
A handful of years ago, we packed our two small girls and with a suitcase and a chair or 
two we headed for the unknown. In this case it happened to be Suffolk, England. We 
arrived in February, stayed in the Orwell hotel in Felixstowe for some weeks while in 
search for a haven to unpack our lives.
Two days ago Hartman called me from Felixstowe, where he was working for three days. 
While he was walking by the sea, eating fish and chips, visiting all the places we lived, 
buying Fox's crunch creams, we remembered. We remembered how young our girls 
were. We remembered how cold it was, how wet, how grey, how exciting, how awful, 
how lonely. This led to many memories old and dear. It took me far back to our 
homeland, before we packed up, to days of golden sun, warm cuddling friendships, lazy 
beach days, back breaking work sessions, hat wearing sports events... all of which 
happened barefoot.
We learnt in England to wear shoes, after the girls have been frowned upon for running at 
school events barefoot, for running barefoot through the lobby of the hotel to quickly 
pick up Dad from work(truth be told, it was February...), I have learnt to keep shoes close 
by for when the doorbell rang and I learnt not to kick out my shoes when arriving at a 
friends house.
It has been a long time since I've had to remove some thorns from my feet. It's been a 
long time since I've felt mud squishing up between my toes, or heated up my feet in a 
warm puddle of cow dung,....disgusting maybe, but those who grew up on a farm, will 
know what I'm talking about. They're quite beautiful now, my feet, very soft and supple, 
lovely pedicured and all, which is something to be grateful for I suppose. But when the 
chance for being barefoot shows up at our door, we still happily kick off those shoes and 
dash across the lobby.
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