Be inspired

It’s a

wonderful

When you’ve been
through hard times,
Christmas with those you
love becomes extra
special. Four women
reveal why they’re feeling
thankful this season

Our wedding day
became not just a
celebration of love,
but of being alive

LIFE

taken so much from us already, I refuse
to let it take our relationship as well.’
While I was recovering at home,
Rupert sat with me in the garden one
day, drinking a beer. I glanced over and
saw the label on the bottle. It said, ‘Will
you marry me?’ and around the neck was
a tag saying, ‘I love you’ and it was tied
to an engagement ring. For the second
time, I said yes, but this time we knew
we could get through anything together.
Our wedding was in a country house
in Shrewsbury in May this year. The day
was not just a celebration of love, but of
being alive. We thanked Brian and Sharon,
because they are a part of who we are
and will always be with us.
One of the wonderful things about
being married has been gaining a big
family. Rupert has seven grandchildren
from four sons: Tony, Ryan, Joe and
Gary, aged between 26 and 35, who
have embraced James, now 21, with
open arms. Christmas is about being
together and, this year, Rupert and
I will be at home surrounded by family.
I’ve had another chance at life by
loving and being loved again. I’m
excited for all of the adventures
we’re going to have together.

‘We fell for each other walking
around a Christmas market’

S

tanding in the kitchen
sorting out the washing one
afternoon, I realised I was
crying again. It had been
two years since my husband,
Brian, passed away, but
I was still lost in grief. I sat with my son,
James, then 18, and told him I needed
help. I’d heard about the support group
WAY (Widowed and Young), and signed
up for a local meeting.
I was full of trepidation when I joined,
but after my first meeting I had hope
again. I wasn’t alone and six months
later, I went to the Lake District for a
walking weekend with 50 other members.
During dinner one evening, a man asked
if he could join our table. His name was
Rupert and he’d lost his wife, Sharon,
the year before. I knew from his accent
that he was from the Midlands, where
I grew up, so we got chatting. At the end
of the weekend, I exchanged numbers
with everyone I’d met, including Rupert.
A few weeks later, we met up. I felt
I could offer Rupert some support as
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he’d only been on his own for a year. He
was looking for a lot of answers, just as
I had been. We kept in touch and met up
at weekends or for dinner if I was in the
area. Slowly, we became best friends.
As the months grew colder and more
festive, we decided to wander around
a Christmas market together. I remember
laughing, linked arm in arm, feeling like
we’d always be friends. Then, the
following January, we were watching
television when he leant over and
kissed me. I hadn’t expected it at all but
it felt right. At first, we were cautious
but we couldn’t stop ourselves falling
in love. When Rupert asked if I would
marry him, I said yes immediately. He
wanted to do an official proposal with
a ring, so we kept our plans secret.
A few weeks later, we were cycling
together when a car sped towards us
and lost control. It spun, hitting us both,
and threw us into the air. Rupert landed
15 feet ahead of me and, when he
looked up, I wasn’t moving. He told me
afterwards that he thought I was dead

and, as he dragged himself towards me,
he wondered how he was ever going to
get through losing someone again.
I blacked out and, when I opened my
eyes, I knew I was seriously injured.
When the emergency services arrived,
Rupert kept telling them they had to
save me because we were going to get
married. At the hospital, I learned I had
broken my hip, legs, arm and knee, as
well as sustaining other injuries, and
would be in hospital for two months.
Rupert was also injured so both our
families rushed to be by our sides.
The police officer who was first on the
scene came to check on us and, as he
left, wished us luck with the wedding.
Much to the surprise of our families!
Recovery was extremely difficult.
I came home in a wheelchair and had
months of rehab and physio before
I was able to walk again; at first with
a frame and eventually by myself. The
process put a lot of pressure on our
relationship. I worried we wouldn’t make
it but then thought, ‘This incident has
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GAYNOR WEARS: DRESS, NEW LOOK. SHOES, ZARA. RUPERT WEARS: SUIT; SHIRT, BOTH MARKS & SPENCER

Gaynor Hannibal-Wood, from North Wales, found love for a second time with new husband Rupert. And, after
the two survived a terrifying hit-and-run, they are more ready than ever to make the most out of the festive season.

RUPERT SAYS: When I was widowed,
I felt like I’d lost who I was. I didn’t
know how to be a dad or a grandad
any more. Losing Sharon left me in the
darkest of places, but Gaynor brought
sunshine back into my life. When
you’ve been in the shadows, the
sunshine feels even brighter and more
precious. We’ve learned that life is fragile;
you don’t know what’s around the corner.
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