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About the Author
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Anna Mae is a creative and intuitive writer, facilitating her own workshops. As a dyslexic, she is passionate about dispelling the stigma of dyslexia, which often disempowers an individual’s confidence to write their stories down on paper.

The schooling methods in the late ’50s, early ’60s had no understanding of dyslexia. The teachers’ harsh comments and red rings scrawled over her work stifled Anna Mae in what she was trying to say. Their fixation on spelling crippled her to the point of not writing at all for fear of criticism. She didn’t start again until she purchased her first computer in 2008, which, with the aid of spellcheck, freed her from the fear of making mistakes and renewed her passion for writing.

Anna Mae has since worked in education, facilitating creative writing workshops in a prison, mental health unit, schools and self-help groups.

She is passionate about human rights, worked within Women’s Aid, and has had a strong spiritual connection and holistic outlook throughout her life.
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About the Book
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Whilst walking home one April afternoon in 1980, she had a premonition that her five-month-old baby was going to die. This harrowing experience and the events that unfolded are covered both by text and poems in the book.

Some twenty-eight years later she found herself compelled to start writing her experience of this tragic loss in the form of poetry, and in 2009 to commemorate and celebrate what would have been her son Adam Roland’s 30th birthday, she took A Bit of Spirit and a Lot of Spit on the road in the form of a performance poetry road show. 100% of the takings were donated to the FSID charity (Foundation for the Study of Sudden Infant Deaths formed in 1971, now renamed as The Lullaby Trust, 2013).

Whilst containing fifty-eight poems, this is not a run-of-the-mill poetry book. The text journeys the reader through reflections of the author’s observations and personal experiences of life, love and loss, which she has been moved to write poems about, spanning from childhood to the present. Not pretty poetry, but rather lyrical, gutsy, and direct, evoking in her live audiences laughter as well as tears.

The bereavement poems, whilst being highly emotive, address the shock and trauma suffered at the unexpected loss of a loved one; emotions which are so often stifled and often hard to express in a society that finds it hard to relate to expected death, let alone unexpected.
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From the Author
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Thanks.

To Johnnie Fiori, for giving me my name and for always being there.

To Kardy Laguda, a guru of a fitness instructor, without whose technical wizardry help and knowledge so freely shared this book simply wouldn’t have manifested into its original format.

To Tina, who not only had me dominating the computer in her lounge for about four months whilst the edits were made, but for her help spotting the blunders to which dyslexia still leaves me blind.

To Jane, my energy-balancing guru, who for about eleven years worked on balancing my energies, without whose friendship, selfless kindness and expertise I would probably never have been clear, confident nor balanced enough to ever sit and write at all.

To Michelle McLeod, for reading and rereading and whose support, belief, love, friendship, encouragement and help has been unwavering and second to none.

To Pat, for the rental of the mobile home, where the channelling for this book began, cosseted in those five acres amongst the trees that inspired, for the time, space and magical energy afforded me there.

To my sister-in-law Linda Ketteley, who ‘got it’ all these years later. By reading the first draft of this book and reaching out to me. It was too soon, and you were too young back then. I never ever felt anything but love for you.

To Andrew at Cedar Place Books for your continued friendship, support and advice.

Finally, for you, Kenny, for although your ‘appearance’ was quite a shock, your words I have never forgotten.

To everyone else who has listened, read, hosted roadshows and believed in me, you are too many to mention, but you know who you are. Thank you all.
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For My Children
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Thanks, guys, for the hugs, for the tears, for the jokes and the jibes. For having this bohemian woman as your mum has not always been easy, I’m sure! Please know how immensely proud I am of you all. I love you all so much.
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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to the loving memory of Adam Roland, who passed away because of unexplainable sudden infant death syndrome (cot death) in April 1980 at the tender age of five months.
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An Ode to Adam Roland

Nov 1979–April 1980
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I don’t visit

your grave anymore

don’t feel the need to

don’t bring flowers either

no longer the need to

Prayers I used to send

now I just speak to you

I hope my words

and thoughts

do actually reach you

Candles I light

for focus and enlightenment

on your level of vibration

does this seem irrelevant

I know

you’re just energy now

no earthly body to hinder

just energy now

no need for you to linger

But if only

you could have stayed

stayed a bit longer

just stayed with us

and played a bit longer

You’d have been twenty-eight

on the twenty-eighth of November

a man you’d be but

it’s my baby I remember

Nine months in my belly

five at my breast

your leaving left a savage

gaping hole in my chest

An unfilled void

remains in my nest
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The Unfolding
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It’s a sad fact but it has been my experience that, as a society, we have hardly any idea how to treat the recently bereaved. The shock and trauma associated with a sudden death is even harder to handle and almost non-existent when the sudden bereavement is that of a baby.

When my baby passed, I felt as if I was a ‘hot coal’ which neither friends nor family knew quite what to do with. It was like being a bird in a cage, trapped and on view. If I was crying, I felt their unease. If I wasn’t, I still felt their unease. In short, they were not at ease around me!

