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What is August Reflections? 

 

Every summer for the last few years, I’ve taken part in Susannah Conway’s awesome ‘August Break’ 

photo challenge on Instagram.  Each day of the month, there is a different word or phrase for 

inspiration.  In previous years, I’ve usually just posted a quick snap and a little caption but this 

August was different.  This August, I was moved to think more deeply about my responses and often 

write longer reflections on each day’s theme.  I also found myself adding other posts as well as links 

to blog posts (these additional entries are indicated by italic titles).  Upon the suggestion of a friend, 

I decided to collate my words and pictures together and thus August Reflections was born! 

 

Whilst putting this booklet together at the end of the month, I’ve wondered about what lay behind 

my more intense engagement with this year’s prompts.  I think it is down to where my life is right 

now.  Like a butterfly emerging from a cocoon, I’m returning to the world after several months of 

debilitating mental illness.  I’d been so caught up in myself and my small world of the home and 

hospital that this gentle, no pressure invitation to think and create was a breath of fresh air blowing 

through my life.  Responding to each prompt encouraged me to re-engage with my mind in a 

friendly, curious manner.  Suddenly my brain was not my enemy.  Suddenly it was co-operating with 

my deepest desire, my urge to write and to share content that resonates with others, garnering ‘Yes, 

yes, me too!’ comments day after day after day.  I hope that you also experience such resonance 

whilst reading through this collated version of the month’s explorations. 

 

With warmest wishes, 

Rae 
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Day One: Morning Light 

 

 

My little corner of the earth...Beautiful morning light through the doors at the back. Capturing this 

moment for day one of the#augustbreak2016 photo challenge. It's already fading but want to draw 

inspiration from the gorgeousness of what I saw for the rest of today. Here's to a good start to the 

week...   

 

  

https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/augustbreak2016/
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The bottle or the blade 

It was my partner’s birthday at the beginning of June.  He’s a keen cook so I’d mentally noted the 

number of times he’d mentioned getting a decent chef’s knife and decided this would be the perfect 

present for him.  Hours of internet research later, I felt able to make a reasonably informed choice 

and smugly tucked the long thin package into a classic ‘safe place’. 

Come the week before his birthday, my mental health had deteriorated considerably and I found 

myself tearing anxiously through all the possible ‘safe places’ where the knife could be.  Eventually 

located, I tearfully presented it to Mark and he took it outside to live with all the other household 

sharps in his car boot. 

Bread knife, chopping knife, carving knife; kitchen scissors, craft scissors, nail scissors; razors, 

clippers, staple removers and anything else with a point or a blade: all now resided in his car 

boot.  Common o’garden painkillers and my spare meds were also stashed there.  We had scoured 

every corner of our home to ensure that there was nothing left that I could possibly hurt myself 

with. 

Sometime after, I managed to negotiate the return of my practically blunt vintage letter opener.  It 

probably says a lot about me that this was the item I missed the most; having to rip envelopes open 

only added to my mental distress. 

A while later still, I finished my time at the mental health day hospital.  To mark this milestone, and 

in recognition of my somewhat improved state, we repatriated all the sharps.  In every room of the 

house, drawers and pots were replenished and I felt pleased with my apparent progress. 

Until yesterday. 

Yesterday I walked over to the kitchen drawer, took out a knife and firmly drew the hard steel blade 

across the soft delicate skin of my left wrist. 

The term ‘self-harm’ comes laden with connotations of teenage emos listening to Marilyn Manson et 

al in their dimly lit bedrooms.  It is not associated with smartly dressed thirty-four year old women 

standing in their kitchens on an otherwise unremarkable Monday morning. 
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I’ve been unable to identify any specific trigger that led to my action.  It wasn’t even impulsive 

behaviour undertaken whilst agitated.  On the contrary, the thought crossed my mind as I was 

finishing getting dressed.  Once considered, it seemed like a good idea.  As I styled my hair, the 

compulsion grew stronger.  By the time I had put in my earrings and sprayed my perfume, the urge 

felt irresistible. 

Now the small scar where I’d previously hacked the same wrist with some nail clippers is joined by a 

second visual reminder of the destructive urges that can accompany mental health distress.  Other 

efforts have left no visible trace but the visceral memory remains. 

I guess the motivation for such behaviour varies between people.  It is often cruelly dismissed as 

attention-seeking, with no regard for the desperation that someone must be experiencing if they 

decide that this is a reasonable course of action.  For me, hurting myself in this kind of physical 

manner is about a desire to escape from my current state of mind.  It is about escape, being released 

– however temporarily – from the torment of my emotions.  Cutting my wrist provides a different 

focus, a distraction, a moment of feeling and being other than where I am now. 

