-natured way
didn’t make Margaret feel exposed, only loved. She loved this kind of coming together for
everyone.
Margaret had been careful to
remember Mrs. Fibbetybidget in the
general joy of the event, so Mrs.
Fibbetybidget sat on a new little
cassock made of silk with three little
chinamen bowing down over the
edge. It was really a pincushion from
the Oriental Trading Mart, but it
made a perfect little place for Mrs.
Fibbetybidget to sit, high up on the
mantelpiece where no one would notice her. From here Mrs. Fibbetybidget was able to enjoy
all without being seen, a most essential aspect of the party for Margaret’s and Mrs. Fibbety’s
enjoyment. She sipped her tea from a pewter tudor thimble and watched the proceedings as
eagerly as Margaret herself indeed.
Margaret was wearing her favorite Laura Ashley dress and pondering the sequence of the day.
Before lunch, they had walked up the way to Binsey, and stopped at the Party Store to get the
last purchases for her dad’s award ceremony. While there, after foolishly choosing some dirty
soap powder to tease her brother, to fit into the pressure of the somewhat naughty fellow
faculty kid who was choosing itching powder to torment her brother, Margaret had gotten a
long string of pearls. She was wearing it today. It looked for all the world like a real string of
pearls. It was heavy and iridescent. Margaret had been asked three times whether they were
real pearls. She guessed that it didn’t much matter if they were real or not, it was all what you
make of them. That was a lesson for life she supposed. Even if pearls aren’t real, they are
real if they seem so to you. And Margaret, sitting on the edge of the olive-colored
velvet-cushioned bench seat, knew that this summer, like all the other pearls in her life, was a

summer to treasure, whether she got to come back again or not. It was always a real treasure
to enjoy no matter where she was.
But for now, things were happening fast. In a minute, Margaret had to go upstairs and change
into the long skirt and fringed shawl Ruth had given her to wear. Ruth was the student who
had been her “SF,” or “Secret Friend,” all summer. Deciding that young Margaret didn’t need
to be left out of the mail call every morning, having no friends to write to her all summer at age
8, Ruth had decided to take matters into her own hands. Every few days a new letter arrived,
sometimes with mirror writing, sometimes with a puzzle to solve, or a silly little puppet to play
with inside, and in response, Margaret had written many notes back. She had also been
twisting herself in knots to figure out who the identity of her “Secret Friend” was. At one insane
moment, she had suggested to her SF that they have a party with lots of people invited, and
Margaret would be able to have this party with her friend without her friend revealing her
identity. Margaret’s mom wasn’t too happy with her for prying into the identity of her SF, but
fortunately, her SF had had pity on her and invited her on a long, long treasure hunt, which
ended up in Ruth’s room with a tea party. How happy Margaret was to know the identity of her
kind-hearted secret friend. How loved Margaret felt to be treasured by this lovely
warm-hearted young woman, who had chosen to spend part of her summer making notes for
Margaret rather than running out and about in Oxford. This was a labor of love Margaret would
always treasure inside, the fact of being chosen to love for the summer. And, now she was
included in the play Ruth had written. And, even more, she got to wear the long skirt and white
shawl of the student, and have her hair up in a special bun on top of her head. This was being
grown up indeed.
The play was a prank on the professors. Margaret was to play the part of her mother, Mary,
and she even had one line to recite: “Does anyone want a digestive?” But the real
show-stealer was Margaret’s brother, Phil, playing the part of Dr. Ryken, explicating the poem,
“It’s raining, it’s pouring, the old man is snoring.” Even Margaret could see that the carefully
coached Phil had all her father’s Dr. Ryken mannerisms down pat. She enjoyed it along with
everyone else, but she especially enjoyed imagining herself being her mother someday,
offering digestives and caring for everyone. It was nice to wear Ruth’s skirt and shawl and
have her hair up in a bun at the same time. She was like her mother, and could offer love for
others, but she was also like herself, in her artistic clothes and perky little bun. She could be
Margarety and like her mom at the same time. That was worth tucking away for future
reference, and she thought about it many times as she grew up with God’s salvation in Jesus
into the kind, caring woman God meant her to be.
There was also a skit of the faculty kids playing their mothers on the airplane, carrying boxes
of legos disguised as broken china, rattling around in broken pieces, carried on the plane.
Bengie was the pilot and little Nancy the stewardess. Passengers were instructed to “buckle
up because the plane is about to crash.” Margaret’s mother and Mrs. McClatchey had written

and directed the little skit based on the daily play of Benjy and Nancy. Margaret could see how
much the students enjoyed the play.
Then, the piece de resistance, the play entitled, “Murder in Another E
 nglish Cathedral,” put on
by the students and sending up all the faculty and faculty kids. It entailed Beth as Margaret’s
mom, solicitous and concerned for her husband and students alike; Margaret’s father, the
murder victim, discovered lying on the ground under his gray coat; Nancy, played by fellow
redhead Allison in a yellow dress with a bee applique just like Nancy’s yellow knit polo dress.
And Phil, played by the basketball-toting Rook-player student with a long pole hidden in his
jeans as a potential murder weapon. Margaret was played by a blond-haired girl with her nose
in a book, and was seen as the suspected perpetrator, the line, “except Margaret” a constant
refrain. Everyone, it seemed, had a weapon and an opportunity, except Margaret, so it must
be Margaret after all. Margaret didn’t think it was very funny; she didn’t always have her nose
in a book! After all, she had plenty of adventures with Mrs. Fibbetybidget in between book
chapters. However, she supposed that that is what caricature was like. It was all fun and
games until you were depicted with one exaggerated quality picked out among all others. She
decided she wouldn’t get offended, if she laughed at the others she had to laugh at herself as
well. The play ended with Ken as her father emerging from beneath his grey jacket. He hadn’t
been murdered after all, he’d just been developing his film! All’s well that ends well.
And the final play of all, St. George and the Dragon. In this play, Margaret and Bengie’s sister
were playing the parts of the princesses. In this case, altering the time-honored British hero
story of St. George and the Dragon to avoid hurt feelings, there were two princesses.
Margaret was wearing her pink bathrobe with silver stars taped all over it and had a crown on.
Originally, Margaret’s mom had made her a cone-shaped medieval headpiece with a flowing
scarf coming from it, knowing that it would suit Margaret’s romantic nature the best, but
Margaret foolishly decided she wanted a crown so she could be equally as imposing as was
Bengie’s sister. It wasn’t a good choice, but once made, she couldn’t switch back. Margaret’s
crown had a heart on it, and Tammy’s had a cross on it, and Margaret realized God loved her
even when she made extra work for her mom, foolish choices that she regretted later. She
would receive the heart on the crown as a sign of God’s love for her even when she got carried
away and wanted to one-up or at least match in authority Bengie’s older and more
sophisticated sister.
They were diaper box crowns covered in aluminium foil. Margaret’s mom could make anything
with whatever she had on hand. Bengy was the dragon, dressed in his red and green garbage
bag headpiece and tail, a genius effort from Mrs. McClatchey.
And Phil, of course, was the Red Cross Knight, with blond-haired gentle giant Eric as his
faithful steed. Phil was always the Red Cross Knight; he was just like that. And Margaret was

glad to be his Una for the play, even if she had to share with Tammy the princess part. It was
worth it to be in the play for a moment of shared joy.
But now the students were doing another presentation. This time, Mary and Molly were doing
a humorous rendition of “I Wandered Lonely, as a Cloud,” and inventing song names for every
person on the trip. Margaret and Nancy’s song was, “She Ain’t Heavy, She’s My Sister.”
Margaret didn’t see the joke in that--after all, Nancy wasn’t heavy, even if she was Margaret’s
sister.
Before she knew it, the party was over, and even the willow wreath crowns Margaret had been
asked to make for the student rendition of a Shakespeare scene were sliding to the ground.
The tea and bourbon creams were disappearing fast, and the summer was almost over. Now
for Narnia and the North, or at least the Northern Excursion, and home, “On a jet plane.” Even
when we want something to last forever, it ends, and the memories become perfect jewels we
never want to forget, and never need to regret.

