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For Porter –
We braved the cold and learnt to put one foot and one paw in front of the other, together.

And for Ali and Carrie –
Without you both, this book wouldn’t be here and neither would I.
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Introduction

evergreen, def.: bearing foliage throughout the year;
continually shedding and replacing leaves

Creating an evergreen life, a life of fulfilment, joy and peace, has become my daily mission. As someone who has seen darkness, misunderstood success and ignored the natural beauty in front of me, I am now evangelical about the tools and perspective shifts that have allowed me to approach my life differently, for they encourage me to seek out delight and valuable lessons from each moment I get to experience these days.

It hasn’t always been a smooth process, though. As we all know, life has its ups and downs. While it’s unlikely that I’ll be able to find out what those have been for you, in this book I will share some of mine in the hope that the lessons I have learnt along the way might prove helpful to you too.

The most valuable lessons for me have come in just the last few years. Along with the rest of the world, I experienced the turmoil and grief of the pandemic. I watched a project I had poured my heart into fail, and I learnt that the foundations on which I had built my self-esteem were not as solid as I once thought.

There were moments in those years that felt all-consuming and made me question everything about myself, including – for a period of time – my reasons to live. As I look back on the journey I’ve been on since then, I have a profound sense of gratitude for every single experience that has led me to the place I am now. A place of contentment, resilience and hope.

It was a journey that saw me unpick lessons and beliefs I’d clung on to since my childhood – about everything from success and self-worth, to money, happiness and relationships. It would force me to confront bullies and my darkest fears head on. It would feel messy and unfair and cruel and excruciatingly painful and yet – as time passed – rewarding, raw, enlightening and utterly empowering! And eventually, after months of darkness and weeks where I felt nothing but numb, it would lead to the day I glimpsed the potential and possibility of an evergreen life for the first time.

For me, that day fell in February 2021.

I’ll always remember it because at the age of thirty-two, it was the day on which I smelled spring for the first time. Where had I been hiding for thirty-plus years? I know!

Having recently brought home our first sausage dog, Porter (a smooth-haired miniature Dachshund who thinks he’s a Dobermann in case we’re meeting for the first time!), I found myself on a morning walk in the fields near our house when I was hit by a sudden scent and a very welcome sense of hope. This dog walk had become a daily ritual that I’d consciously adopted into my routine a few weeks earlier to try to break free from the fog that surrounded me since hitting my personal rock bottom. At first, I’d just put one foot in front of the other and braved the elements for the sake of Porter (who was still trying to get to grips with walking himself!). For the most part, it had been cold, brown and bleak and I’d looked forward to returning to the comfort and warmth of home as soon as possible. On this day, though, after months during which I’d felt numb, the smell of freshly mown grass cut through my fog, the intensity of its optimism impossible to ignore, and forced my senses to awaken and take in my surroundings.

When I looked up, the fields that I’d written off as bleak were dotted with signs of re-emerging life. Crocuses, clustered together like children in playgrounds, hugged the trunks of trees that were gearing up to blossom at any minute. The cloudy sky above, which I’d ordinarily label as grey and miserable, looked fluffy and plump with the winter sunshine doing its best to squeeze through. Teeny birds tweeted on bare branches overhead, no doubt warning one another that Porter was on patrol below! And ewes with swollen bellies stood to attention, watching from afar, just days away from lambing season – a sure-fire symbol of spring.

There was no waving of a magic wand of positivity or drastic transformation; simply, it was the first day that I realised the abundant beauty of nature on my doorstep and the power it has to guide us when we need it most.

Having made a conscious decision to pay more attention to nature throughout the months since then – whether I’m at home in the countryside or working in the middle of a bustling city – I’ve gone on to learn that it has the power to make us feel seen and understood, too. It can motivate us into action or encourage much-needed rest if we let it. It can put things into perspective, check egos and inspire new ways of thinking – sometimes all three at once! And it has a special gift for reminding us that bucketloads of joy can be found year-round in what can often feel like a joy-deprived world.

‘Evergreen’ is both the destination and the mindset to which these lessons have led me – and how I’ve chosen to apply those lessons, consciously, to my everyday life since then.

While I’d be the first to say that the journey to get here was anything but linear (I’ve lost count of the number of times where all of the learnings I’m about to share have threatened to disappear), the destination at which I’ve finally arrived at is a life that feels rich in colour. Rich in joy. And rich in strength. No matter what season I find myself in.

For that reason, in this book I’ll share how I apply evergreen thinking throughout the year as we journey together through the seasons, celebrate traditions and navigate the inevitable ebbs and flows life sends our way. We’ll begin by looking inwards, embracing silence, trusting intuition and establishing roots in the depths of midwinter, when the trees are bare, hedgerows barren and things can easily feel bleak. We’ll explore how we can actively introduce routine, curate joy, seek new experiences and dare to dream big when colour resurfaces, hope blooms and the light returns in spring. I’ll share what nurturing opportunities, having fun, and embracing freedom and abundance looks like for me when summer arrives, bringing long days, vivid colour and a sense of mischief our way. Come autumn, I’ll explain where I find comfort and strength when the weather turns, offering endless encouragement to ground oneself, evolve and let go. And finally, why I choose to embrace annual traditions, reflect and reset come December, when another year, full of learnings and wonder, reaches its end …

These lessons have helped me to reimagine what’s possible, not to mention look forward to and cherish every month of the year.