I in no way wish to condone self-harming or encourage others to do likewise, but as with so many 

other aspects of mental health, we need more open and honest conversations about what’s going 

on.  Is using a razor or a blade to cut oneself all that different from other forms of self-

medication?  Why does the term self-harm refer to cutting and slashing but not the damage that we 

can do to ourselves through drink, drugs, food, unhealthy relationships?  These other behaviours are 

often seen as harmful to us, so why the distinction from ‘self-harm’? 

When I’m in a good place, I can use exercise to the same effect as the knife; moving my body also 

gives me a different focus, a distraction, a moment of feeling and being other than where I am 

now.  But oftentimes exercise feels like to much effort; it seems beyond my reach.  In those 

moments, I am simply grateful for remembering the havoc that alcohol has wreaked on my life and 

not wanting to tred that path again.  So for now at least, perhaps I have to swap the bottle for the 

blade. 

The mental health charity Mind has some great information and support on self-harm if this affects 

you or someone you know. 

  

http://www.mind.org.uk/information-support/types-of-mental-health-problems/self-harm/#.V6Dv2PkrLIU
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Day Two: Leaf  

 

 

Every day is a fresh beginning...and every day I wake up to this short Susan Coolidge verse pinned by 

bed. I chant it like a mantra, hoping (and sometimes even believing) that it will help me turn over a 

new leaf for the day ahead. 
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Day Three: Handwriting 

  

 

The note says it all.  
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Day Four: Sweetness 

 

 

The prompt for day four of #augustbreak2016 is #sweetness. I had a nice little image & caption in 

mind. To prove it isn't all Shitty McShitface in my corner of the world, I planned to photograph the 

jar of juicy, sweet sultanas that get placed on the kitchen table around this time every evening 

alongside the other accoutrements needed for breakfast. It's a little ritual that my partner and I have 

got into, setting the table for breakfast the night before. It's such a cheering sight each morning, 

making those brief moments we share together over our bowls of branflakes seem even more 

special - a space carved out in time. 

 

That was what I planned to write about. Then I dropped the branflakes container on the floor upside 

down so instead you get a shot of scattered cereal and the corner of a chair leg. Not what I intended, 

but life is still sweet anyhow. 

  

https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/augustbreak2016/
https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/sweetness/
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Day Five: Midday 

   

Noon strikes...How many other #augustbreak2016 participants have been staring at a clock waiting 

to capture today's prompt of #midday literally?! The time also signals the moment to stop what I 

was doing to get ready to go out for lunch with my sister-in-law. I'm trying to create a bit of structure 

in my currently wide open days. I divide my time into am, pm and evening. Not often is the pm slot 

so specifically post-meridian, but my plans and the prompt have coincided well! 

 

https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/augustbreak2016/
https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/midday/
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Lunch 1940s style 

 

 

The clock struck #midday...and here's what happened next: faggot & cheese mash pie at the 1940s 

cafe in Atherstone (see also previous post!). 

  

https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/midday/
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Day Six: I’m reading… 

 

 

Sitting in the garden and this is what I am reading until the paper is delivered. I nearly always have 

several titles on the go, even more so at the moment as some of my lovely friends have sent me 

books since I've been ill.  

 

Right now on my lap is 'Sabbath' by Wayne Muller. It comes highly recommended 

by @bemorewithless, which is an endorsement worth following up in my view. 'Sabbath' is about 

creating our own rituals for rest and renewal. Heaven knows I need this right now...and sitting 

outside listening to the birds sing and feeling the warmth of the morning sun on my face is just the 

tonic. Seems I don't even need to open the book's pages to feel the magic of a book at work. 

 

  

https://www.instagram.com/bemorewithless/
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Roses and cherries 

 

 

Roses and cherries and the table set for breakfast in the morning....Because the smallest things hold 

you together when your mind is tearing you apart. The weather was cloudless and so was I until late. 

Oh well, I guess I have to take the good - and truly there was lots of it today, with lunch and 

barbecues, thanks to my lovely, lovely friends - and try to leave the rest behind as much as I can.  

 

And in the morning, the roses and the cherries and the breakfast things will still be sitting there.  
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Day Seven: Beneath my feet 

 

 

Sitting in the garden. To my left, some straggly tomato plants. To my right, the radio broadcasting 

Olympic coverage (football and cricket too). Straight ahead, my lovely and loving partner. Above my 

head, the sun shines brightly. Beneath my feet, the neighbour's cat showed up to enjoy the warmth 

of out slabs.  

