
A	helping	hand,	a	listening	ear		

For	memories	that	we	hold	so	dear	

Somewhere	safe	that	gives	acceptance	

Women	here	have	endless	patience		

Song	lyrics	written	by	Women	of	Worth

Life	Objects

Fighting	the	dark	to	find	the	light





Introduction

This	book	has	been	created	as	part	of	TiPP's

creative	evaluation	process	for	Greater

Manchester	Women's	Support	Alliance,

looking	at	women’s	experience	of	the	Greater

Manchester	Women’s	Centres.		We	have

worked	with	over	a	hundred	women	in	eight

Women's	Centres,	inviting	them	to	share	and

reflect	on	their	experiences	through

storytelling,	drama,	music,	art	and	creative

writing.		Everyone	who	has	contributed	to	this

book	is	important	and	to	respect	privacy	and

the	collective	nature	of	this	endeavour,	we	are

mentioning	no	names.	

		

This	book	is	personal	to	so	many	people	on

different	levels,	it’s	not	a	happy	book,	it’s	not

a	sad	book,	it’s	an	emotional	book	and	there

can't	really	be	an	introduction	to	it,	you	need

to	read	it	know.	Feel	free	to	open	it	any	page.	

		

"If	I	am	having	a	shite	day,	I	will	open	it	as	a

reminder	of	what	other	people	are	going

through	and	it	will	help	me."		

Core	Group	Member	



The	make-up	is	me	today.

I	feel	happy	and	I	have

make-up	on.	The	butterfly

is	me	too.	I	am	happy,	the

sun	is	out.	The	crayons

are	me	coming	here	and

doing	art	therapy.	I	do	it

at	home	too,	I	have

colouring	books.	

The	mask	is	how	I	feel	at	the

moment.	I	was	in	a	very	dark

place	when	I	came	to	the

Women's	Centre.	Parts	are

coming	out,	parts	are	still	hidden.

The	bottle	is	my	anxiety	and

depression,	in	the	past	it	has	been

overwhelming	and	too	much	for

me.	I	want	to	put	it	into	a	bottle.

The	man	is	me	walking.	I	have

not	been	feeling	able	to	leave	the

house	at	all	until	my	Dad’s

girlfriend	encouraged	me	to	come

to	the	Women's	Centre,	as	she

works	here.	It’s	now	my	second

home	and	I	can	walk	here	from

home	on	my	own.	It's	welcoming

and	non-judgemental	and

comfortable	to	be	in,	and	it’s	a

break	from	everything	else.	The

car	is	about	how	much	I	hate

travelling.	My	next	goal	is	to

start	getting	on	buses	which	I

can’t	do	at	the	moment.	The

flower	shows	how	much

encouragement	I	have	had,	and	I

am	now	doing	my	own	art	and

relaxation	course.	
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My	big	grin	is	my

mask,	sometimes	it

slips,	it	has	carried	me

onwards.	The	Russian

dolls	represent	the

many	parts	of	me,

mum,	daughter	and

wife,	and	the	me	that	I

used	to	be.	I	was	in

Styal	and	it	changed

my	life,	a	moment	of

madness.

I	now	volunteer	at	The

Women's'	Centre	and	the

marbles	show	all	the	little

things	that	have	helped

me	on	my	way.	The	day	I

got	out	of	prison,	I	cried,

I	cried	and	I	cried.

Nobody	warns	you	how

difficult	it	will	be.	I	want

to	tell	people	these	things.

I	need	to	be	in	the	world.



The	bottle	and	the	timer,

that’s	me.	I	bottle	things	up,

and	then	I	am	a	ticking	time

bomb.	Music	is	my	release;

my	favourite	band	has	a

song	for	every	emotion.

“Fuck	It”	over	and	over

again	really	helps.	The

babushka	doll	shows	that	I

am	a	mum	of	four.	The

marbles	show	my	marbles

that	have	always	been

missing.	The	mask	is	about

me	keeping	things	hidden

and	the	teacup	is	the

Women's	Centre,	it's	about

atmosphere	and	food	and

drink	and	really	connecting

with	staff	and	making

friends	with	the	other

women.	



