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“It came from the Great Mother Earth so it 
had to be shared” 

  



 

  



 



 
 

 
 

 
Preface 

 
A small boy lived in the woods. He didn't have a mum and 
dad, but he had learned how to live with the land.  
 
On a particularly lovely day he was relaxing on the grassy 
bank. Suddenly a frog came by. "Good morning!" said the 
frog. "Good morning" said the boy. 
 
(Dear Reader: I remember how I could not get these 
stories finished at school because it took so long to write 
out all the dialogue and express the ideas. And the writing 
had to follow rules and be in my best handwriting). 
 
The boy looked at the frog and smiled. "I know you" he 
said "I have met you before". He took the frog in his hand 
and whispered something in its ear. 
 
(Dear Reader: I couldn't go down the road of the boy 
kissing the frog and it turning into a princess because that 
would not turn patriarchy on its head). 
 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 
So he kept the frog in his hand for five minutes, while he tried to 
think of the rest of the story. The sun beamed down and he 
decided that, even though the frog could talk, he needed to let it 
go. "Goodbye" he said "I love you and always wish you well". 
 
The frog hopped away with a glint in its eye. It had heard what 
the boy had whispered and it knew - The world was not as it 
seemed but you could live with the land and know God. 

 

 

  



 



 

 

 

 

Simple poetry 
 

Anyone can write a rhyme 
So simple, simple, simple 

And so these poems, which are mine 
Are simple, simple, simple 

I'd like to be skilled at poetry 
Not simple, simple, simple 

But still, the words, they reflect me 
And I am not so simple 

 

KEEP IT SIMPLE 

 
 

  



 



 

 

 

 

Life Cycle 
 

 
I wonder what my mother felt  

As I played, And grew, And thought. 
I'm sure I meant the world to her 

As I played, And grew, And thought. 
 
 

I moved along and hurt and died 
And didn't have the skills 

I didn't know that adult life  
Continued with those things 

I didn't mean the world to me 
With no playing, Growth, Or thought  

 
 

My children, gifts, the world to me 
I watched them grow and play 

But I had no skills to help them through 
And show them how to be 

 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

My children were the world to me 
As they played, And grew, And thought. 

I played along and loved that time 
As they played, And grew, And thought.  

But I didn't mean the world to me 
So I stumbled by default  

 
 

My children were the world to me 
As they played, And grew, And thought. 

But I always drank to dull the pain 
Of feelings that life brought 

 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 

My children were the world to me 
Their world an unhealthy sham 

Still they played, And grew, And thought, 
With small fingers in the dam 

 

My children were the world to me 
But still it was no good 

With stunted growth I could not care 
As they played, And grew, And thought. 

 
So how to find the nurture  

That I so badly need? 
I found my God and knelt and prayed 

With God I can succeed 
 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My children mean the world to me 
Recovery has begun 

I face the light 
And start to learn 

To play, And grow, And think. 
 

My children, gifts, the world to me 
Are with me on my path 

My children, who mean the world to me  
Teach ME play, And growth, And thought. 

 

  



 



 

 

 

 

  

 
Troubled Writing 
 
 
Troubled writing 

Troubled times 
Trouble, strain and strife 

 
Searching writing 

Searching times 
Searching all my life 

 
Changing writing 

Changing times 
Change and sacrifice 

 
Loving writing 

Loving times 
Love will see me through 

 
Loving writing 

Loving times 
Love will make me new 

 



 
 

My mum, the Alcoholic 
 

My mum, the alcoholic 
Hiding drinks like me 

I wish that you could see the light  
And find recovery 

 

My mum, the alcoholic 
I see and know your pain 

It doesn't have to be that way 
Life can be good again 

 

My mum, the alcoholic 
Is that really who you are? 

Beneath the layers of bitterness 
You are a shining star 

 

My mum, the alcoholic 
I long to see your light 

I know it’s there beneath the pain 
Shining true and bright 

 

My mum, the alcoholic 
Hiding drinks like me 

My mum, the alcoholic 
Hiding drinks like me 

 

  



 



 
 
 
 

The next poem was inspired by conversation over 20 years 
ago about whether the word crap is a swear word..... "well I 
wouldn't say it in front of my dad" says I, to which I 
received the response: "Who's your dad, the bloody pope?" 

