
Welsh Rhapsody 

11:53pm 
Megan 

Legs lap over legs and toes tangle as we squirm to fit comfortably in the hot tub. I am folded almost 
in half, my knees wrapped up under my chin but I am warm and I am surrounded by the people I 
love most. Someone hits the button and bubbles start puckering at the surface, breaking the water 
and splashing our pink faces. We are sat together in a witch’s cauldron, lobsters in a boiling broth.  

So you think you can love me and leave me to di-i-ie? 

We’re out of time with the track, but keeping time and pace with each other. I look at Caddie, her 
eyes are closed as she near screams the lyrics -  

Just got to get out, just got to get right out of here. 

11:59pm 
Jean 

10 
 What have I achieved this year? What have I actually managed to do? 

9 
 9 pounds. I’ve gained 9 pounds, while my friend’s have lost weight. That’s nearly a stone. 
That’s what I’ve managed to do. 
  
 8 
 I ate too much over Christmas. I always do. No control. That’s all I’m good at. Binging. 
Eating. Greediness. 

     7 
I wish they’d stop counting. Counting away my time and counting in another year of aching limbs, 
cold mornings and constant failure. 
  I 
     have 
            achieved 
     nothing. 

  6 
They’re getting louder. All around me, their voices grow like giants calling down from the dark 
clouds overhead. Booming. 
                                     Booming. 

        5 
I shut my eyes, try to shut it all out. Shut them all up. I can’t face another one. 
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   4 
Panic rises in my chest like insects creeping from my stomach and up into my lungs. Relentless. 

      3 
   Third place. Never first. Never the winner. 

Always the bridesmaid, never the bride. That’s what Mamgu says. 
    
       2 
    The insects push up through my throat. 
    I feel their hairy legs and wiry bodies. 
    They clog up my mouth and sit in my nostrils. 

    They are suffocating me. 

    I can’t breathe. 

       1 We’re there. With a crack of champagne and 
the banging of party poppers, we have reached our destination. A land of always coming second-

best. A land of being ‘first place loser,’ according to Mamgu and Tadcu. They say they are only 
joking, they say it with a smile, but it doesn’t matter. They are right. This world is a place where I 

am never good  
enough. 

11:59pm  
Gareth 

It’s nearin’ Midnight. I can ‘ear ‘em countin’ from the pub over the road. 

I’m effin' freezin.’ Bloody Wales and irs cold streets. 

Pavement is ‘ard an’ all. 
  

Wonder wha’ 2016 will bring ‘en? Duw a wyr. 

I’m alrigh’ though. 

11:59pm 
Megan  

10  9  8  7  6  5  4  3  2  1 

The water is still hot as a bath and sloshing with champagne. We laugh and collapse into each other, 
spilling more alcohol into our private fish bowl.  
 ‘New Year’s Resolutions?’ Deryn asks over the music. 
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 ‘I’m definitely going to be less of a bitch this year,’ Jess says. 
 ‘I’m going to take some time off work,’ Harri says, leaning his head back and closing his 
eyes. 
 ‘I think that’s a must for you,’ Caddie tells him. ‘You’re going to burn out otherwise. You 
work too much, cariad.’ 
 He shrugs and says something about needing to fuel his Calvin Klein addiction. 
 ‘How about you?’ Caddie turns to me. 
 ‘I’ll get back to you,’ I say. I’ve never been big on New Year’s Resolutions - choosing an 
unrealistic goal and berating myself for not achieving it. Maybe I could commit to something 
simple, something attainable and measurable. Maybe I’ll cut out caffeine on weekdays. 
 But I like coffee, so what’s the point? 
 ‘I’m going to save cash this year,’ Caddie says, turning back to the group. 
 ‘No more unnecessary stationary purchases and three Starbucks coffees a day?’ Jess asks, 
batting her lashes and flicking the water with her hand. 
 ‘What did you just say about being less of a bitch!?’ Deryn interjects, using her fingers to 
splash a small amount of water Jess’s way. 
 Steam rises up as the bubbles quicken their pace and my friends are lost to me in a haze of 
champagne, warmth and steam. 
 ‘It’s going to be a good year guys,’ Harri says. ‘I can feel it.’ 
 We all nod and raise our empty glasses to the stars. 

