She
Writes
too

Introduction
This book has been written and designed by a group of
young women who came together to attend a mental
health peer support group. Peer support works best
when people with lived experience of mental health
difficulties come together in a safe, supportive
environment, where members feel comfortable sharing
their stories and experiences, allowing a group
empathy to develop.
As a group we decided to use creative writing as a
means by which we could share out stories, thoughts
and feelings. Writing is a very safe, containable way to
open up as it is totally under each individuals’ control
as to what they write about, and how much of
themselves they wish to share, we loved writing so
much we set up our She Writes group.
She Writes Too is our 3rd book and is funded as part of
our group work programmes for young women within
Live Well Leeds.
This is a collection our work, and every word written
honest and truthful. The following pages are our stories,
they are important and should be heard.
Massive thanks go to the following, without whom this
book would not exist:
• Paulette Morris, our truly amazing tutor who got us
writing, and gave us the confidence to share our
thoughts and parts of our lives
• Adele, our fantastic volunteer facilitator
• Nic Gun, our graphic designer
• Live Well Leeds, comminsioned by Leeds City Council,
for funding the book in your hands.

Whenever you see this

symbol the text may contain reference to self harm / suicide / abuse / sensitive material.

2

Getaway Girls
Getaway girls is a caring and safe place.
You are never judged, I have made so many friends
I am not alone, staff and friends help me with my anxiety
And it helps me get out of the house.
She writes has helped me to write about my life
Talk about things
have a good time
have more confidence
Going out
have fun
participating in activities
accept myself as I am
BE POSITIVE
When I first came to Getaway Girls, I was so shy and did not have any confidence.
But when I starting coming to the groups, I made new friends and got a lot more confident.
Coming to the group helped me with a lot of things,
Coming helped me be motivated, to get out of bed and go out.
And my mental health.
It does not take all my problems away, but it gives me a break from it all.

Getaway Girl
I used to not believe,
But now it’s a relief.
I used to feel alone,
Now I feel at home.
Thanks Getaway Girls,
For helping me to be,
A Getaway girl.
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An Ode to Maya
I know why the caged bird sings…
Yes, Maya, I do.
It is because my paradise lives in my heart.
It goes with me wherever I go.
Or wherever I wasn’t able to go.
So enslave my body and my mind all you like,
My heart is that truly sacred place,
That you cannot confine!
Shackle my body through fear and pain…
But you can’t shackle my hopeful and singing heart in vain.
That heart that looks beyond this worldly life,
This heart that sings despite being caged.
It soars far, far beyond this unfamiliar place.
Yes, now I know why the caged bird sings…
it’s heart is turned towards the divine
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Who I am
I am the girl who gets knocked down five times, but gets up ten.
I am the storm that rains tears and pours rage,
but wakes up and smiles like the rising sun,
pushing the dark clouds aside for another time.
I am the world, the teacher and the comfort blanket
To a small boy who puts his entire faith in me.
I wear ink on my skin like an artwork in progress,
Decorating my own personal walls.
I am the ocean absorbed in calming waves when reading a book.
I am the girl whose skin is a white as snow on a winters eve.
I am the fire that burns bright with love for life.
I am the mother of dogs.
I am the ice that can freeze over hell with just a smile.
I am the soft, fluffy blanket able to encompass the ones I care about in warmth.
I do not follow and I do not lead,
My love of clothes and shoes are simply me.
I like to say I am a queen because I wear a crown with my battles engraved,
And beneath the surface,
I love myself.

