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Title: Ritual
Word count: 1107 words

Flora held the white sage in her pale fingers, the end smoking gently as the aroma began to fill the small room. She placed it on the old trunk that sat at the end of her bed, surrounded by various crystals, candles, and crows’ feathers. She hung thick brown curtains across the window to keep prying eyes out. She couldn’t risk a nosy passerby interrupting the ritual. Her heart pounded with excitement. Flora rubbed her swollen belly affectionately as she looked around the small room imagining it with a crib and a rocking chair with a cushion she would hand sew from an old dress. Blue or pink? 
She wedged a wooden chair against the door which she gripped the back of as she carefully made her way down to kneel on the floor in the centre of the blood circle. She poured out the jar of blood before lighting the sage, both gifts from Agatha, the local midwife and rumoured witch. Agatha had brought all the ingredients over that morning in preparation for the ritual. 
The ring of blood was growing cold around Flora, beginning to congeal and thicken. She needed to work fast. When she looked down, her rounded belly covered most of her knees. She placed a hand against her stomach, closed her eyes, and began to whisper the incantation, calling on the spirit of Plume. As words slipped past her lips, her voice grew ragged. Her hands, which had previously rubbed absentmindedly against her womb now gripped claw-like into the ground. The blood surrounding her rippled, sliding closer to her as she spoke. 
	“Come,” she rasped out, “you are welcome here.” Her body heaved forward, heart pounding, and she fell onto her hands. She felt her mouth pry open as coal-coloured mist poured out from the back of her throat. The mist became thicker as it grew above any human’s height and Flora sputtered, coughing up black gunk that coated her wooden floorboards. 
She wiped the sludge from her lips and peered up to the being that had solidified above her. It had the head of a lion, teeth like pins, and the body of a man. Its eyes caught the candlelight and glinted, like onyx jewels, as It looked down at her. 
“Plume,” Flora whispered, her lips dry and cracking. The word felt hot in her mouth; it burned her tongue. 
The being was instantly in front of her. It bent down until the black tips of Its mane brushed against Flora’s cheeks. Its mane was dark, yet fiery and sent stinging tears down her face, but she couldn’t pull her gaze away from Its dark eyes. 
Plume? It scoffed. 
Flora’s heart fluttered nervously. The being hadn’t spoken, yet she could hear Its thoughts. She felt them in the very air, against her own teeth, as if she’d spoken them herself. 
Stupid girl. You summon a Greater Demon just to confirm that you will have a son? 
Flora had spent her pregnancy researching, performing small rituals, preparing for this moment. The moment where she’d know whether to fill the room with blue or pink. But now she feared that the being that stood in front of her was not who she’d meant to summon. This being was far from Plume, the native man she’d spoken to in past rituals. Flora feared this being, Its power. Agatha had not warned her of this and Flora was furious. She felt the tips of her ears glow hot and red with embarrassment. 
Regardless, the words thumped percussively in Flora’s head like the rain against the window outside. A son. She could only bow down in a show of submission, hoping the being would leave as quickly as It had come. 
The beast closed the space between them, breath scalding against her neck. Flora closed her eyes. 
Your son will leave you, seeking a life of great adventure-- 
“No!” Flora shouted, head whipping up and eyes flying open. She shoved herself backwards, a hand between her belly and the demon. “You can’t take him from me!” 
It stared at her amused, as if she were a child begging for an extra scoop of ice cream. So defiant. It moved about the circle, stirring up dust motes as it went. 
Flora feared how real the demon had become, how solid. She rubbed circles against her stomach protectively. 
Your son will be a writer, driven by adventure. He will leave you young and never return.
Flora looked down at the blood circle. She would not be separated from her son. Thinking quickly, she tore off a piece of her dress. She slammed the rag onto the floor, scrubbing at the blood furiously to break the circle. If she could just break the bond…
The beast threw its head back and laughed, actually laughed! Flora felt anxiety bloom in her side like a fist full of thorns. She scrubbed faster. The demon moved towards her. Flora tried to scream, but it caught in her throat as the demon tilted her chin up with a pointed nail. She would not allow her son to leave her. How stupid she was for believing this would be a harmless, short ritual to help her decide on paint colours. She gave the demon her full attention, looking it straight in the eye. But as she did this, she wrapped her hand around a glass of tepid water on her bedside table and dumped it on the wood floor, washing the last of the sticky blood clean off. 
The being disappeared instantly as if sucked through a tube. The candles blew out. The sage stopped smoking. 
Flora’s ears were ringing and she collapsed on the floor, feeling splinters of wood bite into her palms. “Please!” she cried out, begging the God of her childhood to spare her the loss of her child. “Please don’t let It take him from me!” 
The air around her remained silent. The rain continued to beat the window.
Flora rested her cheek against the bedpost and looked to the space she meant to put a crib. She couldn’t envision it anymore. All she could see was William’s face in the wood grain, his beautiful face looking back at her. 
Flora let out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding and came to one belief: she would never allow herself to grow attached to her son. To love him. She’d lost one man in her life, she would not lose another. This child would not hurt her like William had. She would never let him get close enough. She’d find a wet nurse. 