 

In my heart, peace and even the stirrings of joy. 
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Day Eight: Favourite taste 

 

 

Not sure if this is my favourite favourite taste but it's definitely a favourite taste...even more so 

because it's what I'm eating right now! Monday lunch of hot crumpets & scrambled egg. Proper 

butter, proper comfort food.  
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Friendly cat, friendly cat 

 

 

Our little visitor is becoming a more regular site in the garden. We've named him (her? Not sure how 

to tell!) Friendly cat friendly cat, to be said in the same sing songy way as Phoebe's Smelly Cat song 

in Friends. I'm wondering if it's a sign - since becoming ill again, people keep telling me a pet would 

be therapeutic. Maybe Friendly cat friendly cat is giving us some gentle encouragement in that 

direction. 

  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iWfZltizH14
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Day Nine: Red 

 

 

Red lipstick. Eternal by Kevyn Aucoin to be precise. Fourth, fifth, maybe sixth tube I've owned. Well 

worn, well loved, the latest in a long line of scarlet hues to paint an exclamation mark upon my face. 

When my niece was three, she was shocked to discover that actually my lips were pink, just like hers. 

 

Just like hers, just like everyone else's. For as long as I can remember, the thought of being like 

everyone else has sent a shudder down my spine. "Ordinary" was the most cutting insult I could 

think of. I couldn't even utter the word without a slight downward glance and a sneer, a tic that my 

psychologist gently, jokingly, pointed out in a recent session. 

 

Only my lips are pink like everyone else's. Since being ill, this once treasured tube has languished in a 

drawer. I hadn't the energy or inclination to paint it on. Nor have I the energy or inclination to reject 

ordinariness as I have for so long. It's too tiring, too contrived, too isolating. 

 

So here I sit bare lipped. Slowly I'm learning to lean in to ordinary. The sneer isn't quite yet replaced 
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with a smile but the determined aversion is gradually becoming less automatic. And I'm learning that 

in the midst of the ordinary lies the truly most extraordinary. 

 

  



© Rae Ritchie   19 
 

Day Ten: Yellow 

 

Today's #augustbreak2016 prompt is #yellow so when it came to choosing a nail varnish just now, 

"Daisy Days" was the obvious choice. 

 

Yesterday I wrote about my long love affair with red lipstick. Nail varnish is a different matter. It's 

only in recent years that I've begun to wear it on my hands. Brené Brown talks about us all 

remembering our first experience of shame and I recall mine with crystal vision - and disgust for my 

stubby fingers and bitten nails were central to the scenario.  

 

It has taken over two decades to begin to overturn these associations and forge a more peaceful 

relationship with my hands. Now each time I paint my nails, it feels like a small victory, a mini 

celebration of positive change. 

 

Yellow tips make an especially cheery celebration. I'd recommend it highly! 

 

 

https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/augustbreak2016/
https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/yellow/
http://brenebrown.com/
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Day Eleven: Green 

 

 

First cookers of the season. 

 

I've given myself a permission slip to have a restful afternoon so think I'll stew these down whilst 

listening to the Olympics on the radio.  

 

I may not be eating these today but they will certainly help to feed my soul. 
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Adult achievements 

 

 

Hilarious (belated) birthday present from my awesome friend @cahajesa (aka  

@shiny_shilling_vintage if you are into all things retro). These adulting stickers arrived yesterday and 

they honestly sum up my day already. I want a badge to say "Got out of bed. Ten house points!" 

Maybe even a certificate. Yes, it feels like it warrants a certificate. 

 

  

https://www.instagram.com/cahajesa/
https://www.instagram.com/shiny_shilling_vintage/
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Yay I got a sticker! 

 

 

Yay I got a sticker! (See previous post) 
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Day Twelve: A secret 

 

 

My Auntie Helen used to say to her daughters that they weren't to keep secrets. Surprises were 

okay, secrets were not.  

 

I've long thought this is amongst the most sage advice I've ever heard. Secrets can be alluring but 

ultimately they damage and corrode. In the end, they will weigh heavily on one's heart and one's 

soul and you'll long to discharge the knowledge that only you carry...but you can't. It's too late. And 

you realise the secret is now a burden that you are destined to carry for the rest of your days. 
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Day Thirteen: 6 o’clock 

 

 

This is my 6 o'clock.  

 

I've been in danger of feeling sorry for myself all day. Partner is at a wedding that I've been looking 

forward to for months because *dancing*. Time comes and I can't go as I don't have the brain space 

yet. All my nearby friends are going together. I can't go as I don't have the brain space yet. Further 

afield friends were going to visit but I had to cancel as I don't have the brain space yet. 

 

Part of me wants to lie on the floor and shout it's not fair. Months now of my life lost to an illness 

that I'm still only beginning to grapple with.  

 

Another part of me is more sanguine. Yes I'd love for one of the other scenarios to happen but this is 

where I am at 6pm. Curled up on the sofa. Football and Olympics. Three magazines & some 

stickering. That's plenty of company for this Saturday evening.  