I'm a girl
I’m a girl born in a man’s world,
Always being told to respect my elders,
But never being treated with respect myself.
I was told to be seen and not heard,
But I have a voice and I will speak it.
I grew up being told not to show any skin
When male family members come around.
I grew up not being able to speak without
getting a bollocking.
But do you know what?
I’m a girl and I will speak my mind,
I will wear what I want!
And I will respect those who respect me,
And nobody will tell me different.
Because this girl is gonna take over this mans world,
And make it equal.
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Confidence of the Body
It’s taken me what feels like centuries to see what I see,
Always feels like someone is judging me.
At times I feel like a fraud,
Do women really have small boobs and skin as white as chalk?
Aren’t real women supposed to sit like ladies and maybe never wear a ring in their nose?
Smash your way out of this man-made cage,
You are you, and they should be afraid.
You have a heart of a lion, and soldiers roar,
Never let them push you to the floor.
I’m more than boobs, I am not just my looks.
Most days you can find me with my head in a book.
I want to be known for who I am,
Not the fact that I haven’t got a tan.
Women everywhere should be empowered to believe,
You are what you love, not who loves you.
Be bold!
Be you!
Stand out.

6

Universal Credit
Universal credit what can I say?
You are a pile of crap
You say you help people
Who are struggling
Stop the lies!
Do you know how many people
Have killed themselves
Due to you?
Look what you have put me through
No money for a full month!
I’m too young to go to food banks to get food
Begging people to lend money
To top up my electric
You say you can’t help
How can’t you?
I’m slowly giving up
My mental health is shit
Hope you’re happy you played your part.

Mental health is a battlefield
Mental health is a battlefield, fighting the demons every day.
I’m one person fighting many demons,
10 years straight I’ve been fighting,
Its slowly getting to me.
I want to give up but I’m still fighting,
I’m exhausted, I’m poorly, I’m vulnerable.
It goes for a few days,
I feel my life getting better then
BOOM, HELLO!
Its depression and anxiety again,
Did you really think your life is going to be better?
HA HA,
Think again.
Then I’m fighting more,
When will it stop I don’t know
But I will keep trying.
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Being a child in the City
Dressed up to the nines,
Probably wasn’t even nine,
My legs took me miles!
Oh to be young again.
Armed with a bus ticket,
Dreaming of times to come,
Money wasn’t on my mind!
Oh to be young again.
Arriving home late,
Best to keep out of the way,
Mums counting through numbers!
Oh to be young again.
Bankruptcy was normal to me,
My friends didn’t have a clue,
I acted oblivious to hide the truth!
Oh to be young again.
Beans on toast,
Sunday dinners were a luxury,
Sharing bath water was the norm!
Oh to be young again.
Now I’m older,
I can see through the memories,
My mum did hide it well,
The struggle of debt and Christmas’ to come!
Oh. To be young, again.
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Life

Life is not what we thought it was,
Life is love, loss, happiness, anger.
It is filled with emotion.
Life is hard, so hard you will be left on the floor.
Life can bring you light in the most strangest way.
Life should be what we make it,
But it’s not always the way.
Life is an option that we never had,
So I think it’s time to do our own life.

100 miles to normal:

100 miles per hour
100 miles of roads
With no ends
Is it a left?
Is it a right?
Is it round the round about 3rd exit?
Who knows?
All I know is keep going straight ahead that’s the way to being normal...
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Body Image
I love myself the way I am,
I don’t care about what the media says.
Society wants people to have bigger boobs,
And bigger bums.
But I am happy with how I look,
Even though I have put on some weight.
I am happy with who I am and how I look.

My Good Days
My good days sounds like a summer day
A nice sound that makes you feel happy
and excited.
My bad days feels like a sad song
Or a cold winter’s day wrapped up, feeling
depressed.
My ok day’s feels empty and boring
makes you feel a bit moody.

My Voice
Waiting for a
Diagnosis
Waiting, Waiting, Waiting
Waiting for my diagnosis
Feeling anxious
Don’t know what to think
I’m impatient
I hope it’s not serious or severe
Whatever it is
I think I’ll cope with it
Stay strong, stay strong

When I go to the doctors
I want my voice to be heard,
I feel the pain
I have to cope with it.
You don’t take me seriously
It makes me feel mad.
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She is
She is
She found
She has
She protects
She’s confused
She’s confident
She cries
She laughs
She loves
She’s forgiven
She sees.

