
Creative Writing at Virtual-Abbey! 08.05.2020  

Theme: Solitude 

I hope you enjoyed last week’s session materials on Beauty. It was wonderful 

to see / hear you all in the session, and if any of you would like to email me 

your offerings from last week then please do! I would love to link to them in 

our newsletter to encourage others to come along.  

This week we will be looking at the theme of ‘solitude’.  

I hope you enjoy the following poems, extracts, 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 you can also search here at 

poets.org. 

 

Morning - Yannis Ritsos 

She opened the shutters. She hung the sheets over the sill. 

She saw the day. 

A bird looked at her straight in the eyes. “I am alone,” she whispered. 

“I am alive.” She entered the room. The mirror too is a window. 

If I jump from it I will fall in my own arms. 

 

Prompts / things to think about 

1. Imagine you are alone and see an animal approaching you. What is the 

animal? How does it move? How do you feel? Does it make a sound? 

2. Start a free-write with the words: I am alone. I am alive. See where it 

takes you. 

3. How do you feel when you look in the mirror? 

 

 

 

 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/collections/101598/poems-about-loneliness-and-solitude
https://poets.org/search?combine=solitude


The Letter  Linda Gregg 

I’m not feeling strong yet, but I am taking 

good care of myself. The weather is perfect. 

I read and walk all day and then walk to the sea. 

I expect to swim soon. For now I am content. 

I am not sure what I hope for. I feel I am 

doing my best. It reminds me of when I was 

sixteen dreaming of Lorca, the gentle trees outside 

and the creek. Perhaps poetry replaces something 

in me that others receive more naturally. 

Perhaps my happiness proves a weakness in my life. 

Even my failures in poetry please me. 

Time is very different here. It is very good 

to be away from public ambition. 

I sweep and wash, cook and shop. 

Sometimes I go into town in the evening 

and have pastry with custard. Sometimes I sit 

at a table by the harbor and drink half a beer. 

 

From How to be Alone by Megan Boyle, 2011 

“Move into your mom’s condo. “We’re just eating it because it’s here,” she 

says about a cake. At night she clamors around the kitchen, looking for pecans. 

She warns you of a man she’s seen in the bushes. After she goes to sleep, 

exercise in her condo’s small gym. Jog on the treadmill and watch six 

astronauts on TV receive time-delayed messages from their families. One 

astronaut is preoccupied with his watch. Run past the bushes on your way 

home. 

Remember dates you’ve had. Take baths. Think of the empty space between 

atoms. Feel your pulse beat under your skin. It sounds like an ellipsis. Drive to 

see if “20 miles in one direction” is the same 20 miles back. On the radio, 

bursts of static interrupt traffic reports like sarcastic applause. Remember 

parties. Look at the phone as if it has a delicious meal it’s not sharing. Eat 

watermelon in your car. Stare at your fingers on the steering wheel. Wonder 

https://thoughtcatalog.com/megan-boyle/2011/04/how-to-be-alone/


how you’re always driving towards the horizon without vanishing into it. Spend 

two hours in a craft store searching for something you keep forgetting. 

Examine a cardboard cylinder of pink bath salt. Imagine a team of three miners 

shaving minerals off giant pink stalagmites in a prehistoric cave, surrounded by 

air no one else has breathed. 

Look for sublets in Vermont, Madrid, Hong Kong. Buy the first deodorant you 

ever wore. Buy fruits you haven’t tried. Slip and slice open your finger instead 

of a coconut. Find a cheap flight to Florida and book a three-day vacation. Try 

to pay for earplugs at the airport newsstand. The woman behind the counter 

asks to see your photo ID. She says, squinting more at you then your driver’s 

license, “This doesn’t look like you.” 

 

Prompts / things to think about 

1. Write your own set of instructions for ‘How to be Alone’. 

2. Think about a time in your life when you had moved to a new place, or 

were between jobs, or had retired, or just weren’t quite sure what to do 

with yourself, for whatever reason. Did you manage to find purpose for 

yourself? How? 

3. Imagine you are writing a postcard from where you are right now. 

Describe all you can see around you; your daily habits and routines; how 

you’re feeling; what you’re hoping for. Imagine this is a postcard for a 

friend you really trust and can be yourself with.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Keeping Still 

If late at night, when watching the moon, you still 

sometimes get vertigo, it’s understandable 

that you wish suddenly and hard for fences, for someone 

to marry you. Desiring a working knowledge, 

needing to know some context by heart, you might 

accept anything: the room without windows, 

the far and frozen North, or the prairie, the prairie 

even, if it means that. 

The long wide space and cold dirt that will not 

be seduced into hills, and the dust, that even after 

you have kicked and wept and fallen on it pounding, 

will not produce a tree. It will allow you 

to rise with certainty and move with the relief 

of necessary things to the wash on the line, 

to the small maple you brought here that must be tied 

for the winter or die. 

Even the prairie night, blind with snow, 

when no one comes, and you no longer look 

to the mirror but force your fingers to the stitching 

and produce a child to help with the lambing 

and the carrying of water. Although it might be years 

before you turn and stop, startled 

by the sweet and sudden smell of sheets snapping 

in the sun, and the drunken lilac, prairie purple, 

blooming by the doorway, because you planted it. 

 

Prompts / things to think about 

1. Think about this idea of ‘keeping still’ in the largest sense – physically, 

mentally, emotionally. We might keep still to rest and recharge; to not 

attract danger or aggression; so that someone can find where we are; to 

have a medical or dental procedure…. Write down a list of all the 

reasons you might ‘keep still’ & choose one to write more about. 



Solitude  –  Lia Purpura  

No one home. 
Snow packing 
the morning in. 
Much white 
nothing filling up. 
A V of birds 
pulling 
the silence 
until some dog 
across the street 
barks, and breaks 
what I call my peace. 
What a luxury 
annoyance is. 
It bites off 
and keeps 
just enough of 
what I think 
I want to be endless. 

 