St. Aldate’s, Southern Excursion, Ho!
Sunday was here again, and Margaret was getting dressed in her turquoise sweater dress skirt
and top with her bluebird barrettes for church again. Today they were going to go to St.
Aldate’s. St. Aldate’s was her dad’s church of choice in Oxford. Not as lively as All Soul’s,
Langham Place, it was still a comforting church to go to. Margaret loved the worship band
playing on the side of the church, and the Communion Cup held her gaze every Sunday. Why
didn’t her parents go up for Communion, she wondered? If it was her, she would go up every
time. Drinking from the cup of Christ’s blood seemed to be all she needed to do, she thought.
She also loved the sermons of the bald guy in the pulpit. His energy was
something she loved to listen to and watch. Today he was preaching on Joy.
Joy wasn’t something she’d thought about as something Jesus had to give
her, until today, but she could see that drinking out of the Cup and leaning on
Jesus would bring her Joy. She’d always remember that word as a Jesus
word, from now on.
Just as she was sitting down that morning, a slouchy man in baggy pants
had walked down the aisle. “I’m glad he’s not coming to our pew,” Margaret
thought. As if to read her mind, he smiled and headed onto their pew. They were getting
ready to stand to sing the hymn in their hymnal, when he stopped at their row, climbed onto
the seat in front of them, and walked along the pew to the seat by the stone wall of the side of
the church.

The child beside Margaret began to giggle, and couldn’t stop even when Margaret gave her a
hard look. She was afraid she would feel even more embarrassed if the giggling continued, so
she gave her an
extra hard stare for good measure. The man
looked as if he
might not smell too good, but that was usual
in England, where
baths weren’t had as often as in America. “I
guess that is why
they need Parson’s Pleasure,” thought
Margaret. But Joy
reminded Margaret that everything has its
place, and that
Jesus brings Joy no matter what; even if a
slouchy man
chooses her row to sit on, it is all about
Jesus, and He never turns anyone away, no matter what. Margaret decided it was a good
thing to learn, and was glad Jesus was with her, even so.
The next day was the first day of the Northern Excursion. Margaret had already lived through
the Southern Excursion, going through Salisbury, Bath, to Tintern Abbey and Glastonbury and
on to Cornwall. She had tasted Devonshire Clotted Cream, seen the Vale of the White Horse
with its giant primitive horse shape cut into the hills and lined with chalk thousands of years
before, stood on St. George’s Hill where St. George had slain the dragon, and walked on the
chalk
downs of Dover
and the
Cotswolds. She
had driven
into Bath in the
evening
and walked up to
Salisbury
Cathedral from
the Water
Meadow with her
father to
get the ideal
picture of
Salisbury
Cathedral from the Water Meadow, the same view that
Constable had immortalized in many paintings. She
knew that an excursion meant a week-long trip with the students, staying in bed and breakfasts
with her family by night and exploring the towns and literary sites by day, so she was excited
and ready!
Her favorite moment in the Southern Excursion had come when she was standing on the top of
the Tor at Glastonbury. Glastonbury was the seat of the center of earliest Christianity in
England. Joseph of Arimathea, Dr. McClatchey told them, had brought a chalice from the Last
Supper of Jesus with a drop of Jesus’ blood in it from the crucifixion with him to England, as
well as a staff from the same type of tree from which grows the thorns that were placed on
Jesus’ head. He was bringing Christianity to England, as Jesus had told him to.
When he planted his staff in the ground, it budded a white flower, and every year at Christmas
it bloomed again. The chalice or grail was hidden or lost, and King Arthur’s knights went in
search of it. The church at the top of the hill, which was the original Isle of Avalon, was a very

old church dating to the 1300’s, but the original worship building was dating to much earlier.
While some of this story sounded like myth, it was certainly true that Glastonbury was the
center of Christian worship in England from the very beginning of the great commission in the
early church.
Margaret loved being near sites where monks had worshiped Jesus from the earliest time,
perhaps even those who knew Jesus, and she loved the memory of God’s glory enshrined
there. She also loved the promise of a King who returns,
like Arthur is said to return, but most especially as Jesus
our Savior King is to return for His church. She found a
string on the top of the hill, and enjoyed the way the wind
tossed and turned it, almost like a kite. It reminded her
that even though the movement of Jesus in her soul was
hidden, as the kite on her string was hidden, it was still
very real. She felt filled with God’s Holy Spirit on His
holy mountain in England. Some part of her would always be there, worshiping Jesus at
Glastonbury.
The next favorite spot she visited in the Southern Excursion was Tintern Abbey. For many
years she thought this was her favorite place, ever. It was an abbey that was dissolved by
Henry VIII, who didn’t trust God to lead the church through the pope and thought he could do it
better.
The abbey was sadly destroyed and the monks
scattered, but the place remembered its holy roots, and
in constant worship, it’s walls soaring to the skies, there
was no roof on top of the abbey to dim its praise. The
floor was carpeted by grass, the clouds and blue sky
above formed its beams, and Margaret loved to worship
God in its holy place.
After such a wonderful vision, she could hardly be disappointed by Cornwall, the Arthurian
birthplace of King Arthur at Tintagel and the sea. Even the embarrassment of being
discovered crying on the coach by a student couldn’t dim her enjoyment of the trip to Cornwall.
The curly-haired artist student had found her crying behind her seat, and kindly inquired of
Margaret, “What is the matter?” Margaret shamefacedly had to admit that she was churned up
by the sight of her brother leading a procession of dancing students away from the Youth
Hostel that morning waving aloft a Welsh flag with its red dragon on a field of green and a
white sky, and that, combined with seeing her cute little sister gifted with a toy train from their
charmed bed and breakfast hostess had been too much for her overwrought and jealous
sisterly nerves.