A Geologist’s Love Letter (because she’s just so gneiss)

You are a geode
that’s yet to crack open.
 
I’m just waiting for you to slip,
fall for me,
 
break your pieces apart
so I can hold the fractures
 
up to the sun,
find the rainbow inside.
 
You’re Labradorite.
You’re a glacier.
 
When spring comes,
you thaw, leave tillite.
 
And I can’t help
but get drunk
 
off your melt.
You are just
 
that
sweet.
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A Caricature of Intimacy
You do not do, you do not do   
Any more, black shoe
In which I have lived like a foot   
For thirty years, poor and white,   
Barely daring to breathe or Achoo.

Daddy, I have had to kill you.   
You die d before I had time——
Marble-heavy, a bag full of God,   
Ghastly statue with one gray toe   
Big as a Frisco seal

And a head in the freakish Atlantic   
Where it pours bean green over blue   
In the waters off beautiful Nauset.   
I used to pray to recover you.
Ach, du.

In the German tongue, in the Polish town   
Scraped flat by the roller
Of wars, wars, wars.
But the name of the town is common.   
My Polack friend

Says there are a dozen or two.   
So I never could tell where you   
Put your foot, your root,
I never could talk to you.
The tongue stuck in my jaw.

It stuck in a barb wire snare.   
Ich, ich, ich, ich,
I could hardly speak.
I thought every German was you.   
And the language obscene
An engine, an engine
Chuffing me off like a Jew.
A Jew to Dachau, Auschwitz, Belsen.   
I began to talk like a Jew.
I think I may well be a Jew.

The snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Vienna   
Are not very pure or true.
With my gipsy ancestress and my weird luck   
And my Taroc pack and my Taroc pack
I may be a bit of a Jew.


I have always been scared of you,
With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo.   
And your neat mustache
And your Aryan eye, bright blue.
Panzer-man, panzer-man, O You——

Not God but a swastika
So black no sky could squeak through.   
Every woman adores a Fascist,   
The boot in the face, the brute   
Brute heart of a brute like you.

You stand at the blackboard, daddy,   
In the picture I have of you,
A cleft in your chin instead of your foot   
But no less a devil for that, no not   
Any less the black man who

Bit my pretty red heart in two.
I was ten when they buried you.   
At twenty I tried to die
And get back, back, back to you.
I thought even the bones would do.

But they pulled me out of the sack,   
And they stuck me together with glue.   
And then I knew what to do.
I made a model of you,
A man in black with a Meinkampf look

And a love of the rack and the screw.   
And I said I do, I do.
So daddy, I’m finally through.
The black telephone’s off at the root,   
The voices just can’t worm through.

If I’ve killed one man, I’ve killed two——
The vampire who said he was you   
And drank my blood for a year,
Seven years, if you want to know.
Daddy, you can lie back now.

There’s a stake in your fat black heart   
And the villagers never liked you.
They are dancing and stamping on you.   
They always knew it was you.
Daddy, daddy, you bastard, I’m through.
see her lily feet

they ring forgotten bells
no sun was seen to rise
on the first day of December 

her mind refused to be 
disgracefully distorted 
by the church
she is not concerned at all 

with thoughts of purgatory
with supernatural phenomena
with the facts of certain myths and legends
on the first day of December 

no sun was seen to rise
see her lily feet
they ring forgotten bells




The Bottom of Your Boots

Tramshed poetry night
ate too much pad thai
bodysuit, no water
dry mouth lipstick 
matches boots
boots for motion sickness tablets
boots stuck to the floor
falling face 
first into a poetry 
show
lights so bright 
I can’t see you
but I can fucking see 
you - your soul
sole of your boots
stuck to the floor 
sticky like lust
burnt lipstick
and noodles stir fried like poet’s minds
sweet and sticky honey
s o (u) l [e]
Title: The Ticket
Word count: 914 words

