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Lecture 1 - 3 things (leaves, lamp post and trees) and the topic of new life.

There I was, walking down the stony, wilderness path towards my hopeful destination; the hospital. The path was utterly engraved with leaves that had become soggy. They resembled the left over scattered confetti from wedding day, with less life. There was no crispiness left, only damp. Even looking at the leaves made my body shiver as I imagined how cold they were. They paved the way to the grand establishment where I hoped to end up at the end of my walk. It seemed more modern than the hospitals from my day, it was like something from the telly. When my baby was born, we wouldn't even have had the option to go somewhere like this. Specialist care throughout? That was the dream. We did the best we could with what we had and that was a home full of love.

As I walked, the lamp posts were different than the ones that I remembered. They used to be old metallic sticks that poked from the ground. The flame that was displayed at the top would wave and flicker with the wind. There was more detail and thought put in to the old posts although that never stopped the moss and ivy from wrapping itself in any crevice available. The lamp posts were like objects from a make believe fantasy world. To some, they were important meeting spots but now they were all carbon copies of each other. At the front of the hospital, there were two lamp posts directly opposite from one another. They were not delicate objects with intricate details anymore, but plastic. PLASTIC. As if there wasn't enough sodding plastic littering the planet already? There was no dancing flame at the top anymore but a bulb. The bulb at the top sat in a circular fishbowl shaped casing which resembled the silhouette of a lollypop from a sweet shop. Unfortunately, it didn't leave a sweet taste in my mouth, only bitterness. Firstly it was towards the government for letting the older models get replaced and secondly, towards myself for having such negative thoughts on what should be a good day.

The leaves covered the path to create a collage as I continued on my travels. This left the tree branches bare and ashy. The spindly branches resembled a witch’s fingers that had shot out of the ground trying to grab anyone that decided to make the same journey as myself. Maybe that’s why I hadn't seen anyone for a while. The bare trees were all grouped together as though they were all in cahoots. I wished that I was like them and had someone to talk to on the walk.

My feelings were mixed. I knew that the path was beautiful yet I could only see the negatives during that moment in time. Nothing seemed good enough. The leaved were ripped up and broken on the floor, the lamp posts had changed (they always try to replace old things with new models even when the originals tend to be better), and the tree branches seemed sad and broken. Even though this is how I felt, I knew that after all the bad there was meant to be good. There’s always a light at the end of the tunnel, a rainbow at the end of the storm and I knew that after the bleak, wintery walk, it would be worth it to see my baby and her baby. I walked the same path as many, even those broken and bruised but also people who have lived lives just like mine. I knew that at the end, there would be a happy ending.