But the vision of the blue, blue sea of Cornwall, the
ruined walls of Tintagel rising from the cliff’s side up
to the sky above and descending into the sea
below was enough to entrance anyone with a love
for Arthurian legend. Perhaps best of all, however,
was the early-morning sight of three bunnies
playing leapfrog together as she left the village for
one last look at the sea. And the Cornish pony
leaping in the paddock behind the bed and
breakfast. Not to mention the too-spicy taste of the
Cornish pasty on her way out of town and back to Oxford for the bulk of the summer. That was
the Southern Excursion.
Now they were off on the Northern Excursion, and Margaret was sitting next to that very same
artistic student, who was kindly drawing for Margaret a picture of a fairytale castle. And here
they were driving past a medieval castle wall, and that same student was pointing out the
coach window to the face peering out of the castle window and waving to her, on their way into
the grounds of Warwick Castle, “It’s the queen, and she’s waving to you!” While this couldn’t
quite erase the memory of feeling slighted on that previous trip, and then embarrassed at
feeling slighted, maybe it didn’t really matter, one moment the queen was waving to you and
another moment you were forgotten, but the praise of Jesus was always lifting up at Tintagel.
She was eager to see what many called the most beautiful place in England, the Lake District.
She was excited about the Northern Excursion!
The first stop
of the day was Warwick, with its Medieval
restored
castle ramparts and walls outside and its
Victorian
pleasure home inside. Inside the castle
were wax
figures made by Madame Tussaud’s, but
what
Margaret liked looking at the best was the
beautiful
canopy beds. It was not quite as
extensive as
Windsor Castle, with it’s gorgeous green
King’s bed
and rich red queen’s bed with their
canopies,
gold furniture, green rooms and red
rooms, and, joy of joys, Queen Mary’s Dollhouse as big as a normal room with tiny actual
books and paintings and running water and electricity in it, but it was close.
Margaret’s favorite part about Warwick Castle, however,
was the sight of the gorgeous peacocks strutting about
the gardens, and the knight in full armor riding on the

draft horse outside in the gardens. Margaret and the other children soon learned that by
diligent searching they could find peacock feathers in glorious hue loose about the gardens.
Soon they were all practicing balancing them on their noses. Mrs. Fibbetybidget collected the
downy under-feathers to make a beautiful fan out of.
Back on the coach, they were soon on their way to Coventry Cathedral. Dr. McClatchey
explained the symbolism of Coventry to them as they rode. Coventry, Margaret and Mrs.
Fibbetybidget learned, was the cathedral in the very central part of England called the West
Midlands. It was a beautiful 14th century Cathedral Church of St. Michael which was bombed
by Germany during World War II. In the older part of the church, an altar with a cross made of
the nails of the previous cathedral was emblazoned with the words, “Father Forgive,” in honor
of the forgiveness out of which the current modern cathedral
was wrought. Margaret found that open air cathedral an
awe-inspiring place. She never wanted to forget the
message of Coventry. Because not only had Sir Winston
Churchill and the British government known about the
impending destruction of Coventry, they had to keep the
knowledge to themselves in order to protect the
soon-to-be-executed plan to storm Normandy Beach and
rescue all of England and Europe from the destruction of Hitler’s army. It was a costly decision
that would yield greater good, but for the men in the know, it was the costliest decision of all.
And for those who gave their lives, it was the foundation of a new world in which forgiveness
would be the cornerstone.
Margaret loved Coventry, but it unsettled her nonetheless. The
modern Cathedral had a different kind of asymmetric and abstract
stained glass. It was more dimly lit than some of the cathedrals,
with green being the predominant color. There was a giant crown
of thorns sculpture in one room, and a huge sculpture of
St. Michael slaying the devil on the side of the church.
Margaret loved the art at Coventry Cathedral.
Nonetheless, she was glad when it was time to board the
coach and go to Castleton.

The first overnight stop on the trip was going to be Castleton. Castleton sounded like a land
of castles, but in fact, it turned out to be a little town in the Peak District surrounded by valleys

and limestone caves everywhere the eye could see. There was
a castle ruin somewhere about, but the main impression was of
a green rock-strewn valley with limestone caves, and rocks to
climb over. Margaret loved Castleton.
The students exclaimed over the Peak District of Mr. Darcy’s
Pemberley, but Margaret loved the rocks to climb on.
Even the bed and breakfast had a surprise in the way. The bed and breakfast was a medieval
inn with wood-panelled walls and, oh joy, a four-poster bed with a real down comforter and a
teaservice on the side. Margaret and Nancy had never seen a four-poster bed with curtains on
it, and had never even heard of a down comforter. Margaret’s mom explained that down was
made from the inner downy feathers of a duck or goose, and that it made the comforter “light
as a feather” and as warm as a fur robe. The girls were soon
ensconced in bed, hair slicked down from the bath down the
hall, bouncing on the high bed and wrapped under the warm
comfort of the pink floral comforter. They were never so eager
to go to bed! Margaret’s mom, slightly amused at their
eagerness, soon had them tucked into the soft vastness of the
four-poster bed. Margaret wished
she could draw the curtains and
sleep in her own hide-away, but
Margaret’s mom thought they
should leave them tied up. Even so, it was a cosy nook to sleep in.
Mrs. Fibbetybidget found a spot in the curtains and went to sleep,
too.
In the morning, eating their breakfast in the inn’s dining room, Margaret discovered that Mrs.
Fibbetybidget was nowhere to be found. She wasn’t in the room, she wasn’t tucked in the
curtain of the four-poster as Margaret had supposed. Nor was she in the coach when
Margaret hurriedly searched the seat where her things were stowed from the day before.
Beginning to be worried, she nevertheless got settled into her seat for the day. What a
disappointment Castleton would turn out to be if no Mrs. Fibbetybidget went on with her to
Ambleside!
Today they would enter the Lake District. The Lake
District was home to the Romantic Poets, and
Margaret had begun to be excited to see her first view
of Lake Windermere. This was also where Beatrix
Potter had written her immortal stories of Peter Rabbit
and Jemima Puddleduck. What better way to enjoy

Hilltop Farm at Sawrey, where Beatrix Potter had lived and written her stories with her solicitor
husband, than to enjoy it with a mouse like Mrs. Fibbetybidget!
But now Margaret’s day was turned around…...the coach was not able to head out after all,
because not only was Mrs. Fibbetybidget missing, but so was Nancy! Margaret’s sister had
been running around the front yard of the inn at Castleton, where an enormous blue hydrangea
bush grew. This was the bush where Margaret’s dad had taken pictures of them the night
before. Never had they seen such an enormous hydrangea bush, it was much taller than they
were, and had the brightest blue flowers of all. Margaret’s mom explained what her dad had
told her many years before. Hydrangea flowers were pink, unless the gardener buried nails at
the foot of the bush, when they would turn
blue. The iron in the nails made the soil
perfect for turning hydrangeas blue.
Margaret secretly loved the blue
hydrangeas best. They were so very blue,
bluer than blue eyes and bluer than the
skies. These were the bluest of blue
hydrangeas anyone had ever seen, even
Margaret’s mom. But now, where was the
missing Nancy? Margaret’s mom had
turned her back for a minute after breakfast
and before boarding the coach, and Nancy
had disappeared. Margaret wondered if
Mrs. Fibbetybidget and Nancy were missing in the same place.
“Nancy! Nancy!” Margaret’s mom called her. Students joined in the search, and even Uncle
Dave, the coach driver, began to shout as well. His favorite thing to shout was “Wakey,
Wakey!” whenever they arrived at a new destination, but just now he was calling, “Nancy!
Nancy!” just like everyone else. Then Margaret’s
dad
remembered the store around the corner. The day
before,
Nancy had formed an attachment to a little rocking
chair and
had refused to get up when it was time to head to
the inn
for the night. Sure enough, there she was, rocking
in her
favorite chair. And right next to her, in another little
perch
among the doll house furniture in the doll’s house
on the
antique store’s sidewalk, Margaret found Mrs.
Fibbetybidget, fast asleep.
Soon they were all loaded onto the coach, and on their way, Mrs. Fibbetybidget safely
enthroned in Margaret’s purse, and Nancy in a pink checkered harness walking the aisles of

the coach. Uncle Dave led them in a rousing round of Jerusalem in honor of the occasion, and
they were off.
The Lake District was calling them.

