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Do not stand at my grave and weep, 
I am not there, I do not sleep. 
I am in a thousand winds that blow, 
I am the softly falling snow. 
I am the gentle showers of rain, 
I am the fields of ripening grain. 
I am in the morning hush, 
I am in the graceful rush 
Of beautiful birds in circling flight, 
I am the starshine of the night. 
I am in the flowers that bloom, 
I am in a quiet room. 
I am in the birds that sing, 
I am in each lovely thing. 
Do not stand at my grave and cry, 
I am not there. I do not die.

- Mary Elizabeth Fry



Days of Healing is a body of work I created in
response to a series of traumatic events that
happened to me over one year. 
These events included the sudden death of a
dear friend, the loss of my beloved Granny and
something else that I'm not quite ready to
share. It was a relentless year of chaos and
loss; at points I didn't know how to make
sense of anything. I didn't know how to cope.
Through art I have been able to process what
happened, I have been able to give space to my
emotions.
My intentions for this exhibition was to show
all sides of my grieving, the ugly angriness,
the unbearable numbness, the guilt, the calm,
the acceptance.
Trauma and grief can be very isolating, it
feels like no one can understand. I hope that
this exhibition can allow people to relate to
emotions I felt, and to feel okay with giving
those emotions the space they need. To not
push anguish deep down, to feel it, to
acknowledge it and heal from it. 





I remember when I got the call about my
friend. I was in the photography museum. My
phone buzzed and when I heard Laura's voice I
knew something was wrong. When she told me I
remember screaming down the phone. I ran down
endless stairs and burst out onto the street.
I stood there with hundreds of people walking
past me and just wailed. I didn't care who saw

me, I don't remember how I got home.

PHONE CALL





I remember having days and weeks where I just
didn't feel anything. I felt guilty that I

wasn't upset, everyone around me seemed to be
wailing in pain and I felt nothing. I think I
was in shock, I think my body didn't know what

to do so it just shut down. 

I WISH I COULD CRY





There were days where everything felt chaotic
and I had no control over it. Bad things kept
happening and I couldn't make it stop. I felt

like I should just give up. 

BLEAK





Anger is an emotion I don't like. I find it
scary, I don't like people to see that side of

me. I remember when I was in the very
beginning of my grief, someone said to me,
“its okay if you feel angry”. I thought, but

I’m not?
I realize now that I was, not at what had

happened but at the way everyone around me was
acting. The clumsy things they would say, how
they could laugh and get on with their lives
while I was stuck in this spiral. How they

tried to relate to me by saying; 
“Oh I’ve never been through that, I don't know

how to relate” 
“Oh that's so sad, I didn't know her but I

feel like I know her” 
“Oh I could never understand what your going

through” 
How about shut up, I DON'T NEED TO HEAR ABOUT

HOW THIS AFFECTS YOU, YOUR NOT THE ONE
DROWNING. 

GRIEF





 I feel a strange relationship with my body. I
feel like sometimes it is not my own.
Sometimes it can feel like a product,

something transactional, something to be
taken, something to be captured. When I start
to think of it as something purely my own, it

is then that I can feel its power, its
connection to the earth. It's not a body, it's

me. 

COMMODITY





There is no right way to go through horrible
things. They come at you with no regard. The
process of healing is messy and upsetting. You
will come out of the experience changed. Not

for the better, not for the worse, just
changed.  

IMPERFECT





I have spent a lot of time reclaiming my body,
realizing it as something that is mine and

only mine. It's not something to be looked at
or to be used. I spent a lot of time molding
myself into something palatable for others.
Hiding things I thought might make me ugly or

unappealing. When I finally stopped and
started to think about what I wanted, I was
able to see the unique beauty in myself, both

inside and out.   

WATCH THE FULL FILM HERE 

https://vimeo.com/686929036

BREATHE

https://vimeo.com/686929036




I think this journey has really been about
connecting to myself again. I find that my

work now is mirroring the work I used to make
as a teenager. I think that girl got lost in

the chaos for a long time. Her voice is
flourishing back up now. 

SELF





In recent times I’ve been able to feel far
more at peace with myself and with everything

that has happened. 

CALM





Lizzie loved all things Scotland. I remember
when she got a thistle tattooed on her ankle,

Laura and I thought it was so funny and
endearing. We never thought she would leave,
we were so surprised when she decided to move
to China to become a teacher. We were so happy
for her, she seemed like she was having the
time of her life. we couldn't wait to see her

when she came back. 
I remember skyping her, it was the last time I

spoke to her, she said “Every day there's
someone asking me to hang out or do something,

it's a far cry from Airdrie”.
I was happy that she'd found somewhere she
felt at home. I wish I could have had the
chance to visit her, I wish she could have

come back and we could have had more
adventures together, achieved milestones
together, gone off to find ourselves and

return to each other with a million stories.
There's so many things now I wish I could tell

you, I just wish you were still here. 

I JUST MISS YOU



I wouldn’t have been able to put this
exhibition together if it weren’t for the
support from all my lovely friends and family
and from all of the new people I in Utica and
further afield who have made me feel so
welcome. 

I would like to give special thanks to
My Mum, Auntie Anne, Megan, My Therapist,
Laura, Bekki, Pau, Alice, Ashley, Audrey,
Shannon. 





She walked into the light
And the shadows crept in 

Welcome guests
I pulled them close

My Shadows and I 
Shovel time into the furnace

Tick, Heave
Tock, Ho

But there’s always more

We reminisce to pass the days
My shadows and I 

And as I spoke into them
They swallowed my words
Until no words remained
The more tangled together
my shadows and I became 

Oh I felt nothing, and something
We are one and the same

When words ran dry
There were melodies
And note by note 

My shadows devoured them too 

Today my eyes were open 
I see now

My shadows were not my friends
They were impersonators 

Sent to fool me 
I pulled them close

And they pulled me away 
from everything I had dear 

 



 

But you, 
came and chased my shadows into the light 

And there, we danced 
To melodies I thought had vanished 

Spoke words
Too lovely to swallow

In those moments
My eyes were flooded again

Thank you Dear

-Unknown
 