 

Oh, and 1/2 lb of Milka.  
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Day Fourteen: Love is… 

 

 

On Saturday I wrote a blog post about how self-care isn't all warm baths & scented candles. Self-care 

can be tough, hard going, painful even. Same goes for love. Love can be bouquets of flowers and 

declarations of emotion, gestures grand or small, fluffy and pink or red... Or black. Black as the 

darkest night. Difficult to understand. Defined in relation to its polar opposite and experienced only 

by going through that. 

 

The last few days have definitely been shaped by black more than pink. I've leant heavily on these 

olde worlde words from George Fox, founder of Quakers, way back when. Trying to remember that 

love is always there. 

 

  

https://raeritchie.com/2016/08/13/not-all-baths-candles-the-difficult-work-of-self-care/
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Swirls 

 

 

Just coloured my first five in on a @mapyourprogress 50 swirl heart! I've been thinking about writing 

about weight but feel a bit self-conscious...hilarious really seeing as I've shared about self-harm and 

sobriety on my blog yet saying 'I'm fat' feels like a step too far. 

 

Maybe gaining 20lb since being ill (on top of the existing excess) is the push I need to actually talk 

about this - especially as I'm so excited about showing my coloured swirls! 

 

  

https://www.instagram.com/mapyourprogress/
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The tea bar 

 

 

Just spent a life affirming half an hour chatting with a friend at the cafe of the local hospital. She was 

visiting her mum. I'd gone for a blood test. Served by volunteers, quietly and politely getting on with 

their duties without thanks or fanfare. Yes, yes, they cried - we can do you a decaff, rummaging 

around at the back of a cupboard for a canister. They also lent my first psychiatrist a fork so he could 

eat his lunch. 

 

My friend and I shared our news: me, battles with my mental health; she, the trials and tribulations 

of caring for an elderly and injured mother. Her daughter read the books left on the cafe windowsill; 

mid-sentence we helped her find the pink toilet roll and the twelve birds and eight teacups hidden 

on the page. 

 

All around us, the whir and the buzz of our awesome, fragile NHS, the comings and goings of a 

hospital at work.  

 

All of life was there: stethoscopes, stilettoes, sunburn. I didn't want to leave. 
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Day 15: Unicorn 

 

 

Books: they aren't unicorns, but they are just as magical. What else can so thoroughly transport you 

to another world from your own? Or another state of mind? 

 

Bibliotherapy or 'books on prescription' are actual things to help if you're struggling mentally or 

emotionally (your local library should have info on the latter). Alas at these times it can be difficult to 

concentrate. 

 

It was a moment of celebration when I first picked up a magazine to flick through after weeks of not 

reading anything other than medication packets. I could see my partner doing a sideways glance 

across the sofa, wanting to jump for joy but also not wishing to draw attention to this previously 

common occurrence. 

 

Am just about back to books now. And seeing as today's #augustbreak2016prompt of #unicorn made 

me turn to the bookshelves, I will also take that as a prompt to grab a title and head outside to 

further celebrate a magical return to reading. 

https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/augustbreak2016/
https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/unicorn/
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Day Sixteen: Breathe 

 

 

'She just needs to breathe.' These were the words that the duty nurse on the Crisis Team kept 

repeating over and over to my partner. It was the early days of our encounters with mental health 

services, only 72 hours after I'd end up chugging down Diazepam in A&E at 1.30am. I was still 

suicidal, but at this point I'd become hysterical suicidal rather than the usual melancholic suicidal. I 

must have been a terrifying sight to behold; from what I remember, it certainly felt terrifying. I was 

raging and out of control, determined that there was only one way forward and it didn't involve 

being conscious for a nanosecond longer than necessary. I wanted oblivion and I wanted it fast. 

 

So my partner called the Crisis Team. They'd already visited that day but talking through my journey 

to where I was that Saturday afternoon only dragged me down further. By the evening, ringing them 

again was all we could think to do. We - well maybe not him, but definitely me - wanted an answer, a 

quick one, a solution that would at least quell the rage if not every thought and feeling coarsing 

through my veins. 

 

You won't be surprised to learn that we didn't get an answer of that ilk. Instead we got a brusque 
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sounding nurse who continually repeated 'She just needs to breathe.' If I wasn't angry enough 

already, I was when I heard that. Of course I was breathing! Breathing was the problem - I was 

breathing and I didn't want to be. I wanted to stop breathing, stop being, stop existing.  

I raged further and further. I don't actually remember what happened after. I probably just blew 

myself out, exhausted. 

 

The next day a holistic social worker showed up at the door to show me a breathing exercise which, 

combined with a few basic movements, would supposedly help me to remain calm when about to 

lose my head. I was cynical of course. Resistant even. But recognising I could no longer go on the 

way I was, I gave it a go. I breathed and breathed and breathed and breathed. 

