“Prayer of St. Francis Lived by Nurses (Nurses’ Shared Prayers),” Kathleen Blanchfield,
College of Nursing, Lewis University, Prose, 2016-ongoing.
Nursing faculty at Lewis University created a Booklet of Prayers and Reflections to share
with students, faculty, and staff. A prominent quiet area for reflection was developed for
Students, Faculty, and Staff to pause in their day. The pictures show the booklet and the
Reflection Place.
Lord, make me an instrument of your peace.
Where there is hatred, let me sow love;
An American nurse who was a Vietnam Veteran started a post war healing process by
returning with fellow Veterans as their nurse, to foster sharing and reconciliation with
Vietnamese Veterans.
Where there is injury, pardon;
A mother of eight children, who as a nurse understood the guilt and remorse of a teenage
driver who crashed into her husband’s car causing his death. She waited in the bleak
courthouse corridor to speak with the young driver and his family. She tearfully told them
that she held no hatred and offered her hand in pardon.
Where there is doubt, faith;
A nursing faculty group that volunteered to support the family of their beloved dying
colleague by offering round the clock nursing presence. This reassured the family that
they would have care for their loved one as she struggled to faithfully live her last days of
earthly life.
Where there is despair, hope;
A nurse, who after serving in the military, organized an International Service to gather
surplus medical supplies to be shipped to countries suffering the horrors of war or
disaster. This continues today.
Where there is darkness, light;
A hospice nurse by her presence and compassion offers her patient and family the light of
peaceful hope and reverence for the spiritual journey of leaving this earth. She speaks to
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church groups to help members understand the spiritual, physical, and emotional support
that she feels privileged to offer as a hospice nurse.
Where there is sadness, joy;
A nurse’s aide realized a distraught family needed someone to lead them in a spiritual
hymn before leaving their recently departed mother’s bedside. She brought a
housekeeper to the bedside, who shared her God-given talent of song to help the family to
raise their voices in praise, sorrow, and joy.

