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Andall the wh|Ie life went on. Babies were born-who three months on still haven’t met their up country grandparents; loved ones and
friends passed away but were not forgotten by those who lined the roads to pay tribute.

We learned to chat two metres apart, and oh, how we loved those chats. We used our mobiles to Zoom and Facetime our families and
friends near and far. We stood outside our doors and clapped for the NHS workers - one small group even made scrubs for the NHS.
Mums and Dads became teachers. We washed our hands to within an inch of their lives.. And oh how we missed hugs ... hugs with our
grandchildren, hugs with our grandparents, hugs with our mum, hugs with our dad, hugs with our children, hugs with our friends.

We are a little parish on the North Cornwall Coast, but we couldn’t have a bigger heart. When times are tough, what better place to be.
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