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As a superhero who’s lived for well over 100 years, and thankfully doesn’t look a day over 30, you hear a lot of true things. My favourite (or at least in the top 10) has to be that the self-employed do not know what a weekend or Bank Holiday is. It isn’t because I don’t like time off, I really do. Yet it’s because I just love helping people.

You see my name is Matilda Plum, a superhero in the Psychology, Counselling and Therapy sector of the world. It’s my job to help people solve their difficulties, improve their lives and decrease their distress. 

A nice part of my therapy practice never shutting on a bank holiday (because I always forget to) is that it gives a chance for people who are always working to come for therapy. At least that’s what I tell myself so I can feel good about never enjoying a bank holiday to myself.

Today, I decided to change it up a little. My best friends in the entire world, Jack and Aiden were safely manning our therapy practice. And I decided to take a wonderful trip to the English coastline for the bank holiday. 

I don’t see what all the fuss is about.

I went along a massive stretch of course sandy beach that wasn’t yellow. There were rocks, shards of plastic and driftwood mixed into the rough orange sand so it felt uncomfortable to walk on. I had tried to walk barefoot for ten minutes, but after getting stabbed with some glass I gave up.

The wonderful aromas of sea salt, seaweed and rich creamy vanilla ice cream was ruined after a few moments by cigarette smoke from an elderly couple. At least there were some saving graces as I continued along the beach.

There were tens upon tens of smiling, laughing, happy young families enjoying the beach. Young boys were playing football and building sandcastles. I was really impressed with a group of boys that all looked the same to me with their structure complete with towers. 

There was another group of young girls who were running into the freezing cold sea and screaming with large grins on their faces as they went in. It really was a perfect day at the coastline after I stopped focusing on how awful the sand felt as it seeped into my shoes.

By the time I found someone to help, I might be able to build a sandcastle in my office using the sand in my shoes. It felt horrible.

“The teenager in the blue shorts,”

I grinned to myself as one of my superpowers whispered about the teenager into my mind. At least I might be able to help someone and leave sooner. The advantages of having all my superpowers come from the myths and misconceptions about psychologists. 

I thank whoever thought psychologists had supersenses.

My superpowers weren’t wrong. There was a teenager, just about to turn 18, just sitting on the beach. He had his top off revealing a slim body with no real definition and the cold water was gently lapping over his feet. 

He stared blankly across the sea and didn’t even seem to register a bunch of kids running behind him painting his back in sand.

I went over to him, stood to his right and said hello but the teenager didn’t even seem to bat an eyelid.

“Hello? Are you okay?” I asked using my influence and Trust Me superpowers to make him pay attention to me. 

The man looked at me and I realised he wasn’t as young as he appeared. He was easily twenty, but his clean-shaven appearance made him look like he had a baby face. 

“I’m fine thanks,” the young man said.

I grinned to myself because that was all I needed. As soon as someone spoke to me I could simply read their mind, so I sat down next to him because I knew he was lying. The teenager rolled his eyes and looked like he wanted to leave.

The horribly rough sand mixed with driftwood, plastic and sea glass felt awful as I sat down, but I wanted to help him. It was what I did and it was the whole reason why I was a superhero.

The teenager was called Joseph Stewart, a university physics student from Christ University a few miles away. And he was certainly not okay, and he was having a hell of an issue at home. He lived with three housemates, one had already gone home for the summer because she didn’t have any exams. The other guy, Locke, had just finished his only exam and Joseph and his girlfriend Rachel had exams in two weeks.

The exams weren’t really the issue.

It seemed Rachel just couldn’t cope with a lot at the moment. She was constantly needing support to make dinner, to get up in the morning and Joseph was doing everything for Rachel. He was getting burnt out because he couldn’t really go out by himself, he wasn’t talking to his other friends and his entire life was Rachel. 

I continued to search through his mind and I waved at a group of young kids as they ran past me, kicking up more sand. It slammed into Joseph’s back and it only made him feel worse. 

Locke had called a housemate meeting last night and accused Rachel of manipulating Joseph by pretending to be bad all the time, because Rachel was scared that if she wasn’t ill or needy, Joseph wouldn’t spend time with her.

The interesting thing was that Joseph knew it was true, but he didn’t know how to get out of this mess.

A mess that he created, because of his conflict avoidance.

Now, as a young woman during the 1920s and for the vast majority of the 20th century, you get to learn a lot about conflict. A lot of men hated me, I was called a witch, a demon and a lot of other names because I wasn’t scared of conflict. 

Of course, conflict needs to be used carefully. Conflict for the sake of conflict isn’t healthy, wise or useful but if you don’t risk conflict then nothing changes and everything gets worse.

I looked at Joseph and as much as I wanted to simply implant some suggestions into his mind, I actually wanted to know why he was so scared of talking to Rachel about what Joseph said last night. Was there a reason why he was scared? 

So I just asked him using my Trust Me superpower to get him to open up to me.

Joseph bit his lower lip and he pushed his hand into the horrible sand a little more. 

“I can’t handle conflict,” Joseph said after a moment and he looked at the ground. “Rachel is so fragile. She can’t take me getting mad at her. She has no resilience. She... I don’t want to hurt her,”

I smiled. I had heard it all before and I tapped a little more into his mind and I realised, this was simply who Joseph was. The further back I scrolled through his mind, the more evidence I found.

Joseph’s first ever girlfriend had major depression and Borderline Personality Disorder, so Joseph became her carer. He loved her, kissed her and he really liked
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