I	am	the	Russian	doll.	I	feel	like	I	am	two	different	people,

the	confident	me	is	the	small	complete	doll,	the	larger

parts	of	me	are	split	in	two.	The	pink	quartz	represents

that	I	have	recently	had	a	few	spiritual	experiences.	The

tablets	–	I	have	to	take	so	many,	sometimes	I	don’t	want

to	take	them,	I	am	bipolar	and	the	last	time	I	didn’t	take

my	tablets	I	ended	up	in	hospital.	The	mask	shows	half	of

me,	I	only	have	to	show	you	half.	The	donkey	reminds	me

of	home,	full	of	pets	and	toys.	The	ribbon	is	the	Women’s

Centre,	it	reminds	me	of	the	lanyards	staff	wear.	I	can

come	in	here	and	ask	anyone	wearing	one	for	help.	The

car	is	my	car,	it's	getting	old	and	I	am	not	sure	whether

to	let	go	yet.	The	dice	show	that	life	can	be	a	roll	of	the

dice,	I	have	gone	the	wrong	way	before	but	now	I	am

doing	better,	so	it's	on	my	favourite	number,	two.	Teacup,

because	I	love	a	cup	of	tea.	The	egg	timer	shows	time,	all

the	time,	sands	of	time,	it’s	taken	me	a	long	time	to

realise	my	problems.	
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The	mask	is	what	you	show	to	the

world.	It’s	our	outward	face	and	mask

for	the	public.	Sometimes	it’s	a	really

positive	coping	mechanism	“fake	it	'til

you	make	it”	and	sometimes	it's

damaging,	like	when	we	say	“I’m	fine”

when	we	are	really	not.		The	teacup

represents	how	important	it	is	to	take

time	to	talk,	relax	and	to	find	yourself.

There	is	always	tea,	however	bad	things

seem.	The	maraca	could	represent	a

light	bulb,	a	moment	where	you	realise

something	and	can	begin	to	climb	back

to	yourself.	Or	it	represents	music	and

noise,	showing	you	escaping	from	your

history,	being	alive	and	on	the	road	to

recovery.	



I	am	feeling	really	stressed.

Music	on,	world	out.



SAND	TIMER	

Sometimes	when	I’m

Alone	I

Never	think	of	

Doing	Nothing.

Timing

Is	always

Most	important.

Everything	is	

Run	by	time.	

BLUE	SAND	

An	hourglass,	an	egg	timer,	squeezed	in	the	middle.	

Plenty	left	up	top,	only	a	grain	or	two	pass	through	at

once.	

So	much	sifted	below,	unmoving.	

Let’s	shake	it	up,	turn	it	on	its	head	now.	

I	must	make	time	for	my	time,	the	grain	at	the	centre.	

BLUE	MARBLE	

Believe	in	me

Life	for	life

Understand	my	world

Evaluate	the	light

Make	for	my	dreams

Adventures	await

Reason	besides

Breath	in	

Let	it	all	go

Easy	or	not	
MARBLES	

Make	time

Around

Reserve	myself

Because

Life	is	too	short.

Erase	the	past	few	weeks

Strength	to	carry	on.

JOURNEYS	

I	hit	a	few	bumps	in	the	road.		I	was	left	feeling

isolated,	trapped	and	fearing	for	my	life.	But	I	came	out

fighting.	It	was	a	learning	experience.	I’m	reaching	my

goals,	enjoying	life	and	finally	got	my	happy	ending.	

		

I	never	had	courage	or	trust

I	never	had	strength

No	one	was	walking	in	my	shoes

I	was	scared	to	let	them

I	felt	guilty

I	was	challenged	without	doubt

But	now	it’s	the	end

The	guilt	is	strength	now	

		

Road	to	recovery

I	had	fear	but	also	hope

I	was	grateful	for	a	

chance	to	change

I	stayed	strong	and

achieved	my	goals	

and	finally

got	serenity	
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The	Russian	doll	represents	a	few	things	of

significance	in	my	life.	The	first	one	is	that

I	studied	Russian	and	went	to	live	there	for

a	while.	I	didn’t	have	a	great	success	at

my	stay	there	but	it	was	very	Russian	–	a

time	of	melancholy,	unrequited	love	and

excessive	amounts	of	vodka!	I	was	and	still

am	to	a	large	extent	very	like	a	Russian

doll.	I	keep	the	very	core	of	my	being	and

all	my	thoughts	and	emotions	hidden	away

or	should	that	be	trapped	under	layer	upon

layer	of	outer	defences,	be	that	physical

fat	or	emotional	introspection	whirl	of	ahh

that	goes	around	my	head.	This	was	my

protection,	my	own	iron	curtain.	In	Russia

I	realised	I	could	no	longer	connect	to

myself,	never	mind	to	others,	and	I	am

still	trying	to	unravel	all	the	layers	and

find	the	real	me.	



