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Leaving Ystrad

I observe our mountain
through a glass bottle
and she’s staring back at me
glistening and shining.
I will miss her.

I pack away my Rudolph jumper
but keep a firm grip on my fluffy coat
and the memories of the merry season.
The CD inside my brain is on a loop.
Will it ever shut off?

I smell the final cup of tea
and realise that my rehab is over.
I’m returning to the institute of stress.
I leave behind my favourite things
to make my voyage.
Back to the room
in the lonely building.

I hope to come back;
the watercolour painting will continue to stand alone
as I stare through the glass bottle.
I hope that the spices will still sit in the air
as I will feel at peace with myself once again.

Tilly barks as I leave.
It’s not the first time
and won’t be the last
yet it continues to shatter my heart.

I lock the door
and a tear rolls down my cheek.
I wipe it away,
knocking my elbow against the wall.
The crumbling stones leave chalky marks on my jumper.
I hope there’s a stain
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