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Beetroot
I spy it in the supermarket and I shudder. It sits there, in amongst the other items, round and purple, its roots growing from the top like a dodgy haircut. I only have to walk past it and the earthy scent fills my nostrils, leaving an (ironically) bitter taste in my mouth. People say it's better mashed, or boiled or paired with other flavours but I disagree. I'm normally pretty good with foods, I'll try anything but this purple monstrosity really gets to me. When it's served up in a restaurant, as part of a side dish, I leave it. People say "it's good for you!" but anything that tastes like it's come out of the ground, never been washed and left for two months can certainly not be good for you.

 Get Your Groceries
Roll up and get your Beetroot, from Dave's, the best Greengrocers in town. First cultivated by the Romans, it's now one of the most loved vegetables in the UK and our best seller on the stall, there is clear evidence as to why! It's shiny purple colour certainly adds to the appeal and it's distinctly earthy flavour and texture has resulted in it becoming popular on fashionable menus and recipes. Whether you mash it, boil it or drink it like juice (Olympic champion Greg Rutherford swears by it), this magnificent vegetable is full of vitamins, low in fat and will leave you feeling like a movie star, most definitely a health-food titan. Buy it today and get a half price discount on all Beetroot for a month! Now that's a bargain you don't want to miss out on.
Call us on 02920464532 to place your order, whilst stocks last.


The Bridge 
It's Springtime, I'm sat in the garden, surrounded by flowers. 
The garden is my escape. Inside I'm surrounded. Surrounded by the hum of the TV, by the whoosh of the kettle, by the murmur of voices, by the beeping of the timer, it surrounds me, getting louder and louder, filling my head until I'm being hit with waves of sound and blurry colours and nothing helps until I step out 
Into the garden. Instantly the wave disappears and I'm at peace again. This time I'm surrounded by the buzz of the bees, the gentle sound of next doors radio, the flow of the water from the water fountain, peaceful sounds. From where I sit, I can see the garage, a large red dragon with scaly cracks you can see in to and a wide mouth that only opens for one person. The Invisible Man. He comes in, says "Hello", makes a drink and is off, swallowed up by the lure of what's inside the dragon, until the light fades and the temperature drops. Then he comes inside, ready to do it all over again tomorrow. 
It's still Springtime. I'm still sat in the garden, surrounded by flowers but this time, I feel unemotionally connected. It's been happening ever since that trip to the psychiatrists office. The Distant Woman took me. She's worse than the Invisible Man. She's around but she doesn't listen. It's like words go in one ear and come out the other but nothing is really processed and all that appears is a nod. Which is why I was surprised when she said we were going to the Psychiatrist. But she didn't even tell me herself. She got the Invisible Man too.
I was sitting in the garden and he came past, looked at me and said "You've got an appointment with the psychiatrist. Tomorrow, 11 in the morning. *Distant Woman* (except he didn't really say that, he said her name) will take you" and then he was off, pulled towards the dragon like a magnet, not even giving me time to answer. I was surprised, I'd been to one before but not for a very long time. I went to find the Distant Woman for answers but as usual, she was even less helpful, just a nod and when I asked what this was for, looked up as if to say "You should know" and went back to what she was doing. So I just went back to the garden, more confused than ever. 
But I was restless, I couldn't sit down, couldn't find comfort in the garden, couldn't find my usual peace. The appointment was on my mind, I couldn't think what I was going for. I needed to get out, so I grabbed my headphones and my iPod and silently made my way down the garden path, past the scaly dragon, the shadow of the Invisible Man evident as he bent over a table and out through the rotting door. There was no need to tell him or the Distant Woman where I was going, they probably wouldn't even notice I was gone. I made my way down the street, silently, head down, headphones in (When You Come Back Down by Nickel Creek playing softly), like I was on a secret mission, crossed the road at the end of the street and carried on walking until I reached my destination. I pushed open the gate, climbed up the steps and stood, at the edge of the bridge. Weirdly, the whole time, I felt nothing, until I got there. Standing at the edge gave me a rush of adrenaline, something I'd never felt before. 
The bridge had been there for years. It was old and narrow and rickety, the handrail worn away, battered by years of storms and hands holding on for dear life. Rumors had it that there was a magical land over the other side, or pirates, or something like that but I didn't believe that, I just thought it was more woodland. Nobody had ever made it over and back to clarify anyway, the few people brave enough to cross either gave up halfway there or slipped and fell, never to be seen again. There was a waterfall underneath the bridge and it'd claimed the lives of so many people, it'd been nicknamed "Death Valley". I'd never felt the need to cross the bridge but today felt different. Today, I felt like superwoman. Or Daredevil. 
The weather has changed, sitting in the garden, the sky had been a brilliant blue and the sun shone through but here on the bridge, the sky was overcast, enveloped in a thick cloud of grey. Looking up, I feel like it was sending a message via the clouds, "Go home", but I ignore it and carry on looking out over the bridge, closing my eyes and breathing in the earthy smell of dirt and death, listening to the rush of the water below. I feel calm, calmer than I'd ever felt before, still unemotionally connected but in a different way. Maybe this is my calling. Maybe I'm meant to cross this bridge. Maybe I'm meant to see what's on the other side. Maybe I'm meant to slip and fall. Who knows? After all, I did push my brother off here four years ago, not that anybody knows that. Everyone said it was a tragic accident but it wasn't, it was his own fault. He'd been threatening to cross for ages, spouting rubbish about how he'd be the hero of his class if he crossed and made it back alive, so I just gave him a push. How was I supposed to know he'd lose his footing and fall? I could've grabbed him, saved him, but I chose not to. 
Maybe it's my turn now, some kind of revenge, some kind of remorse. I'm just kidding, I've never felt remorse. Remorse is for people with emotion and when you live with Distant Woman and The Invisible Man, you don't have those. 
It's Springtime. I'm standing on the edge of a rickety bridge and it's starting to rain. I place my headphones and my iPod on the ground and take a step onto the bridge. It's slippery but I'm calm. I'm in control. 
I take another step.