Poetry written by Joan Lamb Callahan, Retired School Nurse, Sacred Heart Schools
Chicago
Words, both written and spoken have always been my tools for understanding the world and
myself. Words can wound, but more powerfully, they heal as well. Poetry is words woven into
essence. I write for myself mostly as a way to keep the essence of a memory, contain an
experience, share some wisdom. It keeps me whole when life seems to want to scatter me.
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“Chapter 2: Healing Arts,” 21 Peaceful Nurses: Essays on Spiritually Guided Practice, Joan
Cantwell, RN, MA, CJEA, Part-time faculty, DePaul and Dominican Universities, Book,
2006.
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At a nursing class school reunion my classmate Doris Popovich and myself asked the
question, What keeps nurses working in the field? We held an essay contest for nurses and
these are top 21 responses including our own.
I first made the connection between creativity and healing 26 years ago at
Khao-I-Dang refugee camp. I was a 22-year-old charge nurse working in a 100-bed adult
acute care hospital with traumatized Cambodian refugees fleeing a civil war and genocide
to seek shelter in the international relief camps.
During the war, Cambodians had been forced to live in a Maoist, agrarian society.
Families were separated and sent to work camps. People were killed if they were literate
or had any association with western culture. They were not allowed to practice any art or
religion or read or write. Many feigned ignorance, suppressed their knowledge, and threw
away their books and reading glasses to stay alive.
The first time I worked the night shift alone, the hospital was full with refugees and
their family members. One patient had active meningococcal meningitis, and I didn't have
an emergency kit. It was just me, a Cambodian assistant, and a doctor on call from
another relief hospital in a different part of camp who spoke only French. My medical
orders that night were translated from English to Khmer (Cambodian) to French then back
again. Our patient needed IV antibiotics and powerful steroids for treatment. Because of
the language barriers, we used drawings to illustrate what his medical treatment would
be. We did not need language that night; the drawings proved to be a simple, effective
method of communication.
Art was more than just a convenient communication tool, it was also a way of
healing. In the shelter of the camp, people’s spirits came alive as they were finally able to
creatively express themselves: played music, danced their indigenous dances, practiced
religion, and made art. People picked up crayons and pencils for their first time in years
and spontaneously drew or painted their stories of survival, stories that had been held
hostage in the refugees’ bodies, minds and souls for years.
There was an explosion of art: images documenting heroic escapes from Cambodia
and years of torture in prisoner war camps; drawings of family members butchered by
Khme Rouge soldiers; cartoons of starving people working in rice patties with fat soldiers
taking their food; paintings of beloved lost family members, and watercolors of destroyed
sacred temples. Each image was a portal for documenting the unspeakable and for
memorializing the dead.
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After returning from Thailand I continued my nursing practice only to later find
myself entering into my own healing process from severe “burnout.” This included working
with a Jungian analyst, taking art and writing classes, and learning powerful centering
techniques like mindfulness meditation. As a child, I was always creating: drawing,
making papier mache masks, candles, jewelry and collages. I would hole up in our
basement for hours, away from the chaos of school and a family of nine, to just do art.
When I entered nursing school, I repressed the creative side of me, but years later it came
back disguised as burnout and screaming for attention.
I took one painting class at the Art Institute, and like the refugees, I began
discovering a new vocabulary for working with my emotions. Then I took a drawing class,
then another painting class, then another. With each class, I felt my soul returning. Art
was my antidote to depression; it moved me from surviving to thriving. I could once again
see creative possibilities for my life.
Art has sustained me for the past twenty-seven years. The type of art I do varies on
any given day. Some days I draw paint, make a collage, write in my journal, or read a poem.
Some days, I just look at art. Whatever form it takes, art is a non-negotiable part of my life.
Since that first art class, I have transformed my nursing career. My experience
includes, ICU, maternal/child health, community health, health promotion and wellness,
and now hospice and teaching. I integrate the arts into my current nursing practice,
providing services that merge the worlds of art and science. Candice Pert in her book
Molecules of Emotion documents through research the profound connection between our
mind and body. We now know that when the ability to express is suppressed it can have
severe consequences for people, often manifesting in physical, emotional and spiritual
diseases. Art therapy is based on the theory that the creative process has healing effects.
When we express what matters to us, both our emotional and physical health improves.
I could have left the nursing profession; I chose instead to reinvent it. I have created
my life so that I can be an artist, a nurse and a healer. Art is integrated into every aspect of
my work. I now teach expressive arts at several Chicagoland universities and I provide
expressive art services to hospice patients. On a recent patient visit, a well-traveled
professor of geography with early Alzheimer’s disease and I made a collage of all the
places in the world he has lived. After looking over the pictures of China, India, Hawaii, and
Japan he smiled and said, “I had forgotten what a great career I had. What a spectacular
life!”
The refugees taught me that it is possible to creatively move beyond one’s history,
whether that history is surviving the battlefields of Cambodia, our medical system, or the
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rigors of everyday life. Art heals. It unravels suffering, validates our life experiences, and
leads us back to our humanity.
In memory of Haing Ngor, who survived the “Killing Fields” and became an
international example of peace and creativity in action.

"The Idolatry of Security or Broken Open,” Mary Chase-Ziolek, Professor of Health
Ministries and Nursing, North Park University and Seminary.
This poem was written upon a trip to Burkina Faso in West Africa that included spending
three days in a rural Fulani village as part of a class on Missions and Ministry in Africa made
possible through the support of Covenant World Relief. It was a humbling and powerful
experience contrasting using my nursing knowledge to attempt to protect myself and
receiving lavish, unexpected hospitality.
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"Slept Like A Baby,” Manar Daghash, Nursing Student, University of Illinois At Chicago
My name is Manar Daghash and I am a senior nursing student at the University of Illinois at
Chicago. As the daughter of Palestinian refugees, my sense of identity and renewal comes
from my activism and fight for equality, justice and liberation of the Palestinian people-- and
all those oppressed around the world. My art, both writing and painting, tries to speak to and
galvanize those who are more privileged- like me- and inspire them to educate themselves,
find their voices, and become the voice for the voiceless.
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“Every Day With Mary (Reflections by the Affiliates of Mayslake Ministries),” p. 66 and 70,
Mary Beth Desmond, PhD, RN, AHN-BC, Spiritual Director- Mayslake Ministries, Assistant
Professor- Lewis University, College of Nursing & Health Sciences.
I am an affiliate Spiritual Director at Mayslake Ministries. I contributed nine reflections to the
daily devotional on the concepts of Peace & Love using Scripture and the Blessed Mother as
an example of living the fruits of the spirit.
February 24
“Love bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things.” - 1
Corinthians 13:7
As a nurse, I have been blessed to see love come to my life. When patients are
surprised by a sudden illness or an unexpected admission to the hospital, they often feel
disconnected from what is meaningful in their life. They long for the simple pleasures they
love, whether the presence of family, prayer time, a pet, music, a morning walk, MAss, a
cup of coffee, or just being able to go to work. They long for love in their lives.
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I am inspired by Mary and her life experiences. As the mother of JEsus, Mary
endured many moments of disconnection from things that were meaningful to her life.
She was a refugee in a foreign land, the mother of a lost child, and a witness to the
crucifixion of her beloved Son. Yet Mary’s love for God never wavered. Loving God can help
us reconnect to all that is meaningful for us, for love bears all things, believes all things,
hopes all things, endures all things.

