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Introduction

A piece of my heart rests within these pages, it is present in the shared experiences of grief, loss and
love. It aches for those in need of comfort and carries a glimmer of hope for those who are bereft. It is
yours to keep.

I have always had a love of books. As a child I devoured the stories of Enid Blyton before moving
on to Agatha Christie. Like many writers from a previous era they now suffer their share of criticism
from those with new values living in a very different world. I however, will always be grateful to them
for the hours of enjoyment and escapism they provided in my early years and their introduction to my
life long love of a good story.

When poetry was introduced to me in school it demonstrated another way that writers could create
stories and provoke emotion in a much more succinct form. It grabbed my attention and fired up my
imagination.  When we were asked to  write  our own poems I  found the process  came naturally,  it
flowed, it felt familiar, it was enjoyable. I don’t remember it being treated as important academically,
more a box to be ticked in the curriculum. Once started on this path I continued when others had
returned to more familiar ground. My brief scholarly connection with poetry had sparked an interest. It
gave me a creative outlet that would remain with me long after I had left formal education. However it
wasn’t something I ever thought I would share with others, never mind publish.

The poems of my childhood were sparked by the same things they are today, a thought, a random
sentence that stays with me, an experience either personal or observed. I can still recall some of my first
poems and they have the capability of taking me right back to the moment they were written.

It was the early seventies and I have a clear memory of lying in a field watching the clouds on one of
those seemingly never ending days of childhood when a plane passed through my line of vision. Travel
wasn’t as commonplace as it is now, certainly nothing I’d ever experienced. Apart from an occasional
day at the seaside our summers were spent close to home, not that we ever felt we missed out as we
weren’t any different than most families of the time.

Now when I see a plane, the verse I wrote on that day flows back and I am a child again, it’s summer
and life is good.



A jet plane flies above my head, its glinting colours blue and red.
I wonder where it’s going I say, to some warm country far away.
Carrying people young and old, all over the world so I’m told.
I’d like to fly in one of those, being waited on, curl up my toes.
But oh alas it’s home for me, to help my mother make the tea.

The memory still makes me smile.

As I became older, as well as writing poems for myself, I took on the role of the person who wrote
the funny, and hopefully insightful, poems for friends birthdays and family celebrations. Not everyone
appreciated the humour but I enjoyed it nonetheless. Any poem that was more personal or reflective
remained private and if I liked it enough it was kept handwritten in a notebook.

Just  as  with  any  activity  that  is  for  our  own enjoyment,  life  can  often  get  in  the  way  of  its
continuance.  Marriage,  children  and  work  become a  priority  and we  lose  the  time  to  pursue  our
passions and hobbies. There were many years when this was certainly the case for me.

For some, getting that time to create or return to doing the things in life that are just for you can be a
gradual process achieved through retirement or children leaving home. Slowly you begin to have space
which is yours to fill as you wish.

For others there are pivotal moments which arrive suddenly and unexpectedly and they change our
lives in often devastating ways. My pivotal moment was the death of my brother by suicide.

Loss is a personal journey, one that for me has taken many years this far and which I have come to
realise will be with me for the rest of my life. At last I have found some peace with that, I am no longer
putting life on hold until I am ‘over it’ for, as anyone who has suffered a profound loss knows, there is
no getting over it, but hopefully there is a way to live with it.

The loss of my brother became a catalyst for change in my life. Over the next few years I accepted
the fact that I could no longer provide the level of compassion required within my work role. Dealing
with other peoples’ sadness and distress was preventing me from dealing with my own. I took the
decision to leave my job. Now I was adrift and searching for a new direction in my life. It took a while
but the day I discovered Sebastian Michaels’ Digital Artistry Course I knew the next stage of my life
was about to begin. I had found my route out of darkness.

No one was more surprised than I was that creating art was the direction my life began to take. I had
never seen myself as an artist, I suppose I had a very narrow view of what an artist was and as I
couldn’t draw or paint I defined myself as non artistic. How crazy was that. Despite my inability to see



myself as artistic I could see that others were and that they displayed it in a multitude of ways. There
were  those  who  could  knit,  there  were  florists,  potters,  computer  game  designers,  architects,
photographers, the list went on and on.

I am thankful that through the discovery of this course I now feel able to call myself a digital artist.
Instead of a paintbrush or potters wheel I use a camera and a computer. I have learnt so much over the
last  few years  and yet  I  have  only scratched the surface  of  what  is  possible  in  this  medium.  As
technology grows and develops I know this will be a continuous journey, but as an avid believer in life
long learning that suits me just fine.

I began to combine my new digital skills with my poetry and the result is this book of illustrated
poems. The poetry I wrote as a child, and still write today, comes not from a deep knowledge of the
anatomy of a poem but from the heart. I have not studied the art of poetry in any formal setting but I
know what I  like  to  read and what  I  am moved to write.  That  is  what  has  influenced the poems
contained within this book.  I would describe it as a collection of poems based on emotions and life
experiences. For those who are curious about the creative process I have included an authors note for
each poem along with a quote which I feel reflects the experience or emotion being portrayed.