Grasmere Gingerbread
The first stop of the day was a little town called Grasmere. Not far from Grasmere they would
visit Dove Cottage,
a tiny little whitewashed
cottage in which a
man named William
Wordsworth had
lived with his sister
Dorothy. Dorothy
had looked after William
until, later in life, he
had met the woman
who had become
his wife. It must have
been hard luck on
Dorothy, Margaret
decided, who had
had William all to herself
and the pleasure of
keeping house for him
up until then.
Aside from the dear little
Lucy, beside the
springs of Dove, William
hadn’t paid
attention to any other
girls until his wife came along to upset the apple cart.

But once Margaret visited Rydal Mount she forgave William Wordsworth that desertion. Rydal
Mount was William’s hilltop hideaway, with the gleaming honey-brown dining room table, deep
green walls in the dining room, and the most beautiful terraced garden in all of England.
Margaret and Mrs. Fibbetybidget learned that William
had designed an experimental garden with wilderness
areas in the Romantic fashion long before that had
been a fashionable thing to do. He even had a writing
cottage on an upper terrace of his garden, looking down
over his waterfall. Margaret decided that some day she
would be a writer and write beautiful poetry in her
garden as well. She loved the Daffodil Poem of William
Wordsworth, and knew she would write poetry someday
herself, if only she could learn more of Wordsworth’s
poetry. She now knew she had three favorite poets: William Wordsworth, Gerard Manley
Hopkins, and Sir Philip Sidney. In the Rydal Mount gift shop, Margaret’s dad purchased a little

book of Wordsworth’s poetry for her. Now she could memorize them all, not just the Daffodil
Poem.
But before they came to Dove Cottage and Rydal Mount, they visited the hillside town of
Grasmere. Grasmere was close to Ambleside, where they were staying, and boasted a road
over a river and through town. To get to the road through town, they first had to disembark
(her dad’s big word) from the coach. Right by the carpark was a village green, dotted with
sheep. Margaret loved the sheep on the village green. It seemed so homey and satisfying to
have sheep just by the town. She almost could even reach out and touch their curly fur coats if
she liked. She wished she could. At the bottom of a slight hill, on the way into town, was a
stone bridge over a bustling river. On the other end of the bridge, they passed a perfumery
with a big distillery for rose petals in the middle of the store. Margaret wanted to linger and buy
a little bottle of rosewater, but she kept going to what was for many a main attraction. A little
ways past that, at the bottom of the hill, was a little green door in the wall of Grasmere Church,
and in that little door was the smallest store Margaret had ever seen.

Here, she was told by an excited Mrs. Fibbetybidget,
was the home of Sarah Nelson’s famous Grasmere
Gingerbread. Grasmere Gingerbread had been
made in this little bake-shop using Sarah Nelson’s
recipe for over a hundred years, since it had first
been invented by intrepid cook and baker Sarah
Nelson in 1854.
Mrs. Fibbetybidget had long experimented with a
recipe for Grasmere Gingerbread, and longed to try
out the real thing. Margaret privately thought that Grasmere Gingerbread was too spicy, with
it’s yellow chunks of real ginger. It was too hard, making a hard biscuit-like substance that was
more chewy and hard than tasty for children, in her opinion.
But she also knew it was the most flavor-replete food she had ever tasted, so she decided that
even if she didn’t love it, it was worth eating a little bit every time she saw it. She wished she
could bake a world-famous recipe and have her own reputation for creating something unique
for everyone to enjoy. She loved the idea of a little old woman creating this amazing food out
of a tiny little cottage and guarding the secret, handing it down for generations.
She later learned that Sarah Nelson used this recipe and this baking to provide for her family
when first one and then another of her children and other relatives such as her mother died
from cholera or tuberculosis. The recipe was even used to teach small children their letters, as
the shapes were made into letters for school-teaching. Sarah Nelson was a legendary woman

whose life spanned two centuries, and she lived to see the death of Queen Victoria and the
coronation of King George V.
But Margaret also knew that another woman’s story was soon to be told after their stop in
Grasmere, and she couldn’t wait. So eating her gingerbread, along with her sister Nancy and
her mother, she boarded the coach and went on to the next stop.

Mrs. Fibbetybidget’s Secret Gingerbread Recipe: Shared with Jamie
Oliver
●
●
●
●
●
●
●
●
●
●

400 g quality shortbread
170 g demerara sugar
3 level teaspoons ground ginger
40 g mixed peel
40 g crystallized ginger
70 g plain flour
1 pinch of baking powder
40 g golden syrup
40 g treacle (molasses)
70 g unsalted butter

1. Preheat oven to 350ºF and line a 20cm x 35cm baking tray with greaseproof paper.
2. Put the shortbread, sugar and 2 teaspoons of the ground ginger into a food processor and whiz to
fine crumbs. Remove 100g of the mix and keep this to one side.
3. Add the remaining teaspoon of ginger to the processor, then roughly chop and add the mixed
peel and ginger, followed by the flour and baking powder. Pulse until well mixed.
4. Melt the syrup, treacle and butter together in a large pan. Once melted, stir in the mixture from
the food processor until thoroughly combined.
5. Tip onto the baking tray and spread out evenly. Press the mixture down into the tray, using your
fingers or the back of a spoon. When the mix is a flat, dense and even layer, pop the tray in the
preheated oven for 8 to 10 minutes.
6. Take the tray out of the oven and sprinkle the hot gingerbread with the reserved crumbs, pressing
them down really well with a potato masher or spatula.
7. Carefully cut into good-sized pieces with a sharp knife, and leave to cool in the tray before
eating.

Sawrey
Margaret’s mother had told her that the children’s stop at Hilltop Farm to see the Beatrix Potter
sites was a day planned by Mrs. McClatchey and herself. It was the mothers’ contribution to
the literary trip, and she knew the children would enjoy it. But it also turned out that the women
students enjoyed it as well. Several of them even bought sets of Beatrix Potter books.
Margaret had learned from her mother that Beatrix Potter was adamant in
insisting that her publisher, Frederick Warne & Sons, make her books small
enough for a child’s hand to hold. Margaret’s favorite stories were the Tale of Two
Bad Mice, in which two bad mice named Hunca Munca and Tom Thumb get into
mischief in a doll’s house, The Flopsy Bunnies, about some indigent bunnies and
their nick-of-time rescue thanks to Mrs. Flopsy, and Appley Dapply’s Nursery
Rhymes. For some reason, Appley Dapply reminded Margaret of her sister,
Nancy. Maybe because Appley Dapply, like her toddler sister, was so fond of pies?
Appley Dapply, little brown mouse,
goes to a cupboard in somebody’s house.
In somebody’s cupboard is everything nice,
And Appley Dapply is so fond of pies!
That sounded just like little Nancy, going to the cupboard for pies. In reality, Margaret had
been the baby who went to the cupboard to steal cheerios, but maybe babies were just like
that. Either way, she liked Appley Dapply, and she liked the
farmyard world of Beatrix Potter. Beatrix Potter was another
woman who made a living for herself, writing stories for children
and illustrating them. The first story she wrote, Peter Rabbit, was
a letter she wrote to nieces and nephews, and Margaret liked the
idea of a woman creating a story out of loving her family. It
seemed to her the best way to write a children’s book. She knew
that someday she would do that for her children, too.
After Sawrey and Hilltop Farm, students could choose to take a short walk or a long walk, and
then on to Rydal Mount. Margaret’s father took the short walk, but some of the students made
a long horse-shoe shaped trek through the fells around Rydal Mount. It was a beautiful day for
a walk, and Margaret loved the hills around Windermere and Rydal Mount. She didn’t think
anything could be more beautiful than the path through the fells, but that was until she had
seen Ambleside.
Ambleside was just like its name suggested, a place you’d like to amble through. There were
sheep dotting every hillside, just as there had been on the village green in Grasmere. The fells
were really just large hills around Lake Windermere, surrounding it on every side. That
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they were planning on riding a pleasure boat
Windermere, and then to bed to sleep for the
ramble in Ambleside. Margaret was excited
fact that they were climbing the fell tomorrow.

