
Day 1: CHANGE by Rebecca Schiller 
 
The extract is taken from her memoir: 'Earthed' which you can preorder through 
the link below. 
 
Extract: 
"This year I decided not to make resolutions. Yet in my cold new-year garden, I 
couldn’t help letting one hope in. As I went out to feed the hens, I spotted 
something in the mud. I told myself that the grey-green shoots were only grass 
but the buds revealed themselves anyway: tiny, tightly closed, spear tips that 
loosened into white bells. The snowdrops opened with an invitation to believe 
that, whatever this year would bring, it would be better than the one before. 
And it will be. 
 
And it won’t." 
 
PROMPT: 
February is a time of change and transition. Winter becoming spring, freeze 
becoming thaw, dark becoming light. Change is hard. Change is wonderful. 
Change comes anyway, whether we like it or not. Use it! Go outside (your 
garden, park, pavement or a longer walk in woodland or field), or look out of 
your window. Spend no more than a minute choosing one thing from your 
February view to focus on: a snowdrop, a crisp packet, the way the light comes 
through the clouds, a person hurrying by pulling their scarf a little further over 
their face - whatever. Write for 15-30 minutes in response: about what you have 
seen or where it takes your mind. Fiction, poetry, a moment from your history, 
an exploration of the feelings you have right now. Don't plan - just write! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Day 2: Winter's Cloak by Helen Forester 
 
 
PROMPT 
Winter's Cloak. 
There is something about the cloak that embraces the land at winter, warming 
and protecting plants and wildlife alike. It may not be snow, perhaps it's just the 
sprinkling of frost on a cold Monday morning, or the dazzle of icicles on the 
tips of your favourite tree's branches as you wander over the fields, your 
desperate attempt to warm the muscles, to move the blood, to prevent the 
atrophy brought on by an unwillingness to venture out in the endless nights. 
What does your winter cloak look and feel like? 
 
Some ideas for your creative writing: 
Describe the experience of awakening to snow - perhaps it's a child-like 
excitement bubbling up from your belly and coming out as a giggle; perhaps it's 
a sense of dread, a heaviness, as if you are the land taking the weight of this 
frosty phenomenon 
Personify winter's cloak.' Who is wearing it? What is the cloak? A protective 
layer? OR something else? 
Write 'an ode to the frost' 
Start with the line, 'Throwing her cloak over her shoulders and shuddering 
deeply, she...' and see where it takes you. 
Remember to release any judgement on your words or expectation of a 'finished' 
product. Have fun with your creativity and your words! 
 
 
 
DAY 3: Mirrors by Kate Foster 
 
PROMPT: 
'Intimates' by DH Lawrence 
Writers use mirrors to reveal secrets, dark thoughts and deep desires, or to 
reflect truths, not always welcome. Characters are trapped in mirrors or freed 
through mirrors; think of Snow White, Alice Through the Looking Glass, 
Dracula, The Lady of Shalott. 



In his poem, 'Intimates', DH Lawrence uses the mirror with humour, and 
exposes something about both sides of a relationship. 
Let your character look into a mirror and see what it reveals… 
 
'Intimates' 
 
Don't you care for my love? she said bitterly. 
 
I handed her the mirror, and said: 
Please address these questions to the proper person! 
Please make all requests to head-quarters! 
In all matters of emotional importance 
please approach the supreme authority direct! - 
So I handed her the mirror. 
 
And she would have broken it over my head, 
but she caught sight of her own reflection 
and that held her spellbound for two seconds 
while I fled. 
 
DAY 4: Thaw by @bull_in_a_writing_shop 
 
Today's prompt is from @bull_in_a_writing_shop, a writer working on her first 
Crime Novel (in her words: "Something along the lines of Luther meets Bridget 
Jones' Diary".) I really enjoyed reading her blog post (link in bio) and her insta 
posts always make me chuckle as well as offering support to all of us trying to 
get through a first draft. 
 
PROMPT 
 
You wake up on the first day of Spring. The sun is shining and you take your 
dog out for a long walk up the mountain trail that has been impassable all 
winter. The mounds of snow either side of the path are thawing to reveal 
something bright and colourful sticking out that catches your eye. What is it and 
how did it get there? 
 
 

https://www.instagram.com/bull_in_a_writing_shop/
https://www.instagram.com/bull_in_a_writing_shop/


Day 5: ‘It sounds silly but...’ by Heather Ness 
 
Hi! For our final prompt, I am so pleased to share this piece of writing from 
Heather. Heather writes eloquently on her instagram page about her life and 
experiences. Enjoy her writing and then find a quiet spot to complete the writing 
task. 
 
‘It sounds silly but...’ 
___ 
We say that all the time don’t we?  
Usually it coincides with when we talk about something small, but that can 
satisfy us in great measure. 
The sound of a waterfall. 
The view on a beautiful drive. 
The smell of our babies head. 
The peace we get when a robin steps in our path.  
The fulfilment of simply pursuing a fascination with nature, technology or 
history. 
The happiness we feel when a warm cup of tea touches our lips. 
The calmness that absorbs us with a comforting smell.  
The wisps in our kids fringes. 
The connection with an old weathered book. 
The excitement of a freshly grown seed. 
The receiving of a neighbourly smile. 
The smell of a successfully baked bread. 
But these things that ‘sound silly’ have been the life saving rituals and 
connections with ourselves that have essentially healed us time and time again. 
They’ve saved me, time and time again. 
Not just in lockdown but in life as we step through it. 
Those ‘silly’ little things are life’s way of reminding us we are alive. That there 
is and always will be GOOD. Even in large storms. 
So I say we stop talking our wee but healing ‘rituals and connections’ down.  
I say we own them, share them and inspire others to become in love with them 
too instead of feeling ‘silly’ about them. If it sparks your inner senses, if it feeds 
YOUR soul. There’s absolutely nothing silly about fulfilling those joys 
available to you. 



There’s nothing silly about teaching both ourselves and our children that life’s 
highs often, in fact mostly - come in small packages and are hidden deep within. 
Often only experienced in their fullness when we have the confidence to let 
them do their thing without fear of judgement. 
It’s quite the opposite to silly actually, it’s sheer bloody genius.  
 
Write a list of your healing rituals and connections. 
 
 


