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This issue is dedicated to the memory of Corrine deWinter, 
and to all those we know and love who have left us far too soon.
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guest salutations
Jane Yolen and Peter Tacy

How the Dahlia IS tied to Writers  

Jane:  The Dahlia must be considered as a perfect symbol for writers, standing as it does for 
perseverance and the ability to overcome.  We poets are most often the writers in the deepest 
trenches of publication, usually trying to echolocate some small magazine or anthology that will 
see in our writing,  a color-filled document to flood the senses—if  not with flowery perfumes, 
then with wit, lyricism, and a great last line. But poets are not alone down in those dark caverns. 
Non-fiction writers are there, too, explaining (sometimes over-explaining) their subject matter  
and natter.

Peter: this is in three parts (like Gaul).
My former in-house gardening teacher admired but did not grow dahlias, probably because 
these plants (native to central America) can’t survive winters up here in New England (so much 
for their “perseverance!”).  To be grown in this climate, the tubers from which dahlias grow 
must be dug up each fall and stored for the cold months, then replanted only when the soil has 
thoroughly warmed up--a hassle, even if the flowers are lovely.  

Jane: But what about romance writers, or the merely romantic? Perhaps Anna Karinana’s final 
statement would have met with better press had she been clutching a bouquet of dahlias. Just 
a thought from someone who studied Russian Literature at Smith College. 

Peter: There are at least as many varieties (“cultivars”) of dahlias as there are of my gardening 
teacher’s favorite flowering plant, the daffodil.  This indicates how enthusiastic (over-the-top 
looney?) the developers/growers of cultivars of both species have been, even though daffs, 
an old-world species, had a head start.  (Mr. Anders Dahl, a Swedish botanist, after whom the 
flower is named, couldn’t see or describe the dahlia until after the Spanish conquistadors had 
come across it).  Much to the dahlia’s credit, while all parts of daffodils are poisonous, dahlias 
can be safely eaten; so should your aesthetic feelings allow such behavior, dig in to your dahlias 
(they supposedly taste like potatoes).  

Jane: Sometimes nonfiction is actually goofier than what we poets and fiction writers can 
invent. Dahlias. The Opossums. The duck-billed Platpus. I rest my case.

Peter: One other fact: our beloved Emily Dickinson talked about daffs in at least eight poems...
but never mentioned dahlias at all. Ooof! That’s a serious dis from a serious gardener (and poet)!    

Jane:  That gets an Amen from me! Or a bunch of dahlias.
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in memoriam: Corrine deWinter

for corrine, for danica, and for others who have died too soon
and for those who have lost and incredible friend
Connolly Ryan

When a close friend dies without warning,
everything scowls and sours and you feel like 
your heart has just been slammed into 
by a truck driven by a cowardly maniac.
Just the other day you saw your friend
and she seemed fine and you joked around
and said see you later and that was that.
Then you get a call and your universe shatters.
There is really nothing you can do but ask God
through a tear-destroyed face Why the fuck
did it have to be her? By all means, remove
the scum, the exploiters, the predators, 
from the picture in order to even the scales; but how
could you cut short a person for whom goodness
was a kind of grassroots religion; for whom
helping people out was just as natural as breathing?
Your living friends try to console you with kindly platitudes
such as “she is still right here with you” and “as long
as you think about her, her presence will be palpable.”
And perhaps you agree with the magic logic
of these warm morsels, but the part of your heart
that once held room for trust and tenderness
has been all but amputated by the devastating
and lasting fact of her physical absence and you just
no longer care about the little details of your life 
since they are trivial when compared to the death 
of your friend. And yet, and yet, the one certainty
you could glean from this cruel cesspool of chaos
and loss is that all she would want you to do
is to live your life to its fullest now, live it as if
it were her stolen life you were living, not yours,
but her life as she would have wished it to continue:
in a spirit of service and solace to those in pain,
as a source of amazing and unlimited healing;
and as a force of gentleness and benevolence 
in a world of darkness, impatience and malice.   
This is what she would want: this is exactly how
to keep her here on this sphere and beyond.

✼
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must be talking to an angel (for corrine)
Beth Maciorowski

dear corrine
Gineen Cooper

Dear Corrine,

I never thought I’d be writing such a letter. I’d give anything for you to know how much our 
friendship meant, today. I hope you read this if you’re lingering a bit. I’m so grateful that even 
though we fell out we did reconnect a few years back and sort everything out with sweet talks, 
hugs and feelings of peace.

You had a profound influence on so many around you and I know how many people were 
inspired by the way you put your heart’s love and passion out into the world. You inspired 
with your creativity in so many ways, of course foremost was your writing. Your discipline was 
astounding. How many nights did you spend typing away on your tiny kitchen table on Taft St. I 
felt honored to be a first reader for so many poems. Your devotion to the work was a prayer 
that lit up the spaces you inhabited and the people it shone on. Your tremendous curiosity 
about people, love and relationships, the occult and spiritual matters were ever present.

