
Creative Writing at Virtual-Abbey! 10.07.2020 

Theme: Sound and silence 

 

Ode to My Hearing Aids Camisha L. Jones 

Then God said 

let there be sound 

and divided the silence 

wide enough for music  

to be let in and it was a good groove   

And God said 

let there be overflow 

sent sound in all directions 

pin drops & children's laughter 

phones ringing & plates clattering 

and it was kind of good but too much at times 

So God said 

let there be volume control 

let there be choice how loud life should be  

and there came the power to fade 

the voices, the annoyances, the noise 

and that was mighty good for all the unnecessary drama  

Then God said let there be surprise, startle even 

at the bird's chirp, the ice maker,  

the cabinet slammed shut 

let there be delight 

at the first calls in months 

to father & best friend 

and these were such good reasons for choking back tears  

that God saw 

the dark & the light 

dangling brilliantly from each ear 

and God whispered amen 

then smiled when it was heard. 



Prompts / things to think about 

1. Write about a noise that has annoyed, surprised or startled you and use that 

as a jumping-off point for a story or poem. 

2. Write about an important or memorable phone call.  

3. If you wear hearing aids, write your own ode to them. Alternatively, write 

about something else which helps you practically e.g. walking stick, glasses. 

 

The Quiet World – Jeffrey McDaniel 

In an effort to get people to look 

into each other’s eyes more, 

and also to appease the mutes, 

the government has decided 

to allot each person exactly one hundred    

and sixty-seven words, per day. 

When the phone rings, I put it to my ear    

without saying hello. In the restaurant    

I point at chicken noodle soup. 

I am adjusting well to the new way. 

Late at night, I call my long distance lover,    

proudly say I only used fifty-nine today.    

I saved the rest for you. 

When she doesn’t respond, 

I know she’s used up all her words,    

so I slowly whisper I love you 

thirty-two and a third times. 

After that, we just sit on the line    

and listen to each other breathe. 

Prompts / things to think about 

1. What would happen if we were allotted a certain number of words? How 

might life be better or worse? 

2. If you could only use a limited number of phrases in conversation, which 

would you choose and why? 

3. Write about a time you felt silenced. 



 

- Stephen Dunn 