 

I did the same the next day. And the one after. And the one after that. It still somewhat pains me to 

admit, but that nurse was right. I just needed to breathe. 
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Day Seventeen: Bedroom window 

 

 

In my previous two homes, I had wide open views from my bedroom window - first the Manchester 

skyline, then the rolling Trent valley across Warwickshire, Leicestershire and into Nottinghamshire.  

Confronting a conifer hedge each morning was therefore something of a shock when I first moved here 

in April 2015. Over the last eighteen months, though, I've become more affectionate about this 'sea of 

green' as someone wise on Instagram once called it (help me remember who!). It does indeed feel like a 

sea, with waves of branches fluttering as the wind blows through. It also feels like a buttress, the high 

thick wall of a medieval castle, twenty foot protection against the world outside. 

 

Don't we all need that sometimes? Protection, enclosure, feeling safely at a distance from the dangers 

and hazards that lie beyond our front doors.  

 

The position of our home in the corner of a quiet cul-de-sac adds to this feeling of separation from the 

world. Over the last several months, I've hidden away here for days upon end, not daring to leave the 

four walls for fear of...fear of...well I'm not sure what I feared though it fell truly real. 

 



© Rae Ritchie   32 
 

I've since returned to venturing out regularly, leaving the house most days except when the terrors are 

at their worst. But even so, I still relish the buttress, the sea of green, outside the bedroom window, 

giving me a sense of enclosure and safety.  

 

Despite the actual danger being inside my own head, I need the outside protection too. 
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How to be part of Team GB 

 

 

 

On a totally different topic to what I've been writing about on here lately, today I posted to my blog 

about gambling and sport, more specifically How to Be Part of Team GB for Less Than £12 & Without 

Buying a Lottery Ticket. Would love for you to have a read and see how you can get involved! 

 

  

https://raeritchie.com/2016/08/17/be-part-of-team-gb/
https://raeritchie.com/2016/08/17/be-part-of-team-gb/
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Day Eighteen: Five years ago 

 

 

 

Five years ago, I hadn't long returned from this magical place, a Quaker retreat centre in 

Svartbäcken, Sweden. I spent a week there on a working holiday with seven others. It was the most 

transformative week of my life. 

 

It had been some time since I'd been on holiday, and even longer since I'd spent time bonding with 

total strangers. Arriving someplace new with no (emotional) baggage except what you carry yourself 

was liberating. I had no labels and no history - I just showed up as I was right there in that moment.  

I showed up just as I was and they loved me. Even the one who I knew didn't really like me an awful 

lot loved me. I'd never experienced anything like it: to simply be loved. I didn't have to compete or 

hustle or impress. I was just loved, although 'just' is a misnomer. 

 

This was a revelation. It planted a seed in long fallow soil - a seed of belief that maybe, just maybe, I 

was lovable. Lovable as I was lovable. Lovable by virtue of being alive. Lovable and deserving of love. 
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I wish I could say that seed blossomed without hardship or hindrance. I wish! It had been far from 

easy or straightforward. In the five years since, the seed of belief has never been fully extinguished 

but neither has it taken root strongly enough to be secure. Only today, I had to ring my health care 

trust's mental health helpline as I was struggling so much with life, and the advisor's words that I 

deserved to be loved, that every person deserves to be loved, reduced me to tears. 

 

I deserved to be loved. You deserved to be loved. We all deserved to be loved. I hope you know this 

in your bones. 
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Friyay 

 

 

 

Friyay and a big day...the dossette box is going into retirement.  

 

After several months of multiple pill popping literally morning, noon and night, I'm now down to one 

in the morning and one at night. Reminders ping on my phone still but no longer need to rely on the 

box to stave off confusion. 

 

At the end of a week of frustration and struggle, this feels like a good move in the right direction. 
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Day Nineteen: My hands 

 

 

My hands...well one of them! Resting after a long day of employ. The dignity of work, paid or unpaid, 

leaves a tingling feeling of satisfaction that reaches right down to the very tips of my fingers. (If 

you're interested to know what I've been doing all day long, look up seller Redspots24 on Ebay. I've 

had a lot of fun writing item descriptions. I think I would be good at writing copy for estate agents). 
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Day Twenty: Clouds 

 

 

