
HOPE AND RESILIENCE 

 

No matter what, do not lose HOPE 

I am sure if you try, you can still cope 

 

The virus has brought us to a lock down  
We can use the time if we can't go to town 

 

There is HOPE even though you are at home 

You have got your T.V., tablet and phone 

 

So please you be patient and do not groan 

Keep your HOPES high and keep a soft tone  
 

It is a hard time for the whole world now 

We have to be RESILIENT and bear some how 

 

It may be hard and may not be easy for some 

We have to acknowledge things as they come 

 

It is only HOPE with which we can linger on 

Our HOPE and RESILIENCE must be strong  
 

They say there is light at the end of the tunnel 
So lets HOPE it is bright when we reach the end 

 

- Ruheena Shah 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Of course, you might think differently 

Of course, you might think differently,  

But however bad it gets, good things will come from this. 

We’ll value our friends and family more. 

We’ll more clearly see the lonely people, so often hidden in plain 

sight – and come to appreciate what they have to go through 

We’ll become kinder. 

We’ll realise we’re all connected. Part of a global community. 

Shared experience across separated continents. 

And we’ll recognise the limits of mankind’s progress. We are just 

one animal, as vulnerable as the rest.  

We ignore and trash nature at our peril. Hubris before harm. 

Pride before the fall. 

This is a wake up call.  

So….we’ve now heard it.  

But the question currently unanswered  will be if we do 

something about it.  

Of course, you may think differently, but I think we have to…and 

we will. 

- Matt Wright 

 

 



The old man of the sea hadn’t appeared for many years. Not 

since the huge storm of 1987, when tempestuous winds 

smashed boats into scattered splinters and felled trees across 

the land. The grizzled sailor never appeared after that, and 

rumour swept the village that he’d been sucked out to sea in one 

last vengeful show of spite by the departing storm. 

Weeks – no, years afterwards, the echoes of the old sailor’s tales 

hung around the bar where he always used to drink. I can still 

picture him now, sitting on his favourite stool, his eyes watering 

with sepia toned memories, with the pain of years, and through 

the acrid smoke of the fire. But as the days and months 

progressed, the echoes got steadily weaker, to be replaced by 

ever more outlandish stories and taller tales.  

Though absent, the sailor’s legend – for that’s what it became – 

grew in proportion to the yellowing of his photo over the bar. 

Many claimed to have known him and to have shared a glass of 

his favourite drink, supposedly a single malt. But I was one of the 

few who really had raised a glass with him. I knew, for example, 

that it was really rum,  and that the man was far more sensitive, 

caring and complex than his grizzled legend ever was. 

So for me, the sense of loss was far greater than most. They lost 

little more than a distant memory, which perhaps they’d never 

really had. But I lost a mentor and a real friend, someone who’d 

steered me along the right path, when I could so easily have 

been led astray. I lost one of life’s defining relationships, and 

found it replaced by a sense of abandonment and betrayal – the 

pain only growing as years went by. Had he meant to be swept 

away? Or had he just taken the chance to slip away to another 



life, in another village, far away. And if he had been lost to the 

storm that night, why had he put himself at such risk, rather than 

staying at home that fateful night? Didn’t he care about me? And 

why hadn’t he said goodbye? 

So…a yawning abyss. An emptiness, painted like an artist’s wash 

across the years. 

Until 9.15pm, Thursday, October 15th, 2017.  

Thirty long years after the great storm.  

The moment the sailor chose to step back into our lives. 

- Matt Wright 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


