the blue and the dim and the dark cloths
She called them flumps. I always thought that was an odd term, flump. When I was a child there was a television programme with the same name. They were a family of furry creatures. I liked the theme tune. I didn’t like my mother calling my marshmallow sweets ‘flumps’, as it made me think of the characters from The Flumps television programme rather than something soft and sweet. And I didn’t want to think about that as I bit into them. More importantly, the word ‘flump’ belittled the confectionary, made it silly in my eyes, made it babyish. 
   In any case, the flump is a particular type of marshmallow and shouldn’t be used as a catch-all term for any marshmallow. A flump is specifically a marshmallow twist of both pink and yellow marshmallow. Mother used to buy a bag of Bassett’s flumps on a Tuesday after swimming. I liked the ingredients which included, alongside the expected syrup, sugar and cornflower: imagination and unicorn dust. 
   Haribo do a good range called Chamallows. They come in 150 gram bags for 99p. I generally need five or six bags worth for a single trip because I can only use half of those as they are a mix of pink and white marshmallow sweets, and I only use pink marshmallow sweets. I wish I had a use for the white ones, but I’m sad to say, they usually get thrown in the bin. There’s a range called Little Becky marshmallows. They come in a large 280 gram bag and there used to be a variety of pink only sweets for £1.95 a bag. But they have discontinued the range and you can only purchase white only packets these days. Which are no use.
   Recently, I came across a retailer selling a brand of marshmallows called Frisia. You can buy them in 500 gram bags for £5.75. Again, they are a mix of pink and white marshmallows and the white ones are discarded. I like these as one packet is enough for one outing. I decant the pink ones into a fabric bag which has a decent size strap so I can carry it over my shoulder easily. These marshmallows are almost pillowy. A very soft pink colour. If you put one between your thumb and index finger and squeeze gently, it is almost like squeezing human flesh. Sometimes I put four or five in the palm of my hand and close my eyes. Then I make a fist, squeezing the soft flesh of the sweet, feeling its softness and malleability through my grip. I squeeze harder until the flesh of the sweet starts to ooze between my fingers. 
   Saturday morning is the best day and time. About nine o’clock usually, or as soon as the store opens. I try and dress anonymously. My hair is a little longer than average length and is due a cut, but mother always used to cut my hair and I don’t like anyone else touching it with their fingers. I generally put it off until there is nothing else for it. I don’t want my long hair to draw attention to me though, so I conceal it under a navy blue Thinsulate hat. I favour large supermarkets that are brightly lit with lots of aisles. The first few aisles are usually too busy and I tend to go for the aisle with canned goods and packets of spices.
   I put on my jacket and zip it up to the top. I make sure there are no lose strands of hair poking out of my hat. I check my bag one more time to make sure there are no white ones, then put it over my shoulder. I have three pound coins in my pocket for a large tea and a toasted teacake for afterwards. This is how I like to relax when it’s over. On my own in Karin’s Kaff sitting in the corner with my newspaper, a steaming mug of tea and a toasted teacake, just like mother’s. I pick up my bus pass and my door keys and leave the house.

