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WHITEOUT CONDITIONS
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The house shakes with a strong ferocity

Wind whistling through the cracks

It started out small — just a few fat flakes floating on the wind

Soon, however, the snowstorm has settled on the area

The radio plays its cheerful pop songs

Intermingled with news bulletins, and weather reports

Winds gusting at nearly 100 km/h

Freezing rain, and blowing snow

The highways are all closed

I stand at the window, and stare out at the world

Everything is a white blur

I can’t see my neighbour’s place, or the large elm tree

The parking lot has disappeared as well

It is the last day of January

The snow piles up in drifts against the storm door

The perfect sort of day for a mug of tea, and a cozy mystery book

The wind continues to howl well into the night,

The sound is comforting. 
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ANTHONY PLAYS ME A SONG
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Anthony picks up the guitar from his black guitar case

I watch as he sits on the large chair in the corner of the room

Legs folded up, the guitar nestled comfortably in his lap

Anthony’s long, lean fingers are calloused from years of practise

He starts to strum

Quietly, softly, his fingers move as he plays

I’m still shaky from crying earlier

I pull the blanket around me, cocooning it around my body

My hands in my lap, I watch Anthony play

He smiles shyly at me, starts to hum along to the music

Anthony continues to play, finding the right notes

I don’t know what chords he’s using

Or even the title of the song

But it’s familiar enough, that I can hum along

The tears have dried on my face,

And I smile tentatively back at him

Anthony changes the song, playing something more familiar

It’s a Gin Blossoms song.

I know all the words; I sing along

Anthony’s hands move swiftly, surely

He stares down at the strings, eyes half-lidded

He has the prettiest eyelashes, white-blond in the light

I’ve never noticed just how pretty Anthony is

I’m glad for his presence

Out of all my friends, he’s been the only one to visit me since the accident

Visiting hours are almost over

He will have to leave in a few minutes

I know that when he’s done the song, Anthony will leave

But it’s okay.

I know that Anthony will be back tomorrow.
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DRIVING TO HALIFAX
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I’ve got the window rolled all the way down

My body twisted in my seat, I tilt my face upwards

Into the wind, eyes half-closed.

On such a hot day like this one, I am glad for the strong wind

My hair is mussed, curly locks falling into my eyes

Out my window, I see the green hills, and miles of pine trees

‘No Trespassing’ signs are plenty, as well as ‘No Hunting’

‘Private Property — Keep Out’

Ancient, sloping barns crumble in the field

Rusted tractors and old school buses decay in their mechanical graveyards

Weathered farmhouses, with large front porches

Standing long since empty, showing their age

Fenced-in fields, dotted with grazing cattle

Brown, black, and white cows

Ears and tails flicking away

Narrow, rutted ATV trails cut through the land, disappearing out of sight

I wish I could go on the trails, and see where they take me

Dad turns in his seat, tells me to close the window

Reluctantly, I pull my head back inside, and crank the window closed

I leave the window open a small gap, enough to feel the small amount of wind on my face

My hair is a wild mess

“Shaggy dog,” Dad says. He smiles at me.

That is his name for me, because of my feral hair, and my love of hanging out of the window

The family is crammed into the vehicle, each finding a way to pass the time

Some are reading, others listening to the radio

A few of my siblings are staring out the window, glassy-eyed, daydreaming

The trip to Halifax is less than two hours’ drive from home

Sometimes, it feels much longer.

I like the trip, glad to get out of my small rural town for a few hours

Halifax is so large, bustling with people and activity

I know the way, familiar enough with our route

Always passing the same highway exits, the same small towns, and landmarks

The city is vastly different from my hometown
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