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——-

“When Nature Calls”

 I should have seen it coming.
I hop out of the warmth,
Of the bus that brought me here,
And into a dreary scene.

Vast dark and ominous clouds
Slowly encroach over the hills
Like a beast venturing from its nest
Searching for unsuspecting prey.

The bus doors hiss as they close,
As if to ward off approaching omens.
Then the wheels creak into motion,
and the safe haven rolls on.

I take off briskly walking, following the path
through a fluttering field of grass, 
The icy wind transforms it to a flurry of emerald blades,
that snap and slice at unexpecting ankles.

The path continues, coming to a dense hedge
With an archway cut out to allow passage.
I hurry forth, full of delight to see
My halfway point home in front of me.

As I pass under the abruptly cut branches,
I glance up into the mess of wood above me.
A small black bird fidgets from left to right,
Beady eyes scanning for disturbances.

My stomach gurgles in nervous anticipation,
barking warnings to me from beneath my clothes.
It squirms again, louder this time.
It knew, like the birds, that disaster may soon strike.

My nerves push me into a semi-jog,
as the path comes to a road.
And houses can finally be seen.
At last, sweet, sweet salvation.

Cars, people and places blur past me,
Faces unseen to me in my feared state.
Minds unaware to the calamity,
that slowly closes in on me.

My stomach screams, and then again.
whilst the wind whips my hair to my face.
I break into a run and then sprint.
Cold sweat dampening my neck.

I launch myself round the corner,
Now sprinting through the street.
Unthreatened by car or van,
but terrified at disasters proximity.

I use the next hedge as a cut-through
Needing to gain precious seconds.
Before my house comes into view.
Sanctuary in my grasp, at last.

I zip forward, darting for the gate
that led to the fenced-off garden.
And to the spare key hid away,
that offered my only disaster relief. 

The gate gets thrown open,
and I hurry to the shed door and through.
The whole time my stomach begging 
for safety but also the loo.

As the rain batters down on shaggy hair.
And cold air bites at the exposed skin.
Of my ungloved and outstretched hand.
The severity of the situation sinks in.

Dancing between my trembling fingers,
Should have been a single rusty key,
Result of its exposure to the elements,
Whilst tucked in the hideaway.

But, nothing.
Nothing, but a weathered nail
Pointing out of the splintered wood
And the feeling of dread settling in my stomach.

Had I really tried so hard to prevent this,
To get so close to safety and security
Only to be fouled by another and
Left to soil my pants in my own back garden.

——-

“Feeling through feelings”

I don’t think anyone saw it getting to this point. Well, I know it didn’t. But then, when do you expect to see yourself isolated from the world, with only your emotions to give you lacklustre solace. Longing for a future that might not even exist anymore. As if it ever really did.

I don’t know what made me do it, why I chose to take this leap of faith once more. A leap that I have never landed softly, only ever resulting in scuffed knees, sore palms and a wounded heart. I guess I got caught up in seeing others take and make that leap, the fearlessness in their eyes as they leap, the love and warmth in their soul as they land.

But that’s love, right? You feel this unrelenting rush of want and need, to give yourself to someone. And hope, in turn, that they feel the same. From there, the planted seed of love begins its beautiful process of growing and potentially blossoming. No one knowing how the plant will grow or what the blooming flower will be. And that's the beauty of it all.

Or the seed dies before it’s chance to flourish. 

I just wish someone would have warned me, though I doubt I’d have listened. And even if I had, I would’ve nervously laughed it away, before begging the universe not to let it play out that way. 

Maybe if I’d never met you, never been introduced to each other over that roaring fire. Never seen that messy mop of brown hair bounce as you happily gathered fuel. Never seen the flame dance in those beautiful electric blue eyes. Then maybe I wouldn’t have fallen, and maybe we wouldn’t be here.

And the worst part of all? It’s not “we”… it’s not “us”… It’s just me. You have no idea that any of this is happening. And why would you? You stand at the shoreline of a distant island, scanning the waters for a boat that will bring you a new chance at intimacy and connection to someone else. 

But I’m all the waters away, skimming stones in the hopes of getting your attention. Can’t even bring myself to walk into the water, and take steps to be closer to you. I guess I never could take that leap, never could forget the pains of my previous attempts.

And now your ship has arrived, to take you to your next step. Whilst I stay on this cliff edge, dreaming of things that never could be. No more pebbles to throw your way.  The tranquil sea has gone through changes, and boats now sink in a void of blue.

Maybe it was never meant to be. Maybe I mistook a flicker for a fire. And now, all that remains is the ash of misread signals, clinging to my hands as if they hold the remnants of something real… But what’s really left to hold on to? 

 I don’t want to forget you, for that would mean I want our friendship to end. In fact, I want the opposite. I want to keep you in my life, even if it means I have to reshape the way I feel about you. To tuck away the wild, aching parts of my heart and let something gentler take root. A bond that doesn’t ask for more than it can bear. A closeness that doesn’t hinge on the hope of something deeper.
I want to stand beside you and feel nothing but warmth, to let my memories of your messy mop of brown hair and electric blue eyes lose their sting. I want to hear your stories, your laughter, and not feel the pull of distance or the ache of possibility. I want to be steady, to let our friendship breathe without the weight of my hidden longing pressing against it.
 But before I can get there, I need to step back — to give myself the space where I can untangle my heart from the web of what might have been.



“Ode to Cymru”

My epic began 3 years ago.
A grey day in that land of gloom.
My bags were ready, the car was packed.
And I await my pen to bloom.

I had been before for a holiday.
A nice time away with a friend.
To get me some needed time and space
In order for my mind to mend.

The country that I had left behind
Had been my home since birth.
But in the last few years I knew,
there was more to explore on Earth.

And so I leapt and filled the form,
and quit a dreary bland life.
To challenge my words, my views, my meaning
and take it on with strife.

I still remember the anxious storm
 that roared deep in my soul.
But I had to shake that feeling. 
To finally put ink to scroll.

And then the hills came rolling,
like Jade falling from the skies.
The overwhelming beauty 
stopping dread before it flies.

I passed by crystalline waters,
a lake, some rivers, the sea.
A sudden wave of familiar emotion
washed through the hole in me.

Those feelings felt almost alien
As they hadn’t been present in years.
A sudden burst of wanderlust
That brought me straight to tears. 

And that’s just the feelings from nature,
That rushed to fulfill my soul.
Also I had the pleasure to meet those
Who allowed happiness to enroll.

The philosopher, with wisdom’s grace,
Taught me to laugh at life’s cruel jest,
But keep my watch, my mind in place,
For vigilance is life’s true test.

The archivist, a flame-haired guide,
Unfurled a warmth to soothe my heart.
Through whispered love, she stood beside
And with her grace, brought calm to part.

The writer on the windswept shore,
Whose pen drinks deep from storm and sea,
Lets surging tides of feeling pour,
And crafts a world where hearts roam free.

The blue-eyed muse, with electric flare,
Who showed me the power in being rare.
To wear my difference like a shield,
And to stand when others yield.

The politician, fierce, ferocious, bold.
With fiery speech and gaze of steel,
Her voice a tempest uncontrolled,
Ignited hearts, gifted zeal.

She carved in me a will of gold,
To rise, resist and never flee.
Her strength, unyielding and untold.
Became the power she inspired in me.

From roaring peaks, to whistling creeks,
 This land is a true gem to see.
My epic was forged by bonds and wonder,
and this is my ode to Cymru.

—--


