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INTRODUCTION 
 
This book is a collection of poems/prayers and pictures that were created over 
many years as I grew in faith and trusted God enough to let him into my life 
and shine His light into the dark corners of my memories, thereby bringing me 
healing and finally overcoming depression. 
 
The creative works are as they were at the time and so not re-worked into 
more ‘artistic’ pieces.  Their purpose was to enable me to express myself and 
my inner thoughts, not to be works of art.  Some of the quality of the art is poor 
because of its age, but I’ve done the best I can with it. 
 
I started the process of bringing together things from my journals and writing 
my life story in the hope that it would help me to reflect upon the journey I’ve 
been on for most of my adult life.  I hoped that in doing it I would understand 
more about myself, about the forces that have made me the person I am today 
and gain insight into the interplay between spirituality and recovery from 
mental illness. 
 
I did this work primarily for myself - for me 
 For my satisfaction 
  My insights 
   My healing and recovery. 
 
This decision in itself was a step forward in the direction of recovery - taking 
control and putting myself first (under God).  I am (and I hesitated to write this) 
important, I matter. 
 
I also hope that others will find it helpful in their journey, either in reflecting on 
their own mental health or in supporting others.   To give a flavour of what it is 
to come, this first poem was written at a conference about Recovery that I 
attended whilst a mental health chaplain, in 2009.  I had just had 3 weeks of 
gradual return to work after being off sick with depression. 
  



 
I am recovering - but am I getting better? 

 
I am recovering 
 but am I getting better? 
  really well and totally free 
or is it respite till the next time? 
Will my life always be  
 overshadowed by depression? 
That illness that stalks the mind 
 waiting to bring me down 
 down into the pit of despair 
 that place where 
  I don’t want to be 
  but part of me 
  conspires to  
   conjure up those negative thoughts. 
Once more I wish I were dead 
that recurring theme going through my head 
weaving itself in and out 
 entering unbidden into conscious thought. 
I wish it would go -  
 Be gone! 
  Away with you! 
I want to be well 
 positive 
  glad to be alive. 
But I’m not. 
 I’m stuck in a rut 
  going down that familiar track 
   of comparing myself to others 
    and always coming out worse. 
If only.......... 
 if only........... 
 
“Are we there yet?  I wish we were” I asked granddad  
on the way to Brighton beach 
          with its stones that hurt the feet. 
                         “You’ll wish your life away” he replied. 
   How right he was. 
 
  



 

Are we there yet? 
 
Recovery is a life-long journey, not the destination.  Recovery is the wrong 
word.  There’s no going back to my former state.  If I did, that wouldn’t be 
progress.  I had been depressed on and off for so many years that I wondered 
if it were just my personality or a weakness in me that meant I couldn’t handle 
stress over a certain amount. 
 
My granddad’s comment - “You’ll wish your life away” has stuck with me.  I 
have very few memories of my early years but this one is informative.  We 
usually went to Brighton for days out and holidays on the beach.  I remember 
travelling in the back of the car, keen to see the first glimpse of sea on the 
horizon.  Like most children constantly asking if we were there.  I wasn’t 
enjoying the journey.  Perhaps I was travel sick (a complaint I haven’t totally 
grown out of).  I clearly didn’t want to be where I was. 
 
It’s the journey that counts, not arriving, someone once said.  They are right.  
I’ve spent most of my life living in the past, churning over what happened or 
what was said or worrying about the future, imagining different scenarios.  The 
lesson I’ve learnt and remind myself of now is to live in the present moment 
more.   
 
When I started this project I was not well enough to be working full time in 
ministry.  I was suffering from stress and tiredness plus bereavement and 
depression.  Writing my life story was a way of engaging with where I was at 
that time, not just looking back but doing so through the lens of recovery and 
how I’d been helped in the past, to learn lessons from it and to put structures 
in place in my life, building on those foundations along with the help I’m getting 
from other people. 
 
As I prepare to publish, not just these poems, prayers and pictures, but the 
‘back story’, I am in a very different place emotionally.   
 
This book is just the art work and poems/prayers.  The story of my life will be 
published separately. 
 
I will include dates and the major event of my mother’s and father’s deaths, 
the breakdown of my first marriage, divorce and re-marriage.  Beyond that, I 
will let the poems and pictures speak for themselves. 
  



 
My first picture – God is my daddy.   April 1988 

 



 
Meditation on a Hawthorn 
Parish Retreat, Spring 1990 
 
Give thanks to the Lord for the hedgerows 
the hawthorn and rose – 
different but both with their own beauty. 
 
Why is it, Lord, that we always want to be the obviously beautiful – 
why can’t we be content with ourselves, 
the way you made us? 
 
Once picked, the thorn outshines the rose, 
which soon fades, 
perhaps I should listen when you say: 
 
Be still my child and know that I love you, 
what matter it if you are thorn or rose, 
I made you to be you 
Be still and know...... 
 
 

  



 
May 1991  
 
A meditation on Psalm 33 
 
Sing joyfully to the Lord, Liz, you are righteous; 
It is fitting for you to praise him. 
Praise the Lord with the clarinet, make music to him, play skilfully; 
sing to him a new song; shout for joy. 
 
For the word of the Lord is right and true, 
He is faithful in all he does. 
 
For he spoke and it came to be; 
he commanded and it stood firm. 
 
The plans of the Lord stand firm for ever, 
the purpose of his heart through all generations. 
 
Blessed is Liz whose God is the Lord 
the person he chose for his inheritance. 
From heaven the Lord looks down and sees her; 
from his dwelling-place he watches all who live on earth, 
he who formed the heart of Liz, considers all she does. 
 
The eyes of the Lord are on Liz, who loves him, 
whose hope is in his unfailing love; 
to deliver her from death and keep her alive in famine. 
 
I wait in hope for the Lord; he is my help and my shield. 
In him my heart rejoices, for I trust in his Holy name. 
May your unfailing love rest upon me, O Lord 
even as I put my hope in you. 
 
 



 

 
  



 
 
A comparison between the Christian journey and walking in the 
Shropshire hil ls.  
 
Never a dull moment. 
What’s next along the Way? 
Rough or smooth, with eyes fixed on Jesus, 
it hardly matters. 
But look away from Him and it’s easy to stray. 
 
Frustration, anguish and pain, 
the scorching heat of your all-seeing eyes 

meet me. 
 
Nothing is hidden from you. 
I hide from myself 
but you see everything. 
You see my shame 

you see my pain. 
and you cry for me. 

 
Your healing tears drop down into my soul 
cleansing 

refreshing 
healing. 