The sky was shifting and changing all day as the windy weather blew clouds in an out and 

unseasonable speeds. Whilst I'm not deranged enough to believe that the state of my mind actually 

controls the weather, I was aware that scenes above my head echoed what was within it too. After 

months of emotional wrangling and many pained hours trying to sit with the feelings I've been 

experiencing, I'd had a breakthrough on Friday morning - a sudden moment of insight that through 

light on my whole existence, albeit briefly. The realisation came like a flash and was gone, but I'd 

spent Friday and Saturday trying to get a hold of what it meant to me. I knew it was there 

somewhere behind the clouds of usual thoughts and behaviours. The sky had parted just long 

enough to give me a glimpse of the blue sky, and I have to keep trusting that the clouds will pass 

again. 
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Day Twenty-one: Today is… 

 

 

Today is the kind of day where you feel on the back foot from the off. I overslept so had to rearrange 

plans. Nothing seemed to work like it should. My hair is looking very peculiar. My phone has 

suddenly started sending alerts that I had previously switched off, making me intermittently 

confused and distracted. And I had to deal with a particularly large mound of washing up left from 

yesterday. We never leave so many dishes overnight, so why did I have this pile on what was already 

a back-footed start to the week? 

 

Then I remembered. I remembered today is the kind of day where you have to catch up on 

yesterday's washing up because yesterday was the kind of day where you were too comfortable and 

relaxed to do the washing yesterday. Today is mess, yesterday was yes...Yes to time with the beau, 

nothing on the agenda, only ourselves to please. A day of connection and of dreaming, coloured 

pens and football, steak and crumpets and all manner of good things. And in the evening we left the 

dishes in the sink whilst we made some of our dreaming real.  
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Day Twenty-two: Squares 

 

 

The #augustbreak2016 prompt today for is #squares but my mind has been pretty fixated on #circles 

since I got up. In recent months, circles have often been the focus of my thoughts, my wishes and my 

longings. I've become obsessed with two particular circles: the wheels of my new bike. An early 

birthday gift from my lovely partner, my shiny new Raleigh bike has been something of a saviour 

lately. When my brain was flitting all over the place, it gave me a point of focus - to the extent that I 

even managed to set a goal of cycling to and from hospital on at least one day during my stay. And I 

did it. Getting back on a bike regularly after many years has been a joy, providing a much needed 

sense of freedom and fun whilst my world has been restricted and dark. In some of darkest 

moments, going out on my bike has been the only constructive thing I can think to do - and it has 

never failed to help. Every inch of ground covered, every turning of the wheels, every rotation of 

those circles, has been part of a journey back to myself.  

 

  

https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/augustbreak2016/
https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/squares/
https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/circles/
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Day Twenty-three: My face 

 

 

Yesterday I resolved to take a selfie for the #augustbreak2016prompt of #myface. However I'm really 

no good at snapping myself. I can never figure out where or how to hold the camera, whether to 

take in a mirror or turn the lens round to face me...And frankly my brain couldn't cope with the 

challenge. Playing badminton, I found I could no longer keep score - it was like I had no bandwidth 

left and it was still only late morning. Clearly I needed to rest my still malfunctioning brain. Of course 

I did the total opposite and pushed on spending hours of the afternoon adding Ebay listings (I'm 

getting all cathartic by selling my unwanted past). By the evening, my face was in no fit state for a 

picture: brain ache worn across my forehead, tension knitted across my brow and a jaw tightened in 

a vice like grip. So belatedly I've added this photograph instead. I stumbled across it whilst scrolling 

for another. It was taken in Kyoto in the spring. My rather enigmatic pose disguises the mental 

health struggles that dogged me even then, although the beauty and adventure of travelling around 

Japan eased my soul somewhat. How I long for that self-same ease right now too - how I long to 

wear that look on my face. 

 

  

https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/augustbreak2016/
https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/myface/
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Day Twenty-four: Three 

 

 

The Day Twenty-four prompt for #augustbreak2016 is three. The picture shows the three separate 

loops that make up beautiful ring purchased when my partner and I decided to get married. We 

made the decision in mid-April and booked the wedding for 1st October this year. We were so 

excited, so happy, so in love. But alas even the strongest bond, the deepest connection, cannot 

withstand the brute force of mental health difficulties. We've had to postpone. My first psychiatrist 

encouraged us to not cancel, and has hopefully enquired as to whether it's back on every time I've 

bumped into (which wad happened more than I would have expected). Despite his insistence that I 

may feel very different by then, all I can answer is that I know how I feel now - and that is not in a 

place where I will even begin to enjoy the preparations for a wedding, however small, however 

simple. 

 

There are no words to describe my thoughts about this. Being somewhat prone to exaggeration, I 

tend to say cancellation. My partner always gently reminds me that it is actually a postponement. 

Still my word choice more accurately conveys the full force of my feelings. What we had planned has 

gone. Disappeared into thin air, like so much else that this year was due to hold. In this vacuum, the 

https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/augustbreak2016/
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ring remains. Solid. Real. Concrete...well gold. Precious. Truly my precious, glittering at me all day, 

daring me to believe one day things will be different. I will feel different. 
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Calming colouring 

 

 

This is me doing some calming colouring. I needed something simple to soothe my soul and I've 

found I'm often at my most prayerful / mindful / whateverful when I'm scribbling away with a juicy 

felt tip.  