 

My dad, the Pope 
 

"Who's your dad, the bloody pope?" 
"Near enough!" I say 

"He's not taking any chances 
To be true on judgement day" 

 
"He's good and kind and giving 

He is a charitable man 
When there's a chance to help someone  

He does whatever he can" 
 

Who's my dad, the bloody pope? 
He seems to be a saint 

But is he lost and fearful? 
He seems so full of restraint 

 
  



 
 
 
 
 

Who's my dad, my father? 
He's always there for me 

He sometimes shows his softer side 
The one I love to see 

 
How do I get approval  

From a man who's like the Pope?  
No matter how hard I try 

I haven't got a hope 
 

~~~ 
 

I'm a grown woman now. 
Not a child. 

Power is shifting. 
Unbalancing me. 

Power is mine.  
For the taking. 

  



 
 
 

My Depression 
 

It's not a cloud 
It's a tear locked inside 

It's a sadness so big  
It's not going 

 

It's not a fog 
It's numbish inside 

It's a sickness so bad 
It's not going 

 

It's not really black 
It's a block deep inside 
It's so much of a block 

It's not going 
 

It's not thunder 
It's repressed feelings inside 

It's so deep down inside 
It's not going 

 

I can still see the sun 
But can't feel it inside  

Help me open my mind 
It's not going 



 



 



 
 
 
 

I’m Angry 
 

You left me! 
You did! 

I was just a little kid! 
 

You left me! 
Alone! 

In a house but not a home! 
 

You left me! 
To cry! 

I felt that I could die! 
 

I'm angry! 
That kid! 

That little little kid! 
 

You left me! 
You did! 

I was just a little kid! 
 

 

  



 

 

 

 

I walked all the way to Norfolk 
 

I walked all the way to Norfolk 
With my home upon my back 
I left my house last weekend 

My home light as I could pack 
 

I walked all the way to Norfolk  
Headed out across the hill 

First camp set up in Bedfordshire  
In my home county still 

 
Second day I headed out 
And soon I was in Cambs 

My lover joined me on the way 
And warmed me with his hands  

 
Third day my feet were blistered, sore 

Time to get the train 
I headed north to Littleport  
Where I set up home again 

 
Day four was tough 

No breakfast for the trip 
I walked and walked for 13 miles 

Before I had a sip 
 



  
 
 

I had walked all the way to Norfolk (well nearly) 
With my home upon my back  

My feet so sore for walking miles 
Along the river and the track 

 
Not so far as I intended 
But far enough for me 

With my home upon my back,  
I had nearly reached the sea 

 
Last walk, day five, from Denver to Downham 

Good grief, that walk was tough  
Though shorter distance overall 
It was the hardest, really rough 

         (With my toenail hanging off!) 
 

Kings Lynn my destination 
With my home still on my back 
I set up camp for the final time  

And started to unpack 
 

Two days of relaxation 
Before I head back home 

Time to reflect and pen some lines 
And enjoy the time alone 

 
I walked all the way to Norfolk (well nearly) 

With my home upon my back 
I left my house last weekend 

My home light as I could pack 
  



 

 

 
 
 

Anne 
 
 

I met an old lady on the bus 
Whose mum died when she was two 

She didn't remember life that well  
Or chose not to focus on it 

But several times she said, again, 
"My mum died when I was two" 

 
I met an old lady on the bus 

Whose mum died when she was two 
"I was one of ten children", she explained,  

"We all looked after each other" 
And several times she said, again, 
"My mum died when I was two" 

 
I met an old lady on the bus 

Whose mum died when she was two 
"That must have been hard" 

"Oh no" she said, "you just get on with it don't you?" 
Still, several times she said, again, 
"My mum died when I was two" 

 
 

  



 
 
 
 

I met an old lady on the bus 
Whose mum died when she was two 

Her name was Anne, she told me once 
And briefly spoke of children 

But several times she said, again, 
"My mum died when I was two" 

 
I met an old lady on the bus 

Whose mum died when she was two 
She was a positive, cheerful type 

Bus pass in hand she enjoyed her travels 
But it couldn't stop her thinking, 
"My mum died when I was two" 

 
I met an old lady on the bus 

Whose mum died when she was two 
She said childhood was her happiest time but 

"It's harder now, I just...... you know" 
And it was clear that she was grieving 

From her mum dying when she was two 
 

I met an old lady on the bus 
Whose mum died when she was two 

I felt identification with her pain 
Enduring abandonment  

And several more times she said, again, 
"My mum died when I was two" 

 

 

 

 

  



 



 
 

