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To the darkness

To the grief

To the shadowed places we must pass through to find sunshine again
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  Foreword


Psychoanalyst Carl Jung called it the shadow-self. The parts of us we keep hidden, the parts of us touched by trauma or emotions that we cannot process easily. He believed it is a counterweight to the persona we put forward every day, and an integral part of who we are.  
Though sometimes difficult to acknowledge, shadows are a part of our experience, and they seek validation. Our understanding of the world, and within that, our place in it, comes from the full range of our emotions. And while digging deep into the pains that plague us can be exhausting, it can also be invigorating. Acceptance brings transformation and growth.
The long, dark nights of winter—after the unrelenting heat of summer’s sunny days—seem almost created for this reflection. The inky star-filled skies we ruminate under. The blazing fires we sit at in contemplation and wonder. And the bitter nights we huddle inside, reading ourselves to different worlds and realities. 
The enchanting stories and poems of Evergreen reflect the introspection of the darker season. In Jan Cronus’s “His Return,” Christina Roldan’s “The Whispers of Woods,” and Maddox Emory Arnold’s “What We Buried Here,” grief is explored in its complexity.
Anne Karppinen shows us a young woman yearning to grow beyond her life in “The Lamplighter’s Daughter.” Jordan King-Lacroix weaves a tale of grace in the shadow of sacrifice in “The Unwatched Hour.” And Enid Paige envisions a whole new and wonderful world in “The Wishes of Eirlys.”
This journey through winter, illustrated in “The End of our Dark” is a long one full of changes. Happiness ebbs and flows as does sadness, anger and grief; showing us all emotions are transient. They’re meant to touch us as they move through us, and if our goal is to be balanced, we wouldn’t want it any other way. 
If we can show understanding to others for their choices, as Veikko’s village does for him in “The Hunting of Tulikettu,” surely, we can turn that empathy inward, to live in a world where forgiving yourself is as common a notion as forgiving others. Where peace is as inevitable as the return of warmer days, as illustrated in “March.”
The soulful beauty of the stories and poems of Evergreen will captivate and charm you on a cold winter’s night. Get comfortable in your favorite space, with your favorite drink and allow yourself to take a ride from deep inside the pine strewn wilderness to way up into the snowy northern high-lands full of lights. If you feel so inclined, let the stories reflect your own inner musings, and allow each Evergreen journey to take you with it.
My winter wish is for you to find quiet joy inside the pages of Evergreen: Tales of Winter Shadows. Settle into a gloomy day and sit with the words on these pages. It’s okay to rest and grow in the shadows. As Jeanie Marshall insists in "White, Green, Red “The sun must return.”
Peace and Shadow,
River Eno

[image: image-placeholder]









  
  The End of Our Dark

Sue Westwind
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When the days go to grieving

you will still see green. Flowers.

Thunderstorms. Tank tops

and short shorts. But you feel it:

we’re slipping. We’re all slipping.



Someone died the other day

in the extended family. Survivors

saved you no spot at the rite.

You know you are a bad fit with

the hosannas and savior theme.

They know this too. If there is

anything among human rituals

that one must not crash, it’s

a funeral. Not that the dead care,

though common lore admits

their interest in the party we

pretend they miss.



We’re slipping, because despite

the heat, summer is a pet that

will get itself lost for some time.

Autumn offers a way station.

Return of children to school is

the underlayment of our knowing—

oh sure, bless me with cooler breezes

and the palette of fall leaves waving,

give me festivals and fat pumpkins—

but griefs collect in the waning light

on the rush home and in the corners

of houses flickered and flooded by

hooded bulbs in every room.



We smile at little kids‘ costumes

for only at All Hallow’s are they

tasked to say, to enact, how

the spirits step loose from the veil

that shields us. Day of the Dead.

Remembrance time, flame touched

to candle for those with courage

to set a table for the dumb supper,

where the living may not speak.



Autumn goes bleak here in November,

dressed up in one day of thanks. Long

bereft of summer’s love, how we pant

for winter’s flame—the solstice that

bursts the longest night into sunrise

where young men wade

into chill waters naked to the shock

of the season, emerging ravenous

for warm chocolate and wool blankets.



Onward to the work within.

Here, culture leaves you on your own.

