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The day we moved into our new home was bright and sunny.

Not one of those crisp and cold sunny winter days, but the kind with the soft, warm sunlight that wraps itself around you like a big blanket.

Which was lucky, because the carpets were damp and stinky from whenever the previous owners steam had cleaned them.

How lucky we were to have the doors and windows wide open for long enough to dry the carpets and dissipate the smell before it set in.

And lucky too to have a tiled kitchen big enough to stack all our boxes so they didn’t need to wait outside or touch the carpet.

The outside air was tinged with the eucalypt scented woodsmoke drifting lazily across the wire fence from our new neighbour’s chimney.

A couple of Magpies clutched the power line as they welcomed us.

Crimson Rosellas peppered us with questions from the naked pear tree.

We were very excited - this was the end of our youthful nomadic existence. It was time to stay in one place and put down a root or two.

For a while anyway.

When we signed the purchase contract, we made a pact to stay there, in that house, at least until the dog we hadn’t bought yet died.

Say 15 or 20 years.

We were excited about that too.
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