 
Peace, contentment and joy are there in the resting places, 
the cool, refreshing oasis. 
 
It would be easy to stay sheltered out of the wind and rain 
but to reach the journey’s end I have to endure some pain. 
 
And so I slowly regain strength and peace, 
feeling battered but 
secure in the knowledge of your love 
I’m ready to join the Way again. 
Some of the best views are to be gained from difficult routes. 
A stick helps tired legs and clears away thorns 
but only if it’s used. 
 
On the Way, our Word will be my staff. 
I know you have the words of life. 
Give me enough faith to act on them, 
to believe and use them. 



 
 
Jesus, you are the provider of all: 
you want me to make this journey. 
So provide me with all I need, 
for on my own I can go nowhere 
 
and it’s dull every moment without you. 
 

 
  

a prayer 

Help me Lord to keep going with you; 

keep me on the right path. 

May I never stray too far from you 

When I do, 

Bring me back to the right path. 

 



 
Parish Retreat at Shallowford (between May 91 and March 93) 
  



 
May 1991 
 
The Hawthorn   (version 2) 
The common hedgerow along the road 
passed by – unnoticed. 
Prickly if grabbed roughly, 
yet beautiful to those who stop, and take time to inspect – 
its characteristic thorns don’t hurt if touched gently. 
 
Thank you Lord for the plain things in life. 
Thank you for the time to stop and look. 
Take me Lord – remove my thorns. 
Help me to be loved and act accordingly. 
 
Be still my child and know that I love you. 
What matter it whether you are hawthorn or rose 
I made you to be you. 
Be still and know…….. 
 
 

 

 Wednesday 2
nd

 December 1992  
 

“Yes Liz, I love you.   
You are precious to me and always in my sight.   
I watch over you like a father his new born babe.   
I adore you.   
I am proud of you and of all you do in my name.   
Yes Liz I love you.   
Do not doubt it.   
Whatever happens I will be there to guide and comfort you.   
Do not be distressed when hard times come.   
They are the refiner’s fire.  I’m proving you, making you truly mine.   
There are things you do not know now which I will reveal to you.  
Do not be afraid 
 
All in my own time will be revealed.    
I love you Liz.  Believe me.  I do.  Do not doubt it.   
Do not make me sad by rejecting it.   
Accept my love.” 

  



 
January 14

th
 1993 

 
A psalm of lament 
Praise the Lord, O my soul 
Why be so downcast? 
For the Lord has done great things. 
Why be depressed? 
The Lord has redeemed you, 
He has paid the price for your sin. 
 
Be glad O my soul, 
Worship the Lord with all your being. 
He is great and worthy of all praise. 
All honour and glory are His. 
He formed the heavens and earth, 
He made you with his mighty hand. 
The creator of all things  
loves and cares for you, 
so why feel so low? 
 
Be away from me Satan, 
take your demons from my thoughts. 
In the name of Jesus be gone 
for I will praise the Lord. 
He is my redeemer, my God, my all. 

23 March 1993 – Parish quiet day 
Meditation on Isaiah 43:1-8 
 
Be still and know that I am God 
I am the God that cares for you. 
I made you and delight in you. 
Come and be still with me. 
 
I called you by name and you are mine 
I have brought you through many waters 
and I will carry you through more 
Do not be afraid for I am with you. 
 
You do not need to know where I am leading. 
Trust and obey each step of the way 
and I’ll take you into fullness of life. 
In me are your peace and security. 



 
December 1993  - meditation on Jeremiah 18:1-6 
 
The potter takes pride in his work.  It’s his clay to do with as he wishes. 
 
GOD SAYS: 
Does a piece of clay own itself? 
Do you own yourself? 
Did you not give yourself to me 
as I gave my son to you on Calvary? 
You no longer own yourself. 
I own you. 
You are my clay and I will model you as I wish. 
 
I REPLY: 
Holy Spirit, help me to give myself totally into the potter’s hands. 
 
I don’t want to be me. 
But do I want to be what you want me to be? 
I want to be someone I like. 
I don’t like the way I go along 
doing what’s expected and right, 
always dotting the Is and crossing the Ts 
and getting the apostrophe in the right place. 
And don’t make a spelling mistake! 
Do I want to be so precise? 
No! 
I would rather be creative than objective and correct. 
I want to be sure of what I believe 
and to be brave enough to stand up and be counted. 
 
I don’t like me. 
Me is selfish, insecure and wants to be right. 
I don’t like me. 
I want to change into a better me, 
a me I will like and approve. 
Lord, help me to move. 
Help me to move my position 
away from looking at self with loathing 
to a place where I can say, “I’m OK 
God made me – and I’m good.” 
Right now my position is  
uncomfortable. 
 
 



 
I don’t like me 
but I’m frightened to allow you in 
to change me 
to break me, mould me and 
renew me. 
A part of me won’t budge – it’s scared. 
 
Scared of the possible outcome. 
If you look too close, 
if you go right in, 
you might see what I see: 
the me that I keep hidden. 
And you might not like the hidden me. 
You might look and say “Yuk” 
and then discard me, 
leave me, 
desert me, 
alone in the dark. 
 
I have come to the end. 
Or rather, a crossroads. 
Do I turn back – or go forward? 
If I go forward – which way? 
Through my fears and tears 
I cannot see. 
So, Holy Spirit, guide me. 
Into your hands I give myself. 
Show me how to trust 
completely, unreservedly, totally. 
I do really want to be remoulded – 
I’m just scared! 
 
GOD’S REPLY 
You can be artistic, creative and precise. 
Paying attention to detail and getting things right, 
that’s my way of doing things. 
Look at my creation. 
It’s not shoddy or quickly thrown together with no regard for detail. 
Don’t belittle what I have made you. 
I have made you the way you are. 
Rejoice and be glad. 
Be positive, not negative. 
I am moulding you. 
Trust me. 



 
Keep on with me. 
As your insecurity goes and you become more secure in me, 
then you will see more clearly the person you are meant to be. 
 
And you will like you  
because  
I only make good things. 
 
 
 
 
 
(NB My mother had died in November 1993 after having cancer, aged 64) 
  



 
23 June 1994 – Parish quiet day at St. Francis’, Greystones 

 
FOOD 

 
Glorious food – I worship you, 
you fill my stomach, 
you feed my need to be satisfied and filled. 
You taste and are sweet, 
chewy …..  chocolaty…… crunchy. 
I turn to you at times of stress 
when studying. 
Somehow, there’s no redress  
to anything else 
nought else will do but you. 
 