Ambleside
was colder than any place they had yet been in
England.
In the morning, Margaret’s mother was glad to
visit the
sheepskin shop in Ambleside. Margaret’s
brother,
Phil, had decided with Mom’s help that he was
going to have a sheepskin for his room back home.
Margaret was amazed at the sheepskins. Piles and piles of fluffy white
wool, brushed into a soft creamy plushness and made into rugs. It was
hard to imagine that at one time they had been on the backs of the fat
sheep dotting the countryside, with their tangled and dirty wool and
determinedly grass-chewing gaze.
Margaret
loved seeing the sheep ambling
across the
paths as they had climbed the tor
in
Glastonbury, and she loved seeing
them
feeding on the hillsides in
Ambleside.
Some of the rugs were even blue
and purple
and pink, dyed by someone into a
wild unsheepy kind of color.
There were baskets and bins of sheepskin gloves, looking for all the world like eskimo gloves,
and Margaret’s mother helped her try on a pair. Nancy got a pair, Phil got a pair, and even
Margaret’s mother got a pair. Margaret was surprised by the ugly sheepskin gloves, but her
mother told her they would be warm next winter as they played in the snow. And that is very
true. They were the warmest gloves Margaret had ever worn, as long as they didn’t get too
wet and shrink. But having so many pairs, there was always a pair for everyone to try on the
next winter, and the next, and the next.
Then Margaret’s mother had her try on “fair isle sweaters.” Margaret
didn’t know what a fair isle sweater was, but she soon learned it was
a scratchy yet soft wool sweater with an intricately designed curved
yoke of multicolored wool. Margaret secretly liked the icelandic
sweaters better, but it seemed strange that she should like the light
blues and browns of those very foreign looking mohair sweaters, so
she said nothing, but chose a maroon fair isle sweater with a
turquoise yoke at the neck for her own. It also seemed very strange to wear a wool sweater in
July, but it was almost cold enough and rainy enough to need her wool sweater on.

As they climbed Loughrigg Fell after lunch, however, the sweater came off, and by the time
they had walked up the steep path, past cottage and waterfall, along foxglove, canterbury and
blue bell lined pathways up, up, up the steep fell, she was glad at last to reach the top and feel
the cool breezes coming off of Lake Windermere. Even in the cold of the Lake District on a
misty rainy day in July, it can be hot to climb the fells!
Margaret enjoyed the misty air under the trees near the top of the fell, where the tall ferns
grew, and she could almost imagine she was in a primeval forest and that a dinosaur might
come upon her at any moment, that she was the first girl in that land. Everywhere she looked
seemed old and uninhabited, until she emerged from the trees and climbed the top golden
lichen-covered rock on the top of Loughrigg Fell and looked down, down, down at the lake and
village below. She could even see the pier at Lake Windermere where they had gone on the
boat ride the night before, and those might be students coming out of the Youth Hostel. It was
a magical, misty mountain and an ancient lake, both old and new.
That night they ate at the bed and breakfast, and went for a walk in the town, ending up in the
park with its rock mounds perfect for children to climb on. It was a perfect end to a perfect day.
Margaret was too tired to enjoy the magic of the tall ceilinged bed and
breakfast that night, with its special cot bed just for her, and it’s gorgeous
pink and white striped wallpaper and pink rug, but waking up the next day,
she was sure she would have even more adventures before heading back
once more for the final week in Oxford. Ahead of her was another “end of
the summer party,” a reprise of the St. George and the Dragon play they
had prepared for the students. And then they were flying home, home to
America and home to friends down the street.

Liverpool Boys, or “Look Before you Leap!”
On the sunny morning of the sad day when they would leave the Lake District of the Romantic
Poets, Margaret was standing on the edge of Lake Windermere after a full English breakfast in
the bed and breakfast of the high ceilinged rooms. Bed and Breakfasts, she had learned early
on in this trip, were actual
homes where the landladies let people stay
in their homes, sleep in their
spare room beds, and eat a breakfast in the
morning. The rest of the day,
the guests were turned out to do their
sight-seeing, allowed back into
the b&b for supper that night. This particular
landlady, a small bird-like
woman with dark hair and a gentle
disposition, wanted to know if
their college was a “Bible college.”

Margaret’s dad was quick to assure her it was a Christian liberal arts college, only to find out
later from his colleague that their landlady was a committed Christian who was glad to know
she was hosting Christians from America.
After that, it was a friendly gathering at breakfast. She lovingly served them a full English
breakfast, with soy-stuffed sausages with a gamey flavor, two fried, sunny-side-up eggs,
wedges of fried toast, fried tomato, English bacon, grapefruit juice, and whole milk. Margaret
was glad to share her fried tomato with Mrs. Fibbetybidget, but she enjoyed most of her
breakfast nonetheless. If only they didn’t always serve whole milk warm! And what was it
about grapefruit juice in England? Who even drank grapefruit juice? Margaret couldn’t
understand how all the adults liked it. She was sure she never would.
After leaving their loving hostess for the last time, Margaret’s family went down to the Youth
Hostel on the edge of Lake Windermere. The Youth Hostel was next to the boat landing they
had taken off from only two nights before, on their first night in Ambleside. Now the boat
landing felt like an old home. Margaret stood on the edge of the stone pier and watched the
antics of a crowd of boys from Liverpool.
The entire group of boys seemed clustered around a tall tow-headed boy with a great shock of
dirty blond hair named Peter, and they were all gainfully employed in teasing another, rather
shortish blond-haired boy also named Peter. Short Peter was giving as good as he got, and all
the boys were full of pluck. But the oldest one, the tall Peter, was especially intent on teasing
short Peter. These boys were engaged in a bicycle tour of the Lake District with two elderly
chaperones, and had one spunky brown-headed girl among them. They were intriguing with
their Scouse accents and cheeky ways. The students had many conversations with these
boys, who were convinced that being from Chicago meant, “Bang, bang!” lots of gangsters.
Nothing could convince them otherwise, however, so the students gave up and went about
their day in Ambleside.
Only the day before, Dr.
McClatchey had told them at dinner
in the restaurant in Bridge
House Hotel over the River Rothay,
he had seen this very lively
crowd of boys from Liverpool
playing at the river bridge in
Grasmere. The oldest boy, Peter,
had instigated a dunking of
young Peter in the river. Once in
the river, upon coming up
spluttering, short Peter had shouted,
“Come ‘ead in, it’s dead warm!”
“Dead? Come ‘ead!” In no time at
all, twenty pairs of pants were
flying through the air on the bridge
above, and twenty boy bodies were sailing through the air into the frigid waters below the
bridge. Much dunking and protesting followed, but Dr. McClatchey pointed out that this could
really be the origin of the motto, “Look before you leap,” or, in Scouse dialect, “Blimp before
yous leap!”

