
           Can you be your own gardener? 

 

The flow of life can bend you inside, takes control and plays with your mind 

Life is emotion, a raindrop to fall, watering the garden and making us tall 

Nature and nurture are top of the list, sometimes in life we need help for the mist 

So much of the world is suffocating us, so much of life consumes us  

How can you relax when your down on your knees? planting some weeds, strangled 

by trees 

When did you realise, you’re wrapped up in pain? when did you realise life’s not a 

game 

Life is a river that seeps in your soil, life can be hard, a ruthless toil 

Life is there it just sits in your head, but sometimes we forget our brain is not dead 

Sometimes we forget we need to come home, take back inside the thoughts as they 

roam 

Life for some is incredibly hard; no home, no allotment, no land of their own 

A feeling of emptiness with no seeds to plant, but that's just a myth nature did grant 

Life is our garden however it comes, sometimes we’re controlled by the numbers of 

sums 

A flower is such a beautiful thing, it just needs some care to stand tall and sing 

The smell of the garden, the thoughts in the air, sometimes in life we feel nobody 

cares 

Life’s in your head, never too far away, continuously wanting and badgering you to 

play 

It’s hard for some with no money for food, especially when they try to do good 

It's unfair for those when the lights they go off, sometimes they need some soil for 

the broth 

Let’s not forget the emotions that come, remember to cry in the shade not the sun 

Life is a bucket that can need rinsed out especially in the darkness when our heart 

has been pulled out 

What do we do? we pretend we're all fine, each of standing in a queue in a line 

Sometimes a flower can grow by itself, then it remembers it’s friends on the shelf 

Life can have a uniqueness to give, sometimes with gold that we can sieve 



Not from the precious colours of green, sometimes in life the gold is unseen 

It’s treasure inside that touches your mind, inventive, creative not falling in line 

Why do we queue for society's pain, the tv, the remote, the hours, what do we gain? 

Why do wait for people to tell us what we are good at? no time to discuss feet on a 

doormat 

Life can be cruel and incredibly sad, people in grief and feeling quite bad 

Life is alive but sometimes we forget, we are not dead just not living yet 

Dictated and herded by organisations outside, sometimes we need some help to 

survive 

But what should we do and where should we go? swept in the river, the current it 

flows 

Confusion in adults hidden in sight, they don't show their children their plight 

They’re trying to garden a life full of fun, weeds are sprouting, and darkness can 

come 

Survival, the fight it's they’re in our head, shepherded by some words that are often 

said 

Walking, driving or just in your home, it shouts, it calls, it whispers in your dome 

You’re herded and driven to believe that you need an expensive trowel to help with 

the seeds 

But that’s just the myth that lies deep inside, rising and growing and touching the 

sky 

The highest, the best is not always right, sometimes in life it's a sizable fight 

Then we come home to the thoughts in our own bed, gardening blooms which 

flower instead 

Nature the essence of life is a form, to nurture a skill we must all learn to horn 

When the garden is in need a of a rake and fork, sometimes we're too busy and away 

we will walk 

A garden is such a beautiful thing, it needs some life so flowers we can bring 

Gardeners of life that’s what we are, carefully tending to take us so far 

Looking within at the thoughts in our heads, we can pull the weeds up from the bed 

The garden it needs the light to shine, inspiration, creation it can feel so divine 



Create it and feel it, feel like a winner, your garden will grow, and you can serve 

dinner 

Look at the world we’re surrounded and wrapped in, can we decide a path that will 

win? 

Winning is a feeling when you’re wearing your smile, one you’ve waited and 

yearned for a while 

A smile, the light, the beauty of grace, just like the flower that’s there in your face 

We’re are all flowers that are trying to grow, a space we need for our foliage flow 

Choices, decisions, the nature of life, sometimes it’s survival and learning to hold 

tight 

We’re growing, we’re sprouting, we’re blossoming well, that's another story I’m 

waiting to tell  

For life is a journey not something to win, we are our own guides and it all comes 

from within. 

 

Suzannah Jane Farrell 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


