
 

 

 

 

 

SOUL SPACE 

 

A PLACE FOR SHARING POETRY 



Life's Seasons 

I recall the seasons of my life, 

First came the budding years; 

a tender, vulnerable time; 

each unfurling petal revealing 

a wondrous world opening up 

as each sunlit day passed by, 

though it was not untouched by the 

frost of fear and cruelty. 

There were those early schooldays 

which sought to wither 

a delicate bloom. 

And so I grew, stretching out, 

developing with each fleeting day, 

sending down anchoring roots. 

Next came the summer of my life, 

a fecund time, when the sap 

coursed through my veins, 

bringing adventure and excitement. 

I reached maturity and was 

enriched by abundant experience, 

gathering in warm memories 

of lovers, friends and a growing family. 

The bloom of life was in full flower. 

Then came the autumn 

when the harvest of bygone years 

could be gathered in and assessed. 

It was a season for the storing 

of past events and achievements; 

garnering the good, discarding the dross. 

Life slowed down and the plant toughened with age. 

Now comes chill winter 

a colder, bleaker time of shortening days, 

though it is not without its comforts 

and its quiet joys. 

It is a time for reflection 

and for the acceptance of what has been 

and that which will never be. 

Slowly the leaves of life drop away, 

until all will be gone one day. 

Will there be another spring to follow?          Monica Evans 
 



St. Thomas the Apostle  

 

"We do not know.....how can we know the way ?" 

Courageous master of the awkward question, 

You spoke the words the others dared not say  

And cut through their evasion and obstruction  

O doubting Thomas, father of my faith, 

You put your finger on the nub of things: 

We cannot love some disembodied wraith, 

But flesh and blood must be our king of kings.  

Your teaching is to touch, embrace, anoint, 

Feel after him and find him in the flesh.  

Because he loved your awkward counterpoint, 

The Word has heard and granted you your wish. 

O place my hands with yours, help me divine  

The wounded God whose wounds are healing mine. 

  



And breathe 

 

‘Ruach’ is a Hebrew word referring to God as a breath, a wind, or a life 

force that sustains all living things, human beings included. 

 

Breathe in the breath of God in creation:  

Wisdom, Ruach, Divine Spirit. 

 

Breathe in abundance; 

trees laden with fruit, 

apples, plums and pears, 

hedgerows of bramble and rose, 

precious jewels of berry and hip. 

Clear blue skies of day, 

crisp, clear air of dusk. 

Breathe in and gather these treasures of the land, 

honour and share, 

give thanks 

and breathe. 

 

Breathe in the breath of God in creation:  

Wisdom, Ruach, Divine Spirit. 

 

Breathe in and acknowledge a shift; 

notice the change in the air, 

and in the dance of light. 

Green turns to red, to orange, to yellow, to brown. 

Shadows deepen. 

Notice dappled light on the forest floor, 

emerging fungi, glorious in colour and design, 

life from damp, dark soil. 

Breathe in and gather these treasures of the land, 

acknowledge truths, 

give thanks, 

and breathe. 

 

 



Breathe in the breath of God in creation:  

Wisdom, Ruach, Divine Spirit. 

 

Breathe in acceptance: 

leaves fall to the ground. 

Branches stripped naked from the wind 

stand stark and exposed. 

Accept not all can be collected; 

some fruits rot under trees, 

blackberries and rose-hips shrivel 

in the tangle of thorn and twig. 

Paths transform into mud and slush, 

and the song of birds is subdued. 

 

Now is the time for letting go, 

exhaling all that was 

and all that could have been. 

Accept what is now. 

 

Breathe in the breath of God in creation. 

Give thanks, once more, 

and breathe. 

 

 

Kirrilee Reid, in Autumn, ed Ruth Burgess. 

  



John Donne [1572-1631] was born in London, England. 

Despite his religious calling – remember he was Dean of St Paul's Cathedral in 

London -  his poetry is notable for its eroticism - poems have provocative titles 

like ‘Going to Bed’ - and for its striking imagery, often on behalf of sexual 

temptation e.g. ‘The Flea’: 

 

Mark but this flea, and mark in this 

How little that which thou deny’st me is; 

It sucked me first and now sucks thee, 

And in this flea, our two bloods mingled be . . .  

This flea is you and I and this 

Our marriage bed, and marriage temple is 

 

But the following section comes from a sermon or meditation in Donne’s 

devotions. It includes the oft-quoted ‘no man is an island’ line, as well as  ‘for 

whom the bell tolls’ . At the time Donne was gravely ill and his own death, and 

the mortality of all human life, must have been continually on his mind.  He 

even posed in his shroud for a portrait which he then kept by his bedside until 

he died.  The Devotions come back to sin and salvation as recurrent themes, 

but also broad humanitarian themes – like this extract. 

No Man Is an Island 

No man is an island, 

Entire of itself; 

Every man is a piece of the continent,  

A part of the main. 

 

If a clod be washed away by the sea, 

Europe is the less, 

As well as if a promontory were: 

As well as if a manor of thy friend's 

Or of thine own were. 

 

Any man's death diminishes me, 

Because I am involved in mankind. 

And therefore never send to know for whom the bell tolls; 

It tolls for thee. 

  



Prayer of Aspiration 

 

This is my heart – 

my full heart; 

brimming and hungry to serve you 

deserve you 

through life’s banquets and wakes 

and our ordinary afternoons 

where nothing is apparent 

apart from the sky’s subtle palette 

and the sound of 

our children’s skin, growing. 

  

 

This is my life, 

my small life, 

humbled and being made better 

by the passionate Lamb; 

eager to be here with you 

and share with you 

the radiant landscapes 

of our near and deep God. 

  

 

This is my aim, 

my honourable aim, 

to refuse the robes of domination, 

but to put on 

the vestments of compassion, 

to form in you, 

and for you to form in me, 

the dignity of God 

the pattern of Jesus 

and the kindness of the Holy Spirit 

for the benefit of us all – 

our church, our community, 

and our world – 

and for the eminence 

of the Lord of all. 

  

 

 



All in the Name of our 

slandered Saviour, 

acquitted Messiah, 

and returning 

Beloved Bridegroom and King. 

Amen. 

 

Stewart Henderson, taken from ‘Limited Edition’, 1997 

 

 

 


