A cead aloud story to remember..

THE YEAR WE MUDDLED THROUGH.

For children, this rhyming story reveals magical rainbows,
dancing animals, giant sunflowers and the starriest skies.

For adults, the book captures the weirdness and
wonder of a year where so much changed 2)
* in our world ... and in our households.
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This book can be enjoyed as a {amily
bedlime story,a classroom conversation

stacter or 0 time{y bookshelf keepsake.

ISBN: 978-1-913339-19-7

OWLET 2
8| PRESS WY

9%781913"339197" >




For all the Camilies, big and smoll,
who muddled through 2020,

A(ways look for coinbows.
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. Some30~/ when you're mmch ol&er
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ond much bigger thon ri‘jM now,
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. Yyou mi‘JM jus{ ask aboul the yeor

. the world turned upsiAe down. ,;n

<

When lots was lost —
but some things found —

" s{ruﬂﬂles steep U\p‘(]i“,

when SC\ﬂOOlS OW\A shOPS

anA businesses

all quieHy stood still

And one 307 when you're olcler, ] miﬂm te“ you how li(e chan‘je&,

how we learnt new ways Lo do things in o world so rearcanged.

But while you're still so ‘ime, here's whol | Lhink I‘“ do —
M {eH you a“ H\e ‘Joo& {hin‘is (rom U(\e yeor we mm&dle& ihromﬂ‘n



Our rood became quite emply, free from all the usual traffic,
the buses, cars and motorbikes jus{ &isappearec\ [ike madic|
It had never been so quiel, things had never been so still,

ond when darkness come and s‘eep arcived, oll was calm ... until ..

On owl SWOOpeA (rom ihe {reetom
avx(} percheA on 0 winAow's eA‘Je,

. 0 (amih of {oxes darled swi(ﬂy (rom o he&qe,



. the neachy flock of fluffy sheep escaped the farmer's pen



and were followed They danced across the garden fence and munched on all the green.

by four pids,
three cows,
bwo llamas

anA oneé hen.

it on{v by the smi‘in‘] moow,

our road came back 1o life,
without the wsuol noISINEss,

the animals ran rifel They even clambeced on the roof of number seventeen!



And on(y on occasion was their night ever Aistmrbed,

but vo human dored admil that Hle\/‘c{ seen someﬂnin‘ﬂ 50 absurd.

S0 their par{ies sjtayeA o secrel, no one knew aboul their fun,

ond the animals all scarpereA home with every rising sup.

W'ﬂen morning broke Om(} Curtains Arew,
nol one of us suspeclteé,
the anﬂnalshenanﬂans

thalt happeneﬂ mndejtec{e&.

whot the doy before had taught us,
Loo wishful and distracted

by {he h0pe 0 new oné brom‘JM us.

Too wrappe(} Up In our thoughts of | _';:%
¢S



Lach building and each office block, each home and hotel suite,
had rainbows bursting feom their windows, righl down to the street.
Briﬁ]‘n{ bridges over rooﬁoPs (ormed when rainbows would CO”iAB,

And each new down would somehow make the Previous seem duller,

as endless 5par\<|in9 rainbows (illed the sky with vibranl colour,
On Aaily wolks we always counted EVErY one we sow,
ond it took less than five minules Lo reach one hundred and Courl



ond [rom every child's bedroom —
o multicoloured sli(}el_
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Despife whal peOp‘e Lold us, we searched bul never found,
0 sin‘]le pot of ‘JOM where any rainbow hil the 4round.
Ins{eaé we'd [ind o dif ferent kind of pth contaimnq Lreasure —

H\e ta“es{ ever su«nﬂowers, too hiﬂ'ﬂ (or ws {o measurel
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One drew above the houses, passed Lhe rainbows, throudh Lhe clovd.

with aian{ (ea(y branches thal could shelter OnYy crowd.
Anc\ people starte& thin\(ivﬂ: "ShouH weé Climb Wp 1Lo Jt\ne {op?”

"Should we find o woy Lo slow it down or Jtry Lo make it s{oyﬂ.”

J%\

Bul someone else —a mon named Jack = recounled an old Lale,

of magic beans and Giants and o boy who did prevail.
He told us how, just once before, he'd seen o pl()\v\ll 50 Lall,
ond we would oll fare belter letting nature make the call




And these VIsSions made s wonAer,

S0 we sat and walched it 9rowing, 9eiling bigger every Aay,
umiil the 7eHow pe{als Jrew Jto reac\n the Milky Wayl,

whilst normality w0 tesjted,
per‘naps OUr Preciouns p(aneji Lorth

fell ('ma“y qu«iie rested?

With skies and p(anis ond animals all theiviag from the break,

we sow {irst=hand how life could look in 2020's wake.

And without the usual aeroP(anes (illing the night sky,

as well as stars and planets, now o flower cau«‘j\nlt our eye.




We started seeing everythinq
with new appreciation, ® /,.“

so qrateful for the things we had,

we c(appe(} across Lhe nalion.




Iv\ 3pijle 0( aH {he C‘(]an‘ﬂes, Une Ear’t\n continme(} 1LLIH‘\ni\nE],

ond inside our little homseho‘&, some thing 5pecia! w0S occy\rrin‘j.

\/JiUn every 30\7 and every week
ond EvVery month that passeA,
SOMEONE qmi{e miraculous

was rowing oh—so fasl|

ln 0 worH we weren‘lt quite used Jlo,

ol o Lime so full of fear,

whilst everyjt\nin‘j felt muucme(},
I still look back on that year ...




And one &ay when you
ask about the yeor
we muddled thromﬂh,

Ierememberlove ond
s{renﬂih an& hope.

Al of it For YOU

. ond remember doncing animals and stars that filled the sky,

with rainbows on each corner anA sun(lowers 50 hiﬂh.