 

I decided to make a follow up call to the mental health community team that I'm now under as I've 

been expecting to hear from them since Monday. In the month since I've transferred to them, my 

partner has handled all the contact so far as I just haven't felt able to handle it. Today, though, I felt 

a bit more capable. It was a good feeling. 'How bad can it be?', I wondered as I dialled the number. 

 

Oh bad, it turns out. Really, really bad. Like I'm-trying-not-to-cry-on-the-phone-bad - you know the 

sort, where your voice goes all high pitched and squeaky as you choke back the tears.  

Turns out they don't have anyone to work with me. That's it. Full stop. No case worker. No specific 

point of contact. No support. I'll have to look elsewhere if I need help. Somehow I'm under their care 

but they aren't providing me with well, any actual care. In fact, they aren't providing me with 

anything right now because even the letter that I was told five weeks ago would arrive within two 
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weeks has vanished. No trace of it being sanctioned let alone sent. Waiting, waiting, waiting all along 

for a phantom letter. 

 

I can hear the weariness of the duty worker, and believe the apologies she offered from herself and 

her manager. I know they are doing their best with too much demand and not enough resources. 

Still, it is difficult to not take the response personally. It hit me in the chest like a punch of rejection, 

the heavy weight of sadness now pressing firmly on my collar bone.  

 

Is my pain not enough? Is my suffering not real? Am I not sufficiently mad? *How much more do I 

have to struggle?* I was supposed to be going to my first session of netball training this evening. I've 

cancelled. What if no-one picked me for their team? I've had enough rejection for one day thank 

you. 
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Day Twenty-five: Peaceful 

 

 

"All shall be well and all shall be well and all manner of things shall be well." 

 

Julian of Norwich 
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The tea bar two 

 

 

I'm here again, the tea bar at my local hospital. All of life has been through here but now it has gone 

quiet. The sound of some machine humming; it could be an air-conditioning only it is *far* too 

warm, there can't possibly be a cooler on. The rumble of a cleaning cart along the corridor. A baby's 

rattle.  

 

I like sitting here. The chairs aren't very comfortable and it's incredibly hot and the coffee isn't fancy 

but still I just like being here. It warms my heart. Not just literally but spiritually. I could sit here all 

day only I have an appointment at two.  

 

I might come back afterwards though.  
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Do you know how good this feels? 

 

 

Do you know how good this feels? Do you know how amazing it is to wake up and just begin the day 

rather than your first thought being you wish you hadn't woken up at all ever? Do you know how 

great it is to be able to sit in your favourite coffee shop with a crisp notebook and a blank screen 

ready for the ideas you have, the thoughts you want to share? Do you know what it is like to feel 

reunited with your own brain as your ally rather than your enemy? 

 

Do you know? I can tell you: it is the most epic effing awesomeness.  
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I am Sporticus 

 

 

A blurred early morning gym selfie take a few months ago.... Following on from my beautiful clear 

headed experience of feeling able to work and to write earlier this morning, I produced a blog post 

about creating new stories for ourselves - because now I Am Sporticus. Would love for you to take a 

read and share if you feel inspired! 

 

 

  

https://raeritchie.com/2016/08/26/i-am-sporticus/
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Day Twenty-six: Oranges 

 

 

Captured some orange in the kitchen whilst waiting for the supermarket delivery man bringing the 

second pile of crates...there's a gentle reassuring calm to domestic chores on a Friday evening. It 

feels like good self-care. Nourishing in more ways than one. 
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Is this cosmic payback? 

 

 

Yesterday was a good day. Today feels like cosmic payback for that. It's 14.25 and I'm still in bed. 

Haven't long woken up after going back to sleep this morning. The crumpled up tissue caught up in 

the duvet is a reminder of the mild hysteria which gripped me when awake this morning - tears of 

anger and frustration at not feeling able to manage our planned day out. Tears of anger and 

frustration at this one step forward, two steps back kind of progress. Tears of anger and frustration 

at being trapped in this situation full stop. It's not fair, I kept repeating. And I was right. It isn't fair. 

But life isn't fair. Ticking the boxes, towing the line, paying our dues: none of this is a defence against 

illness of any kind. We like to think otherwise but we are kidding ourselves. Mental or physical 

health difficulties can strike any of us at any time. It isn't fair. It just is. 
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Day Twenty-seven: Little 

 

 

These are my feet. They are little; I only take a size 3.5 UK (36 continental). My hands are equally 

small, perhaps relatively even smaller, but it was easier to snap my feet. 

