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We are pleased to support the publication of this volume of poetry 
and artwork. Mental illness is the largest single source of burden of 
disease in the UK. It has a wide impact on individuals’ lives and is 

associated with lifestyle factors such as alcohol misuse and smoking, and thus 
with diseases such as cancer, cardiovascular disease and diabetes.

Of these factors, smoking is the largest single cause of preventable death and 
health inequality, with rates of smoking much higher in those people with mental 
illness. Almost half of tobacco consumption and smoking related deaths occur 
in people with mental health problems.

So, improving individual and community mental health and wellbeing is a key 
priority for improving health and tackling inequalities in Leicester. Our local aim 
is to build resilience to mental illness. Evidence suggests that there is a role 
for culture, creativity and participation in the arts in improving mental health 
in communities. These benefits may be gained from being involved in doing 
something creative, valuing oneself and others, and learning new skills.

By supporting and influencing the local Arts in Mental Health agenda with 
this poetry and artwork we wanted to develop two themes. Firstly to show 
that creativity can contribute to the wellbeing of individuals with mental health 
problems. Secondly, to produce an example of how the arts may contribute 
to the improvement of wellbeing in our local communities, how they may build 
resilience to mental illness and other adversity.

Most of all, though we hope that those people who have contributed to this 
volume have felt a benefit from the creative process, and that it may have 
helped to develop favourable conditions which may contribute either to 
sustainable behavioural change or better mental health.

Louise Ross
Stop Smoking Services and Tobacco Control Manager

Mark Wheatley 
Public Health Principal and Chair of the Leicester, Leicestershire & Rutland 
Mental Health Promotion Network

February 2013

Message from Louise:

Because of the common perception that people with 
mental illness use cigarette smoking to self-medicate 
and the fact that smoking has historically been 
associated with mental health settings, it is widely 
believed that psychiatric patients are less able or less 
willing to quit smoking. It has been shown that patients 
with mental illness are frequently motivated to quit 
and with the right support from the NHS Smoking 
Cessation Service, chances of successfully stopping 
are better. 

Your local STOP! smoking service are ready to help 
and can be contacted on 0116 2954141 or you can 
email louise.ross@leicspart.nhs.uk



SMokiNg aNd giviNg UP

These first workshops concentrated directly on the subject of smoking 
and giving up smoking. This section also contains some poems from other 
weeks that directly tackle the subject.

Smoking

If no person had been searching for a thing
smoking may never have been
then the option would never exist
and being given the choice to damage our health
would be non existent.
Why was it discovered?
Why were they searching?
Was what they were searching for found
or was it an accidental discovery
that many years later
causes a debate within me.
To smoke, or not.
To give up.
To overcome addiction
or at least try.
Why, oh why was it found …

Sonia Wood

Why do Something That is Bad For Me?

Because I don’t want to be so hard on myself and deny myself
when I am already restricted in what needs and wants can be met.

Because I don’t know what I would do instead.

Because I don’t know how to get the thing I really want
or indeed, whether I would want them if I could have them.

Because I don’t know anything for sure
I just know what I think I know
and it could all be wrong.

Because I don’t want to.
Maybe?

Sonia Wood

Smoking

Tainted air
no longer fresh air, slightly hard to breath.
Packs of 10 or 20 costing an arm and a leg.
Trying to make ends meet.
Balance, the key.
Distraction, another.
Keeping your mind free
to keep the peace.

Sagar

Smoking

It’s vain.
Tears you away from the hubble of life.
You tumble into strife.
How to afford the
wrinkles and crinkles.
Yearning my sanctuary
from stress, sucking
puffing on the cylinder
trifling with my life
transforming my character
planning my vice ridden end.

Adrian Brown

Debbie Hudson



Smokin’

Smoking distracts from anything
I wish to be distracted from
even from distraction
if that distraction is too long.

I wake in the night to smoke
a distraction from REM
When I’ve topped up with nicotine
I go back to sleep again.

I smoke when I’m happy
I smoke when I’m sad
weather has no impact
I smoke when it’s good or bad.

Smoking has become automatic
natural as eating & being alive
I know it’s a trick of the mind
it doesn’t aid life at all, but …

Sonia Wood

I would like to stop smoking someday.

I lost interest in something I am trying to give up.
I would do less of something I didn’t like.
I would discontinue to do something if I got bored with it.
I would like to quit spending and start saving.

I would like to stop smoking someday.

I’m thinking about stopping smoking someday.