Stop Caring
"I place my hope on the water" I say to myself
Staring at my phone in agony
Waiting for a text that I know will never
Come.

I go about my day, pretending that I'm fine
Definitely not always checking the time
Waiting for a text that I know will never
Come.

I wished on stars that burnt out
Clouds that faded
Rain that washed away
Leaving my entire body jaded

I was dumb to think she might be different 
Dumb to think she cared. 
She played me like a deck of cards
Left me waiting, standing there. 

You see the trouble with people, they're always the same
Entice you in with a joke and a name
And leave you waiting for that text
You know will never
Come

My advice to you?
Don't bother with people 
Get a pet instead 
They might not speak
Might leave you hanging
But at least 
They can't
Text.


Lonely Car
The underside proofed
Its body burnt out
The car was a lonely sight

It'd been left alone
Abandoned on a road side
No driver or owner in sight

So many questions 
So little answers
Who, what, where, when and why? 
Someone come save this tiny little car 
All alone, out there in the night. 

Men with trucks come and tow the car
It probably won't go back to its glory
I guess that's the end of the little car
I wish we knew its story. 


COVID Christmas
Another day, another news update, same shit, different day as the saying goes. I hear the click of the door as Debbie lets herself in and quickly turn the television off as she pokes her head round the door with a cheery wave before bustling off to the kitchen to make my breakfast. I flick the radio on, turning the dial left and right until I find what I'm looking for. BBC Radio Wales, the Wynne Evans breakfast show. A jolly song is playing at the moment, something the grandchildren would call "a bop", I expect and I find myself humming along, nodding like one of those bobble heads you'd find in the car. 
Debbie laughs as she comes in with a tray of tea and toast. "Nice to see you smiling Mr Williams" she says as she puts the tray down gently next to me. "Thanks Debbie" I say and watch as the blonde takes a seat next to me and starts to make mindless chatter about her kids. Debbie's been my carer for almost a year now but she's more like a friend than a carer. She's younger than I am, with four children and her partner isn't very good to her, to say the least, but she never complains. I'll admit, I was a bit wary when the agency sent her at first, the last four carers were hopeless but Debbie is a good 'un.

"What do you think of this COVID lark then Mr Williams?" she asks suddenly, interrupting me from my thoughts. "Bit scary ain't it?"
"Hmmm" I reply "Definitely a bit strange". "All those people dead, Government doing nothing, it's a disaster!" Debbie shakes her head "and with Christmas only a couple weeks away, who knows what'll happen there. What are your plans Mr Williams?" She looks at me and I wave my hands dismissively "Oh same as always, probably go up to my son's, I expect he'll come and get me, see the grandchildren, stay a few days and come back again" Debbie looks at me in concern "But Mr Williams", she begins hesitantly "Haven't you heard this stuff about bubbles and the possibility we won't be able to see anyone at Christmas if we're in lockdown?" I smile at her reassuringly "Ah I know all about that Debbie but don't worry, I don't really believe any of it, it's just stuff the Government are saying to scare us, you know?"
"But Mr Williams" she says shakily but I put my hand up to stop her. "That's quite enough misery Debbie" I say, firmly. "Now why don't you tell me more about those kids of yours, I'm sure they're looking forward to Christmas". The expression on Debbie's face evidently shows that she's not done with our COVID conversation but she knows the rules, always listen to the patient, so she reluctantly moves on.