I	am	the	timer	which	is	half	way.	I	am

stuck	in	limbo.	I	want	to	move	forward

but	am	being	stopped.	The	keys	are

authority,	social	workers	and	the	police

who	are	stopping	me.		I	am	pregnant,

and	I	am	waiting	to	get	a	house.

That's	when	WomenMATTA

came	flooding	in	to	support	me.

I	actually	say	"women	matter"

over	and	over	to	myself	when

my	partner	is	messing	with	my

head.	Because	we	do	matter,

don't	we?	When	I	leave	the

Women's	Centre	I	find	I	can

achieve	more,	I'm	calmer,	more

focused.

The	donkey	isn't	a	donkey,	it's	a	monkey

and	that's	me.	I'm	always	up	to	some	kind

of	monkey	business.	I	try	to	just	sail

through	things,	but	it	doesn't	work.	Other

people's	monkey	business	messes	with	my

head.	When	I	lost	my	home	and	everything

in	it,	I	lost	my	comfort	zone,	my	safety.

That	really	messed	with	my	head.	

I	like	the	egg	timer,	the	look	of	it.

The	sand	inside	looks	like	sherbet,

we	used	to	call	it	Kaylie	when	I

was	little.	I'd	buy	it	on	my	way

home	from	school.	The	sand	in	the

timer	is	useful	though,	it	helps

you.	

The	china	cup	reminds	me	of	my

friend.	We	all	need	friends.

The	keys	-	I've	not	got	in	trouble	with

police	as	I	used	to.	I	think	that's	because

I'm	thinking	straighter.	

The	pink	heart	is	the	Women’s	Centre.	Here	I

get	positive	feedback	which	really	helps,	from

both	the	other	women	and	the	staff,	it’s	really

good.	Although	it	seems	that	the	bad	stuff

builds	up.	I	am	the	mother	Russian	doll	and

the	small	one	is	my	baby	in	the	future.
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I	am	the	paperweight,	it	looks

strong	and	it	is	a	flower	that

is	blossoming.	The	earphones

show	my	love	and	need	for

music,	I	rely	on	it	for	my

mental	health.	The	dolls	are

the	staff	members	at	the

hostel	I	stay	in	and	all	the

support	they	give.	My	fortune

is	the	marble	and	it’s	a	good

fortune.	It	feels	like	my	life	is

getting	better.	The	Women’s

Centre	is	the	beautiful	light

here	and	the	egg	timer	shows

that	time	is	a	great	healer.	

I	had	some	babushka	dolls

when	I	was	young,	and

they	remind	me	of	me.	All

inside	each	other,	there’s

more	to	me	than	people	see

and	maybe	there	will	be	a

time	when	I	open	up	and

show	more.	The	paper

weight	looks	pretty	but	it	is

frozen	and	there	is	no

movement,	it	is	set	and

can’t	grow	any	more.	The

egg	timer	is	about	time.	I

am	in	a	temporary	place	at

the	moment,	I	came	from

hospital	and	now	I	feel

safe.	I	am	losing	time

really,	taking	one	day	at	a

time,	and	time	will	change

things.	So,	the	paperweight

is	the	past,	the	doll	now,

and	the	timer,	the	future

that	will	change	with	time.
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The	keys	are	me.	I	have	finally	got	my	own	place.	I

have	never	had	my	own	keys	before,	even	though	I

have	six	kids	and	seventeen	grandchildren.	My	ex-

partners	never	let	me	have	a	key.	The	timer	shows

that	life	is	too	short,	and	time	is	running	out,	I	have

left	too	much	too	late	and	now	I	want	to	use	the	time

that	I	have	left	as	best	as	I	can.

The	marbles	remind	me	of

playing	with	my	ten	brothers

and	sisters,	we	brought

ourselves	up.	I	am

determined	to	go	on	a	holiday

by	plane	and	the	car	is	my

first	ever	car	which	was

silver	that	I	got	when	I

passed	my	driving	test	the

third	time.

