GROWTH IS THROUGH

THE PEOPLE

THEOPENING

No matter the beginning,

the power 1s always the pcople.
Their stories wave through
time like leaves in an autumnal
breeze.

Their ston€s breathe life to the
oncoming bloom, where leaves
of maroon become a luscious
juniper.

For growth i1s life, and without it,
nothing would thrive in a world
where every season 1s anew.

For business, for pleasure, for
earning, for measure,

No life can flourish without the
touch of a working figure.
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THE CLOSING

We’ve sat and watched the
generations fold, etching a
stamp on this old build. They
come and go, and take their
talents, but it’ll always

be unknown.

‘What more can they do

but work and make a living.
Labour ain’t easy, but then
again, what 1s when you’ve
got nothing?

If there’s one thing I know,
it’s that the people make the
man, and the man

would be dead
without them.
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