Debbie stays for another hour, she cleans my kitchen, takes out my rubbish (despite my protests that I can do it myself) and nips to the shop for some milk and bread for me. When she's finally done, she grabs her coat and makes her way to the front door with a smile "Alright, if that's everything, I'll be off Mr Williams" she says, patting me on the shoulder. "There's sandwiches in the fridge for lunch, cheese and pickle, your favourite and I'll be back around 6 to sort your dinner, okay?" "You're a good un', the best they've got Debbie, don't let them get rid of you", I smile, slipping a ten pound note into her pocket, ignoring her cries of protest. "You've earned it, treat yourself to something, or the kids, just don't give it to that Lee of yours". "Thanks Mr Williams, see you later" and with a wave and a click of the door, she's gone.

I shuffle back into the living room, and sink into my favourite beige armchair, turning on the television with a sigh as yet another COVID update fills the screen. Bloody COVID, it's all over the news and the radio at the moment. It's the same as always, another politician going on about how the virus is spreading but not actually saying what can be done to stop the spread. They've mentioned the word "lockdown" about ten times and they're talking about a "tier system" but I don't believe in that. It's not going to do anything so why bother? I switch off the television with a sigh and close my eyes, can't be bothered with all this doom and gloom anymore.

I'm woken a couple of hours later by the sound of the phone ringing, so shrill it startles me from my slumber. I groggily reach for it, my hands shaking as I press the answer button. "Hello?" "Mr Williams? It's Debbie, are you okay?" the voice on the other end sounds panicked and I have to lift the phone away from my ear because the noise is giving me a headache. "Oh hi Debbie, yes sorry, I was taking a nap. Are you alright? You're not due for another... I check the time on the radio "4 hours yet" I say "Sorry to wake you, yes, you see the thing is Mr Williams, I won't be able to make it to you tonight" Debbie says, her voice still panicked. I sit up quickly, Debbie rarely cancels, unlike those other carers from before. "Whatever is the matter?" I ask, worried now. "You see the thing is Mr Williams, one of the guys Lee works with tested positive for COVID and now Lee's saying he feels hot and he's coughing and the whole house has gotta isolate, it's a nightmare and little Jack is upset because he's missing his friends birthday and Maisie is cross because she can't go to school and, and, and" "Calm down Debbie!" I interrupt, sensing the woman getting herself into a panic. "Don't worry about it, just look after yourself and the children and Lee, okay?" I hear Debbie breathe a sigh of relief down the phone. "Thank you so much Mr Williams, you're so kind. I've already phoned the agency and they've said they'll send someone later but let me know if they don't, okay? And have a lovely Christmas as I won't see you before it now, enjoy your time with your son". "I will Debbie, don't worry, take care of yourself now, enjoy your Christmas as best you can". "Thanks again Mr Williams, bye now" "Bye Debbie" I reply and the phone goes dead.

No sooner have I put the phone down and gone out to the kitchen for a cup of tea, I hear it start ringing again. I try my best to get to it but by the time I get there, it's rung off and the answerphone machine has clicked in. I hesitate over the line, listening as the sound of my son's voice comes through the speaker. 
"Hi Dad, it's Tom. Hope you're doing okay, you're probably asleep or something. Anyway, I don't know if you've seen the latest news but lockdown has officially been announced from midnight tonight and well, I'm not sure how to say this but I've been chatting to Alice and we've decided it's probably best if you don't come for Christmas this year. I know it's sad, we were both really looking forward to seeing you, the kids too but it's just not worth the effort, with your health, getting you up here with all your stuff. Anyway, I'm really sorry, hopefully you won't be alone on Christmas, maybe that nice carer Debbie will be able to pop by, eh? If not, maybe Susan will let you go to her. Either way, I'm sorry and we'll see you in the new year. Call me when you get this. Sorry again. Bye Dad. Love you"

The answerphone clicks off and the cup of tea I'm holding slips from my hand, onto the floor, smashing into tiny pieces but all I can think as I sink to the floor is, it's going to be a very lonely Christmas this year.


The Simpsons
She puts The Simpsons on the telly
She takes my hand in her own
And in that very moment
I understand what it feels like to be home

She takes my hand in her own
Her hands are smaller than mine
I understand what it feels like to be home
I wish I could stop time

Her hands are smaller than mine
I never want this moment to end
I wish I could stop time
I don't ever want to just be her friend.

I never want this moment to end
I've never experienced this before
I don't ever want to just be her friend
Man, I really hope we can be more