The	stone	is	the	Women’s	Centre,	because	I	feel

angry	and	want	to	throw	stones.	This	is	the	first

time	I	have	been	in	trouble	in	my	life	and	I	spoke

about	it	at	a	group	here,	and	then	a	woman	from

the	group	came	to	my	local	pub	and	told	everyone

what	I	had	been	in	trouble	for.	I	feel	like	I	have

lost	myself	and	I	am	trying	to	find	out	who	I	am

again.	

The	pills	show	that	I	took	an	overdose	when	I	was

sixteen.	I	don’t	like	taking	pills	now,	as	I	am

scared	I	might	do	it	again.	The	dice	shows	that	life

is	chance.	Doing	this	has	made	me	think	about	how

much	good	there	has	been	in	my	life.



The	keys	are	me.	I	have	finally	got	my	own	place.	I

have	never	had	my	own	keys	before,	even	though	I

have	six	kids	and	seventeen	grandchildren.	My	ex-

partners	never	let	me	have	a	key.	The	timer	shows

that	life	is	too	short,	and	time	is	running	out,	I	have

left	too	much	too	late	and	now	I	want	to	use	the	time

that	I	have	left	as	best	as	I	can.

The	marbles	remind	me	of

playing	with	my	ten	brothers

and	sisters,	we	brought

ourselves	up.	I	am

determined	to	go	on	a	holiday

by	plane	and	the	car	is	my

first	ever	car	which	was

silver	that	I	got	when	I

passed	my	driving	test	the

third	time.

The	stone	is	the	Women’s	Centre,	because	I	feel

angry	and	want	to	throw	stones.	This	is	the	first

time	I	have	been	in	trouble	in	my	life	and	I	spoke

about	it	at	a	group	here,	and	then	a	woman	from

the	group	came	to	my	local	pub	and	told	everyone

what	I	had	been	in	trouble	for.	I	feel	like	I	have

lost	myself	and	I	am	trying	to	find	out	who	I	am

again.	

The	pills	show	that	I	took	an	overdose	when	I	was

sixteen.	I	don’t	like	taking	pills	now,	as	I	am

scared	I	might	do	it	again.	The	dice	shows	that	life

is	chance.	Doing	this	has	made	me	think	about	how

much	good	there	has	been	in	my	life.



The	flutterby	is	me.	I	have	totally

changed	my	life	around.	Five	years	ago,	I

was	an	alcoholic	and	went	to	prison	for	a

violent	offence	against	my	partner.	The

pills	and	the	empty	bottle	on	its	side

show	this.	The	ribbon	shows	my	journey

through	prison,	it	was	a	rocky	path	–	the

stone.	I	thought	my	life	was	over	and

then	I	learnt	a	lot	about	myself.	The

hardest	thing	was	to	protect	my	family

from	what	I	was	really	going	through.

I	resisted	coming	to	the	Women’s	Centre

even	though	my	Gran	tried	to	make	me

come	as	she	found	out	about	it	through

church.		

I	didn’t	think	they	could	help	me,	I	thought

I	didn’t	need	anything.	In	the	end	I	made	it

and	I	was	absolutely	terrified	walking

through	the	door,	the	unknown.	

I	was	made	to	feel	so	welcome,	this	is

shown	by	the	cup	of	tea	that	has	a	heart	in

it.	People	listened	to	me	and	cared	for	me.

The	staff	are	amazing	and	know	exactly

what	to	say	to	you.	The	earphones	show

my	biggest	fear,	which	is	losing	my	temper

and	going	back	to	prison.	So,	I	need	music

to	be	my	bubble	and	shut	the	world	out.	I

have	been	cutting	off	my	nose	to	spite	my

face.	In	prison,	they	called	me	the	hug

lady.

The	donkey	represents	my	foul	temper,	I

didn’t	like	who	I	was.	

The	ballerina	shows	me	coming	out	of

prison,	I	was	happy,	hop,	skipping	and

jumping	and	then	I	fell	apart.	I	went	for

hundreds	of	job	interviews	that	went	well

until	I	had	to	disclose	my	conviction	and

then	I	could	see	the	shutters	going

down	over	and	over	again.	I	got	to

the	stage	where	I	couldn’t	go	to	the

shop	as	I	knew	I	would	buy	a	bottle.
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The	cup	is	me	now,

replacing	the	beer	with

coffee.	The	car	shows	all

the	fun	times	with	my

kids.	The	donkey	is	about

my	daughter	who	died

when	she	was	six,	she

has	a	donkey	in	the

donkey	sanctuary	and	we

go	and	visit	him.	The

bottle	is	the	alcohol	I

turned	to	when	she	died,

and	the	pink	heart	is	her

grave.

