
Creative Writing at Virtual-Abbey! 08.04.2020  

Theme: Anxiety and Uncertainty 

I hope you enjoyed last week’s session materials on Hope and Resilience. It was 

wonderful to read writing by those who sent it in to me, and if any of you have 

written any more on this theme please do email them by way ☺  

This week we will be looking at ‘Anxiety and Uncertainty’. As we all grapple with the 

difficulty of this situation, it’s important to acknowledge and sit with feelings of 

worry, fear or confusion as they arise. For me, poetry has always been a good way to 

do this.  

I hope you enjoy the following poems, prompts and questions. If you’d like to read 

more poems on similar themes, there’s a fantastic collection here on the Poetry 

Foundation website and some more here at poets.org. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/collections/101584/poems-of-anxiety-and-uncertainty
https://poets.org/poems?field_poem_themes_tid=1531


The Conditional - Ada Limón  

Say tomorrow doesn't come. 

Say the moon becomes an icy pit. 

Say the sweet-gum tree is petrified. 

Say the sun's a foul black tire fire. 

Say the owl's eyes are pinpricks. 

Say the raccoon's a hot tar stain. 

Say the shirt's plastic ditch-litter. 

Say the kitchen's a cow's corpse. 

Say we never get to see it: bright 

future, stuck like a bum star, never 

coming close, never dazzling. 

Say we never meet her. Never him. 

Say we spend our last moments staring 

at each other, hands knotted together, 

clutching the dog, watching the sky burn. 

Say, It doesn't matter. Say, That would be 

enough. Say you'd still want this: us alive, 

right here, feeling lucky. 

Prompts / Things to think about 

 

1. ‘The Conditional’ asks us to look straight in the eyes at literal and symbolic 

possibilities – from never meeting that special person, to a raccoon’ being a ‘hot tar 

stain’. Write your own version using ‘Say…’ or ‘What if…’ or ‘In this scenario…’ or 

similar to start each sentence.  

2. Even if it’s difficult, think back on a time, or multiple times, you have felt 

particularly lucky and write about this. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Allow Me by Chungmi Kim 

If I must worry about how 

I will live in my old age 

without wealth 

I would be without health now 

and how can I live to be 

old? 

If I must worry about how 

I will live in my old age 

without love 

I would be without dreams now 

and how can I go on living 

another day? 

Allow me to sit in the sun 

and listen to the sky. 

I will love you gently.  

Allow me to stay in my room 

and weave my rainbows. 

I will love you truly. 

Like a colt in the meadow 

with no boundary 

allow me 

to wander around 

till I hear the autumn 

stealthily 

strolling by my door. 

I will be waiting 

to be with you 

then. 

 

 

 

Prompts / Things to think about 

 

1. What a gorgeous couplet – ‘Allow me to stay 

in my room / And weave my rainbows’. A lot of 

us could be confined to one room or a couple 

of rooms at the moment! Have fun writing 

about something crazy a person could do from 

inside one room e.g. hack into Jeff Bezos’s 

bank account, write letters to all their ex-

partners, find a miracle cure, make plans to 

overthrow the government… 

2. ‘Allow me’ is a poem about finding a 

balance. How can we balance present and 

future concerns? 

3. Start a piece of writing with ‘Like a [insert 

animal here] in the [insert habitat here], allow 

me to… 

 



What Kind of Times Are These by Adrienne Rich  

 

There's a place between two stands of trees where the grass grows uphill 

and the old revolutionary road breaks off into shadows 

near a meeting-house abandoned by the persecuted 

who disappeared into those shadows. 

I've walked there picking mushrooms at the edge of dread, but don't be fooled 

this isn't a Russian poem, this is not somewhere else but here, 

our country moving closer to its own truth and dread, 

its own ways of making people disappear. 

I won't tell you where the place is, the dark mesh of the woods 

meeting the unmarked strip of light— 

ghost-ridden crossroads, leafmold paradise: 

I know already who wants to buy it, sell it, make it disappear. 

And I won't tell you where it is, so why do I tell you 

anything? Because you still listen, because in times like these 

to have you listen at all, it's necessary 

to talk about trees. 

Prompts / Things to think about 

1. What do you think of that line ‘our country moving closer to its own truth and 

dread’? What do you think this could mean in terms of the UK, or the country 

you were born in? 

 

2. Start a piece of writing with ‘I know already who wants to buy it, sell it, make 

it disappear’. 

 

3. Write a poem entitled ‘What kind of times are these?’ 

 

In this short Life that only lasts an hour by Emily Dickinson 

In this short Life that only lasts an hour 

How much - how little - is within our power 

 