This is a book born out of grief but it has led to a new contentment. It has been a joy and at times a 
trauma to create. I hope it is something that people can relate to and be able to get some enjoyment and 
possibly comfort from.





The Thunder in My Soul

“Only passions, great passions can elevate the soul to great things.”

Denis Diderot

This poem is about discovering a passion. My discovery was digital art. It has brought such joy to my
life and connected me with a group of like minded people all  around the world. Alongside that it
showed me a way I could illustrate my poetry and led to the creation of this book.

It is wonderful, at any stage in life, to find something that brings so much enjoyment and personal
fulfilment. When you find it a little later in life there is an added urgency and desire to learn as much as
you can and employ those newly acquired skills in a meaningful way.

For me a passion is something you have to do, you do it for yourself without any agenda. You do it
for the pleasure and satisfaction it gives to you. If it leads to an end product you can share with others
then that is an added bonus and not the purpose.

Personal experience has taught me that creating can be an uncomfortable process or it can flow.
This poem was bit of both, it started with the first line ‘there’s thunder roaring through me’ replaying
over and over in my head. It woke me in the middle of the night, it niggled me during the day until
finally the second line came to me and the rest fell into place. The image that accompanies it comes
from elements of the poem, the water, the fish and the serenity the creative flow can bring.



The Thunder in My Soul

There’s thunder roaring through me
and it’s pulling me along.
I feel the rumbling devil drums
I hear the angel song.
A light burns brightly in my heart
I clearly see the way.
The road to my salvation
lies before me on this day.

Slow down, absorb, immerse within,
emerge reborn, cast off old skin.
A thousand sparks, a single fuse
ignites the shy elusive muse.

The wonder of this path I’ve found
leads me to weep upon the ground.
Then from my tears an ocean grows
and from the ocean fervour flows.
I fall into its depths now free
and all the fishes in the sea
follow where creation leads
so they become the fledgling seeds.

Passion cannot be constrained,
so often beauty’s born from pain.
The light’s exploding from my soul
and on and on and on it goes.





Hope

“There is no medicine like hope, no incentive so great, and no tonic so
powerful as expectation of something tomorrow.”

Orison Swett Marden

Even in the depths of grief there are glimmers of light which help you carry on in the hope that better
days lie ahead. It can be as simple as the sun breaking through a cloud and just for an instant your heart
lifts at the beauty of it. It can be someone letting you know they understand, that they have been there
and  they  have  come  through.  When  the  whole  world  seems  grey  these  briefest  of  moments  are
everything.

As a witness to someone else’s grief you can feel helpless. You may think there is nothing you can
do that will make any difference to what they are going through. Nothing you can say that will ease
their pain. Contrary to this view I want you to know you could be the person to bring hope, to show a
glimpse of the possibility that things can improve. You could be the one that helps someone hold on,
that gets them through that hour, that day.

The first year after my brothers death was horrendous, but I expected that. By the second year I
thought things would improve and for a while they did. I convinced myself I was progressing normally
along a predictable route.

Unfortunately I  was to  learn  grief  takes  its  own path  and we are  not  always  in  control.  Other
pressures in your life whether from work or family, can be enough to push you into an abyss you didn’t
even know you were standing on the edge of. As year three began I plunged into depths from which I
thought I would never emerge. Thankfully with time and a glimmer of hope, I did.

There were a number of comments made to me which really helped me put things in perspective and
accept that there is no normal way to grieve. No linear path we travel along. Each person is different,
each loss is different and you will go through it at whatever pace is right for you. It is not a journey you
will ever complete.



One friend shared the fact that it had taken seven years for her to ‘get her head round’ losing a
sibling in similar circumstances. A work colleague compared grief to a huge black hole that takes over
your life leaving room for nothing else, over time it gets smaller and space becomes available for other
things, but it never goes away completely. You just live your life around it.

My work roles have always involved an aspect of caring, but now my levels of compassion and
empathy became seriously depleted. I felt I was going through the motions but I was not the same
person, in work or at home. I shared my frustration at myself with another colleague and her comment
was, “When you are drowning you have to save yourself before worrying about anyone else .” This
became my mantra when I felt unable to provide the level of support to others that I previously had.

These comments and many other small acts of kindness and compassion are the things that made a
difference to me. Never think what you say or do doesn’t count, it does.



Hope

Hope walks hand in hand with grief
but makes no mark upon the ground.
Stays a quiet constant presence
waiting calmly to be found.

When my world was at its lowest
and I thought I’d lose my mind,
hope shone from the words of others.
It was patient, wise and kind.

As I surrendered to the night
in that valley of despair,
love spoke to me of mountain tops
and told me hope was there.

I saw the flutter of hopes wings,
a turtle dove in flight.
Reflecting beauty through a haze
of misty mellow morning light.

In that moment I felt comfort
at the centre of my being.
as at last I understood
hope was living in my pain.
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