The	Women’s	Centre	has

given	me	my	self-esteem

back	and	shown	me	that

there	is	life	beyond	the

four	walls	at	home.	I	like

the	group	chats	and	I

have	done	some	training

courses.	I	want	to	start

volunteering	with	the

homeless,	to	give

something	back.

I	am	the	earphones.	I	have	anxiety	and

other	mental	health	issues,	so	I	have

earphones	in	when	I	am	in	public	to

keep	me	focussed.	Sometimes	I	sing

along.	The	make-up	is	me	too.	I	don’t

wear	much,	but	I	always	put	a	face	or	a

front	on,	even	when	I	feel	shit.	The	egg

timer	is	time.	I	have	wasted	so	much,

my	childhood	wasn’t	very	good,	neither

were	my	teenage	years,	so	now	I	want

to	find	out	who	I	really	am.

The	postcard	with	the	women	on

is	the	Women’s	Centre.	The	staff

here	have	been	so	supportive	and

there’s	a	lot	of	stuff	I	wouldn’t

have	done	without	them.	I	am

bipolar	and	feel	that	I	have	been

nurtured	here.

The	flower	paperweight	is	my	blossoming	relationship,

He	buys	me	flowers	and	understands	me.	He	is	more

than	a	boyfriend,	I	trust	him.	Trust	is	everything.
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I	am	time,	the	hourglass	on	its	side.	One

minute	it	is	normal,	one	minute	it	is	upside

down.	The	butterfly	is	the	Women’s	Centre,

in	the	middle,	I	want	peace.	I	am	sick	of

everything	being	horrible.	Here	I	love	being

around	good,	genuine	people.	So	even

though	we	have	to	come	here	because	of

the	courts,	people	are	lovely	and

supportive.

When	people	aren’t	here	I	miss

them,	and	I	worry	about	them.	I	love

looking	after	them.	The	donkey	is

both	my	collection	of	teddy	bears

and	the	cat	I	have	recently	taken	in.



The	bottle	seems

empty,	but	its	full	of

invisible	stuff.	It

represents	what	you

show	to	the	world.

You	use	the	stone	to

break	the	bottle	and

release	what	is

inside.	Then	you	can

live	and	prepare	for

a	future	where	you

can	blossom	and

grow.	



I	would	like	to	have	power	for

myself.	Don’t	want	the	vodka	any

more	killing	me.	I	would	like	to	be

normal	and	sane.	Hate	being	a	cunt

when	drunk.	Want	to	love	myself.	
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The	cup	is	me	and	the	reason	I	am

here	because	of	the	drink.	The

ballerina	is	my	two	girls	who	are

twenty-one	and	seventeen.	They	live

with	my	Dad,	the	man.		I	am	so

proud	that	they	don’t	drink.	My

Mum	died	because	of	alcoholism	and

my	Dad	has	been	sober	for	nineteen

years.	The	last	time	I	was	on

probation	was	eleven	years	ago,	and

this	time	I	think	I	am	really

learning.	The	bottle	shows	that	I

haven’t	had	a	drink	for	nine	weeks.

I	am	eating	properly	and	looking

after	myself.	



I	love	coming	to	the	Women’s	Centre	and	I	am	the

butterfly	in	the	middle.	I	love	butterflies.	I	have

butterfly	bed	stuff	and	a	mirror	with	butterflies

round.	The	timer	is	about	how	long	it	has	all

taken,	eighteen	months	in	total.	It	was	six	months

before	they	decided	whether	to	prosecute	and	all

the	uncertainty	made	me	really	ill,	I	have	been	so

scared,	and	I	turned	to	drink.

I	have	never	been	on	probation	before.	I

love	it	here,	as	soon	as	you	come	in	you

get	a	cup	of	tea,	it	means	a	lot.	I	have	a

long	bus	ride	to	get	here	and	then	I	have

to	walk	which	is	hard	because	of	my

knee	and	asthma,	so	it	gives	me	time	to

take	a	breath	and	arrive.	Sometimes

Thursdays	are	the	only	time	I	see	other

people.	The	Russian	doll	shows	that	I

have	made	friends	here.	I	have	made	a

friend	and	taught	her	how	to	knit.

Sometimes	she	turns	up	and	there	are

holes	and	we	have	to	start	again.	I	have

not	drunk	for	ten	weeks.	The	love	heart

is	my	daughter.





