
The Button Box 
 
One of the problems with this lockdown is that it makes you so aware of all the 
jobs that need doing. So, you won’t be surprised to discover that I have been 
catching up with chores, one of which was to replace buttons on summer shirts. 
Nor will you be surprised, I’m sure, if I tell you that replacing one button meant 
a thorough trawl in the button box. 
But perhaps you don’t have a button box. Mine was inherited from my Mum, 
not an heirloom, but a treasure house none-the-less. I well remember spending 
happy hours sorting through it as child, wondering what on earth sort of 
garment had buttons like these. And I never thought it strange that each 
discarded garment was always harvested for its buttons and other fastenings 
before being relegated to the ragbag. There were always times when a newly 
sewn dress or cardigan was buttoned thanks to the button box, or a fancy-dress 
costume was finished off with a magnificent coat button.  
Both my children spent happy hours at Nanny’s house sorting through the 
button box. Every now and then they’d sort out a particular button and ask 
what it was for – one or two from uniforms; a white button with a loop of metal 
at the back – it pushed through a hole in an overall and was held with a ring of 
metal, a bit like a keyring; lots of shirt buttons – always in demand; pretty 
buttons from a child’s cardigan; coat buttons, some big and shiny; toggles from 
duffle coats; leather buttons from sports jackets, on and on in every colour and 
variety. 
And each and every button had its story, stories about everyone in the family, 
through their growing up, going to school, national service, getting a job, all told 
by the discarded buttons, waiting to be reused.  
Yes, that button box is a storehouse of memories and has been added to – and 
depleted by me.  
But sorting through it the other day [after I’d sown that button on] it made me 
think that the passage of a life is marked by such trivial items. We tend to think 
that ‘things’ are transient, but they are what is left behind. They can remind us 
vividly of a person or a time in a way that nothing else can. They can be big – 
the house you once lived in – or tiny – a little button from a child’s cardigan – or 
can be a piece of music or a picture, but they can take you straight back to the 
time and the feelings as nothing else can.  
It made me think how important it is to make happy memories for people too, 
connected to simple, trivial, everyday things. Of all the things we can leave 
behind, happy memories have it be the most important – because those times, 
places, events are the things that build us up and help us through life. 
 



 
I wonder if, sometime in the future, Tom will remember Grandad’s garden 
when he sees a pink rose and think about how he urgently asked if he could 
bring a friend to smell it – because it smells of sweeties [Turkish delight]. I hope 
he does, and remembers the joy of that moment, the delight he felt at such a 
simple gesture. It will be a little bubble of happiness in his life, which I pray will 
be filled with many such moments. And what little effort is needed to give 
someone such a gift? 
 
Local hero Brythnoth in the 10th Century prayed 
 
O God, I thank thee for all the joy I have had in life  
 
I say Amen to that – and  
 
 
O God, I thank you for all those moments when transfixed with joy, I have been 
blessed with a memory of love and kindness which has sweetened my day and 
comforted my soul. May I give such memories to those around me. Amen 