But too much of you will cause me to feel sick 
and full and bloated. 
But still you draw me to you. 
You are more than nourishment to my body. 
You have a demand on my soul. 
Who are you, food, that you can do this to me? 
You have such a hold, 
you demand my attention, 
you claim my mind 
 
Yet if I shun you totally I would starve and die. 
I need you, 
but I don’t need all of you 
all the time 
and in such large quantities. 
But you give pleasure  
for a time 
and then you claim your victim 
you suck me in 
until I surrender to your draw. 
It’s as if I am not in control 
but at the mercy of some outside force 
operating from within: 
the enemy inside me. 
 
But those who are fully in control of appetite  
have a tendency to be anorexic or bulimic; 
eating disorders are like a sign of inner problems – 
what inner problems do I have? 



 
 
I am not in control of my appetite. 
A man cannot follow two masters. 
When I turn to food for the wrong reasons,  
I should turn to God. 
I’ve been here before! 
I know what I should do 
But I don’t see how to do it. 
 

 
  



 

 

 

 



 
 

 



 
July 1995 – retreat weekend at All Stretton 
 
BE STILL AND KNOW THAT I AM GOD 
 
Are you really there? 
Do you care 
that I think you’re just my imagination 
a bit of an hallucination. 
It’s just not fair! 
 
You said “Be still” 
so I strolled up the hill 
I admired the view 
watched a wandering ewe 
I was very still. 
 
But you weren’t there 
no matter how I’d stare 
I couldn’t see you 
I couldn’t hear you 
You just weren’t there. 
 
Deafened by the silence 
of your absence 
blinded by creation 
I’m left with just one question 
why don’t I know your presence? 

 
  



 
August 1995 –   a walk in the park  
 
Sitting beneath the spreading branches of a tree 
resting in the shade 
protected from the sun’s burning rays. 
 
Looking up 
all I see are the undersides of the leaves, 
dull, uninteresting. 
Dead against the glittering glimpses of light 
playing in the gaps 
dancing as the breeze blows through the branches. 
 
Looking out 
beyond the tree 
a glimpse of light, 
dazzling, free 
twinkling like diamonds on the other trees. 
 
Am I hiding under my branches 
away from the son? 
I glimpse him through the armour 
and then he’s gone. 
But I long for him, 
there’s a yearning strong within 
to be with him 
resting in the warmth of his love. 
 
All I see of me is the dull, underside of the leaf. 
Do others really see me 
like I see the other tree 
alive and shining, reflecting the son’s light? 
I don’t think so. 

 
  



 
PREPARING FOR MINISTRY 

 
Lent 1996 -  I used this Ignatian prayer during Lent as I prepared to offer 
myself for ordination.  It was a period of learning to be still in God’s presence 
and simply offer myself – all the various aspects of my life and who I am – to 
Him.    Not my work but a traditional prayer. 
 

Take Lord and receive 
All my liberty, my memory 
My understanding and my entire will. 
All that I have and call my own. 
You have given it all to me. 
To you Lord I return it, 
Everything is yours. 
Do with it what you will. 
Give me only your love and your grace. 
That is enough for me.

1
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
3 May 1996 –  
 

Loving with the love that flows through me in Jesus’ name, 
with Jesus as my guide, I will guide, 
with Jesus as my healer, I will heal 
with Jesus as my lover, I will love, 
with Jesus as my restorer, I will restore. 
All for the love and glory of God the Father.   
Amen, so be it, in the power of the Spirit.” 

 
 



 
In 1997 I turned 40 years old and started a cross stitch sampler of my life.  It 
was going to be entitled Life Begins at 40 but it took 5 years to complete.  
Each small picture is a symbol of an aspect of my life so far. 
 

 
 
In 1997 I also went through the Church of England selection process and was 
rejected for training for ordained ministry.  I left work and became a full time 
student studying for a BSc degree in Psychology, Sociology and Religions.   I 
offered myself again for ordination at the end of that, and was accepted.  I 
started at theological college in September 2000. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

April 2000 
 
 

 
 
 
                              

 
  



 

April 2001 – retreat at Loyola Hall, which started on 
Easter Day 
 
 

Resurrection 

 

 
I am NOT a victim 
nor a survivor. 
I am a woman 
made in God’s image. 
 
In God’s image I am made 
to be vulnerable, hurt and pained, 
to be healed and restored, 
cherished and loved. 
 
And it is Jesus’ love which has done this. 
He has borne my grief and pain. 
So, with him, I can rise again 
in the Easter victory over death. 
 
 
  



 
 

 

 

 

 

Life is to be lived ..... 
 
 

 

 
  



 
I AM 
 
 
I AM….. 

made in God’s image, the great I AM 

which makes me a smaller I AM. 
Smaller, less significant than He by far 
but, nevertheless, a special I AM. 
 
I have been told to be still ….. 

be BOLD …. 
be STRONG..... 

   but was afraid 
 
And again, be still…… 
                  be loved…….. 
                     be served…… 
 
and He washed my feet, 
 tenderly kissing each one. 
 
I was still and heard His voice say – 
 “You are a priceless pearl, my great treasure, 
   You are my beloved, my beautiful one, 
    I love you just as you are.” 
 
So now, I rise, 
 a woman, loved by God, 
      precious in His eyes 
  and of infinite worth. 
 
I have learnt to be still 
and now I hear His voice say just 
 BE 
The answer to ‘who am I?’ is 
 ‘I am me’ 



 

 
 
  



 
July 2001 
 
A lament on behalf of dual-diagnosis drug addicts  
(written whilst on a placement at a help centre) 
 
Hear our cry O God 
don't be silent for ever 
Show your mercy 
display your power. 
For years we have suffered at the hands of evil men; 
men who use and abuse our bodies for their own pleasure. 
 
The memories of pain are pushed down,  
locked in a black box of despair, 
dulled by drugs or drink, 
those necessary suppressers of reality 
whilst our tormented minds try to make sense 
of the hopeless, meaningless mess 
that's called a life. 
 
What a life! Can it be called such?  
At the bottom of society's pile 
What use are we? 
People walk by, afraid, 
confronted by the evil and pain we represent. 
Is this why you let this situation remain? 
How can this living hell bring you glory?  
No wonder death is so alluring 
Stalking us daily 
nagging and goading us towards mutilation of self 
or the final release of death. 
How long will we have to wait O God?  
We've gone beyond tears and crying.  
No-one cares, so why should we?  
The mental health doors close on us.  
The addiction help doors close on us. 
Each saying `go to the other - it’s not our speciality'. 
Whose is it O God? 
When will you defend our cause? 
 