Clutching my stomach, I scream in agony as my dad rolls down the automatic window. 
“Excuse me sir, but you’re going about 280 in a 75 zone. I’m going to have to see your license and– ” 
“AAAGGH!”
    “Ma’am,” the officer leans over to see me better, pulling his sunglasses down the bridge of his large nose, “are you alright?”
    “It hurts!” I scream, gritting my teeth “I need to go to the hospital!”
    The cop doesn’t look like he’s buying it. Better put on the tears. I blink furiously until my eyes begin to water. I start sobbing. This works every time. 
    “Please, Officer, my stomach really really hurts,” I say, punctuating the line with a loud sniffle-sob. I quickly deliberate with myself. Will it be my appendix? Should I be pregnant? Do I have food poisoning? Which story should I go with this time? “Shit, I think my appendix just burst!” I shout, doubling over as if I’ve just been punched in the gut. “Please,” I gasp, head down to my knees in fake anguish. I peek through my hair to see how I’m doing, trying to suppress my smirk. I see the officer staring at me, probably trying to determine if I’m a really good actor or if I’ll actually die in the car if he doesn’t let us leave. I throw in a couple more sobs for good measure. 
*
We should have known we’d get pulled over, trying to make the two thousand kilometer trip in one day. But my dad is incapable of going anything less than twice the speed limit. For as long as I can remember, my dad has driven fast. And not just ten over the speed limit fast, more like, ‘I could challenge the Millennium Falcon’ fast. So it comes as no surprise that I learned early on how to cry on cue and spin a good story as to why we were attempting hyperspace travel in an 85’ Monte Carlo SS. 
*
“Look, Sir. I understand that she’s sick, but you can call an ambulance for this sort of thing,” says the cop, not taking any of our bullshit. Heartless Bastard. 
“I’m faster than an ambulance,” my dad says matter-of-factly. 
This usually stumps them, because really, who can argue with that? The cop did just pull us over for exceeding the speed limit by 200kph and I, for one, have never seen an ambulance go that fast. 
“You make a good point, Sir, but I’m still going to have to give you a ticket.”
I sob harder. “Just take the ticket, Dad. We’ll get to the hospital faster that way.”
“Ok, Sweetie,” my dad says, fishing for his wallet. 
The cop nods to us in appreciation and backs up a little, waiting for my dad to produce his license and registration. Unfortunately for the officer, he’s standing a good fifty feet from his police cruiser, which my dad takes into account as he hits the gas. I slam backwards into my seat, shocked, but laughing like a maniac from the rush of adrenaline as we fly down the road, leaving the poor cop behind. Sometimes I kind of feel bad for them. They are just doing their job.
“Think he’ll chase us?” I ask my dad. 
“Nah, he thinks we’re on our way to the hospital. He’ll probably just let us go. He knows he can’t catch up with us anyways. Honestly, he’s lucky he caught us the first time.” 
*
I wonder sometimes if my dad gets caught on purpose, just for the fun of it. I wouldn’t put it past him. We both know he could easily outrun the cops in most scenarios, and we have at times, but I am really starting to question his sanity. I guess when you spend most of your life in bed due to chronic pain, you have to make the good days count. Well, today definitely counts. I’ll never forget today. 

*
“Uh, Dad?” 
“What’s up, Sweetie?”
“I think that cop car is following us.”
“Shit. It is, isn’t it?” 
“What do we do?” I swear I can see the thoughts going through my dad’s head. We’ve spent almost three weeks in California and I can tell that my dad is debating whether it’s worth it to initiate a chase back over the border. We are headed that direction anyways. But instead, a sad smile crosses his face and he pulls over. I’m a little confused, but wonder what his plan is regardless. The cop comes to the window, my dad hands him his license and the officer proceeds to write up a ticket. At this point, I’m more than confused. I’m utterly dumbfounded. In my fifteen years, this has never happened. I’ve genuinely never seen a ticket of any sort in my dad’s hand. He tucks the ticket into his wallet, pulls back onto the highway and we continue to drive back to our Okanagan home. 
*
    I always thought my dad must have had some genius plan to get out of paying the ticket. Maybe he knew someone who could cancel it. Maybe we’d light it on fire and call it a day. Maybe he’d talk his way out of it next time we crossed the border. He always was good at talking. But somehow he must have known he wouldn’t live long enough to take me back there.  Because he never did pay it. 
