12:04am 
Jean  

“New year, new me.” 

So much has gone so wrong this year. Who’s to say next year will be any better? I don’t want a 
‘new me’ - I want no ‘me’ at all, a different ‘me.’ Entirely. 

I don’t want to be in this place. I am fat and boring and underachieving. I am not   anything. 

The cheering and chiming and clinking of glass presses on my ears and squeezes at my skull. 

2:10am 
Pasha  

It is dead silent here. The other women are asleeping, some of them tucked up comfortably in their 
beds, some holding their babies to their chests. 
 My baby is going. 

I am being alone 
in this refuge. Despite the hot food, the warm bed and the friendly faces, the other women who are 
being in the same position as me, more or less. I am being alone. 

 Hello, 999, what’s your emergency? 
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 I have nothing to live for and I am wanting to die. 
 Do you require an ambulance? 
 Not yet. 

I need to be getting out of here. Getting away. Somewhere else. 
Cardiff Central isn’t far. 

3:07am 
Jean  

I told them I was going home. Because I am, in a way. The streets are quiet now, and bitterly cold. 
 ‘Alright love, where you off to ‘en?’ 
 A man staggers towards me, emerging from the doors of a bar which looks to be already 
closed. I turn away and wipe my face, feeling the warmth in my cheeks despite the cold. 
 ‘Any spare change?’ 
 A man is sitting, hunched over himself, wrapped in a dirty sleeping bag, his hood pulled up 
around his face. I draw nearer to him to pull at the clasp of my bag.  
 ‘Thanks love, I do appreciate it, darlin’’ he says. I smile and hand him everything I have in 
my purse - over £40. He looks stunned and goes to speak, but I turn away and call back, 
           ‘I don’t need it.’ 
 My face is dry now. 

3:08am 
Gareth 

Some girl ‘av just ‘anded me over £40. Bloody ‘ell. 

Irs a new year miracle, ir is. 

Shame the pub just closed. 

I’m alrigh’ like. 

4:49am 
Pasha 

The station is being empty. The clock overhead is glowing, bright like the moon. We are nearly five 
hours into 2016, another year that promises to be great, to be an improvement on the last. Another 
fucking year. 
 Twenty-eight years worth of ‘new years’ and I am staying in a women’s refuge in an 
unfamiliar city.  I am longing to share something, anything, with someone else. To be feeling 
connected. The platform is cold. A seagull swoops at me, bearing its beak down, eyeing me with 
those beady marbles. 
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 The next train is less than an hour away. I am not caring where it is going. 

11:29am 
Megan 

I am shaking, hungover. It’s my own fault, of course. Every time I drink I vow not to overdo it, and 
every time, I do it anyway. 
 The platform is busy, bustling with people. I check the board - my train is delayed. Of 
course it is. Naturally. I rub my head. 
 Coffee. Suitcase. Bench. Waiting. 
 People hurry by, dragging their bags and children along, jumping on trains and shooting off. 
I wait. I listen - 

 ‘‘Appy new year, Dai. Sut wyt, boio?’ 
 ‘Hungover, aren’ I?’ 
 ‘Good ‘un was it?’ 
 ‘I dun’ remember.’ 
 ‘You ‘ere about whar’ ‘appened last night? Bridgend station I think it wer’.’ 
 ‘Ai, pitty. Train’s delayed now aren’ ‘ey?’ 

 I check my phone, scroll through to the news: 

 New Year Horror: 2 bodies found on track in early hours of 2016. 

Shit. I rub my head again. I’m going to need more coffee.
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