But still - we're not dead, yet. 
Each day of survival is a victory over evil, 
every day an act of Grace. 
God you are present in our suffering, 



 
we don't know how or why, 
but away with you psychologists and social workers  
who just see us as cases and statistics. 
The Lord God who died on the cross has heard our plea.  
He has come to our world 
and shared our shame, our pain, our grief. 
And He is still with us in his people, 
the faithful ones who sit and wait 
who silently pray 
and hold on to us in His Love. 
  



 
Lent 2002 
reflecting on the journey so far 
 
A realization that I’m now more able to rest in God’s love - 
 

O love that wilt not let me go 
O love which is my fortress and my strength 
I rest my weary soul in you 
I shelter in the shadow of your wings 
In you alone I trust 
for you are my God - 
Father, Jesus, Spirit, 
I give you back the life you’ve given me 
that in the ocean depths of you 
I might richer and fuller be, 
as I take my place within the Holy Trinity. 

 
but a couple of weeks later down in the depths once more 
 

I wish I were dead 
had a horrible day 
why can’t it all go away 
and leave me alone. 
No decisions 
      No writing 
             No thinking 
                   No nothing 
obliterate everything 
     cease to be - Dead 
      that’s what I should be. 
             Dead.              
        Dead and gone. 

 

 
I was ordained in June 2002 and began my life as a curate. 



 

April 2003 – Individually Guided Retreat at Loyola Hall 
Once more depressed, stressed and just wanting to rest.  Had been upset on 
Mothering Sunday – no mum, no daughters at home. Still low on retreat.  
 

During a walk, whilst praying, I felt God sing to me: 
 

“I WILL ALWAYS LOVE YOU” 
(tune: The Body guard) 

 
He gave me a daffodil  

and I also picked one for my Mum. 
 
I dried and framed them as a reminder of that moment of Grace. 
 
Consider the idea that God is my mother. 
 

 
  



 
August 2004 –  

 
Reflecting on ministry as a curate in readiness to start looking for a position as 
vicar somewhere, these pictures reflect the joys and sorrows of ministry and 
also my hopes for the future. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The people and ministry have been a wonderful gift from God 
 
  



 
But sorrow and pain are never far away. 
Once again in a flood of tears, in the mud. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“Troubles without number surround me; 
my sins have overtaken me and I cannot see 
they are more than the hairs of my head 
and my heart fails within me.”  Ps 40:12 
 
Is this the price of ministry? 
Has following Jesus wrecked our marriage? 
My heart fails within me. 
I’m heartbroken but don’t know why - 
is it mourning the loss of love 
or sadness for Ron’s difficulties  
that have tipped me out of love with him? 
 
“I desire to do your will, O my God; 
your law is within my heart.”  Ps 40:8 

  



 
My hope for the future parish  
I drew the picture thinking about what I wanted for the future.  
 
When praying about what sort of church I want next, I picture it as a garden. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
  



 
A Quiet Day during Holy Week,  

March 2005 
 
All the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to His blood. 
Sorrow and love flow mingling down. 
 

 
 
  



 
 

Am I just going round in circles? August 2005 – 8 Day Individually 
Guided Retreat at St Beuno’s 

 
 
Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death..... You are with me. 
Your grace is enough for me 
protecting me from the arrows of the enemy within. 
 
1 night out of 17,567 an insignificant proportion of my life, but its shadow has 
been with me since, shaping my thoughts and actions. 
 
You discern my going out and my lying down. You are familiar with all my 
ways. 
AND GOD still loves me.  God was with me.  God is still with me.  In the 
deepest depths, God is there. 
 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 
A retreatant ’s psalm  (written on last day) 
 
Praise the Lord O my soul! 
Let all that is within me bless his holy name. 
For he heard my cries, my tears, my sighs, 
my pondering the same old problems, 
yet again needing his help, 
seeking him with all my heart. 
He restores my soul. 
I trust in Him. 
Who is this ‘me’ I’m now so glad to be? 
I’m called by name, I am His – 
 adventurous, trusting Bess 
 perfectionist, pious Elizabeth 
   and faithful, loving Liz 
A rose in full bloom 
 delicate and sweetly perfumed 
 beautifully and wonderfully made 
 and precious in His sight. 
Remembering his tender kiss on my forehead 
      as he held my hands. 
I trust in him as together we go forward. 
When rough roads and storms I have to face 
I’ll conquer my fears and foes in God’s grace. 
I will not be afraid, for he is with me 
and I will stay in him. 
He will go with me as I witness and serve in his name 
gathering people to  him, 
seeking first the kingdom of God and his righteousness, 
the Lord will supply my needs. 
Praise the Lord O my soul, 
let all that is within me 
bless his holy name. 
 
I thank God for taking the circumstances of my life  
and redeeming them into the person I am today. 
  



 
August 2006 – Woodbrooke Quaker centre 
Apple-seed course – The Bright Field.  Focus was on using art and craft. 
 

BE STILL AND KNOW THAT I AM GOD 
 
Lord, help me to look on God and live, 
to seek His face and give 
Him praise and worship and honour 
hour by hour 
day by day 
year by year 
till all my life has been lived 
in the wonder of his grace. 
Lord help me to seek your face. 

 
 
I dwell on the phrase I am who I am, as I walk round the labyrinth.  I collected 
leaves which were turning red. 

 
I AM WHO I AM 
 
I am not a god in the box 
confined by hymns and books 
defined by doctrine and creed. 
I am all you need 
but……. 
I am more than you can imagine or hope for. 
I am your God who creates, heals and will restore. 
I am He who calls you by name 
and loves you so much more 
than any human could claim. 
 
“I am” calls out of the burning bush –  
take off your shoes 
for you stand on holy ground. 
As I approach God through Jesus 
he takes of the dirty shoes of sin 
purifying me within 
so I may stand before the throne of grace 
and dare to gaze upon His face. 

 
 



 

  



 
Clergy Advent Quiet Day – Hawkstone Hall – 7 December 2006 
 

A prayer of lament 
 
Too tired  
 too drained 
  too down on myself 
   to change 
 
I know my faults 
 my failings 
  my feeble attempts  

at holiness 
 

The shepherds brought lambs 
wise men precious gifts 

I bring inner turmoil and stress 
and lay them at your feet. 
 

 
 
 
 
Psalm 84 – “my heart yearns for God” 
 
and I am blessed because my strength is in Him. 
As the rain pours down, 
So blessings pour on me and within me 
As I open my heart to receive, 
And trust in Him.



 
Retreat August 2007 at Noddfa, Penmaenmawr,  
2 poems written on the last day 

 
Praise the Lord O my soul! 
Let everything within me praise his holy name. 
Standing on the rock of my salvation 
I know your promises hold true 

to be with me always,  
in all places 

whatever my mood. 
How often though I stand in one place 
and expect you to come to me 

in the old familiar ways 
when you want to do something new? 
 