Toe so sore 
 

Toe so sore 
Foot pained 

I walked so far 
But I have gained 

 
Toe so sore  

Foot blistered 
I walked all week 

Thoughts unravelled, untwisted 
 

Toe so sore 
Foot throbbing 

I walked for miles 
‘Til tears became such sobbing 

 
Toe so sore 
Foot peeling 

I walked along 
For healing 

 
Toe so sore 

Foot burning 
I walked  

And now I’m turning 
 

  



 



 

 

 

 

 

Anonymous Sister 
 

Anonymous Sister I thank you 
Even though you are not your name 

I wanted to acknowledge your presence 
Your help in my life again 

 
Anonymous Sister I love you 

You accept me with all my flaws 
I wanted to tell you you're valued 
For your help in opening doors 

 
Anonymous Sister I admire you 
For your principles and belief 

I know that your life is not easy 
At times I have shared your grief 

 
Anonymous Sister I know you 
The you that is not your name 
I wanted to meet in the spirit 

With you, who is not your name 
 
 

For all my anonymous sisters, with so much love 

  



 

 

 

 

Nuisance 
 

 
I'm afraid that I am a nuisance  
I'm sorry, am I bothering you? 
I'm afraid that I am a nuisance  

To friends and family too 
~ 

I'm afraid that I'm being a nuisance  
Am I taking up all of your time? 

I'm afraid that I'm being a nuisance  
I pretend that I'm doing just fine 

~ 
I do feel that I'm a nuisance 

Am I taking up too much space? 
I do feel that I'm a nuisance  

Like I don't have the right to a place 
~ 

What would make me so much of a nuisance? 
How could I be so bad? 

What would make me so much of a nuisance? 
To miss chances I should have had 

~ 
I'm tired now of being a nuisance 

I'm going to take my place in the world! 
I'm tired now of being a nuisance 

I'll be the wild woman with the curls! 
~ 

God's child can't be a nuisance  
God's children shine the light 

God's child can't be a nuisance 
She's a beauty shining bright 

 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 

Me, My Love and Teddy 
 

 

Free, flying high 
We swoop and soar 

Through skies of gold 
And misty moors 

 
Free, flying high 
We shall not rest 

God’s hand is with us 
We’re truly blessed 

  



 



 

 

 

 
Oh shame! Oh pain! 

 

 

Oh shame! Oh pain! - Be quiet again (Helen) 
Quick hide or else they'll see! 

Oh shame! Oh pain! - don't move, just hide (Helen) 
Don't ever let them see 

 
Oh shame! Oh pain! - Be perfect again (Helen) 

Be masked to hide your tears 
Oh shame! Oh pain! - cover up at once (Helen) 

Don't let them see your fears 
 

Oh shame! Oh pain!  Be sorry again (Helen) 
You did another bad thing 

Oh shame! Oh pain! Be forgiven again (Helen) 
I'll take all the shit that you bring 

 
Oh shame! Oh pain! You're not good enough (Helen) 

You poor little wretched girl 
Oh shame! Oh pain! You're full of bad stuff (Helen) 

Is this how you're going to unfurl? 
 

Oh shame! Oh pain! Dirty knickers, farts, profane (Helen)  
You are dirty and you are bad  

Oh shame! Oh pain! Can't you just be good (Helen) 
Be quiet and be good and be glad 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Oh shame! Oh pain! Shush (Helen) 
Greedy choking and worms and disgust 
Oh shame! Oh pain! Dirty toad (Helen) 

No! Feelings are never discussed 
 

Oh shame! Oh pain! Yellow teeth, snotty nose (Smelly Nelly) 
You horrible horrible child 

Angry? Out of control? Tut tut (Helen) 
Keep all of those feelings inside 

 
Oh shame! Oh pain! Is part of you (Helen) 

You'll never escape its grasp 
Oh shame! Oh pain!  Embrace it (Helen) 

You're so good at hiding the past 
 

Oh shame! Oh pain! Hiding again (Helen) 
So nobody sees that you're bad 

Hiding food rubbish and fags (Dirty Toad) 
And nobody knows you are sad 

 
THEY ALL JUST THINK YOU ARE MAD 

 

  



 



 

 

 

 

No shame! No pain! 
 

 

No shame! No pain! I can hear you now (Helen) 
Quick show them how you'll be 

No shame! No pain! How you move through life (Helen)! 
You're proud to let them see 

 

No shame! No pain! Progress not perfection (Helen) 
Water your soul with tears 

No shame! No pain! Open your heart (Helen) 
Release your long held fears 

 

No shame! No pain! Redemption is yours (Helen) 
You're human in everything 

No shame! No pain! Forgive THEM (Helen) 
And learn the lesson they bring 

 

No shame! No pain! You are good enough (Helen) 
You've grown from a broken girl 

No shame! No pain! You're full of good stuff (Helen) 
They didn't guess how you'd unfurl! 

 

No shame! No pain! They were profane (Helen) 
They were broken and they did bad 