She is
She is happy about life.
She has brothers and sisters.
She protects her family.
She’s confident with her choices.
She cries when she is sad.
She laughs while watching TV.
She loves her friends.
She has forgiven all the things in her past.

She is
She is broken
She is unbroken
She is unwanted
She is wanted
She is unhappy
She is happy
She is a lot of things never fully understanding what goes on inside her head!
Is she ok? Or isn’t she...
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All for making Leeds friendly
All for making Leeds friendly,
But how do you actually plan on doing that?
Are you going to stop men cat calling me as I walk?
Are you going to stop the men at work judging me?
Are you going to stop men touching me?
Haven’t you noticed the pattern here?
Maybe it’s not just us women you need to concentrate on.

Safe
I don’t feel safe in my own skin anymore,
I can feel eyes tugging at me everywhere I go,
Men grab me,
And grope me,
And shove me when I say no.
They whistle,
And shout
“Baby, come over here".
I can’t walk alone,
Without being on the phone,
To a friend who knows where I am.
My power has been taken from me,
And worst of all..
I can’t take it back.
I am not safe.

12

13

The Day I Let It Get to Me
The past whole month of November, I’ve been going insane.
Why does mental health do that?
Why does it choose to come and stay for so long?
Questions I ask myself every day,
‘why me? Why make me feel this way? What did I do to deserve this?’
No money, no friends, bored all the time.
Nowhere to go. Can’t go places on my own without blocking everything with music.
Last few days, I have been an anxious wreck.
It messed with my sleeping pattern, to the point where I have only had 2 hours of
sleep for the past 5 days.
On the bus was worse, on my own, no data so I couldn’t listen to any music.
Trying my hardest not to have a panic attack, thinking people are talking about me,
Looking at me.
The thoughts in my head telling me I am worthless,
I don’t belong here.
Losing friends, waiting to die.
It’s not fair.
I guess I got counselling today. Maybe they will help, but I don’t know.
I’m scared.
I’m scared I’ll never get better
I’m scared suicide will happen. I lose the battle, I die.
What did I do to deserve this for 10 years? I was a good kid.
Yes, I made mistakes, who doesn’t?
So why am I like this?
Answers I’ll never know.
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Anxiety’s Shadow
Anxiety is like a shadow,
It creeps up on you in the dark
But leaves you when it’s light.
Anxiety wants to creep in, like the monster under your bed.
Always trying to get inside your head.
Anxiety takes over your body,
First is take your mind,
Then it creeping its way in like creeping ivy.
Anxiety makes you question who you are.
Anxiety is like a shadow,
It’s with you…
But it’s not you.

15

Superhero
If I were a superhero just for a day,
I’d make all the bad things just go away.
Women will be able to walk down the street,
Without fear of any strange men getting near.
The world would be a better place,
No trash, less plastic and our oceans safe.
No children crying at night alone,
Thinking what have I done to deserve this home?
All animals would be safe from harm,
Everyone would see their charm.
People won’t question who they are
Because manipulation won’t go far.
We will never sit up at night crying,
Because the abusers will be caught lying.
The world can exist without magic powers,
It just needs to put in the hours.

