
 
 

Creative Writing at Virtual-Abbey! 22.05.2020  

Theme: Home 

I hope you enjoyed last week’s session materials on Solitude. 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 ‘home’.  

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 

of ones on ‘indoor activities’ here on the Poetry Foundation website and one 

on home here at poets.org. 

 

Daily   Naomi Shihab Nye - 1952- 

These shrivelled seeds we plant, 

corn kernel, dried bean, 
poke into loosened soil, 
cover over with measured fingertips 
  
These T-shirts we fold into 
perfect white squares 
  
These tortillas we slice and fry to crisp strips 
This rich egg scrambled in a gray clay bowl 
  
This bed whose covers I straighten 
smoothing edges till blue quilt fits brown blanket 
and nothing hangs out 
  
This envelope I address 
so the name balances like a cloud 
in the center of sky 
  
This page I type and retype 
This table I dust till the scarred wood shines 
This bundle of clothes I wash and hang and wash again 
like flags we share, a country so close 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/browse#page=1&sort_by=recently_added&topics=33
https://poets.org/poems?field_poem_themes_tid=1106
https://poets.org/poet/naomi-shihab-nye


 
 

no one needs to name it 
  
The days are nouns: touch them 
The hands are churches that worship the world 

 

Prompts / Things to think about 

1. Start by listing – you guessed it – things you do daily or regularly in your 

home. Once you’ve written down a few ideas, return to them and think 

about the joy or peace to be found in each activity – see if you can work 

that into the writing.  

2. Choose one domestic chore and write an ode to it e.g. ‘Ode to Changing 

the Sheets’ ‘Ode to Washing Up’ ‘Ode to Defrosting the Freezer’ etc.  

 

If There Was a Book About This Hallway  David Berman 

It would start, There is a road within the home 

some pine slats in the corner 

and lamps along the walls that give the path an endlessness 

at night. 

I remember the day I left the meterman standing in the hall. 

In my room I drew his hard apple face as he waited 

in the cold shade. 

No matter how slight, it is a scene from history. 

A scene from the book 

Are dreams set in hallways because the perspective is screwed? 

Or because they are the long, open, unused stages in our homes? 

The hallway was a dry riverbed I dreamed one night, 

              an Indian turnpike on another. 

(And it may have been those things before the house was here.) 

 



 
 

I never heard the meterman leave but saw he was gone 

when I went out to hang his sketch on the wall. 

Sour furniture-polish winds rolled down the dark corridor. 

Once a fir where each door now stands. 

If Christ had died in a hallway we might pray in hallways 

or wear little golden hallways around our necks. 

How can it still be unwarmed after so many passings? 

An outdoors that is somehow indoors. 

 

Prompts / Things to think about 

1. Think about how it feels to have a stranger – e.g. a plumber, doctor, 

estate agent, in your house/flat. Write a story / prose piece / poem 

about an encounter with such a person, from the moment they arrive at 

your house to when they leave. Try to add in a strange or unusual 

atmosphere, plot point or piece of dialogue while you’re writing.  

2. Write your own piece entitled ‘If There Was a Book About This ______’ 

substituting ‘Hallway’ for the name of another room or space in the 

house e.g. balcony, airing cupboard, bathroom.  

  

 

Things Need Me  Charles Simic 

City of poorly loved chairs, bedroom slippers, frying pans, 

I’m rushing back to you 

Passing every car on the highway, 

Searching for you with my bright headlights 

Down the dark, empty streets. 

O you heartless people who can’t wait 

To go to the beach tomorrow morning, 

What about the black and white photo of your grandparents 



 
 

You are abandoning? 

What about the mirrors, the potted plants and the coathangers. 

Dead alarm clock, empty bird cage, piano I never play, 

I’ll be your waiter tonight 

Ready to take your order, 

And you’ll be my mysterious dinner guests, 

Each one with a story to tell. 

Prompts / Things to think about 

1. Write a story from the perspective of one of your household items. 

2. Choose one of the rooms in your house and write a love poem to some 

of the objects in it.  


