These are a selection of poems kindly sent to Shaping Our Lives by Carol Batton

Dress Sense
The see me and think that I don’t make

sense.

They don’t, listen.

They don’t, hear.

They confirm that I don’t make sense.

DSS

Oh 

No

Oh No!

No.

Unsung hero….

The Chinese guy in the tank-

who stopped, 

when the student got in the way!

Pyschiatric help

I scream in the street

and they say

“You’re mad… you need help”

I already had ‘help’ – 

that is why I scream.

Taking Care

Insane people 

have sane lifestyles;

Sane people

tend to have insane lifestyles.

In the absence of a blood test

Your knowledge of my depression

is anecdotal – 

don’t say I told you so.

Clever

Psychiatrists are very clever –

When there is something they don’t

understand – 

they medicate it.

Weed

I’m a weed, disabled, 

I’m a seed; potential, 

I’m a deed, of kindness, 

And sometimes, I’m essential.

Even though I’m mad, 

Even though I’m mental, 

There are moments in my life, 

When I’m influential

Alone

I’d rather be alone

with a schizophrenic, 

than a psychiatrist. 

Rainbow

Underneath the rainbow

Underneath the glitter –

Underneath your marvellous pills

It couldn’t be much shittier.

Thought on thoughts

Your greatest fear 

may never come;

It may never, have ever, 

been likely, even;

For little thoughts, 

When given room

Are bound to lend

Themselves to doom.

NHS… ‘One size no longer fits all’

I don’t care what size, is my plaster;

As long as it covers my wound

And there’s someone there to take it off, 

after, 

And nobody’s cruel.

Hallway….

My life changes, 

But the door handles

       Stay.

The doors are the doors 

I always go through…

All of them old;

But today, 

One is New.

