Poems and Pictures

I have always wrestled with prayer, finding that as it is so often presented it feels rather sterile and just another version of trying to be good. What has helped me is to write poetry as prayer. The format does not matter - mine is no set type of poetry - but it seeks to link my life experiences with prayer. 
Sometimes this links with my reflection on Bible characters (I am currently working on acollection, just for myself, called "Forgotten women of the Bible").  So, for example, recently accompanying my daughter through her pregnancy and birth of her daughter had clear resonances with those  around Mary at the time of Jesus' birth (as in the attached poem.) At other times it is a more raw expression of feelings towards God (an example is also attached). 
Since photography is another passion I sometimes include a picture I have taken: the poems and the pictures are my prayer-offering.
 
It has been a huge help to see this as prayer.
 
Jeannie Kendall

Two examples follow:

The woman with Mary at Jesus’birth
You have a long time

To talk during a labour.

It was not how I intended

To spend that night.

A busy day with guests

Lent itself more to sleep

Than to an anxious wait

With a first-time mother.

She had seemed so very ordinary.

I’d barely glanced, except a moment’s empathy,
Such a young girl, and a long journey

Far from her own people;

Husband attentive, yet with a sense of distance;

I guessed inevitable

When all that she could feel

Were the demands of her body

And the urgency of the child

Fighting to be born.

But in the end I had to help.

They were exhausted

And childbirth is always risky.
And so, seeking to distract her,

Between her waves of all-absorbing pain

I asked her for her story:

Another kind of intimacy.

At first I smiled:

Thinking the pain

Had made her fanciful

But then I saw

The quiet passion in her eyes.

And I began to wonder:

Could God – and hope - indeed be born

Among the mess and muddle of our lives?

And as one last gasp brought forth her son

I realised at last

That everything had changed

And nothing, and no-one,
Could ever be ordinary again

Jeannie Kendall
Dec 09

Sunday morning poem

“Jesus suffered

And died 

Alone”

You sing

And I cannot

Understand

How you can sing

Such words

With joy.

His isolation 

Is supposed

To lessen

Mine

Yet I feel

Utterly alone

And in the dark

And stand here

Match girl

Looking through 

The window

At the feast

And dying again

In the cold

Jeannie Kendall
November 09
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