Mabs

I’m losing something
I’m feeling free
I’m show me the money
I’m surrender
I’m stopping, starting, standing still.
I’m not doing it any more
I’m quiet
I’m saying No.
I’m shame
I’m giving up, I’m giving in
I’m something missing
I’m taking down
I’m making love, shaking hands, breaking down
I’m a question
I’m a time, a place
I’m stubbing out
I’m letting go
I’m a gift no more
I’m denying myself
I’m being new
I’m denying myself
I’m crisis
I’m hardship
I’m a place not filled
I’m silent

Alison Dunne



Smoking

outside, I say no
I don’t smoke
I’ve missed out on the ochre stained
ceiling
the cough
the camaraderie
I’ve missed out
on the tenner a week cost
I’ve gained money
I’ve gained control
just now that waft of smoke
that cigarette
has no hold over me

Christine

How i Punish You
(A Monologue Spoken by a Cigarette)

I make you watch bad TV all day
and keep you on the sofa eating snacks.
I don’t let you see daylight
or get a lung full of fresh air
on a walk to the park with dog.
I make you put off
all the good things you like to do
so there’s no sense of achievement.
I don’t let you sleep.
Wake you hourly at 1 and 2 and 3 and 4
and put thoughts in your head
like ice skaters carving circles
with their blades.
Yes, I stop your happiness
parcel out the time endlessly
and of course there’s no reward
nothing good at the end of it.

Alison Dunne

giving up

I miss the time,
the place,
the closeness, 
the company,
all lined up 
like a chapter 
from a Dickens’ novel;
Great Expectations;
For Whom The Bell Tolls,
or a poem; sitting on the fence,
the middle of the road,
a bench,  a pew,  place to go.
I miss those 
gong - filled - moments.
I miss the smell of coffee
and accompanying things in the lounge.
I miss the blue bowl of light
filling up the white cup of sky,
the easy belief in everything.
The thick night air.
The steeple silhouetted
against the moon.

Lydia Towsey

Christian

Christian



Air is a breath, a wail
is blowing raspberries on baby bellies.
Is filling hot air balloons
is the making of parties.
Is a wind, a breeze a gale.
Is fresh on the hills, bracing.
Is stale, that lock in morning after
beer and fagsmoke smell.
Is inside us and coming out
of mouths and noses in breath
ragged when we run or panic.
Air is a breeze.
Is focussed blowing candles out.
Is pumping up the tires.
Is under pressure.
Is escaping from party balloons.
Is a teacher inflating pig’s lungs in Biology.
Air is races with paper fish.
Air is a twister lifting houses out of Kansas.
Air is the things that leaves you. Finally.

Alison Dunne

Breathe it all in

Inhale life giving air.
Exhale to make room for more.
Colourless, transparent breath.
Inhale. Exhale.
Birds fly in the air
that once filled up my chest.
I inhale a rainbow
and exhale the rain
a constant pattern
again, again.
Inhale, exhale.
My breath carries the wind
and the butterfly.
I exhale through soap covered circles
and my breath becomes encased.

Sonia Wood

For the party I have purchased 42 crates of air.
Ready to accommodate the world 
as long as it is crate-sized.
Do not tread in the crates,
the air may escape
up the leg and out of the mouth.
Like a lot of hot air.
Take care of all the air.
Extra cautious use a lid.
Don’t waste the air 
up there, upstairs
I have air.
Bring a bottle. 

Lydia Towsey

The air We Breathe

For this workshop we used the idea of the air as a pure and life giving thing, 
a fresh thing that doesn’t need to be tainted by smoke. The poems arose 
from the inspiration of air and from ‘inspire’ – literally to breathe in.

atmosphere

Air is created in the atmosphere of new planets
in space, in a vacuum.
Air is all around us
Air has temperature
Air sometimes holds moisture
Air can be hot and dry
Air contains oxygen which is absorbed
by the blood in our lungs
Air carries shafts of sunlight 
to be seen on dancing motes of dust.
Air bubbles up in a pan on the hob.
Air condenses on windows,
in the shower, a net curtain.
Air condenses as I blow
on the cold window of the bus

Christine

Sonia Wood

JP Keshwala



Body and Mind

This workshop looked at the body and the mind. The way the body works 
and how the parts of it need to be healthy as well as the mind.  The 
proposition was to appreciate the body and the mind and not damage them 
with things like smoking.

Singing lifts my spirits
sewing calms my mind
writing keeps my brain active.
My heart beats with love
My feet are a bone of contention
My mouth takes in food
My teeth are a pain and a joy
My tongue encourages.

Debbie Hudson

Body

My teeth are doing what’s right
trying to be white, glowing
while I’m lying down, 
lighting the room at night.

My nerves are my conscience
jangling like a bunch of keys
make me see, over and over.
My nerves won’t let me leave
without looking back.

My neurones are all innocence.
You’d think they had nothing to do
with all this swearing, this effing
and blinding, this cursing
and they never forgive themselves.

Taste

This session was based on the idea that when you give up smoking your 
sense of taste improves and the workshop revelled in all kinds of tastes as 
inspiration for stopping smoking.