 



Motorcycle Accident

When the SUV 
hit you, did you rage?
Did you scream 
as your chest filled with blood?
Did you tear at the pavement, claw 
for the moments your soul 
couldn’t let you forget?
Did you become a barricade,
cover her body while you braced
for the second impact?
Did you hold yourself there
gently
close your eyes 
and accept your fate?
Did you think of your daughter
in that moment
when your heart 
exploded 
and you knew that was it?
I like to think you raged.
I like to think you stopped being gentle. 
Title: Welsh Weather
Word count: 423 words

The wind picks up nearly blowing me over as I pull the hood of my raincoat over my head with one hand, two brown packages balanced in the other. The rain thumps percussively against my hood and then pours in a steady stream down the tip of my pink nose before jumping off and shattering on the pavement. I wade through the puddles determined to make it to the post office. 
I’ve never experienced weather like this back home in Canada. I’m used to rain, living on the west coast an all. But here, in Wales, there’s wind. So much wind. And along with the wind, the rain chills me to the bone. It’s that slow soul sucking cold that only a hot bath and a cup of tea can solve. But there will be no baths today. Today I am on a mission: to return two packages that Amazon so kindly sent to the wrong house. Flat. I will get used to saying flat. Flat. Flat, flat, flat. Why is it called a flat, I wonder? 
The word is quickly becoming ambiguous when the wind blows again and I’m forced to slam the parcels into a nearby window sill to stop them from toppling over. I lean forward, head against the glass, stringing a daisy chain of fucks and shits together before adjusting my grip on the boxes. Then, I quickly apologize to the air behind the woman who just gave me the stink eye. How very Canadian of me. 
I turn back towards the sidewalk only to be knocked back by another gust of wind. My face is plastered against the glass and inside I see a man sitting at a desk doing office work. He is wearing a thick knit wool sweater. He is dry as my aunt’s sense of humour. I make eye contact with the man and he smiles apologetically at my state. 
I look crazy. I know I do. I’ve tied the hood of my jacket tight around my face so only my eyes and nose peek out, and my mascara has most definitely pooled on the tops of my cheeks. And this sweet, sweet man has the good will to look apologetic rather than burst out in a fit of laughter. Help me, I plead internally. I’m not made for Welsh weather. I’m made of maple syrup and I’m going to disintegrate. Sweater-Man ignores my attempts at telepathic communication, cock-sucker, and goes back to his typing. I close my eyes and turn back to my trek. 
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Word Count: 1130


