Notes for My Poems on Climate Anxiety
I write poetry.
I am anxious.
So many anxieties—
Which one to choose?
The one in the breaking news?
The oil and the Strait of Hormuz?
The war? Trump and Netanyahu’s.
The rising emissions—the Co2s?
Super El Nino’s coming—
Will it make the news?
Likely only after the next disaster,
Hurricane, firestorm, heat dome,
or the one thereafter.
You choose—any of these could leave
you blue, or feeling overwhelmed,
or in a state of anxiety, or all of the above.
Climate anxiety is a different phenom—
It is akin to seeing videos of disasters,
but not being right there in them,
then going on with your life wondering,
or feeling that scientists know something
Really Big but you can’t quite wrap your mind
or arms around the whole of it.
There’s a feeling in the pit of your stomach--
Are you among the privileged few
with the luxury of experiencing anxiety--
Or are we all just waiting for the shoe to drop?
Is there a therapist’s couch for that?
Milan Hamilton
June 27, 2026