What You Taste

You don’t taste sickness.
You do taste beer, coffee is bitter.
You taste sugar, chocolate sweet.
You taste lemon, sour.
You taste spices, hot.
You taste garlic.

Jaysinh Keshwala

Taste the Universe

Chocolate is a natural requirement of sadness.
Chocolate scrubs the edges of sadness
with a sweetness that dips in divine.

Pear of laughter
from the laughing pear tree
cheer up any fruit bowl
and fruit salad
creating ripples in the great cosmic water bed.

Pasta disappointment and go straight to fun.
Pick a winner, write a letter.
Pass the pasta of gloom
straight to the pasta with reggae sauces.

Sonia Wood

Eyelashes are a way of expressing
shame, they’re always breaking things
with their lavish blinking
their opening and shutting
they never, never stay the same

And my lungs are full of sadness
bleeding out of me in exhalations
drawing in the world and stripping out
its beautiful oxygen breath by breath.
With those tight balloons of sadness there
I can’t bend like I used to.

Alison Dunne

Blewit

One of the things I love to do on a 
fine late Autumn day
is to forage in the wood on the look 
for Blewit mushrooms.
They are quite easy to spot due to 
the bright, violet colour
of their stem and caps.

Lauren M Foster



Filling the void

The basis for this topic was ‘the void’ or that part of us that we try to fill 
and how that might arise within an individual leading them to engage in, 
for example, smoking. We looked at the theme of what we miss which may 
cause this void but also took a look at how we might use other ways to fill 
the void. Relaxing, recalling past happiness, gardening for example.

For dreams’ Sake

Living the dream
often kills the dream
because while it’s a dream
there’s no ebb to its flow
its highs have no low
its joys no woe.
A dream that becomes reality
isn’t always what it’s cracked up to be.
Dreaming for the sake of dreaming
can be a pleasure of its own 
an escape, somewhere to go
when you find yourself alone,
something to think about on the bus
something to think about just because.
Because it’s nice.

Sonia Wood

Sunshine on a Summer’s day

It was a beautiful day.
Nice and not too hot.

Beautiful.
Out of this world.

The feeling of something to come.
It was a lovely walk.
I didn’t need money.

It was nice I had money though.

It lasted as long as it did.
It lasted as long as it needed to.

The thought of it now is so nice.
It still remains amazing.
It felt like a new world.

It feels so good.
If this is a taste of things to come

I can’t wait for a new world.

Sean 

day Trip

The sun on my head, heating my body up.
Ice-cream, ice cold to cool me down.
Strange feeling of sand on my feet.
Jumping into the salty water
and swallowing by accident.
The cool salty breeze keeping my mind fresh.
Freshly cooked fish and chips.
Looking at the flashing lights at the amusement park.
Winning a prize, a happy moment.
Watching the sun set before going home.

Sagar

Malek



Life is Worth Living

This was the joyful last session of the project where we looked at all the 
positive things, reasons to be alive, reasons to be healthy and not kill 
ourselves with cigarettes. a big energetic workshop with lots of laughter, 
using gratitude as inspiration and also asking the participants to stress why 
life iS worth living and why stopping smoking would be very worthwhile.

How should I not be grateful for
my Dad who is still with me
and a great support.
There is my friend Karen who
came to my aid when there was nobody.
My poetry which I can use to bless others.
In spite of being in a situation where I
may lose my flat, I will not lose 
my relationship with God
my Dad and sisters, my friends,
or my talents

Debs  

Life is Worth Living

Through the kitchen window, through the steam
from the morning kettle, sunlight. Crocuses 
poke their tiny snouts up through the earth
in the hanging basket.  The seasons surprise us
even though we’ve had all these years to get used
to them. We still remark how cold, or how light
the nights now, or say we’re hot as if we
weren’t expecting the summer.
It’s the tiny things that spring up and take us,
make us want to fling the curtains wide
and fetch a duster.  A wren on the path quick, 
a child’s laughter coming from the street
and you, hanging up the laundry every time 
the socks in military rows on the airer
just that reliable precision 
making my heart beat happy.

Alison Dunne

Family

This session looked at family as an important resource but also a good 
motivation for keeping healthy and staying alive. Something worth giving 
up smoking for!

The Family

I started with parents. Thought of influences
Grandparents and stories that parents said
or how it was a struggle to move to England.
Then went to siblings, brother in law
nephews and all the laughs we had as children.
Chasing each other, playing with toy cars,
long journeys to the beach.
Extended family and friends, left alone
as it will get complicated in who to put closer to me.
Extended family, we talk regularly.

Sagar

drawing My Family 

I found this quite difficult to do
as my Grandparents, a cousin and my mum
are not here any more
and I hardly see any of the others.

I guess I started with me because I am here.