I remember a neighbour asking after about a fortnight if I was feeling any better, as if I was recovering from the flu or some other illness.

My father, on viewing my baby at the funeral directors, remarked, “Lovely little corpse.” I never did get up the strength to ask him what in hell’s name he meant.

My aunt, on the same day, said, “Poor little, dark baby.” What? At this point I will share with you that Adam Roland was of mixed race, but he was dead, my baby was dead and as far as I was aware it had nothing to do with his colour.

My dearest friend stayed with me the night following his death; she asked where she was to stay, when I replied that she’d share my bed, like she normally did when she stayed over, she was aghast, saying that there was no way she could sleep in my room, as that’s where I’d found my baby dead in his cot. I somewhat uncourteously told her to get off my back, that this was something I couldn’t carry her through. It was ages and ages before we cleared the air, she had felt very hurt and confused at my reaction.

Whilst grouping up for the return procession from the cemetery to home, my mum decided that this was a great opportunity to go tripping over the gravestones in search of Auntie so-and-so’s grave, leaving everyone bewildered at her behaviour. This, at least, was witnessed by others, so in this case I didn’t beat myself up for my feelings. But nevertheless, I pushed them down, more silent rage and frustration.

Poor Mum got this screamed at her years later, in a most inappropriate way, but in the only manner I knew of then: silence, then eruption, like a volcano. After my ranting on about her doing the light fantastic over the gravestones, when my baby had just been put in the ground, holding everyone up; how could she, how could she do that to me? She diffused me in an instant by simply replying, “Surely, I didn’t do that, did I, dear?” In that instant I saw the child in her, as baffled and confused as I was. She hadn’t meant to hurt, she just hadn’t thought.

So here were these people who undoubtedly loved me, as I did them, coming out with and doing stuff that made me want to punch them! It goes without saying that none of the aforementioned meant any harm. They were all simply at a loss as to what to say or do.

The words of the Nazarene as his soul prepared to leave his body, have rung so true so many times: “Father, forgive them, for they know not, what they do.” I’ll ditto that!

Now I am older and wiser and at last more comfortable in my skin; I walk as spiritual a path as I can, in close accordance with the laws of cause and effect, accepting that everything that happens, is for a reason. On a karmic level, I believe that I accepted every dot, dash and comma of this life path before I was born into my present earthly body. I have had so many traumas packed into this one lifetime: it’s as if I’ve been experiencing accelerated karma.

The help from medical professionals just wasn’t there either, or if it was, it wasn’t offered. My GP left a prescription for sleeping pills with my friend, telling her to keep charge of them. Presuming, I guess, that left in my hands, I may take the lot. Well, I may well have done, but buffered in the protection of deep shock and anguish, I don’t think that I’d have had the energy to make the decision. Mind you, if someone had suggested I take them all and given them to me, I reckon I would have taken them. Such is the madness.

Anyway, the advice from the GP was for me to let it out in the day, scream, cry, whatever, but to get a night’s sleep, hence the pills. That was my care package in total! No follow-up, no counselling, no nothing! Alas, thirty years on, there is still a desperate lack of help and support available to bereaved parents. I think this is a very sad reflection of our society.

I think, also, that being a normally strong person, as in the case of my friend, people were used to me being there for them. Unfortunately, many of them simply couldn’t role reverse. Many of them didn’t attend his funeral, saying they couldn’t bear it. Well, guess what, neither could I.

So, it was with my emotions bottled, feelings of anger, rage, betrayal and hurt, well and truly suppressed, that I spent many, many years in undiagnosed depression; my mind would replay these incidents again and again.

It was only when finding myself in a disastrously damaging relationship, some eight years on, that I started consulting a marriage guidance counsellor, that my healing journey began. Truly, she was like an angel descended into my life. In fact, I think she was one, or if not, she was sent by one to sort me out!

Through her guidance I learnt to love myself and learnt that my feelings, that went far beyond my bereavement, beyond the man of the present, way back to my childhood, were OK. That fear, anger and sadness were OK. They were just feelings.

Most of all, she helped reconnect me with my spirituality, which I’d completely let go of out of sheer anger, rage and fury, that I had directed at the universe, God, the spirit world, whatever you want to call it, when my baby died.

The fact was, I knew on a spiritual level he was going to die, two weeks before he did. This, the ghastliest and most harrowing of my life experiences, is covered below in the first chapter, ‘Premonition’. It remains the most bizarre, inexplicable and bewildering episode in my life to date.

It was in 2006 that I started writing. I had been in Cyprus for a month, and I’d let my flat out whilst I was away, so on my return I was staying between friends. A friend who runs a country park, hearing of my plight, kindly offered me a mobile home at a reasonable enough rent. I was able to get by on my savings, without having to work much at all. I remember sitting there in the mobile home, looking around at the trees, wondering what the purpose was of me being there, knowing there had to be one.

As an asthmatic
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