Superpowers
If I could have superpowers,
I would organise the earth,
And keep it clean.
I would control my dreams,
And be a massage therapist.
Do whatever I like to do, and keep my place tidy,
Move things with my finger,
That’s what I would do.
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Rights Not Privileges
Rights not privileges,
Say it louder for the abusers.
Say it clearer for all society.
Say it with power for the future females to come.
Female friendly city?
Unfortunately not.
You can’t be my friend if you don’t defend me in darkness.
You won’t be my friend if you words aren’t followed by actions.
You definitely will never be my friend if you’d rather ignore the problem than
address it.
Leeds city is alive,
The women are empowered,
The streets are rumbling and will be broken.
We are rising up.
We will walk these streets, heads held high.
High heels or no high heels.
Maybe with our assets on show.
We are empowered by our bodies and minds.
When I call if I’m in danger,
If I need support with life,
My finances aren’t coming in,
Mental health issues become over powering.
Are we still worthy and safe in our friendship?
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Digging Deep
Looking within yourself seems like a good idea, but what if your life isn’t all sunshine
and roses?
What if the trauma you’ve hidden is eroding away at your inner being?
Is there any medication, remedies or prescription to help fix a broken soul?
Over pouring your love into an endless pit of abuse, control and betrayal, It’s
understandably enough to turn your heart cold.
The once over flowing, abundantly loving character has retired.
She has hung up her “I can save you” cape.
It was once said “when you never see the light, it’s hard to know which one is caving”
But the proof is in the colour of the broken ones soul, It was your soul that turned black,
Black like the bruises that once laid on your skin, Black like the dark rooms he forced her
to sit in to think over and over again about how She was in the wrong.
Black like the mascara dripping down her face from the endless tears that were cried.
After you’ve dug deep enough into yourself, past the surface, past the trauma, past the
endless years of being abused, you find your true being.
Now some may say you’re stupid for still believe in the ‘silver lining’ but deep within,
you still find the woman, the woman You have known all your life, the true you.
Regardless of the world doing everything to turn her cold, she’s not.
When you find her, she’s sat in little daze.
Timid and soft in her approach,
Cowering, worried what is yet to come.
But SHE, she believes in love,
She believes that the light at the end of the tunnel is near,
She believes that after the storm has passed,
she too will be able to live freely in the flesh.
She will walk the Earth,
no longer timid in her approach.
She will shout from the roof that she is in love
and she is safe whilst loving another
human being.
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Epilepsy

Epilepsy is seen as a bad thing in my culture,
Everyone tries to bring you down.
Negativity shouldn’t define who you are.
“You have been cursed” or
“You are not normal”
Hearing the voices in my head.
It’s not my fault,
I can’t deal with stress.
Mental health should be taken seriously

Suffering Mental Health at the Age of 13.

Suffering mental health at the age of 13. Feeling alone and depressed like there
was no one there to help me. “Everyone asking me why are you always sad? You
have a house, a bed and food”. I just didn’t have answer. At the time a lot was
going through my mind. Remembering the past that I couldn’t control anymore.
All the negative experience just tortured my mind as they flashbacked.

I felt that I could never find happiness in my life. Every day was a struggle for
me. Every breath was a fight for survival. My mind was still living in the past.
Feeling trapped inside my own mind. Didn’t know who to go to? Where to ask for
help? I felt I was having conflict within myself.
Having counseling sessions didn’t help. I just couldn’t open up to someone I
never met. Telling my feelings over and over again to a lot of people made things
worse. There was no point of sharing what was going inside me because it didn’t
help me move forward. Not everything helps for someone suffering with mental
health. Many people consider meditation and exercise can help with the mental
health. I personally think if we are educated on how to tackle mental health this
would make a huge difference to those suffering.
Bullying was the most horrible experience I had. There were always these
groups of girls that would comment on the way I look. Shouting “ugly” every
time I walked past them. Laughing at me when I wore something new to school
e.g. a coat or new trainers for P.E. Make me do all their homework in one night.
This was just too much for me. The result of this experience dragged confidence
down. Isolating myself and having a fear of facing everyone around me. I did
speak up for myself and told a teacher in school about this bullying. Didn’t make
much difference. Those girls would find every way to hurt my feelings. I think
many young people don’t realise that bullying can bring a negative effect to a
person’s life. They don’t know what the person is going through. It can even lead
to someone taking their own life.
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Power:

Rape, Rape, Rape
Why does one word hold so much power?
Who gave it so much power?
Was it the victim who gave it power?
Was it the rapist that gave it power?
NO, NO, NO
It's the victim shamers that gave it power...
So, let's take that power BACK!!!