Of course we met at a show in the bathroom at Katinas in Hadley in the late 80’s, complementing 
each other and exchanging numbers right then, squealing with delight to learn we lived a few 
minutes from each other. When we met immediately you were the older sis I always wanted, 
the co-conspirator, up for adventures of all sorts and appreciating my sarcasm as we matched 
joys over music, bands, poets and poetry, boys, clothes, literature, black and white movies, and 
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movie stars, writers and HAIR! Little did I know that first night how many many bands we 
would thrill to see together, how many quirks we would reveal to each other and how much 
would remain a mystery until so much later.

Your incredible creativity went beyond your writing and was evident in doing other creative 
projects balanced with feeding yourself and others with playtime. Video shoots, photo shoots, 
cemetery picnics, even thrift store vintage dress hunts felt like an adventure. Your enthusiasm, 
support and generosity of love, time and funds for other peoples creativity is legend. You 
modestly hid so many of your philanthropic activities but they made a difference and they were 
known. 

Along with sharp wit, there was a fantastic fashion sense that made Goth black as a color 
scheme never feel dated. On the rare occasion of lace or bright red, you dazzled and even in 
tweed or gray or just jeans you carried yourself with poise and regal bearing; that powerful 
presence was exuded. 

 To an outsider it might have seemed like you cultivated a character and were playing a part 
but it was no caricature. You truly were a deeply romantic being who took her right, her 
opportunity, and her blessing to express her soul through all that she did. You lived your truth 
and served it, stayed true to it, and knew you were blessed.

Needlessly vain, and controlling of your image as most stars are, in you it was funny and 
endearing, easily excusable, more of virtue than ever a vice. Like a cat in the rain you would 
exclaim : oh no my hair! I can’t go out!

Of course not last or least your wicked sense of humor and wit! you could find funny in the 
darkest things and made us laugh when we wanted to cry. Certainly you were an old soul; your 
laugh, like your personality, unique and unforgettable, so distinctly you.

For whoever was lucky enough to chauffeur you around (and there were a crew of us) it was 
never a dull endeavor; not bank or post office errand but a magic carpet ride simply for talking 
about the way a certain poem was transportative or was there sound in space? Or how long 
the soul lingered on earth after death.

You were bold, seemingly extroverted, a total go-getter, friendly and kind, the best kind of people 
person. Also sarcastic cruel generous super honest and a great big liar; you were powerful 
beyond measure, did you know how much? You believed in your voice and that was a gift to 
every woman who met you and aspired to write too. Your compassionate commiseration and 
patience were abundant every time I called to cry about some romantic disaster.

One of your superpowers was how many people adored you. You yourself were fascinated by 
the fandom of others and it was obvious from the teen who plastered her walls with Dave 
Vanian and Harry Houdini pics to the caring responder of her own fan mail that you loved being 
loved and giving it right back. 

You carried on a love affair, always, with different realms than this one: fascinated by death and 
the macabre, your courage was an astonishing part of your wise self, unafraid to look into the 
darkness and follow your unflagging curiosity wherever it led. 
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The strong faith you had was severely tried many times in your life but you kept a hold of your 
belief to carry and comfort you.

I felt like a part of me died when you left as you were one of the three people who knew me 
best in my life. I hope the part of me that’s gone with you, comforts you wherever you are now. 
Since I got the horrible news so many wonderful and hilarious memories have come flooding 
back and my heart yearns to have just one more cup of tea together. 

You came to light up the world with your words, your heart, your love and your beauty and 
you did.

I think we’ve been together many lifetimes and I’m sure we will be again many more.

 Until then I’ll keep carrying you in my heart as I’ve always done.

I will keep mourning and remembering and try to find peace in the thought that you’ve got 
your wings now. Thank you always for the wild crazy delightful friendship you offered me and 
the writing you left for the world.

May your soul find sweet repose, dear Corrine. 

✼

photos above and right provided by Gineen Cooper
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rest in peace corrine
Fares Croteau

Rest In Peace Corrine
You were the person who I thought of when I thought of the word mom. You taught me so 
many things in my life and I am forever grateful for you and everything you have done for me 
and everyone else. You have changed my life and I’m always going to believe in magic and the 
power of kindness because of you. You were the nicest person I’ve ever met and I’m never ever 
going to forget you and all of light you brought into this world. You were an angel living on earth 
and you truly graced everyone with your wonderous and beautiful presence. I will always love 
you Corrine and I will always be your boy.
“I love you my boy,  C”

✼
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photos above and left
provided by Fares Croteau
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provided by Chris Croteau


