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You’re standing at the window, pulling back the thick curtain

Peering outside at the world, brow furrowed with a hesitant look

“It’s snowing outside.”

You pull it back farther, giving me a glimpse of the thick white flakes

Falling heavily, the heavy snowflakes covering the ground in a white shroud

It’s a hot chocolate kind of day, I think to myself, as I listen to the wind howl

The sound is loud, shrieking — a pervasive sound that cuts through me

January on the prairies is a continual fluctuation

We shift between false spring days — melting snow dripping continually, pockets of dead grass visible

And then the frigid winter days reappear — deadly wind chills that can freeze skin, and suck the air out of your lungs

It’s dry apartment air and wind whistling through the cracks

Boots dripping on the mat, and wool mittens drying on the radiator

The sky is concrete grey, tinged with pink

And I know that it’ll snow all day, and well into the night.

Soon it will be spring

And then blessed summer. The words like a mantra.

Giving us hope

Soon, winter will be through, and I can’t wait for that to happen.
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Every night at exactly midnight — no more, no less –

I am greeted with the comforting sound of the distant train whistle

It passes just a few blocks from my house

The train cuts through the tree-lined neighbourhood

Flying past the darkened houses, the occupants in somber sleep

I find the train sounds comforting

The screech of metal against metal

Boxcars chugging along, laden with unseen burdens

Always onward to their destination

They have a schedule to keep

I always find myself awake at midnight

One ear always listening for the lonesome whistle

The train chugs along, saying ‘Go Go Go’

Always persistently pressing forward

I have always loved the midnight train
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I am standing on the cool, grey rocks

Staring out at the white-capped waves

The air is frigid, thick with brine

Seagulls cry and swoop above me

Fighting for the little morsels of bread that I toss into the wind

It will snow soon

The temperature has dropped a great deal

It is cold enough that I need to wear my mitts, and hat

I stare out at the water, listening to the birds screech

I am all out of bread.

I shake out every last crumb into the wind, certain that the birds will feast on them later

A few greedy gulls fly low, watching me with their small beady eyes

Hoping I might have another morsel for them

But they are out of luck

Tomorrow, I’ll come back with more bread for them.

I fold the bag in half, then half again, and tuck it into my pocket

The pandemic has aged me

Though it’s only been two years, I feel like a decade has passed

I know deep down that this pandemic won’t last forever

It will pass, and this will become just a short unpleasant memory in the long run

Being out here, on the beach, has become a ritual for me

A place to get away from all my worries

Just me, the gulls, and the blue-grey waves
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Sunlight streams into my bedroom window

It is mid-afternoon

Outside, the gorgeous green leaves are whispering back and forth

They’re turning, preparing for the incoming rain

The forecast says we’ll get a thunderstorm tonight

I can believe it. The clouds have been slowly gathering

We can do with some rain

I can hear the baseball game from down the street

The swing of bat against ball entices me

Hundreds of spectators sit on the hill

Clustered together on the bleachers, and on their foldout camping chairs

The games are part of a tournament, and will run all day (and well into the evening)

At dusk, I plan to go down to the diamond and catch a game

I want to go when the sun starts to go down, and the temperature lowers

My bedroom is small, the room narrow

It is enough for a bed and desk, and a stack of books by the radiator

Enough for me to carve out a small space in the world

It is enough that I can write.

It will never be the next Great American Novel

I know that will never happen

I just hope that I can muster up the inspiration, I could do my best at writing a novel or two.

I’d even settle for a short story, or even a poem

I can see the dust particles swirl in the bright sunlight

It is too hot to venture outside

A muggy August afternoon, the air is filled with the whine of insects

It has been a hazy summer day, the sun rising early

The humidity is making my hair curl and frizz in weird ways

I feel sluggish in the heat, despite cooling off in front of the fan

Children are playing in the park across the lane

Their screams of delight fill the air

They climb the metal structures, throwing themselves to the ground

Or rushing to the swings, clambering aboard the rubber strips

They clutch the cool metal chains with determination

Their feet suspended over the worn-out depressions in the dirt from countless traffic

Kicking their feet, trying to gain enough momentum to launch themselves into the air

Trying to make the most of these last few days of freedom

School will start up again in a few days’ time

Forcing them back into a schedule of lessons, and homework

Early bedtimes, and last-minute projects

Assemblies, and holiday concerts

But not yet.

The kids screech with unwavering joy

Making the most of the next few days

I sit back in my seat, feeling the cool wind of the electric fan on my face

I have been at my desk for hours

Trying to find my motivation with little success

My laptop is open, the empty white screen mocking me

Write.

Write something.

C’mon — you’re a writer. Write something. Anything.

I struggle to find my inspiration

The neighbour’s dog is barking incessantly

Straining at his metal chain, clawing at the hardpacked dirt

Eager to gain his freedom

His chain is so short that he can only walk a few feet from the doghouse

He needs space to run around

It is cruel to keep him locked up day and night like that

And I can see the next-door-neighbour working in the garden

He trims the hedge with careful precision

Pausing occasionally to study his work of art

Nothing is out of place

He spends hours every day carefully curating his yard

Trying to achieve perfection

I take a sip of water and put my hands back on the keyboard

You got this. You can find something to write about.

Despite the heat, the noise, the humidity,

I start to type. Finding my words again.

It may only be a few sentences at first, but all drafts start that way.

Who knows, maybe it’ll be a good story.
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