 

My mum used to say my hands and feet were the only dainty things about me. This comment buried 

its way deep into my psyche like a well targeted arrow. It's the response that always comes to mind 

whenever someone comments on the size of my hands or feet. 

 

I believe that my mum didn't mean to be cruel in the way that I interpreted that comment. It was a 

joke, an aside - but isn't it always those offhand remarks that remain with us so much? 

 

You have to be clever to be a librarian (ergo it wasn't the job for me).  

 

If you were a car, you'd be a Montego. 

 

If you were a footballer's wife, you'd be married to Gareth Southgate (no offence to Gareth 
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Southgate, but I took that as a veiled insult as he was the guy who hadn't long missed *that* penalty 

for England).  

 

Comments that rankle and irritate even a decade or more on...I'm sure you have them too. I wish I 

could offer some gem of wisdom on how to deal with these, how to overcome them with grace and 

style. Only I can't. They gnaw away at me still in my low moments. Perhaps the only way round this is 

to go through it, to (re)claim them as our own, starting right now. 

 

Here are my little feet. My mum once joked they and my hands are the only dainty things about me. 

It was a joke but I didn't find it funny. It hurt my feelings. The end. 
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Day Twenty-eight: I am… 

 

 

Soy Rae. Hablo un poco de español.*  

 

I'm doing a Beginner's Spanish course. I'm in the fourth week of four and still this fact surprises me. I 

sacrificed learning for fun along time ago, largely because of a desire to focus on "important" gold 

stars and accolades. Why spend time on something that you might not be very good at? Why think 

that you deserve to do something intellectually challenging purely for enjoyment? The pub is where 

you go for fun and enjoyment, not an online course provider! 

 

But lately my brain has begun to twitch, hankering for some mental stimulation even through the 

valium fog. It seems that after laying down all my work and having a good rest, I wanted to turn back 

in that direction. This shocked me as I'd assumed that given a free choice my brain would reject all 

forms of learning - a sort of rebellion of all that had gone before. Turns out this lifelong habit dies 

hard though, and I again find myself a happy learner, keen to get started each day, making copious 

notes and brushing up for the tests. 
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It's a pleasant surprise and a kernel of insight into what remains within when so much else is no 

more. Perhaps we all carry within us such integral elements, facets of ourselves that will always rise 

from the ashes and take on a new life in the new worlds we create for ourselves.  

 

*I'm Rae. I speak a little Spanish.  
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Day Twenty-nine: Favourite mug 

 

 

This is my favourite mug. It belongs to my partner, Mark - hence the M - but I have requisitioned it. 

This is not its first appearance on Instagram. It was also featured back in January when I wrote a blog 

post about the significance of having a favourite mug, how it allows you to flex your 'I have the right 

to make choices' muscle. Here’s the link if you're interested in reading more! 

 

  

https://raeritchie.com/2016/01/28/my-favourite-mug/
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Day Thirty: Evening light 

 

 

Evening light...the sun setting over New Jersey, as seen from the top of the Empire State Building, 

October 2013. 

 

I've just been watching an awesome BBC documentary about New York and the logistics that keep 

the city moving. It bought back happy memories of the visit I took with my mum back then. It was so 

mesmerising to see the one source of natural light fade and then look down as Manhattan became 

alight with a legion electric bulbs instead. 

 

It may be the city that never sleeps but NYC fills my dreams about the past but also the future. Only 

today, in fact, l've been scheming a way on a secret wish in which it features prominently... A big 

plan for the Big Apple.  

 

A concrete jungles where dreams are made of. 

 

New York, New York, New York. 
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Don't we all have to have a dream? 
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Day Thirty-one: August was… 

 

 

 

August was a period of dreaming and making dreams real, a time of renewal…and reflection. 
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Who am I? 

 

Hello there! 

 

I’m Rae Ritchie and I’m a writer and coach.  I’ve recently transitioned to becoming a boss lady 

having previously combined writing and coaching alongside a day job as an academic historian.  

Whether in the past or the present, I’m interested in how people make sense of their own lives.  

You can find me blogging over at https://raeritchie.com/.  I’m also on Facebook, Twitter and 

Instagram – especially Instagram!  Come over and say hello. 

 

If you’ve enjoyed this booklet, please feel free to share.  And to keep up with my latest offerings, 

sign up to my mailing list via my website. 

 

Thank you for taking the time to read through this offering.  I really appreciate it and I hope that the 

words and pictures have touched you in some way. 

 

With warmest wishes, 

 

Rae Ritchie 

 

 

 

https://raeritchie.com/
https://www.facebook.com/rae.ritchie.9
https://twitter.com/rae_ritchie_
https://www.instagram.com/rae_ritchie_/