Margaret pondered this as she absent-mindedly walked backwards to
get a better look at the Youth Hostel where her brother and all the
students had stayed the night before, only to land with a splash in the
ankle-deep water of the edge of Lake Windermere. Blimp before yous
leap, indeed! This would earn her some jelly shoes at the end-of-year
party!

Home Again
When Mrs. Fibbetybidget had spent the day weeks before locked in the bench seat in the
Common Room in Oxford, she had neglected to tell Margaret that she had found more than
hymn books in the benches. In fact, subsequent exploration had revealed that there were
actually not one but two mouse families living in the benches in the St. Anne’s Common Room
in the house on Woodstock Road.
Inside these benches were the copious living quarters of two large families, going back into the
wainscoting of the paneling of these walls. One of the homes, indeed, was near the bench
where Margaret had experienced God’s love so wondrously well. It was nestled into the left of
the fireplace facing the room, where Margaret had sat on the right side.
These mouse families were Anglican mice, and once a year travelled to St. Aldate’s to hear
Michael Green preach in the little stone church in downtown
Oxford. To them, as for all the Evangelical Anglican mice of
Oxford, of course it was an Evangelical cathedral. At the
cathedral, many Anglican mice gathered, and enjoyed the
sermons of Michael Green. In the walls and in the rafters,
behind the shield-shaped corbels holding up the beams of the
roof, the mice gathered to discuss and worship just as their
human friends did below. It was a yearly conference of
churchmice.
Unbeknownst to Margaret, Mrs. Fibbetybidget had formed the fixed intention of staying with
these families in Oxfordshire part of the year. The other part of the year, she intended to travel
back to Haworth to see her family and join in the Christmas celebration in the home of her
Yorkshire youth.
Therefore, she was pleasantly surprised when Margaret’s dad announced to the students that
on their way back from Ambleside and the Lake District they were taking a detour into Haworth
once more. Margaret’s mom had decided to spend one more day seeing the sights of
Haworth, and Mrs. McClatchey wanted the children to contemplate the land of Diccon and The
Secret Garden before they left for Oxford and then America. Beth had been telling Margaret

and Nancy the story of The Secret Garden and they were eager to see where Mary Lennox
and Diccon and Colin had found snowdrops in the Yorkshire spring. Margaret’s mom was also
buying more sugar mice to take home for Christmas stockings, so it was a most necessary
stop.
In the big pink-striped room in the Ambleside Bed and Breakfast, therefore, Mrs. Fibbetybidget
gently revealed to Margaret her plan. She knew, as Margaret had already told her, that
Margaret would be returning to England in a year. She assured Margaret that by the time
Margaret and her family came back, she would be warmly ensconced in the benches by the
fireplace in the Common Room in Oxford.
Margaret knew that many of their England paper dolls, puppets, toys and the program’s new
yellow discount teacups from Boswell’s would be saved in storage in the house on Woodstock
Road, and that like Mrs. Fibbetybidget, these would be taken out once they returned to stay for
the summer. Even so, it was with reluctance that Margaret said goodbye to her friend Mrs.
Fibbetybidget.
She had to content herself with seeing her reunited with her rakish cousin Tommy Briggs of the
pennywhistle-playing vagabond, and knowing that just as she, Margaret, needed to return to
America and school, Mrs. Fibbetybidget had an English mouse family to tend as well. As they
ran up the drainpipe above the bakery to their Yorkshire home, Margaret could hear Cousin
Tom say, “Welcome back ta ‘aworth, it is gran’ ta sithee!” She would return, in a summer or
two, and then the friends would be reunited. Summer, and England, were calling again.

Addendum, visiting England as a College Student
Many years later, Margaret was again in England. This time, she was on her own. Mrs.
Fibbetybidget had retired to her family’s French estate in Provencal at the Hall of the
Englishman, and Margaret was studying in England. This time her parents weren’t with her;
instead, Margaret traveled with a group of fifty college students, two full-time professors and
their families, and one very ill Arthurian professor who would not be able to complete the trip.
At the beginning of the summer, Margaret found herself in the dining hall at Wheaton College
amongst a group of female students talking about the Holy Spirit, about times when Jesus had
shown Himself faithful to them. They talked about times when friends they had known had
experienced the fulness of the Holy Spirit. One such friend had even had a vision of the four
symbols of the gospels in which he had received a commission to be a minister of the gospel.
Margaret was astonished by these stories. She had not been around people talking like this
before.

After lunch as they walked to the quad and continued their discussion, Margaret said, “I’d like
to be apprenticed as a knight to follow Jesus.” Margaret was reading the French Medieval
Quest of the Holy Grail for Arthurian Literature, and suddenly she wanted to be Jesus’ Knight
and see Jesus as Galahad had. Even though she was a woman, the image of knighthood
stuck in her mind. The female students took her very seriously, and laid hands on her and
prayed for the commissioning to Jesus that she sought. Margaret had never had hands laid on
her in prayer before; it was a marked moment in her life of the beginning of infilling of the Holy
Spirit.
This propelled Margaret on a summer of revelation. To start with, almost immediately
Margaret began to experience the dark night of the soul. As a seventeen-year-old, younger
than most of the students and traveling on the Wheaton-in-England trip without her parents for
the first time, she experienced extreme homesickness.
This seemed odd to Margaret, but not completely foreign to her experience. She had had
deep depression the year before, her last year of high school, and had experienced deep
depression during her first year of college as well. However, she assumed as a college
student who had been to England before, that she would be able to navigate this experience
as well as the students she’d always observed.
Thus, she was even more ashamed and embarrassed, even humiliated, by her homesickness
and her incapacity. She realized she was absolutely bereft and without hope unless God
broke through her brokenness. At seventeen, Margaret was younger than most of the
students, and felt infantile in her ability to navigate a cityscape, even one she knew as well as
London. Having almost no sense of direction, and having undiagnosed mental health issues
stemming from a Northern European-based zinc deficiency syndrome called pyroluria,
Margaret felt unable to navigate in a polluted city. She felt almost paralyzed by the thought of
having to find places on her own. To complicate this further, she was ashamed of her
overwhelm and sought to hide it from others.
The most practical way to do this, she assumed, was to attach herself to more directionally
competent students. In her exaggerated sense of inability, almost everyone on the trip
seemed more competent than she was, even a fellow seventeen-year-old. In this shame, she
forgot that God was with her and that it was okay to lean into others’ ability.
So, she covertly attached herself alternately to a group of friends she roomed with as well as to
an older male student who reminded her of her brother back home. She spent the first part of
the summer relying on friends to get around. Her new friend was a convenient person to hang
around with for several reasons.