Standing still,  
watching the ebb and flow of the sea 
the waves of your love recede: 

with each rolling one 
you seem further away 
 

So I move forward 
on my pilgrimage of faith 

to stand in the waves of your love. 
O God you are my rock 

my fortress, my God in whom I trust 
and you brought me to Noddfa 

refuge, sanctuary – a safe place. 
And I wondered – is God in this place? 
 
From near and far we’ve gathered here 
 to learn 
  to laugh 
   to listen 
to God my mother 
 Jesus my brother 
  Holy Spirit my friend. 
Tears of sorrow and sadness 

tears of pain and anguish 
I have let flow 

and in the calm after the storm 
peace 

stillness 
and Healing Grace. 



 
The tide’s going out  

my retreat draws to an end 
and – just when I think I have the measure of you 
I’m surprised by a wave of your love 

unexpected 
it reached me 

lapping at my feet 
not engulfing but caressing me 

teasing out the woman 
you’ve made me to be. 

 
Now I know - God is in this place! 
 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
Boulders, stones, pebbles, sand. 
The waves crash over them 

each one 
wearing away 

slowly – inperceivably refining. 
And from the sand a fine cut glass crystal is made 
twinkling in the sun’s rays  
 speaking of life’s celebrations 
  high days and holidays. 
 
As the ebb and flow 
and sometimes crashing waves 
 of your healing love 
break down the boulders and stones of our lives 
healing the hurts and scars 

transforming our memories 
into the fine sand of our souls 

that you take and make 
into the crystals we are 

twinkling in the Son’s rays 
   speaking of His death, His life 
  high days and holidays! 
 

 

 



 

May 2008 –  Reflections upon my childhood 
 
Mum, Dad, Andy and me 
a suburban family 
with a dog called Penny 
who I loved. 
 
The memories are there – lying deep within 
perhaps I should let sleeping dogs lie 
lest they jump up and bite 
if I poke and prod. 
 
But I’m curious  
I want to know what lies deep within, 
what happened to shape me into the person I am today. 
 
I am who I am because of who I’ve been. 
I’ve been hurt, I’ve been smacked, but not too much - 
enough for discipline 
enough to know what it’s like 
but not so much as to be permanently damaged. 
All the knocks, set backs and hang ups are all part of the human condition. 
 
And I’ve been loved, worried over, protected and raised 
by parents who wanted me, 
loved me, 
and cared for me. 
They did their best, 
were ‘good enough’ parents. 
 
And that’s all anyone can ask. 
And I thank God for my Mum and Dad. 
 
I lived a normal ordinary humdrum life. 
 
happy days and sad 
playing outside, running free 
through fields and woods 
till it’s time for tea. 
 
Friends came and went 
First best friend Pearl at school and Christopher at the bottom of the street 
then the move to Burton, wanting to fit in and be liked, accepted. 



 
Donna and Douglas, Gail and Anne. 
And fallings out and making up 
teenage years were not much fun. 
 
Holidays by the sea and days out with Nan and Granddad – “are we there 
yet?” “You’ll wish your life away” en route to Brighton with its pebbly beach. 
Years later I learn the poem “I must go down to the sea again, to the lonely 
sea and the sky….” – I still love to be by the sea and feel its calming influence. 
 
A chubby child – with dirty knees – living at No.8  Stanton Close. 
Happy days playing in the street 
with Christopher 
whose garden had huge sunflowers. 
 
But then one day running away from home, 
splashing in puddles and being startled by a frog 
I was sent running back – into the safety of home. 
 
I look at the photos and feel sad. 
A small child with a very bad hair cut stares back at me, looking glum. 
There’s no sparkle, no sense of fun or enjoyment of the moment,  
no captured joy like there is in photos of Fran and Steph. 
It know it’s me, but I feel detached. 
 
My childhood is like a darkened room in which there’s a flickering light so that 
odd glimpses of the past are illuminated. 
 
Perhaps I should leave it at that.  

 

 
  



 
Retreat July 2008 – Nether Springs, Northumbrian community 
This was an eventful time – very emotional.  

 
 
  



 
Towards the end of the retreat a poem from their monthly cycle of meditations, 
based on Song of Songs spoke to me:  Arise, my love, my fair one. 
 
No words of my own but Jesus once again was inviting me to accept his love 

 
Jesus, lover of my soul says come away with me 
 
8 
Listen! My lover!  

       Look! Here he comes,  
       leaping across the mountains,  
       bounding over the hills.  
 
 
9
 My lover is like a gazelle or a young stag.  

       Look! There he stands behind our wall,  
       gazing through the windows,  
       peering through the lattice.  
 
 
10

 My lover spoke and said to me,  
       "Arise, my darling,  
       my beautiful one, and come with me.  
 
 
11

 See! The winter is past;  
       the rains are over and gone.  
 
 
12

 Flowers appear on the earth;  
       the season of singing has come,  
       the cooing of doves  
       is heard in our land.  
 
 
13

 The fig tree forms its early fruit;  
       the blossoming vines spread their fragrance.  
       Arise, come, my darling;  
       my beautiful one, come with me." 
 
Lover 
 
14

 My dove in the clefts of the rock,  
       in the hiding places on the mountainside,  
       show me your face,  
       let me hear your voice;  
       for your voice is sweet,  
       and your face is lovely.        Song of Songs 2:8-14 
 
Jesus wants me to let him love me. 

 



 
July 2009 – holiday and returning to work 
 
My dad had died, very suddenly and unexpected in January 2009.  This hit me 
hard and a combination of grief and stress resulted in being treated for 
depression and taking time off work. 
 
During a prayer time considering the parable of the prodigal son I felt I was in 
the pig sty, realising the need to go home but fearful of the reception I’d 
receive.  Would I be welcomed or would I be treated like the servant in the 
parable of the talents and be thrown out to the wailing and gnashing of teeth.  
A walk with the dog in a field and picking a buttercup I realised that God’s 
attitude to me is…  
 
                         “consider the lilies…… don’t worry…. 
                                       Your heavenly father knows what you need.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Isaiah 30:15-18 
“In repentance and rest is your salvation 
  in quietness and trust is your strength 
  but you would have none of it……” 
[I’ve let prayer slip.  I’ve been busy with plans and ‘stuff’ – my agenda perhaps 
more than God’s] 
“Yet the Lord longs to be gracious to you 
  therefore he will rise up to show you compassion 
  For the Lord is a God of justice. 
  Blessed are all who wait for him.” 
 
