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This book is dedicated to my grandad, Brian Rupert Jewell:

forever my source of inspiration, hope and happiness.
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Life can seem like a machine in constant motion. There’s no time to stop.

The clock is ticking, and there’s always somewhere we need to be.
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Even when we’re too busy to think, our daily rhythm sweeps us along.
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We can rush through our days without seeing them.





[image: image]


But I remember the storm that year.

An uneasy feeling was creeping amongst us.
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Crowds began to dwindle. 
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Dark clouds were looming in the distance. We watched them gather, and we wondered…

When will it come? How long will it last? It’s hard not having all the answers.
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And, at once, everything stopped.

Life’s engine ground to a halt. We could feel the weight of the dark sky overhead.



Streets were suddenly deserted.
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Quiet, where once there was an orchestra of noise. 

The busiest of places stood empty and still. 

Normal things began to feel strange.
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Strange things began to feel normal. 
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We were adrift. 
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Fear can be a funny thing; it doesn’t always shine a flattering light.
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It can make us forget that others are scared too.
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We took shelter, knowing the worst was yet to come.

Weeks went by.

It rained and rained.

It felt like it would never end.
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Heroes amongst us stepped forward. They held us together and put others first.
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They were battling the storm in ways we could not even imagine.
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We were humbled by their courage.

They deserved our applause, and so much more…
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It’s hard to be separated. Worries can seem to overflow. We felt so far apart.
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We began to understand the distances that had been between us already...

and that loneliness can beat its drum loudest in a crowd.
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But being alone doesn’t have to feel lonely.
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When life became smaller, we found space to see the bigger picture.

Perhaps we were more similar than we had thought?
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We were united by our separation; we were together in being apart.
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We talked.

We shared our sadness, grief and worry.

We listened. 

We shared our stories and experiences.
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Hard times can help us find the best that we can be.
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Little things can mean a lot.
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Some of us found we had more time.

Time presents us with ideas to plant like seeds,

and the patience to nurture them and watch them grow.
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We found new ways to keep in touch.
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Our homes became dance halls, classrooms, bakeries...
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In slowing down, we woke up…
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to the most important things of all.
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We began to understand that the sun was still there, rising, setting, waiting,

even when the clouds were at their darkest.
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We marvelled at nature

and drew comfort from trees that had weathered storms for decades and still stood strong; their endurance reassured us.
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We thought about their roots, strong and silent in the earth, and felt grounded.

In a time of uncertainty, we found comfort in the seasons.
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The moon, the stars, and the birds in the trees watched over us.
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In stepping back, we had left the path clear for nature to step forwards.





[image: image]








[image: image]


And when, slowly, the rain and winds began to subside; when the clouds became lighter,

and at long last sunlight filtered through…
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a new calm emerged. 
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We valued our connections; we shared a kinder perspective.
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And now…





[image: image]


we look, with hope, to the future. Though clouds may gather again, and we may see other storms,

we have realised, most of all, that we’re stronger facing them…
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together.
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