First, he was interested in someone back home. Margaret had likewise begun a
correspondence with a new boyfriend, and wasn’t looking for a dating relationship. In addition,
he, like herself, was Dutch, and a poet and artist by temperament as well. They found
themselves drawn to the same things, and spent the entire two weeks in London in Hyde Park
writing poetry in the sunshine. She was content with this plan. The less navigating the London
Tube, the better, as far as she was concerned.
It was a mysterious subterranean world and she couldn’t tell
north from south or east from west, not without someone
helping her. Not having to get around made it easier for her to
hide her deficiency with direction, another feature of her
pyroluria. In addition, the time in the sun reset her circadian
rhythm clock and she was able to surmount jet lag better than
she ever had before. All in all, it was a peaceful time in London
in spite of her deficiency with navigational skills. However, the
homesickness continued.
And the homesickness she had initially experienced in London
grew stronger the longer the summer went. On the Southern
Excursion to get from London to Oxford, in Bath on the evening
of their arrival in Bath at the stately mansion-cum-youth-hostel,
after a long traipse through British countryside in the gloaming of
the day, Margaret had a serious talk that changed the course of
her life.
The walk initially led from the main road out of Bath onto a pasture foot path. The path started
through a gate into pasture land which was dotted with hundreds of rabbit holes. It was a
rabbit warren in which at least a hundred rabbits popped up and down out of their holes, their
bright-eyed little heads turning around, only to pop back underground as the cows lazily
walked among them. Margaret had never seen anything like this, and was astonished by the
sight. Even more astonishing to her, in retrospect, was the fact that nobody else seemed to be
stunned by the apparition of hundreds of bunnies in a field dedicated to grazing cows. They
were walking on top of Watership Down! She’d not seen anything like it. Even the cows
seemed unfazed by the rabbit holes they might at any moment stumble into. But the walk only
got more amazing from here on out.

After this, most of the walking group returned to the Bath youth hostel, but Margaret and her
friend continued on. The walk led on through the woods past a mother horse and her nursing
foal, onto a covered stone bridge at the foot of a rise on which a white tent was erected next to
a British manor house. The white party tent reflected the light back to Margaret and her friend,

and something about the partyish look of the tent suggested to
Margaret that they were trespassing on very posh and private land.
Almost unable to enjoy the site due to her nervousness at
trespassing, Margaret nonetheless was intrigued by the bridge they
were walking on. The covered stone bridge, she later learned, was
the only private covered stone bridge in Bath and was built by the
Bath Postmaster in the 1600’s. Into its stone pillars was carved 17th
century graffiti. She could imagine Lizzie Bennet and Mr. Darcy carving their initials and the
date in such a way. The age of the history of England astonished her all over again, and,
seeing the private signature of some 17th century swain to his lady love in person, she realized
people are the same in every age.
Returning the way they had come, they made their way back
past the mare and her foal and onto a little rise. From there
the walk led back onto a hillside where they sat and talked as
the evening hour advanced. A rainbow-hued hot air balloon
passed almost directly overhead, between Margaret and her
friend and the setting sun as they talked in the anonymity of
the resting hour.
Margaret’s friend explained to her that contrary to what she’d been taught by a student the
previous summer, namely that the essence of Christianity was to need nobody, in actual fact,
we are wired to need each other in the body of Christ.
In answer to her summation of the advice her other friend had taught her, Margaret’s new
friend baldly stated, “I don’t think that’s true. I think we’re supposed to need each other, just
like we need each other this summer. We need others to share Christ with us and to help us
understand and receive Him.”
He talked about the disciples and how God called them together, and how they needed each
other and t hey needed Jesus. He also likened this need for friendship with their mutual need
for friendship as they passed a summer apart from their significant others.
The culmination of all the signs on this walk, finally with the rainbow-colored hot air balloon
passing overhead, led Margaret to believe that the new advice was indeed right, and that she
did need others. God had laid Himself out before her to teach her to allow attachment into her
life, first with the bright-eyed little rabbits (who else but God would know how dear small
rodents were to her soul?), then the mare and the nursing foal, on to the covered bridge and
the huge white party tent at the Jane Austen-type estate, and finally with the companionable
and celebratory hot air balloon and the flat-out contradiction to her other friend’s sad words of
independence. She was free to depend on friends, even when as a seventeen-year-old and

immature college student she thought she ought to be able to navigate a summer in England
by herself. It was okay to need others; it was okay to be homesick; it was okay to be
dependent on others’ navigation skills and sense of direction. She didn’t need to progress
faster than she could. Like Galahad, her Holy Grail that she sought was the Presence of
Christ; not independence, but interdependence in the Body of Christ.
Unbeknownst to either Margaret or her friend at that time, she was to go on and practice
attachment parenting with a husband and 8 kids, two in Heaven with Jesus, and her friend was
to go on to not only have a family of his own, but also counsel many Christians to their
attachment in Jesus Christ. It was an epic moment of calling on that Bath hillside day.
A few weeks later, miserable in her room one afternoon, bawling her eyes out with
homesickness, a student came to her door with tidings. “Your dad is calling on the phone
upstairs.” The student looked surprised at Margaret’s tears, but Margaret surprisingly found in
that moment that she no longer cared what people thought of her in the expression of emotion.
She knew God was with her.
Calling in the middle of the day, midnight in Wheaton, Margaret’s dad was concerned about
her and wanted to make sure she was okay. Margaret in that moment knew that she was
cared for, and at a deeper level she understood that her dad, and by extension that God her
Father, was there for her.
The sensitivity of her dad to God’s nudge to call her made a deep impression on her soul,
deeper than anything else could have. Not only did God know she needed her dad, He was
telling her, but God also knew that He as her Heavenly Father always had been there for her,
even as her dad in her childhood.
It was as though Margaret received permission to receive from her dad and thus to receive
from God her Father. Awkwardness in relationships happens for mundane reasons, including
misunderstanding or personality differences, and sometimes we have a hard time receiving
God our Father as a loving and constant Father; but Margaret understood in a flash that her
parents were trustworthy, that God cared for her, and that she as a child was allowed to need
her parents and even more, to need her Heavenly Father. That sense of being alone with
overwhelm was healed in one phone call for Margaret. She was free to be a child, free to
receive, and hence free to also grow up. And most of all free to lean into Jesus and receive
from God our Heavenly Father. Thank You Jesus.
Many other moments of connection helped Margaret keep going: playing worship songs,
receiving back rubs from her friends, having deeper prayer times than she had previously
known with the same friends who had initially prayed for her and who now continued to share
Jesus with her. These and other experiences all showed her interdependence.