  



 
August 2009 – St Beuno’s Individually Guided Retreat 
 
I expressed my thoughts in collage and drawing rather than poetry. 
 

 
 
 
I felt broken, like a branch of the vine almost broken off.  Whilst walking one 
day noticed how beautiful a broken tree trunk looked with its branches and 
twigs covered in moss shining in the sun. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 
Lift up your heads you gates 

that the King of glory may come in. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
WHO IS THE KING OF GLORY? 

JESUS CHRIST -  The Servant King 
 

The earth is the Lord’s and everything in it. 
He made himself nothing. 

He washed their feet. 
Became human 

Obedient to death. 
At the name of Jesus every knee shall bow. 

JESUS CHRIST IS LORD 
 

and I invited him in. 
 

And he invited me....... 
 

 
  



 
Love (III)  
 
Love bade me welcome: yet my soul drew back, 
                  Guilty of dust and sin. 
But quick-eyed Love, observing me grow slack 
                  From my first entrance in, 
Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning, 
                  If I lacked anything. 
A guest, I answered, worthy to be here: 
                  Love said, You shall be he. 
I, the unkind, ungrateful? Ah my dear, 
                  I cannot look on thee. 
Love took my hand, and smiling did reply, 
                  Who made the eyes but I? 
Truth Lord, but I have marred them: let my shame 
                  Go where it doth deserve. 
And know you not, says Love, who bore the blame? 
                  My dear, then I will serve. 
You must sit down, says Love, and taste my meat: 
                  So I did sit and eat. 
 
George Herbert (1593-1633) 
 

 
  



 
2

nd
 September – I consider returning to work.  

 
I went for a walk with the dog and picked up a pheasant’s feather.  It reminded 
me of the uplifting words in Isaiah 40 
 

31
those who hope in the LORD  

       will renew their strength.  
       They will soar on wings like eagles;  
       they will run and not grow weary,  
       they will walk and not be faint.” 

 
 
For many years I have found comfort in the image of God sheltering me under 
his wing.  With these thoughts in mind I created a collage with this poem. 

 
I lay awake 
like a bird 
alone on a roof – 
unable to fly 
with a broken wing. 
 
I hoped in God 
in the shelter of his wing – 
my heart began to sing. 
 
I caught a glimpse  
of what will be – 
one day 
I’ll soar 
on the wind 
of the Holy Spirit 
like an eagle. 



 

 
  



 
28 September 2009 
I am recovering - but am I getting better? 

 
I am recovering 
 but am I getting better? 
  really well and totally free 
or is it respite till the next time? 
Will my life always be  
 overshadowed by depression? 
That illness that stalks the mind 
 waiting to bring me down 
 down into the pit of despair 
 that place where 
  I don’t want to be 
  but part of me 
  conspires to  
   conjure up those negative thoughts. 
Once more I wish I were dead 
that recurring theme going through my head 
weaving itself in and out 
 entering unbidden into conscious thought. 
I wish it would go -  
 Be gone! 
  Away with you! 
I want to be well 
 positive 
  glad to be alive. 
But I’m not. 
 I’m stuck in a rut 
  going down that familiar track 
   of comparing myself to others 
    and always coming out worse. 
If only.......... 
 if only........... 
 
“Are we there yet?  I wish we were” I asked granddad on the way to Brighton 
beach 
with its stones that hurt the feet. 
“You’ll wish your life away” he replied. 
   How right he was. 



 
 

November 2009  

 
Upon considering whether or not to go to my home town for a memorial 
service (All Souls) at church, where Dad’s name would be read out, I weigh up 
the merits of going or not.  . 
 

There’s nobody at home  
 
There’s nobody at home 
they’ve gone away 
and never coming back. 
The bungalow is quiet 
blinds pulled down 
devoid of life 
empty. 
They’ve gone. 
I visit Horninglow in my dream. 
It looks the same 
but there’s no-one there  
empty streets 
well kept lawns and front gardens 
someone is living there 
but they’re not my family 
not my kith and kin 
When I go to No.3 
no-one is in. 
Even No.1 has a new, younger generation 
I don’t know. 
Yes, I have in-laws and old friends in Burton 
but not my flesh and blood 
no one of my family line is there. 
I can light a candle 
and say a prayer 
here just as well as there. 
And that is what I’ll do. 

 
  



 
Time out to reflect at Sheldon – The Sheldon Community - Society of 
Martha and Mary – after separation from my husband in November. 
 
 
O come, O come Emmanuel and ransom captive Israel. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Behold, God is my helper 
it is the Lord who upholds my life 
An offering of a free heart will I give you 
and praise your name, O Lord, for it is gracious.   
Psalm 54 

 
  



 
 
The two figures by the cross in the picture below is the logo for the Society of 
Martha and Mary where I stayed.  I am Lazarus coming out of the tomb. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
Isaiah  61 – 
 a crown of beauty, the oil of joy and  a garment of praise 

 

 
 

I never got my happy ever after. 
Try as I did 
and I did try 
to love him 
it just hasn’t happened. 
I feel sad. 

 
However - with Jesus there is New Life, Hope for the future - Resurrection! 
 
 

The Lord be gracious to me 
I long for you 
Be my strength every morning.    
 

(Isaiah 32:2, amended) 



 
Some pictures drawn in a sketch book as an ongoing prayerful exercise: 

 
 

 

 

 



 

EASTER 2010  
 
1988 to 2009 
21 years 
of struggle and pain 
of hope and joy. 
21 years. 
The journey of a lifetime, 
a pilgrimage of hope. 
21 years 
I took the key of the door 
opened 
walked through 
and am free. 
 
Free to discover 
a new 
me 
 
Hand in hand with Jesus 
into the future. 
 
Free to live in the resurrection. 

 
Easter Saturday 2010. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I am free 
free at last 
No longer imprisoned 
in that mansion 
of a marriage 
with its empty rooms 
and locked front door. 
I found the key 
it was in me 
all the time 
I could have been free. 
Opening the door 
I ventured out 
and 
gradually picking up speed 
ran and ran 
through the streets 
saying goodbye 
until I started to rise 
up, up in the air 
on beautiful white wings 
soaring high above the town 
flying away to freedom. 
 
Now an elegant swan 
landing on a pond 
and realising 
I’m alone. 
the only one 
there’s no other swan. 
 
But Jesus is with me 
as I settle into 
this new 
resurrection life! 
 

Easter Day 2010. 
 
 
 

Cut Down but not Dead 
During my regular walk with the dog I spotted new growth in one of the old tree stumps.  It gave me 
hope that I too would experience new growth – indeed it confirmed that I am experiencing new 
growth.  I didn’t finish the poem though.  