You may discover pages that suggest

hard tasks: inner child, forgiveness,

self-loving. But what about grief?

Could it be there’s more that Solstice

has to impart before the bright minutes

accumulate over months to come?



Look to the sun’s vast huzzah

in snowfall—your forever furnace,

emblem of fiery grace,

driver of every season for the way

it favors—toward or away. Sun,

the wick that never burns down when

you pilgrimage in the dark or prance

to its shine. If grief were a tyrant,

the sun would not be allowed to

herald the year’s shortest day.

Let the heart lead into silence as Sol

tiptoes back to your hemisphere,

flush with notes from grievers

about how every winter, every loss,

every twist in the story of Return is

gathered by all expectant sentient

hearts under the sun, blinking below

their perception or danced outright

along ley lines of tender feeling.












  
  What We Buried Here 

Maddox Emory Arnold
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When you open your eyes, you find yourself among the trees. The harsh winter sun sends shards of light slicing through the branches overhead, but when you look down, you see you have no shadow. This does not concern you. Why should it? You were summoned, and when one is summoned, one must answer the call.
You step soundlessly across the frozen ground as gnarled roots and detritus try to clutch at your ankles. But they cannot grasp what is not truly there, lacking any flailing limbs or battered sneakers for them to cling to. You pass through foliage where it grows too close to avoid, and it sends a jolt of life through you. You hardly recognize it anymore. You’ve been away too long.
Soon enough, you reach her. Lana, the oldest tree in this corner of the forest. Her needles are browning this deep into winter, and the dead color takes on a reddish cast in the setting sun. You stand before her, waiting. A finch alights on one of her lower branches, one of the winter birds either too stupid or too stubborn to fly south. It whispers something to the tree before flitting away.
You suddenly feel her full attention upon you. A force like that of ancient stones covered in ice that never quite melts in the summer, of roots dug in so deep they know the map to the core of the earth. The wind begins to whistle through her branches. A forest creature lumbers past, crackling debris beneath its feet. Bats swing by overhead, their wings sending velvety echoes down to reach you. In these sounds—the rhythm of the forest—the tree finds her voice.
You are late, she says. 
You fight the urge to sigh. “It gets harder each time you send for me.”
A boulder shifts somewhere along the nearby cliffs, indicating Lana’s distaste. He has come again. I would think you’d be eager to see him.
You say nothing. Because yes, you should be eager. And yet, you aren’t. Not anymore. “I thought you said you wouldn’t call me for this again.”
Lana whips her branches in sharp reprimand. This time is different. He is not on my land.
You pause. “Then why—”
He ventured farther this time. Away from my side of the forest. Into hers.
You’re incapable of feeling cold, but the words send an impression of ice deep into your chest. You don’t wait for further orders. You turn, and you run.

      ***The first time your lover came, you found him at your grave. Or what passed for your grave, that is. Your body had never been found. 
When you opened your eyes, you were deep in the forest. He was right there in front of you, close enough to touch. But when you tried, you were unable to make contact. You shouted at him. Tried to grab him, tackle him, drag him down into the grave with you.
He just kept staring at the freshly dug soil already spotted with a few stray pine needles. You didn’t even know what he’d buried there. In place of a headstone, you saw only a framed photograph nailed to the nearest tree. The two of you together, in your hiking gear, smiling warmly against a backdrop of spring foliage and sunbeams.
When you finally understood there was no way to make him see or hear you, you stood quietly beside him, tracing your smiles in the photograph with your eyes. You wanted to cry, but you couldn’t. You wanted to dig up your own grave, but you couldn’t.
You wanted him to say something, but he didn’t. He left when the sun began to set.

      ***You linger at the edge of Lana’s territory. The woods are eerily silent, as though waiting to see what you will do. Lana requires order. That’s why you like her. The forest creatures find her region peaceful. The river freezes in whirling patterns to please her. And spirits like you are allowed to rest until they are called. 
But beyond the old tree’s influence, there is another. Serra. She is much taller than Lana, and where the old tree likes order, this one feeds on chaos. Tremors below the earth, river rapids and mudslides.
And spirits that do not rest.
You feel them as soon as you enter Serra’s realm. They call to you, their voices twining

      ***
      ***
      ***
      ***
      ***
      ***
      ***
      ***
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