Victim:

I hate being called a victim.
There's so much sadness surrounding that word.
Then again...
It's just that a word!
So, here's a few more...
FUCK BEING A VICTIM!
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Don’t Play the race card
‘’’Don’t play the race card’
Do you know how it feels to be misperceived?
Where the world you live in fills your mind with disbelief
Nothing to do with you, I know? Im just expected to go with the flow
Just tell me one thing and I will let it go?
Wheres that feeling, that love you don’t show
The feeling of unity and pride
Where the world sees no colour, inequality or divide
“don’t play the race card”
But this environment has conditioned me to feel this way
Almost as if you encourage my discomfort and overpower my say
In my hand I have a king, 2 spades and an ace
And if I lose this game , I promise I won’t blame it on my race, because
I know your not racist
You love everyone
Like you said it wasn’t you enslaved black people for fun
But
If your not part of the solution your part the dilemma
‘it always seems impossible until its done’- Nelson Mandela
When we talk about slavery you become disconnected because you weren’t there physically
You become defensive, compassionless and simply move on unintentionlly
Ok yes, your right I didn’t experience it personally
But that does mean I can’t be affected by its history
See in this version of the story we call life, there are no parallels
I mean we share this world, yet we choose to only help out ourselves
With a small adjustment to the eye your perception of colour can reform
But when in doubt you peel back the lids of your eyes and the conform
But let me ask you,
If navey blue can be baby blue
Why do you treat my skin colour the way you do
‘’’Don’t play the race card’
im sorry you mistake my passion for aggression
But im just trying to generate the answer to my question
I mean you’re right, it has nothing to do with you
But even so don’t you think change is way over due
But change is not something your willing to peruse
Please don’t minimize my potential once you see my colour of skin
I mean its easy to oversimplify the issue when you’re not standing on the outside looking in
This world is a collage of opinions and views that we perceive
As if we are preconditioned to choose what not to and what to believe
So, im sorry that im black, she’s white, he’s pink and she’s blue
But maybe both the problem and solution is actually you
If im honest, I blame it on misinformation
As that alone has instigated masses of social integration
Its evident that there is a disconnect between you culture of mine
Yet you carry on as usual, claiming that everyone and everything is fine
Im sorry that can’t really understand what it’s like
Like the fact its difficult to evolve when my opportunities are put in on strike
Or so that’s how I am made to feel
And im sorry if you think I’m exaggerating or turning this into a big ordeal
But
I’m just trying to translate the unacceptable sense of reality
It’s not me calling you racist or personally blaming you for police brutality
Through these words you almost become a tourist in the halls of our struggle
As I expose just a handful of the tribulations, I am forced to juggle
There’s nothing I can do, I have revealed my cards, now its your move
And in the face of social ineptitude we only have one option which is to improve
‘’’Don’t play the race card’
Evidently this issue is not at the forefront of your mind
But this has gone on for too long, we can no longer act blind
My heritage is not a sin, I owe my ancestors everything
I just want you to understand that I am more than just the colour of my skin
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To Be a Mother

You & Me Baby Boy

I have 2 sons and I am so blessed to have these boys,
I love them.
My oldest son is 3 years and he has lovely brown
skin,
He is so handsome, has soft skin and lovely long
fingers like a piano.
When he looks at me I feel so blessed.
He loves me and he calls me all the time
“Mommy, mommy do you love me?”
He knows I love him more than my life.
Every morning when I see him I feel happy
and proud of him.
I always say ‘thank God’ to have this lovely boy.

Nothing could ever compare.
When you entered the world,
Brown eyes and a head full of hair,
I was instantly in love.

To My Baby Milo
Being a mum hasn’t come natural to me.
I’ve not felt like these people you see on social media,
Who seem to have the perfect life.
At times, I’ve wanted to run and just keep running.
But every morning, I wake up and see,
Your big brown eyes and cheeky smile,
And all that anguish goes away.
The truth is,
The bond wasn’t there straight away when I met you,
And for that I felt ashamed.
I like my own time and I’ll never forget to be me,
But I like the me I am with you too.
You are my son, my moon, and my best friend.
Everything I do is for you.
My best creation is you.
Every day, you look at me,
There is no judgement
Only love for me.
I gave you life, but you also give me life.
Love unconditionally,
Mummy x

Who holds the mother?
Child birth is meant to be one of Gods best gifts to a
woman,
The first butterflies and all the excitement!
A mother carries a lot of stress on her shoulders but
every day she gets up and carries on.
As soon as a baby is born everyone rushes to the
hospital to hold the baby,
But who holds the mum?
After all the pain her body and mind endures.
Who holds the mum?
As mothers we need self-reassurance, care and love
to feel just as worthy.
The moral of this is the baby and the mother are a
package.
Mothers hurt, mothers have feelings and we hurt too.
But who holds the mum?