The	ballerina

represents	one	way	of

being	a	woman.

Spinning	round,	being

prim	and	proper	being

defined	by	your	looks,

covering	yourself	in

make-up.	The	Russian

doll	contains	many

women	and	different

ways	of	being.	



I	am	the	marble,	I	feel	like	I	am	under	a	magnifying

glass	being	watched	by	the	authorities.	The	last	five

years	have	been	chaos	that	feels	never	ending	–	that’s

the	marbles	and	the	hourglass.	It's	because	of	a

relationship	with	a	partner	who	was	violent	to	me	and

my	child.

The	tablets	are	the	past.	I	tried	to	kill

myself	more	than	once.	It	is	just	my

children	that	have	kept	me	going.	The

Russian	dolls	show	how	my	ex-partner

knocked	me	down	and	made	me	smaller.

The	keys	and	the	ticket	represent	my

escape.	I	want	to	move	away.

I	had	to	come	to	the	Women’s	Centre	because	of	my

conviction	and	being	here	has	built	me	up	again.	I

was	so	scared	first	coming	here	as	I	have	been

judged	all	my	life.	Coming	here	makes	me	feel	safe

as	I	know	the	other	women	and	their	experiences,

so	I	don’t	feel	as	judged.



The	earphones	are	me.	I	listen	to	a	lot	of	music

to	shut	the	world	out.	I	also	have	fibromyalgia,

so	it	takes	my	mind	off	the	pain,	distracts	me	for

a	while.	The	pills	are	about	starting	to	wean

myself	off	medication.	It's	slow	but	hard.	The

butterfly	is	my	daughter	who	was	stillborn

twenty-one	years	ago.	The	flower	is	my	inner

strength,	I	have	bad	days,	but	I	have	always

been	a	fighter.	





I	am	the	mascara.	It	is	a	premium	brand

but	only	a	sample	size.	I	have	some	at

home.	I	got	it	free.	I	like	wearing	make-up

and	beauty	is	really	important	to	me.	The

Russian	doll	represents	the	East	European

part	of	my	heritage	as	my	father	was

Hungarian	and	came	to	England	to	escape

the	army.	He	worked	for	the	Coal	Board.

The	ballerina	is	my	daughter	who	is	now

twenty-one,	she	is	also	the	butterfly.	I	first

came	to	the	Women’s	Centre	because	I	was

in	an	abusive	relationship,	but	I	have	now

moved	on,	the	man	is	my	new	partner	who

is	an	authentic	man	I	have	been	with	for

nine	years.	The	keys	represent	the	support

I	got	from	the	Women’s	Centre	and	the	pills

represent	the	pills	I	took	for	depression.	It

helps	with	your	mood,	but	you	also	need

therapy.	I	went	through	a	lot	going	to	court

to	get	custody	of	my	daughter	and	it	was	so

hard	not	knowing	what	the	future	would

hold.	The	car	is	there	to	show	that	I	had	a

bit	of	drive	in	me	to	keep	going.	I	was	on

benefits	and	seemed	to	have	no	luck.	The

pebble	is	the	cocoon	I	created	around	me	to

keep	me	safe.	When	I	was	feeling	really

lonely	I	started	coming	to	the	Drop	In	at	the

Women’s	Centre	and	it	was	a	real	stepping

stone	from	being	alone	to	connecting	with

people.	It	is	the	only	place	I	feel

comfortable	and	not	threatened.	



There	are	two	of	everything	as	I	am	bipolar.	The

butterfly	and	the	bottle	are	both	me.	The	butterfly

represents	me	being	free	and	the	bottle	because	I

bottle	things	up	a	lot.	The	second	picture	shows	the

bottle	with	its	stopper	removed	as	I	am	beginning

to	change	and	open	up.	The	timer	and	the	keys

show	what	is	changing	in	my	life.