No shame! No pain! Be yourself (Helen) 
Be yourself and just be and be glad 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 

No shame! No pain! Shush (Helen) 
You are loved now and there is trust 

No shame! No pain! Beautiful spirit (Helen) 
Your feelings can be discussed 

 

No shame! No pain! Lived in face, eyes alight (Beautiful Spirit) 
Wonderful woman and child! 
No more anger inside (Helen) 

You're warm and you're strong and you're wild 
 

No shame! No pain! No longer part of you (Helen) 
You've grown and escaped its grasp 

No shame! No pain! Embrace love (Helen) 
No more need to hide the past 

 

No shame! No pain! No hiding now (Helen) 
You know that you are not bad 

No fags, booze or food (Beautiful Spirit) 
And you tell them when you are sad 

 
EVEN THOUGH THEY STILL THINK YOU ARE MAD! 

 

  



 



 

 

 

 
 

 

Delia 
 

 
I am instinct. 

I am life. 
You reached me there, sharp like a knife 

 

 

I am instinct. 
I am knowing. 

You reached me there, helped with my growing 
 

 

I am instinct. 
I am wild. 

You reached me there, reached for my child 
 

 

 

I am instinct. 
I can discern. 

You reached me there, helped me to learn ….. 
 

 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 

MYSELF and DELIA, TWO CHAIRS 
Two feet apart 

(And in the middle there is psyche) 
You sit there, still, see in my heart 

 
MYSELF and DELIA, TWO CHAIRS 
We meet in person and in dreams 

(In that safe green place of growth) 
You sit there, still, not what it seems 

 
MYSELF and DELIA, TWO CHAIRS 

Space to reflect 
(You hold the mirror) 

You sit there, still, and we connect 
 

MYSELF and DELIA, TWO CHAIRS 
A plant, stone child with rocks and gems for healing 

(And images of horror and green staircases and doors) 
You sit there, still, still feeling ….. 

 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For you are instinct. 
You are life. 

You feel the pain, sharp like a knife 
 
 

You are instinct. 
You are knowing. 

From within, you help with growing 
 
 

You are instinct. 
You are wild. 

I think you too, have a little child 
 
 

You are instinct. 
You can discern. 

And that is how you helped me learn  



 
 
 

My Inner Child 
 

My Inner Child 
She’s now alive 

Her eyes sparkling and hopeful 
 

My Inner Child 
She’s now alive 

She’s loving, warm and playful 
 

My Inner Child 
She’s now alive 

She’s innocent and fresh and new 
 

My Inner Child 
She’s now alive 

She holds the secrets of my heart 
 

My Inner Child 
She’s now alive 

She wants to be more wilful 
 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 

My Inner Child 
She has a voice 

She speaks her truth more clearly 
 

My Inner Child 
She matters 

She’s important and she can be seen 
 

My Inner Child 
I love her 

I love the life that she brings 
 
 

She’s beautiful! 
  



 

Epilogue 
 

(“Inspired by Akala, I wrote a new rhyme”) 
 

The power is within me. The power is mine 
The power is in me. It's there to be mined 

The power is within me. Not the power of the mind 
The power of the feminine; a force of a kind 

Not the kind that recommends filial piety 
More akin to a female deity 

It's not like a film script where it all falls into place 
It daunts and it challenges. It gets in your face 

It's the power that is needed. The power that is felt 
It's a power to be heeded 

To heal and to feel. It's a force and a power and it is real 
It's angry. It's forceful. It knows what it wants 

I won't use it to hurt you 
But to heal you and grow you and show you, to know you 

It’s my power. I know it 
My yin for your yang 

It's your power that dominates all over the land 
I won't use mine to hurt you 

But to righten a wrong 
Not to whiten, but brighten and shine the light on  

The crimes of the past that still go on 
There’s a fire in my belly. Not a fire in the booth 

Akala said it; I sought out the truth 



 

 

After nine years walking the path of recovery from alcoholism and 

finding true joy in my new life, I was overcome with a depression that 

would not lift. It seemed it was time to truly face the demons that I 

had carried with me since childhood and poetry proved to be the 

medium through which I accessed healing and restoration. 

 

This collection of poetry was written during my healing journey and it 

carried me along as I connected with my pain and my darkness, my 

inner child and my soul. And there I found that I am instinct, and I 

discovered the untamed place inside of me that knows all that I need 

to know. 