You made no sound,
Leaving me question whether you was
definitely mine, Your eyes were just
looking around, I couldn’t wait to hold
you.
Then the weight of the world hit,
I looked over to you laying on the
scales, Instantly I told your dad to sit,
We needed to mature and to do it quick.
Boy did you grow so bloody fast,
I blinked and I swear you began walking, At bedtime in our home I always
went last, Guess that was written in
the fine print.
I had to made a decision for us both,
Changing our family from a trio to a
duo, I prayed it wouldn’t be a choice I
would loath, I had you at the forefront
of my mind.
How will I afford your things for school,
The questions plagued me at night, Will
I be able to fund all the things you
think are cool, Doing it alone was
daunting.
Nights of constantly sighing,
Contemplating how things would end
up,
Not once did I ever want you to see I
was crying, I was determined to
remain strong.
As time continues to move forwards,
Everything eventually fell into place,
You progressed using your words,
Pride overwhelmed me.
Now we have our ‘happy ever after’,
Even though the same worries still
remain, But we have so many dreams
to go capture,
Just You and me baby boy.
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I want you to know statements
I Want You To Know…

Talking openly about my mental health is not attention seeking
I use drugs and alcohol to cope with traumatic events,
please don’t judge me for that
I have a mental illness but that does not mean I’m crazy,
dangerous, unlovable, weak, stupid or unreasonable
Just because I’m not in education it doesn’t mean I’m not smart,
my health has to come first
I understand that the ‘marks’ on my arm are not ‘normal’ to you,
but please don’t stare, I am just as valid as you
We all need help sometimes
I don’t self harm to be manipulative,
it helps me cope with really difficult thoughts and feelings
It is a battle just to get out of bed some mornings
We all need help sometimes
Feeling I belong is massively important to me

I Refuse to Sink

Sometimes you may feel like a ship,
With cold icy water beginning to seep in.
You don’t know whether you’ll sink like a heavy stone,
Into the deep, dark abyss,
Or if you’ll calmly float on the rocky waves.
At times you can cry,
Allowing your body to release tears like a dam that has broken and the floodgates
are open for everybody to see.
The world is spinning and tilting on its axis,
It feels like everyone else is living the perfect televised life,
But you’re on the outside looking in,
You are dizzy from spinning uncontrollably.
Other times your smile shines brighter than the burning sun,
Melting the ice.
You are blessed and completely at one with yourself,
It’s like you have found a home.
Maybe you’ll look for directions in all the places you shouldn’t.
My own temporary crutch is spending money.
The relief only lasts until the parcel comes,
And you find that you’re hiding it away.
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Getaway Girls is a registered charity and
established as a company limited by guarantee.
The organisation has been supporting young
women within Leeds for over 28 years.
Getaway Girls empowers young women to build
confidence and resilience, develop new skills and
take positive risks in an environment which
offers co-operation and support.
We offer a variety of programmes to meet diverse
needs of young women including individual
support, group work, peer education/ support,
creative arts, sports and adventure education,
outreach work, residentials, training and
opportunities for Voice and Influence.
Peer support is an integral part of our approach
for many years. Young women have brought their
energy, knowledge, lived experience, skills and
enthusiasm.

For further information about Getaway Girls or the Side by Side group please
contact Flavia at Getaway Girls 67 Bayswater Grove, Leeds, LS8 5LN.
Tel: 0113 240 5894 or email: flavia.docherty@getawaygirls.co.uk
www.getawaygirls.co.uk