The	keys	show	I	am	spending	time	on	myself,	so	I

can	unlock	the	future.	A	few	years	ago,	I	was	on

smack	and	crack	and	every	time	I	sought	help	it

seemed	really	preachy.	I	now	come	to	the	Women’s

Centre	twice	a	week,	I	come	because	I	want	to,	and

people	don’t	judge	me.
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The	butterfly	is	me.	Emotionally	it

means	a	lot	to	me.	It	is	a	reminder	of

better	times	when	my	dad	used	to

take	me	to	the	butterfly	house.	The

car	is	all	the	journeys	we	took

together	to	visit	family	in	different

places.	The	maracas	are	about	my

desire	to	travel.	I	would	like	to	go	to

Spain	and	Australia	and	New	Zealand

as	I	have	family	there.	The	mask	is

me	yesterday.	I	had	a	really	bad	day

and	felt	very	dark.	The	flower	is

today	as	it’s	a	new	day,	a	flowering,	I

wanted	to	make	myself	come	here

today,	to	see	people,	do	something

and	feel	better.	
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Time	is	ticking	so	do

what	you	love.	The

plane	represents

delays,	you	need	to

have	time	and

patience	with	those

you	love.

Women	Matta	

		

Verse																																				

I	had	a	dream	

A	new	direction	

A	different	version	

A	new	reflection	

		

A	distance	travelled	

A	way	to	go	

Up	and	down	

To	and	fro

Chorus

It's	our	story	

Crafting	our	lives	

Writing	our	scripts	

Freeing	our	minds	

Paving	our	future	

We	are	incredible

Verse	

Where	am	I	going	

What	will	it	take	

How	can	I	reach	it	

Friendships	we	make	

		

How	many	paths	

Are	lying	before	me	

Making	decisions	

To	change	my	story
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Recipe	for	a	Better	Life:	

If	Family	Was	a	Fairy	Cake	

Pre-heat	the	oven	with	love	

Grease	the	baking	tray	with

women,	

Add	a	man	and	some

children	equally,	

Until	you	have	a	family,	

Mix	'til	fluffy	and	smiles

appear,	

Sprinkle	with	trust,	security

and	confidence,	

Do	not	cover	or	suffocate,	

Place	on	middle	shelf	and

let	them	rise.	

Now	you	have	a	healthy

family	which	will	rise.	

Recipes



Recipe	for	a	Better	Life:	

If	Family	Was	a	Fairy	Cake	

Pre-heat	the	oven	with	love	

Grease	the	baking	tray	with

women,	

Add	a	man	and	some

children	equally,	

Until	you	have	a	family,	

Mix	'til	fluffy	and	smiles

appear,	

Sprinkle	with	trust,	security

and	confidence,	

Do	not	cover	or	suffocate,	

Place	on	middle	shelf	and

let	them	rise.	

Now	you	have	a	healthy

family	which	will	rise.	

Recipes



Recipe	for	a	Better	Life	

Place	family,	friends	and	pets	in	a	bowl.	Cover

liberally	with	love,	fun	and	laughter.	Fold

ingredients	together	and	sprinkle	with	support

and	security.	When	combined	add	4oz	of	therapy

and	trust.	Leave	to	sit	for	50	minutes.

Confidence	will	rise	to	the	top,	put	a	little	aside

for	dressing.	

Pre-heat	a	small	amount	of	comfort	and	love,

when	at	the	right	temp.	add	courage	and	self

care.	To	serve,	place	on	a	platter	made	of

money,	make-up	and	designer	clothes	and	serve.

Enjoy.	

Recipe	for	a	Better	Life	

Place	peacefulness	along	with	a	knob	of

excitement.	Combine	thoroughly,	gently	fold	in	a

dollop	of	fresh	humour	and	simmer	until

combined	and	gently	bubbling.	In	a	different

bowl,	take	your	capability	and	empathy,	mix

until	thick	and	creamy,	season	with	hope	and

smiles	to	taste.	

Recipe	for	a	Better	Life	

Melt	your	fears	and	self-doubt	in	a	large	pan	of

love,	courage	and	humour.	Add	a	good

sprinkling	of	daydreaming,	a	pinch	of	creativity

and	allow	enough	time	for	relaxing	in	nature,

taking	care	of	yourself	and	surrounding	yourself

with	things	that	matter	to	you.	Serve	with

friends	and	family	and	garnish	with	generosity

dogs/cats/other	animals	to	taste.

Kath	Delights.	

Serves	Everyone.

Recipe	

8oz	of	love.	If	you	haven’t	got	much	at	this

present	time	you	can	use	6oz	of	kindness

and	2oz	understanding.	

4oz	of	trust	

2oz	of	responsibility	

Mix	it	all	together	with	support	and	routine.

Place	in	oven,	when	it's	done	let	things	cool.

Add	a	touch	of	fun	by	sprinkling	a	group	or

a	meeting	over	it.	