That being said, I’ll also share how I navigate life when it feels like I’m completely out of touch with the seasons and when, for instance, I find myself experiencing the darkness of a personal winter in the midst of what – to the outside world – appears to be a glorious summer (or vice versa). As someone who found themselves questioning their reasons to stay alive when the sun was shining and everyone around me was hosting garden parties or off to the beach, I get that it’s not always easy to ‘embrace the light’! In the same breath, I understand that the general day-to-day demands of life don’t always correlate with the year’s natural rhythm. My busiest time of year is, and has always been, the run-up to Christmas, when every sign in nature encourages us to slow down. For that reason, I’ll share how I choose to think and act in those moments too, in case it’s helpful for you one day. Naturally, my attitudes to dressing, decorating and drinking my way through the seasons will no doubt weave their way in as well. It’s me, after all – rosé has to feature somewhere!

All in all, my hope is that in sharing these lessons, they’ll inspire in you what they did in me: a quiet confidence deep down – a confidence rooted in understanding, trusting and (importantly) liking myself – which in turn has helped me to embrace each day, good or bad, and find the strength to let joy and colour in.

That’s the thing about evergreens, you see: not only have they found a way to function and thrive year-round, generally speaking they have thicker leaves too …

So are more resilient to any storm that comes their way.
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Retreat inwards, find shelter from the outside world.

Seek out beauty in barren landscapes … and day-to-day life.

Embrace the opportunity to hibernate, be silent, be still.

Counter pressure to perform with conscious calm.

Nurture your mind with inspiration and fresh perspectives.

Set intentions and dreams from a place of rest.

Indoors, clear surfaces, create the serenity that you seek.

Gather logs for the fire and energy within.

Relish in fresh starts and new chapters – opportunities await.

Choose hope today and in all the days ahead …

 

 



There’s something satisfying about opening a new diary with 365 fresh pages to fill. Those fresh pages represent a clean slate. For fresh dreams. Fresh opportunities. And a fresh outlook for the months ahead. It’s why – for all of the negative press it receives – I welcome January with open arms.

That being said, I haven’t always felt this way. Once upon a time, I viewed winter as a tale of two halves.

The arrival of December is usually marked with great enthusiasm. Like perfectly packaged gifts, silver mist envelops the fields, glistening frost transforms the mundane to the magical overnight, and the bitter nip in the air when you go to defrost your car each morning only serves to remind you that Christmas is on the way! After weeks of anticipation and counting down, at long last, December’s here!

Once the magic, sparkle and excitement of the festive period were over, however, I struggled to see what a post-Christmas winter could offer. Whether I was in my teens or twenties, I crammed my holidays with as many plans as possible, so by the time I eventually went back to work in January, I felt depleted, not rested. As if on cue, conversations about how dark and miserable it was outside would emerge in small talk, like a winter cough that felt inevitable and impossible to shift. That nip in the air that felt so festive during the run-up to Christmas? Suddenly not so magical two weeks into January, when you’re running late and need to defrost your car! And once the initial enthusiasm of ‘fresh starts’ and ‘new chapters’ wore off (somewhere around the ninth or tenth of January), I found myself wishing away the days until spring and summer arrived.

Where December’s arrival was met with collective glee, January’s appearance – post-New Year’s Day – was met with a united grunt. An inevitable four weeks that dragged its feet and refused to pass quickly; that collectively, we stood to one side and let by.

Somewhere along the line, though, that narrative grew old for me. Having invested so much time and energy into putting the pieces of my life back together since everything went dark in the summer of 2020 (more on that later), I grew tired of wishing my weeks away. I became bored of wasting my energy begrudging a season that would return year on year, however much I and others willed it not to! Not to mention fed up of looking outside and letting the weather that looked back at me dictate my mood and, in turn, my overall wellbeing.

This is why, though I still see winter as a tale of two halves, nowadays I’m relieved to say that I relish both sides of the New Year celebrations and can say, hand on heart, that I’ve grown to cherish what midwinter offers – such as the excuses it brings to retreat from the world, hibernate as the darkness falls and embrace a slower, gentler pace of life. Moments of magic found in watching the sun wake up through bare trees, as I sip on my first freshly ground coffee of the day. The freedom that long nights with no plans provide, along with clarity, an opportunity to dream or do absolutely nothing! The gift of silence when much of nature is still, offering a welcome contrast to the noise of our busy lives. Mid-afternoon sunsets that set the sky ablaze, reminding us that colour can be found year-round … if we look for it. Sunday afternoons spent cosying up in front of the fire with a good book, knowing that my husband is cooking his famous roast potatoes in the kitchen next door. Utter bliss when it’s freezing outside and you’re gifted with yet another excuse to snuggle up in your favourite pyjamas. The sense of simplicity and peace that comes hand in hand with clean, bare surfaces at home, once the festive foliage and decorations have been packed away for another year. A welcome reminder to stay humble when you step outside and realise that every ‘ugly’ bare tree is simply conserving its energy for now … Only to bloom again – on its own terms – when the time is right.

It’s for these reasons that I’ve chosen to start Evergreen in the thick of midwinter, when colours feel muted, jokes make their rounds online about how depressing January is and society constantly tries to remind us that we should skip ahead to spring.

After all, if you can learn to create luxurious moments when skies appear grey, the rest of the year should be a doddle in comparison.
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