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I started writing poems in earnest just a few years ago when I felt challenged by God to write a devotional book about the way he speaks to me through his creation. When I first embarked on that journey, I spent time with a friend to get some input and advice. Her first reaction to my proposal was that poetry would be the ideal way to communicate my thoughts and concepts.

Poetry? Memories began to stir of poems I had written as a teenager; lots of random words arranged on the page in an attempt to articulate my innermost secrets.  I wasn’t particularly convinced that this was the way to go but decided to at least give it my best shot.

I started by reading various works of poetry, some of the classics and some more modern. My friend had suggested ‘Guerillas of Grace; Prayers for the Battle’ by Ted Loder. I loved it! I also tackled a short on-line poetry writing course, which left me realising just how very much I didn’t know.

But a spark was being fanned alive and God was rekindling a passion that had lain dormant for decades. My prayer became ‘create in me a whirlwind of words’. And that’s exactly what he did. I would wake up at night with whole phrases ringing loud and clear; I would head out for a walk or sit in my garden at home and find word patterns and rhythms playing their gentle melodies in my head.

During this time, I discovered an online poetry-writing community who had thrown out a challenge to write one poem per month for twelve months, each time writing to a particular theme or style. We were to commit to commenting on one another’s efforts, always being positive and constructive in a spirit of self-improvement and kindness. I decided to join. It offered me discipline, experience and feedback – a winning combination.

The group also provided a means to test whether I could write from my Christian perspective and still appeal to a largely secular audience. One of the points from the poetry writing course had particularly caught my attention; a poem should always say as much below the surface as it does at face value, if not more. Could I successfully create and communicate on one level whilst revealing Jesus on another?

Over the twelve months, I completed all twelve poems. Some were simple little scribbles, completed for the sake of commitment and continuity. Others were more carefully crafted, composed by the heart as well as the head. It is these that are presented in this collection.

My poetry will always begin and end with Jesus. He is the master craftsman, the great author, The Word. In this way, each poem is indeed a prayer; of thanksgiving, of worship, of truth whispered in innermost parts. As you read both the poems and the thinking beneath them, I pray that Jesus would woo you afresh by his presence.
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What, at the end of the day, is a poem? To me, it is the unfettered expression of our hearts wrapped in the beauty of words. We don’t need to be English scholars or published authors to be able to write poems; we simply need to take the time to hear the whispers of our innermost selves. And perhaps that’s why we find it quite hard to do. Many of us don’t find time or space to quieten ourselves. Or when we do, we don’t like what we hear and so rush off to the loudest activity we can find.

In Isaiah 30, God admonishes Israel for refusing to rest in him. ‘For thus said the Lord God, the Holy One of Israel, “In returning and rest you shall be saved; in quietness and in trust shall be your strength.” But you were unwilling, and you said, “No! We will flee upon horses”; therefore you shall flee away; and, “We will ride upon swift steeds”; therefore your pursuers shall be swift.’ Isaiah 30:15,16. 

How often are we like that, thinking that our safety and security depends upon our own abilities and strength? God gives us the same assurance that he gave to Israel ‘Therefore the Lord waits to be gracious to you’(verse 18). Will you take the time today, right now, to be still and allow Jesus to whisper?
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Simple

A poem

at its simplest

Is rain in drought

Oceans in desserts

Peace in storms

It’s summer’s first cricket

Mid-winter’s owl

Spring’s early blossom

Day’s end’s full moon.

This poem

at its simplest

Is my soul unmasked

Essence spilt

Incense rising

Myself, my heart, me.
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I grew up in the United Kingdom, moving to South Africa a little over twenty years ago when I married my Durban-born husband. We now live in a small seaside village on the east coast, overlooking the balmy waters of the Indian Ocean. 

I love my ‘new’ home. I love being warm in winter, at being able to live an outdoors kind of life under a wide-open sky. I love the complexity of the people here, and the issues that have to be confronted rather than ignored. 

At heart, however, I will always be an English girl; I will always have been born and brought up in the northern hemisphere and will remain somewhat of a fish out of water in the south. But this isn’t a bad thing. Rather, I have begun to learn just a little of what Paul means when he tells the Philippians ‘But our citizenship is in Heaven, and from it, we await a Saviour, our Lord Jesus Christ’ Philippians 3:20. From the moment we turn to Jesus and accept him as our Lord and Saviour, we aren’t supposed to fully ‘fit’ here on earth. Our real home, the place we belong, is heaven.

But Jesus tells us that we do still need to live in the world, even though not be of it John 15. There will always be some discomfort, some tension whilst we live on ‘both sides’. Perhaps that’s why Jesus says we are to ‘abide in him’. Only in him is balance achieved.
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Both Sides

I straddle an invisible line of circumference

that splits our spherical home

Roots of birth planted North

Stems and branches flourishing South.

As my beating heart is two sides dancing

in perfect time

So my soul performs a waltz

One part entwined in other

Occasioning joyous discord

Harmonious confusion.

Take Christmas as example

For one the shortest solstice

Wrapped in spice and candles’ flames

Diamond-lit by fairies’ torches

Warmed by roaring hearth.

Whilst, for the other,

Watermelon and swimming pools

Burning beaches

Wide open windows

Delicious heat of summer shining.

Spring another disconnect

Easter-time and daffodils

Or the later months of an ebbing year?

At this, the waltz becomes

A speeded

dizzying

frenzy.

The birthday month, which, tenth in line

is conkers and orange leaves

Now takes a turn to display

the exuberating downpours of returning new season rains.

Summer holidays and start of school

The direction of a draining plughole

An internal compass in need of correction.

Just as this globe of rock and gas

Would be incomplete

unfinished

untrue

Without the top or bottom

So am I unbalanced if missing these two halves

These both sides of me.
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I love the colour red. I adorn my world with red. I am always drawn to red; bright lively shades that bring cheer and delight, or the deep, near purple tones, that wrap and comfort. 

Red was the blood that Jesus shed on the cross, it being the complete and total payment for my deepest sins. Each time I take communion and drink from the cup, be it full of red wine or red juice, I am reminded of that moment in history. I am drawn again into the covenant of grace that reconciles me with both my heavenly father and my earthly brothers and sisters.

Yes, I love the colour red.
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Red

Red is the chair in which I sit

Red is the bag that I carry

The ink in my pen

the paint on my wall

lipstick and cushions and cars

Red is my go-to

My love-heart

my smile

My roses, my sunrise, my joy

Red is the blood that was shed

Red is the wine I drink
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My husband and I have two children, the eldest a daughter and the youngest a son. They are now teenagers, an age I find myself enjoying immensely. They are both unique in character and personality, little people becoming big people before our very eyes.

In many ways, they are stereotypically a girl and a boy; Caragh has long hair, loves dresses and pretty and all things feminine; Leal is a sporty, grubby, loud boy. And yet in other ways, they defy the typical. Caragh has a passion and flair for physics, maths and all things logical, whereas Leal enjoys language and words and emotion.

In the account in Genesis, God is described as making man in ‘his own image, male and female he created them’ Genesis 1:27. Each of us is ‘fearfully and wonderfully made’, according to David in Psalm 139. We can so easily forget the truth of this as we look around at who the world thinks we should be. We know the pressure that comes from following the picture-perfect lives of celebrity, or even just our friends on social media. We start to wonder if we’re good enough, if our way of expressing ourselves is correct or acceptable. Even our relationship with God comes under scrutiny and we wonder if we’re doing as well as our neighbours.

Let us choose to ‘draw near with a true heart in full assurance of faith, with our hearts sprinkled clean from an evil conscience and our bodies washed with pure
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