"A Nursing Student's Reflection on Thick Skin,” Short Essay, Theresa Gibbons, MS Nursing
Student, University of Illinois At Chicago.
Writing makes me feel like I can slow down my life just a little. It helps me grow from my
experiences, unmask my internal incongruities, and discover the guiding principles by which
I want to live. I've usually kept a journal, but I have never shared my personal writing.
However, I have gained so much from others who've shared their insights, so I thought
perhaps someone can relate to mine, too. 
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“Letter To My Sister’s With Shades of Color,” Naomi Lesure, Nursing Student, UIC College
of Nursing, Poetry, 2011.
Up and over my head down to my hazel brown skin I am black. Sometimes I stowaway inside
myself to revive the strength of the black goddess inside me. When I close my eyes my spirit
carries me back to Africa and my senses become my ancestral tracker. I am Truth. A poet. A
mirror of Black Excellence...
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“Angels on Aldine (Pandemic Initiative),” Terry Ratner, RN, MFA, Prose.
I’m a nurse, freelance writer, and photographer. I use a process called Ekphrasis, which
explores who we are through words and images. A photo is a declaration that our lives have
meant something, and like a detective, I seek out those fragmentary details and bring about
a living resurrection with my writing. Photography offers a distinct perspective of the world
outside of my nursing profession, while writing gives me an introspective view of myself in
relationship with the world. 
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"Haiku on The Human Experience,” Kalli Running, Nursing Student, University of Illinois At
Chicago.
Hi, my name is Kalli. I have always been attracted to the simplicity of Haiku poems. My twin
and I love this poet, Tyler Knott Gregson, who writes a haiku per day on love. Together we
decided that we could do this, without a theme, and occasionally share our work with each
other. We have never actually shared our work despite the first haiku being about her.
Writing a haiku is not much of a time commitment as they are relatively short. This was the
least daunting way for me to channel my frustration, anger, sadness, love, etc. despite being
busy with school and life.
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Poetry, Shirley Stephenson, APRN, Mile Square Humboldt Park, UIC College of Nursing
Faculty Practice & Partnerships.
All of these poems have to do with how I live within healthcare/nursing and vice versa. The
connection is more obvious in some than others. A few have been published in literary
journals.
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"I am Inspiration,” Isabelle Jane St. John, RN-Cardiac Critical Care, Children's Hospital of
Wisconsin, Poetry, 2020.
I am not just a nurse, I am an artist of care. And as any artist, I must engage in the enduring
pursuit of inspiration, or the quality of my work, the care I provide, will suffer. Even in this
early stage of my career, I have faltered under the weight of burnout. I realized how strong
the temptation to become jaded is in this profession, and I made my vow to never forget my
"why", to never lose my inspiration. It is said that nurses save patients, but I firmly believe
patients can save nurses too, for I have renewed my inspiration thanks to so many of my
patients. This piece is for my fellow artists of care: have courage, reach out to those you
serve, and be relentless in your pursuit for inspiration.

23

24

"The Art of Nursing: Reflections from an Artist of Care,” Isabelle Jane St. John,
RN-Cardiac Critical Care, Children's Hospital of Wisconsin, Short Prose, 2020.
My personal philosophy that nursing is a form of art has guided me through my education
and into my career, and influences the way I provide care to my patients and families.
Practicing nursing as a craft enables me to create meaningful connections between myself
and patients of all ages, as we journey through the healing process. Expressing the role that
my artistic passion plays in my professional practice through reflective prose fuels my
inspiration, and fills me with a renewed sense of purpose.
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“Empty Chair,” Zharmaine D. Zafra, BSN, RN-BC, Advocate Christ Medical Center, Poetry,
2015.
"Empty Chair" resulted as an outlet of how I release my feelings about what I go through in
my profession as a nurse, having this outlet helps me express my emotions in a creative way
- this process helps in bringing a sense of peace within me and the thought that my words
can touch others to either feel loved or act as a reminder that the nursing profession is not
just about tasks... it involves a lot of emotions and heart - this means a lot to me
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