One night, all the students decided to sleep up on Loughrigg Fell overnight. “Borrowing”
blankets from the Youth Hostel, the students shivered through the damp night air without a fire.
At some point in the night, Margaret dreamed of hideous bulls or minotaurs tormenting her in a
movie theater. These were demonic images, probably drawn both from the visions described
in the words of the students at the beginning of the summer as well as images from Pauline
Baynes’ pictures of the crucifixion scene in The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe. She knew
they were demonic images, and she sensibly sought a deeper meaning in prayer with Jesus.
She wondered, was the nightmare because she had refused to share her blanket with Michelle
who had suggested they share and let their fellow traveler, who hadn’t planned ahead and
brought a blanket, have one of theirs? Sharing was part of godliness, God seemed to be
speaking to her soul. “If you are to be my knight, my pilgrim, you need to seek me utterly.
Sharing is how you love Me.” Margaret decided, with an inward shudder and a convicted
agreement with God in her soul, “Never again. If God asks me to share, even if it’s not my
idea, I’ll share.” Part of interdependence is letting others depend on us, and not judging them
for neediness. She decided to let go of judgement even as she was mercifully loved.
At the end of the summer, during a day in Oxford, talk turned to their return plane tickets.
Margaret learned that the ticket stub she had cavalierly left on the plane was a return ticket.
Margaret had never had to deal with such mundane items; her dad had always carried the
tickets and passports himself as part of his care for the family.
It amused Margaret to realize that he had probably carried everyone’s plane ticket on the years
he was in charge. Margaret learned that as an adult she needed to be more aware of her own
personal details.
Another moment of insight came to her as she leaned on the expert competence of Ben
McClatchey, fellow professor’s child who was himself sixteen. Ben walked with her down the
hill to the British Airways Office on Banbury Road, and waited as she nervously explained to
the uniformed man that she had thrown away her plane ticket.
The bemused British Airways officer made no comment to her
as he printed out her new ticket. It was probably all in a day’s
work to him, but she nonetheless breathed a sigh of relief as
she left the office and returned home. Even the sky seemed
brighter, her load lighter as she walked back to St. Anne’s and
the dinner that awaited. The kindness of a fellow faculty brat,
the folly of her childishness, and the ease of the reprinting
showed her that God’s mercy would extend to areas in which

her expert in some ways and lacking in others training had failed to prepare her. The mercy of
God was overflowing.
Even when Ben’s father was returned back to the states to care for his progressing bone
cancer, as of yet undiagnosed, Ben had remained and livened the remaining weeks as they
finished out the summer. If he hadn’t remained, Margaret would have had to face that
challenge alone. Who knows if she would have found the office? God’s mercy was
overflowing.
Toward the end of the summer, a series of events led the faculty to ask her to vacate her room
for a student who had been hit by a bus and had suffered a massive leg break as a result.
This student, SueAnne, was one of the four who had initially prayed for the indwelling of the
Holy Spirit and Margaret’s apprenticeship to Jesus as a knight, and now she needed
something from Margaret in the guise of a ground-floor room.
Surprisingly, the Garden Room, her room, was the only available room on ground level.
Margaret, by God’s grace being given a chance to pay back the blessing of the prayers of this
gracious student, was asked to move out at a moment’s notice, so she left most of her
belongings, including her beloved flute and her music. Living with a minimal amount of
clothing and no music was a necessary lesson in trust, as well as a second sharing time.
This time, while Margaret went with less grace than was good for her, she learned that many
times we don’t have a choice in what we are asked to give up for Jesus. The gratitude of the
godly student exceeded Margaret’s generosity, and she learned that God is faithful even when
we are not, and that we put on the Righteousness of Christ, not our own deeds which are filthy
rags. We get the gratitude He deserves, and we can give Him back HIS glory. She also
realized that God helped her be less ungracious than with the previous episode of the blanket,
and it marked a sort of step of progress. She learned that God honors our baby steps and
increases our ability to obey Him as we trust Him with each day, and He covers us with HIS
righteous, not our filthy rags which are never enough to make us clean in Jesus.
In that time of rooming in a new house in a new room, temporarily, while her friend with the
broken leg healed in her garden room, a large group of students making a surprise party for
another student woke Margaret out of her restless and lonely sleep. After complaining and
asking them to be quiet, she wondered aloud. Why would they make so much noise just for a
birthday party? Why was she so out of tune with the group? She pondered the changes of the
last week.
For some reason, at the tail end of the summer, her customary companion in adventure had
ceased to spend time with her. Unbeknownst to her, he had been advised by a friend to quit
spending time with her. She was mildly surprised at finding out belatedly the change in plans,

but not surprised by the request. They were both dating other people, and it wasn’t healthy to
spend all her time with one person. What surprised her was a third friend rising to her
defense.
This third friend had been her crush the previous summer. She, at the ripe and naive age of
sixteen, had formed a crush on a student who missed his younger sister. Without good
boundaries or personal sense on her side, grieving the sudden death of a youth director in a
car accident back home while they were in England, Margaret had unwisely spent too much
time with this one student.
While he had naively enjoyed her company and that of the other faculty kids, because he was
inexperienced and missed his sister, he didn’t see the emotional ties forming. Eventually
reality dawned and Margaret understood this was a relationship of proximity and not a
relationship of permanence, but a semester of loneliness and embarrassment followed that
experience.
Returning the next year on this same Wheaton-in-England trip with his new girlfriend, this
student had encouraged Margaret to come on the trip, and, even knowing her immaturity and
past predilection for forming co-dependent relationships, had nonetheless advised his friend
that it didn’t matter if while dating others Margaret and he spent time together, and that it would
be best to openly explain the sudden shift in patterns.
It was another lesson for Margaret in trust, interdependence, and in setting healthy personal
boundaries for herself as well as in walking with God in life. Margaret didn’t think she’d ever
go overboard like that again, depending on one person for companionship, but it taught her
that people were basically trustworthy, and that God would defend her in her life. Margaret
thanked both of her friends for being honest and moved on.
The last day of the summer, Margaret understood God’s goodness at a deeper level. Sitting
on the plane flying home to Chicagoland, sitting next to this same friend and his girlfriend,
Margaret read three aerogram letters from Jeff that had been held up in the mail all summer.
Jeff was the young man to
in detail all summer. In this
Jeff was coming to visit her in
God had held these letters up
depend on Him, but now she
begun in her life was off the

whom she had written letters describing her trip
letter she now held in her hand, she learned
August on his way to Oregon for the semester.
in the convenient English Mail to teach her to
understood that this relationship God had
ground and running.

Two years later, after months of growth and maturity and the travail of immature young love,
Margaret and Jeff were married. Margaret had started her journey in life in Jesus together with

her best friend, Jeff. Not knowing all this in that moment, she still sensed God’s presence in
this blessing, and knew that God had intervened to teach her boundaries, trust, and
interdependence all in one summer.
Margaret learned through all these and other experiences that God knew her through and
through; and that He had delayed gratification both in the mail call and in relationships just to
teach her to depend on Him, her source and her Savior. He was good and He was
trustworthy.
Perhaps not as completely as Galahad, Margaret had nonetheless learned the lesson of the
Holy Grail, and had passed this test, with God as her faithful Shepherd. He had not let her be
tempted beyond what she could handle. He had faithfully tended her and had stretched her
into a more reliable and wholesome young woman by summer’s end. He knew how stunted
she felt in her ability to navigate adult life. He also knew she had a hard time trusting and
absorbing God’s care for her even while she too quickly formed attachments that weren’t
sustainable.
Wanting to be independent before she had learned these lessons was impossible; now she
understood however dimly that independence was only possible after she had learned
interdependence, and that true interdependence pointed up to Jesus, was rooted in Him and
glorified God the Father, her Lord and her God. The pilgrim had been taught, and the lessons
begun would unfold over the remainder of her life. Thank You, Jesus.

