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To my mother, Deb,

Who always believed I could do anything if I put my mind to it.

Your unwavering faith in me was the spark that fueled my creativity,

the quiet voice that whispered “keep going” when I doubted myself.

Though you are no longer here, your strength and love live on in every word I write.

This story is for you, with all my heart.

Flowers For Maribel

By J.A. Roggie

Delph stood at the edge of the overgrown path, staring up at the wall of trees that loomed ahead like ancient sentinels. Their trunks were thick and gnarled, bark furrowed like old skin, each one soaked in the deep browns and soft greens of a forest that had seen too many seasons to care about men. The leaves above rustled gently in the wind, whispering secrets to one another. A damp, earthy scent rose from the soil, rich with decay and life, like the breath of the world itself. Somewhere in the distance, a bird called out, a lonely, high-pitched trill that echoed through the underbrush and faded into silence.
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