 
 

cut down but not dead 
that’s me 

just like the tree 
that once stood 

 tall 
proud to be 

part of the wood 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

July 2010 – A Praying Through Film Retreat.   
 

 
 
 
 

This 3-part poem was written in several sessions 
 

Oh my words could not tell, 
not even in part, of the debt of love that is owed 
by this thankful heart. 
Such love, weeps for the shame I know. 
 
Jesus weeps for the shame 
of that 15 year old girl. 
Tears I cannot cry, 
he cries for me. 
I don’t feel - 
am numb, 
struck dumb 
at the enormity 
of what I’ve done. 
I threw my life away 
all for a bit of fun 
a grope in the dark 
a roll in the park. 
Innocence lost, 
never to be regained. 
Trust destroy 
a heart trampled upon. 

 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 



 

A song in the night   (tune: Totally Devoted to You, Grease) 
 

And now there’s nowhere to hide 
You took my love 
it died. 
 
No-one to hate 
you took my love away 
totally devoted to you 
I’m totally devoted to you. 
 
And Oh how I cried 
you took my love 
it died. 
No-one to hate 
you took my love 
it died 
Totally devoted to you 
I’m totally devoted to you. 
 
And now I have died 
you took my love away 
I lie in this field 
there’s nowhere to hide 
where is the gate 
I’m crushed under this weight 
of despair and tears 
totally devoted to you 
I’m totally devoted to you. 
 
All those years 
you took my love away 
Now on my bed 
this song is in my head 
Totally devoted to you 
I was totally devoted to you. 
 
My life’s drained away 
you took my love away 
I’ve nothing to give 
totally drained 
lay me in the tomb to die 
lay me in the tomb to die. 
 
I don’t want you any more 
you took my life away 
I’ve no love to give 
no life to live 
with you 
 
It’s gone 
our love has died 
and in its place 
no hate. 
 
Let’s wait 
and see 
what grows in its place 
where I used to be 
totally devoted to you 
but am no more. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 



 

Making friends with Bess 
 
Be still 
my inner child 
and know 
that I am now 
totally devoted to you. 
 
I am here for you now 
sorry for all the years 
of silent tears. 
 
I will protect you from harm 
(at least I will try). 
You can come out and play 
I’ll keep you safe 
because I am now 
totally devoted to you. 
I’m totally devoted to you. 
 
My precious inner child 
be still and know 
I love you 
I’ll not betray you again. 
 
Please 
give me another chance 
to be your friend. 

 
 
 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

 
 

  



 

Rape    
 
Stripped, ripped apart 
soul laid bare 
layer upon layer 
of grime and soil 
scrubbed away 
till flesh 
red and raw 
throbbing in pain 
is exposed for all to see 
the inner state of me. 
 
Where is the ointment 
the ‘magic cream’ 
that mothers use 
to sooth our wounds? 
If only it were so simple 
to sooth and remove 
the deep wounds on my soul. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

“1 in 5 people have dandruff. 
  1 in 4 people have mental health problems. 
  I’ve had both.”   Ruby Wax. 
 
 
 

Head & Shoulders cleared up my dandruff. 
Duloxetine has raised my mood. 

   If only it were that easy 
to shift the blame 

the shame. 
It’s Time To Change – but how? 

  



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Somewhere beyond the Fence 
 a summary of the retreat. 
 
 
 
"Somewhere beyond your sense of right and 
wrong there is a bright field. 
Come and join me there." 
This was God's invitation to me 
And I accepted 
but 
how was I to get there? 
Fenced off and no gate. 
I gazed across the field 
but got stuck in the mud 
up to my neck 
drowning. 
I'd gone on the retreat to rest 
to regain strength.  
I was going to go with the flow 
too tired to pray 
too drained to think 
not realising I was on the brink 
of a roller coaster ride through rapids. 
Through films, dreams and new friends 

I've faced the dragon of fear. 
Alone, only I could slay it. 
But before I could draw my sword 
the battle plan half formed 
changed 
instead of slaying Fear I would 
tame it. 
So riding my new friend 
flying through the air 
above mud and mire 
through laughter and tears 
till finally over the fence 
I came to rest 
in that bright field, 
at peace, quiet and still. 
Still enough to know 
I am loved 
by God 
by friends 
by me. 

 



 

Crying in the night 
 – painting done at 3am on 19

th
 August 2010 and subsequent ‘conversation’ with my inner child 

 
 

 



 

 
This is the conversation – 
 
Oh Lizzy my inner child 
Naked 
alone 
crying in the night. 
What’s wrong? 
Why won’t you get up? 
What do you fear? 
Can’t you feel the Light on your back? 
Warming you 
bringing comfort 
and strength. 
He’s always been there for you 
and with you. 
Such sorrow and despair 
when there’s nobody there 
to care. 
But there is 
if you would but let them. 
Let them in 
Let me in 
to help  
to comfort 
to love. 
Does a chrysalis fear being a butterfly?   
Is the process painful? 
Speak to me. 
I’ll try to listen. 
 
reply: 
You don’t care 
not really 
you just say you do 
It’s safe here in the dark 
where no-one can see me. 
 
Me: 
Is that really what you think? 
that I don’t care? 
 
reply: 
Yes I do 
You use me and abuse me 
YOU JUST DON’T CARE 

 
 
 
Look Liz – I’m getting cross with you now.  
You’re trying my patience. 
I feel like taking you by the shoulders and 
giving you a good shake! 
 
------- 
 
 
 
O God 
here I am again 
crying in the night 

hiding from your light 
feeling the pain.  

 
Rescue me from despair 
heal me deep within 
help me to uncurl 
to stand up and embrace your light 
I feel it on my back 
and am comforted 
but 
        still afraid of who I am 

still not wanting to be me. 
 
Help me God 
help me please 
to trust 
    to believe 
        to accept 
that I am worthy of love 
and to want to be me. 
 
O God 
help me once again 
bring me up out of this dark pit 
to stand bathed in Love 

enfolded in acceptance 
enjoying being me. 

   
 
 
  



 

I am nearly there 
On Monday 30

th
 August 2010 I awake slowly and realise that I do love myself: 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Today 
I’m having a good day. 
I love myself 
all of me 
I am good 
I am glad 
I am not bad 
I’m turning a corner 
nearly there 

not far to go. 
Emerging 
slowly 
carefully 
a beautiful butterfly 
with gossamer wings 
of many colours. 
A rainbow reminder 
of God’s promises. 