Throughout this course, I’ve learned several things, not only about writing, but about myself as a writer. One of the principal things I learned was to take inspiration from sources such as documentaries. Some of the documentaries we watched were on famous writers and I was particularly interested in the documentaries on Jack London as well as Sylvia Plath. London infused such a sense of adventure in everything he wrote, and Plath had a talent for grabbing the reader and forcing them to feel multiple emotions from just a single verse. I used as London’s writing as inspiration for my piece “The Ticket” and Plath’s poem “Daddy” moved me to write my poem “Motorcycle Accident”. 
Another thing I enjoyed about this course and its influence on my writing was the class where we looked at surrealist poetry. I tend to write very concrete, literal poetry and looking at surrealist poems helped me to see that poetry doesn’t always have to be logical and sometimes there is unseen beauty in a line of surrealist poetry. In Andre Breton’s poem “Freedom of Love” he wrote a line that read, “My wife with the eyelashes of strokes of a child’s writing”. It was beautiful and unexpected as it came after so many lines that were a struggle to envision like “with the tongue of an unbelievable stone”. 
I also learned a lot about editing, specifically on my piece, “Ritual”. In the early editing process, I realized that I love to research. When writing a piece, I look at the history of the time, the political state, the way people spoke, what foods they ate, etc. Something I noticed I was struggling with was oversaturating my story with facts. By taking this class, I learned that I don’t have to include all those facts, as long as my writing is consistent with my character and setting. I challenged myself in my first edit of “Ritual” to include very few facts and only use ones that directly moved my plot forward. For example, Flora, Jack London’s mother, was known to communicate with a spirit called Plume. I included this in my story, because it furthered my plot. Flora accidentally conjures a demon, not Plume, who is insulted that Flora believed them to be Plume and then curses the unborn Jack London to have a sense of adventure and leave Flora behind as a result. This breaks Flora’s heart, so she resolves to not let herself become attached to Jack. This small piece of research furthers my plot because it gives a reason for Jack London feeling as though his mother never loved him. It allowed me to blend fiction with history, while not overloading the piece with research about Jack’s life. While yes, I did still read up on seances and witchcraft, what the house Flora lived in looked like, and the common names of women who were rumoured witches at the time, I learned that I don’t need to include those details because they merely serve to look showy and don’t improve the creative aspect of the writing.
In my final edit of “Ritual, I also changed the main plotline. In the original first draft, the plotline involved Flora trying to summon the demon to make her future child powerful so she could live a life of luxury, but magic comes at a high price resulting in her sickness and Jack London’s early death. I changed the plot after our lecture on October 29th because we talked about keeping true to the historical character while telling a new story. I felt as though Flora wouldn’t be so selfish. Her character didn’t seem like the kind of character to do that, so I took a step back, killed a few darlings and ended up with the piece I’ve handed in today. I also changed the ending so that Flora would have a motive to push Jack away, which keeps with historical accuracy as well as Flora’s character because she’d been hurt by William in the past. 
Some authors and poets I read during the timeframe of this class that influenced my in-class writing were Rupi Kaur, David Sedaris, Mary Karr, and Neil Hilborn. I looked at Rupi Kaur’s poetry while writing “A Geologist’s Love Letter (because she’s just so gneiss)”. It helped me focus on writing about love through natural imagery, which I found helped me stay away from an overly sappy, saccharine melodramatic poem and keep my lines clear and visually based. I also took notes on David Sedaris’ short story “Six to Eight Black Men” from his collection of short stories, “Dress Your Family in Corduroy and Denim”. His writing is blunt and quick witted which I worked into my piece “Welsh Weather”.  Another novel I read was “The Liar’s Club” a memoir by Mary Karr. From this I learned to “write what I know” which influenced two of my pieces, “The Ticket” and “Motorcycle Accident”. Finally, I looked at Neil Hilborn’s poem, “Paper Airplanes” to learn that I can channel my own depression into something creative. In his poem, he talks about turning a suicide note into a paper airplane, and that showed me how something awful can become beautiful writing. It’s what inspired me to write “Motorcycle Accident”. 
The reason I included each of these pieces in my final portfolio is that they all showed something I learned throughout the course. “Ritual” shows reigning in research and focusing on the creative writing itself. “A Geologist’s Love Letter (because she’s just so gneiss)” deals with using the nature around me to influence my writing, much like Kaur or Kerouac. I also learned that all writing has already been done, so you have to rewrite the classics and that’s why I’ve included “A Caricature of Intimacy”. I learned that there is no such thing as writers block from the exercise that helped me write “see her lily feet”. “The Bottom of Your Boots” shows that I learned surrealism can be a little bit scattered, but the images that come out of it are concrete. And my last three pieces all came from learning to write what I know, to write what’s powerful to me, even if it’s hard, even if it’s self-deprecating. 
I discovered a lot throughout this module, both in class and in my own individual research. I think the most important thing I have learned though is that you can find creative sources everywhere, whether through YouTube documentaries or by walking through the streets of Lampeter. In doing so, you take a story that’s already been told, and tell it in your own way. Everyone came to class with such different voices and perspectives that were apparent in our writing, even though many of us drew from the same sources. Creative sources are abundant, and it’s up to the writer to take inspiration from the pieces of those sources that speak to them most strongly and turn them into something beautiful that others can find the magic in too. 












Bibliography:
Breton, Andre. Freedom of Love, 1920. In class handout.
Plath, Sylvia. Daddy. Faber And Faber, 1985.
Jack London, In Class Documentary. YouTube. 2018. 
Kaur, Rupi. The Sun and Her Flowers. Andrews McMeel Publishing. 2017. 
Sedaris, David. Dress Your Family in Cordouroy and Denim. Little Brown & Co. 2004.
Karr, Mary. The Liars’ Club. Viking Books. 1995.

[bookmark: _GoBack]
