Corvid

Tears rolled down my face. I stood under the shower and watched the suds wash away any germs from my hair and body. I grabbed my robe and wrapped it around my wet skin and walked towards the sink humming happy birthday as I washed my hands in Aloe Vera soap. It was the end of March and my birthday was not until July, but I still went on humming the famous tune. My eyes stung and I saw in the bathroom mirror that they were bloodshot. I sobbed a little and inhaled deeply. I missed him. Not having him near me in my life was more than I could take. I glimpsed back to the mirror where my feelings lay bare for all to see. 	Comment by Helen: You need to split this, you can’t walk and wash your hands at the same time! Also don’t think you need to be specific about the soap.	Comment by Helen: Like this	Comment by Helen: Who else would be looking?
The sunshine was beaming from the bathroom window, but it was wasted on me. For months we have endured floods, bleak cold winds, black skies and dark rain clouds and today of all days, the sun decided to come out. I was not impressed – It’s all too late now. The sun was just a reminder of warm days with him.	Comment by Helen: Through?	Comment by Helen: Not needed. Full stop after clouds.	Comment by Helen: Slightly out of sinc with the character’s feelings	Comment by Helen: Nice touch

                I headed downstairs to the public bar where I was stopped in my tracks by the ghostly silence. The eeriness of the abandoned pub was clear to see and the sound of silence was daunting. No more faint humming of the cellar or the buzzing of the fridges, clinking of glasses and bottles and no dull drum of the kitchen fan. They sit still and silent. I miss the morning sounds of the pub. The banter from the breakfast customers, deliveries and continue ringing of the phone. The bar stands bare and naked. Nobody sits at the tables. Chairs replace the people. The pub is in darkness with only a small glimmer of light from a table lamp that has been placed near the telephone where an order pad and pen waits - just in case. The pub is cold, dark and unwanted. The bar staff are in their homes and everything in the bar has been disconnected and not wanted. He does not call.	Comment by Helen: Do you need this word?	Comment by Helen: Or this? Otherwise I like the description of all the sounds.	Comment by Helen: Change of tense here! All the rest of this paragraph is in the present but you began it in the past.


           For the first time I acknowledged the weather. My mind had been blank to the world that existed around me. All I had on my mind was thoughts about my loving soul mate and the fact that we had been apart for so long. There was not a cloud in the sky and the spring sun was strong. The pub garden had tulips which seemed to have bloomed overnight and the cherry tree was full of chattering house sparrows. A crow was watching me from the top off the garden gate. It made a rattle sound and  flew off to join the flock of cawing crows who had taken over the whole space of the warehouse roof opposite the pub garden. I had been observing the birds a lot lately. Their persistent singing had made sure of that. I could hear them whistling away in the dead of night, first thing in the morning and yes, at every opportunity of my waking day. I was not sure if this was their normal routine or because they took over the usual hustle and bustle of noise that would normally be made by people. The people were in their homes. Lockdown.	Comment by Helen: Tense again	Comment by Helen: of	Comment by Helen: this sounds a bit text-bookish, the tone has changed



            Under a vast blue sky with the sun beaming down, I looked at the empty high street outside the front of the pub. Everything appeared to be a in a light brown even though the big blue canopy of sky overhead was pouring in sunlight. I had to go and collect a prescription for a friend who was vulnerable and was on complete lockdown by order of the NHS as well as the Government. I closed the pub door wiping the handle with a sterile tissue and placed a mask over my mouth and walked to the chemist. I was the only person in the street. It felt unnatural and bizarre as I stood outside Boots the Chemist, waiting for the pharmacy to give me permission to enter the shop. When I was allowed to go into the shop, a row of chairs stopped me from walking any further. I thought about how the pharmacist was going to give me the prescription and had visions of her tossing the medication towards me. But she was pleasant and handed over the prescription to me, her hands wrapped in sterile gloves. I walked to the end of the high street without meeting anyone. I spotted an ambulance coming out of the doctor’s surgery but nobody else was out.	Comment by Helen: sense?	Comment by Helen: All this sounds a bit out of line with the tone again	Comment by Helen: “

I left the prescription outside number 5 and made my way back home.
Will we ever see each other again?	Comment by Helen: Who? The person at number 5 or your partner?

The End


A good idea to write something contemporary. You have some lovely passages, my main observation is that the tone is not kept all the way through. In places you are writing a character’s personal experience, in others the writing changes to more of a report.
I think it would work if it was all written in the present tense.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Hope this helps!