I was very close to my mum
and quite close to my Gran, her mum.
I was also fond of Mum’s dad, too.

I drew line to represent the strength of closeness.

Mum was a one man band to me.
My mother, friend, counsellor and advisor
all rolled into one, a rock.
When she died she left a big gaping hole.
Nobody can fill that hole.
We were, in a sense, joined at the hip.
Being separated from her physically
and emotionally was very hard.
It was harder to deal with the emotional loss.

If I could draw this again
I would do a big pin man in the middle,
as Mum
and little ones around to represent
her as the kingpin
holding the family together.
Even though I don’t see much of my
sisters
when I have something bad happen
they come together to support me.

Debbie Hudson

Lauren M Foster



Life is Worth Living

For trees, for cats, for horses,
for flowers, for dragon flies, for film,
for picking up a guitar to play,
for pottering in the garden on an early
Spring day, for clearing the leaves, for tending
the compost.

Life is worth living for compost?
Compost? It takes all sorts.

Life is worth living for buying a random CD in
a charity shop; you get it home, play it and it’s
brilliant. And it was only £1! It makes
up for all the ones that were shite.

Life is worth living for tea,
proper tea, with caffeine in it.
Banana sandwiches, peanut butter.
poached eggs on toast. Lunch.
Butternut squash and spinach lasagne.
Supper.

Life is worth living for new tastes, trying a
new thing out and finding out it’s great.
Life is worth living for orgasm.
Life is worth living to visit a Lowry
exhibition,feel his isolation, burst
into tears and look like an idiot.
Life is worth living to feel life is worth living.
Life is worth living for dogs, for walks
round the Beacon, round the woods.

Life is worth living for mushrooms. Fruits of
the earth, the mycelium that supports all
life through it’s symbiotic relationship with
plants, for it’s facilitation in aiding
water uptake to those plants.

Life is worth living to see very clearly that
cooperation is what makes life worth living,
not competition. To see the symbiosis.
Life is worth living to express that
life is worth living, whatever the emotion.
Life is worth living to sleep, to dream.

Life is worth living because the opposite is not.

Lauren M Foster

gratitude

How should I not be happy with my friends and family
without them I’d be alone and would lose the will to live.

There will be Summer, Spring, Autumn, Winter.
For my artwork makes me feel creative
For the seasons, the different seasons

make me know I’m alive
and my good friends and my family

my good friends and family.

Matthew 



What people said...

‘Working with the NHS and the Bright Sparks art group has been an interesting and 
challenging experience for me as the lead artist; the group has a wide variety of life and 
cultural experiences to draw from when creating artwork. This has resulted in the fine work 
you see in this publication. I am looking forward to working with the group again in the 
near future.’
Rikke digerud-Waring

“Over 70 visits by 20 individuals were made to the workshops over the 10 weeks. Both 
inpatients and outpatients/other service users attended. Some people came to all or most 
of the sessions, some came to one or two. Some attendees came whilst inpatient but were 
then discharged. Overall I witnessed a growth in confidence in both writing and sharing 
work. 

“The subject is dear to my heart, this being the 10th year since I quit smoking and I know, 
too well, how hard it is to do but how good to stop. The group I’ve been lucky to work with 
before have again proved themselves to be generous, creative, wise and responsive. Our 
workshops have been full of discussion, laughter, profound moments and hard work. I’m 
proud of how the writers continue to develop and of the work we’ve created and gladly 
send it out into the world in the hopes it will encourage others who want to stop smoking.”
alison dunne

“I recently attended the ‘smoking cessation’ poetry workshops ran by Alison Dunne, 
Alison has a great way with people and is very good at inspiring creativity, i really enjoyed 
the workshops they were fun and relaxed and I felt my time there was productive. I have 
attended workshops run by Alison in the past and will hopefully have more opportunities in 
the future to spend more time producing writing under her guidance!”
Workshop member

“The sessions were excellent, enlivening, encouraging and bringing forth a great deal of 
talent. I didn’t know I had so much poetry in me, the smoking group was challenging and 
stimulating whilst providing a warm and welcoming space in which to participate.”
Workshop member

“I very much enjoyed the informal and engaging poetry sessions with the inspirational 
Alison Dunne. Participation in the project has been great for my confidence, I’ve made new 
friends, and it’s helped me to acknowledge the many benefits I have felt in the two years 
since I quit smoking.” 
Lauren Foster

Find out more about the LLR Mental Health Promotion network at  
www.lampdirect.org.uk/mentalhealthpromotion

Tim Sayers and Lydia Towsey
Arts in Mental Health Coordinators 
Leicestershire Partnership NHS Trust 
t: 07795475806   e tim.sayers@leicspart.nhs.uk or lydia.towsey@leicspart.nhs.uk 
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