
 

 

 

 

17th August 2022 

 

Dearest Sam, 

 

This morning you woke me up and told me a story about a garden full of nesting baby 
orangutans. ‘They’re so fluffy,’ you told me, ‘no beast on the planet is as fluffy as they 
are.’ You said it was good, because no one was cutting their trees down, which meant 
they had a place to sleep. ‘We need trees to get rid of carbon dioxide,’ you told me, 
‘and that is good for the environment’. Also, you said, no one was using palm oil in 
their biscuits ‘and that’s good too.’ 

 You are four years old – already versed in the ways of a heating planet, 
ecological crisis, and mass extinction. When I was four, I had no such awareness. My 
life simpler, I think, less fraught with anxiety. I grew up with a love of nature, walking 
in the Peaks, holidaying on wild Scottish islands – a childhood of primroses and 
bluebells, bees and coral beaches. I saw no threat, only beauty and adventure. 

 In this last heatwave, I sat in the shade at the bottom of our garden, watching 
you and your sister play, wracked with fear about what is to come, about the world I 
have brought you into. 

 But I am trying to teach you and her to face your fears rather than be cowed by 
them, I am trying to foster both your sensitivity and your resilience. And so I must do 
the same: look at my fears; resist the bleak comfort of paralysis; refuse to withdraw, 
give up, despair. I must live the words I say to you: don’t be scared, we can sort it out, let’s 
think of a solution. 

 I have every faith in you and your sister – that you will navigate this difficult 
future with courage and creativity and compassion. But for the world to survive, for 



those ever-so-fluffy orangutans to have a place to nest, I too must act. I find myself 
lost for ideas most days, frustrated by a political and economic system that feels set 
against the meaningful and rapid change we need to make. And yet I have to keep 
trying; lending my voice and my skills and my vote and my actions to this fight; 
joining hands with all the others who care, to make this world a place you and your 
sister can thrive in. 

 

With love and hope, 

 

Sarah x  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

By Sarah Butler 


