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Stuck for an idea?

Like genius, writing is part inspiration and part perspiration. For most 
successful writing, the latter is by far the bigger part.

If you’re stuck for ideas, there are three universal recurring themes that 
you may find useful:

n Beginnings

n Endings

n Gratitude

Often the three are interwoven.

In the Northern Hemisphere, we have just passed Easter and, in Middle 
England, where I am writing this, Spring has definitely sprung and the 
year is heading fast towards Summer. In the South, Winter is on its way. 
Depending on where you are based, you may feel we are moving towards 
an end or perhaps looking forward to a new beginning. Either way, it may 
be a good time to pause and take stock and to start to make plans or 
commitments for the future.

What about the pandemic? Again, we may see the situation of the last 
couple of years as finally approaching an end, in which case, whatever the 
casualties along the way, we are probably grateful for our own personal 
survival and we may be looking towards restarting or building back.

Independent of community holidays and social or religious festivals, each 
day offers us a new beginning, and each evening is a chance to take stock 
and be grateful.
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What you write doesn’t necessarily have to reflect precise details of 
current fact. A single moment can reveal or illuminate a situation; a 
single glimpsed image can offer a way in to a new piece of writing.

This piece was inspired by listening to the birds singing when I woke up 
one morning. That one image was the inspiration. 

After that, I thought about morning habits and happenings and wrote 
the rest. None of it actually reflects my own habits or situation – there’s 
no yard, no cat, no neighbour’s stoop, no oranges and no early morning 
coffee in my life. But I hope it touches on a higher truth and expresses a 
more widely-relatable vision.

Morning dedication

In the tree outside my window, the birds were singing at dawn; 
I, too, raise my voice in thanksgiving.

On the neighbor’s stoop, the cat grooms herself, carefully, earnestly; 
I wash away the past and start each day anew. 

The oranges on my kitchen counter are bright and unashamed; 
I will be true to myself in body and mind.

The coffee cuts through early morning blur to clear my head; 
I will offer honesty to those I deal with.

There are dandelions in the yard, their faces wide and welcoming; 
I greet this day and all it brings with cheerfulness.
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