Topping	

Get	family,	friend	or	partners	and	cover

over	the	top	and	round	the	side.	Place	in	a

cool	place	to	be	kept	away	from	worry,

men,	anxiety	as	they	may	cause	it	to	go

sour.	



Recipe	for	a	Better	Life	

Place	family,	friends	and	pets	in	a	bowl.	Cover

liberally	with	love,	fun	and	laughter.	Fold

ingredients	together	and	sprinkle	with	support

and	security.	When	combined	add	4oz	of	therapy

and	trust.	Leave	to	sit	for	50	minutes.

Confidence	will	rise	to	the	top,	put	a	little	aside

for	dressing.	

Pre-heat	a	small	amount	of	comfort	and	love,

when	at	the	right	temp.	add	courage	and	self

care.	To	serve,	place	on	a	platter	made	of

money,	make-up	and	designer	clothes	and	serve.

Enjoy.	

Recipe	for	a	Better	Life	

Place	peacefulness	along	with	a	knob	of

excitement.	Combine	thoroughly,	gently	fold	in	a

dollop	of	fresh	humour	and	simmer	until

combined	and	gently	bubbling.	In	a	different

bowl,	take	your	capability	and	empathy,	mix

until	thick	and	creamy,	season	with	hope	and

smiles	to	taste.	

Recipe	for	a	Better	Life	

Melt	your	fears	and	self-doubt	in	a	large	pan	of

love,	courage	and	humour.	Add	a	good

sprinkling	of	daydreaming,	a	pinch	of	creativity

and	allow	enough	time	for	relaxing	in	nature,

taking	care	of	yourself	and	surrounding	yourself

with	things	that	matter	to	you.	Serve	with

friends	and	family	and	garnish	with	generosity

dogs/cats/other	animals	to	taste.

Kath	Delights.	

Serves	Everyone.

Recipe	

8oz	of	love.	If	you	haven’t	got	much	at	this

present	time	you	can	use	6oz	of	kindness

and	2oz	understanding.	

4oz	of	trust	

2oz	of	responsibility	

Mix	it	all	together	with	support	and	routine.

Place	in	oven,	when	it's	done	let	things	cool.

Add	a	touch	of	fun	by	sprinkling	a	group	or

a	meeting	over	it.	

Topping	

Get	family,	friend	or	partners	and	cover

over	the	top	and	round	the	side.	Place	in	a

cool	place	to	be	kept	away	from	worry,

men,	anxiety	as	they	may	cause	it	to	go

sour.	



An	Eggsellent	Recipe	to	End	With

	

Throw	out	the	bad	eggs.	

	Start	afresh	with	nicer	ones,

and	some	better	ingredients.	

Be	careful	not	to	put	all	your

eggs	in	one	basket.	

	Don’t	always	trust	the	label	on

the	box.



Thanks

Firstly,	we	would	like	to	thank	all	of	the

women	and	staff	at	the	centres	we	visited	who

were	so	generous	with	their	stories	and	time:

WomenMATTA,	Manchester	&	Trafford;	Women

of	Worth,	Bury;	Petrus,	Rochdale;	Farida

Women’s	Centre,	Oldham;	Stockport	Women’s

Centre;	Tameside	Women	&	their	Families

Centre	and	Wigan	&	Leigh	Well	Women’s

Centre.

	Special	thanks	to	the	Core	Group,	Together	We

Will	who	contributed	both	their	stories	and

ideas	for	how	to	put	it	all	together,	and	we	are

very	grateful	to	the	two	Service	User

Involvement	Workers	who	worked	really	hard

setting	up	meetings	and	groups.	

Thanks	to	all	at	Greater	Manchester	Women’s

Support	Alliance	for	making	this	work	possible.

Finally	thanks	go	to	a	great	team	of	artists	and

researchers	from	both	TiPP	and	small

performance	adventures.

Greater	Manchester	Women’s	Support	Alliance:

www.gmwsa.org.uk	

Email	:	info@gmwsa.org.uk	

Twitter	:	@GMWSA

http://www.gmwsa.org.uk/
mailto:info@gmwsa.org.uk






A	helping	hand,	a	listening	ear		

For	memories	that	we	hold	so	dear	

Somewhere	safe	that	gives	acceptance	

Women	here	have	endless	patience		

Song	lyrics	written	by	Women	of	Worth

Life	Objects

Fighting	the	dark	to	find	the	light