 
 
 
 
 
  



 

Some prayerful drawings done in my sketch book in 2011  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Written on the back of the fire picture of 9/6/11 

 
 

 
  



 

October 2012 - weekend retreat for divorced and separated people 
 
I became a divorcee on 11

th
 May 2012.   I met the man who woud become my future husband in mid-

July.    I needed this retreat to be able to fully move on.  Various scriptures spoke to me: 
 
“I have loved you with an everlasting love, so I am constant in my affection for you.  I build you once 
more; you shall be re-built.”  Jer 31:3  
 
“There is a season for everything, a time for mourning, a time for dancing.”  Ecc 3:4 
 
“I will exult with joy over you, I will renew you by my love.”  Zeph 3:17 
 
“There is now no condemnation for those who are in Christ Jesus our Lord.”   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The past is gone 
I live in the glory of God, 
Washed in the blood of the Lamb. 
Bright shining as a star 
Forgiven 
Free 
 
My heart is free 
Free from vows I couldn’t keep 
Free from sin’s effects 
Free to love another 
 
For everything there is a season 
A time for juvenile love and mistakes – we all make them. 
A time for making the best of the situation we find ourselves in 
A time for admitting we can’t continue 
A time for death and mourning 
A time for starting to heal 
A time for singing and rejoicing again in the freedom of loving being me 
And that time is now...... 
  
Such love pure as the whitest snow 
Such love weeps for the pain I’ve known 
Such love filling me afresh, giving me hope 
Overflowing in joy, grace and love. 

 
 



 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

Memorial for a Marriage 
 
It wasn’t a marriage made in heaven 
     but neither was it hell 
for there were moments of glory as well. 
A mismatched pair 
incapable of becoming one 
in true love 
of body, mind and soul, 
did their best with what they’d got, 
and who they were 
and created a secure safe home 
for two well adjusted 
   beautiful girls. 
 
But underneath the external happy home 
was deep unhappiness 
and increasing stress 
of trying to do the impossible. 
 
I’m thankful for the good times 
the happiness and joy 
and even the hum-drum day-to-day ordinariness 
 
I’m sad it died 
and grieve for the dreamt of 
  happy ever after 
 
I’m glad I had the strength to  
   declare it dead 
   to walk away 
   to refuse to live a lie. 
 
And now I’m free -  
   free of guilt 
   free of pressure 
   free of failure 
   free of depression 
   free of him – Ron - 
who captured my heart and 
  broke it. 
 
Free to be me 
    beautiful, loving 
     intelligent, creative. 
 
Free to become 
    whoever and whatever 
God intends 
    in the plans he has for me, 
    to prosper me 
   and not to harm 
     a hope and a future..... 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
  



 

Looking to the future acknowledging the past and what has fed me 
 

 
 
 
Terry and I were married on 4

th
 May 2013. 

 
  



 

Back to the prayer/art sketch book: 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
The couple in the centre of the heart are me and Terry – from a ceramic bell made for us for our 
wedding: 
 

 
 
 
  



 

February 2018 – A Life Stories Retreat 
 
Drawing my life as a river, considering in particular the ‘life scripts’ I have lived with resulted in this: 
 

 
 



 

 
 

  



 

February 2020:  The final picture and poem – Are we there yet? 
 
Upon considering prayerfully if I really should publish these pictures and poems, and in due course 
the story behind them, I paint the flower during a painting and prayerful/mindfulness exercise.  The 
poem following it was written whilst out walking a couple of days later. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

Are we there yet? 
Yes, we are! 
And have been for a while. 
 
And now I’m rested 
refreshed, recuperated enough  
and ready 
to tell you the story 
of why and how 
I got to where I am today. 
 
Where am I? 
I am well. 
I am OK. 
Most of the time, that is. 
I have my days 
of being frazzled round the edges 
tired and stressed 
but – hey! 
there’s no way I’m depressed! 
No – I’ve arrived. 
I’m here 
in the land of being well 
thanks to my loving Father God 
my brother Jesus 
and the work of the Holy Spirit within me. 
 
I hope that my story 
will encourage you 
to continue on your 
journey of recovery, 
of taking care of yourself 
of lettering yourself be loved 
by God 
by others 
and most importantly 
by yourself. 
 
May God bless you 
as you’ve read my story 
May God bless you 
and make his face to shine upon you 
and be gracious to you 
and give you His Peace. 
Amen.  

 
 
 
My story presented here has been merely snapshots and snippets.  If you wish to read the ‘back 
story’ of what was going on in my life, then you will have to wait until my book is published.  I don’t 
know when that will be as much depends upon finding a publisher willing to publish it. 
 



 

 

                                                 

1   
 Suscipe is the Latin word for ‘receive.’ While it is often mistakenly identified as having its 

origins as the title of a prayer written by St. Ignatius of Loyola, founder of the Society of 

Jesus, in the early sixteenth century incorporated into the Spiritual Exercises of Ignatius of 

Loyola, the Suscipe actually has a prior origin going back to monastic profession, in reciting 

Psalm 118. Ignatius relies on this prior tradition. This article in its present state focuses 

mainly on Ignatius' Suscipe prayer. 

Ignatius wrote that the ‘spiritual exercises’ is the name given to every way of preparing and 

disposing one’s soul to rid oneself of all disordered attachments, so that once rid of them one 

might seek and find the divine will in regard to the disposition of one’s life for the good of 

the soul. The Exercises are a set of meditations, prayers, and mental exercises to be carried 

out over a four week time period, most appropriately on a secluded retreat. 

Context of Ignatius' Suscipe 

The Suscipe is not found in any of the four weeks of the Spiritual Exercises, but rather was 

included by Ignatius as additional material in regards to the “contemplation for attaining 

love” at the end of the Exercises. In this section, Ignatius speaks of the immeasurable love of 

God that is bestowed upon all of creation, and then asks what he might offer to such a loving 

God: 

First Point. This is to recall to mind the blessings of creation and redemption, and the special 

favors I have received. 

I will ponder with great affection how much God our Lord has done for me, and how much 

He has given me of what He possesses, and finally, how much, as far as He can, the same 

Lord desires to give Himself to me according to His divine decrees. 

Then I will reflect upon myself, and consider, according to all reason and justice, what I 

ought to offer the Divine Majesty, that is, all I possess and myself with it. Thus, as one would 

who is moved by great feeling, I will make this offering of myself: 

'Receive, O Lord, all my liberty. Take my memory, my understanding, and my entire will. 

Whatsoever I have or hold, You have given me; I give it all back to You and surrender it 

wholly to be governed by your will. Give me only your love and your grace, and I am rich 

enough and ask for nothing more.' (Spiritual Exercises, #234) 

from http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Suscipe 
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