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Reflections: Seasons 2015 is a literary journal produced by Zimbell House Publishing showcasing the talents of new writers.

Within these pages are short stories and poems celebrating the seasons of the year. We hope you enjoy reading these new authors as much as we enjoyed bringing their new voices to you.
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By Sasha Kasoff

I am a leaf

That fell from the tree of misery

Or did I jump?

Wanting to float free

To at last settle

In an elsewhere

I have stared at

For so long

But once I let go

The wind picked me up

And carried me far away

Now my life is but a dream

Suspended on the breeze

I see many other trees

Rooted and stately

Knarled and strait

Each a community

Persecuting the one different leaf

Jump!  I urge

As I tumble by

So they join me in the sky

Until all the air

Is a swirl of color

Until we are let down

And buried under

Cold white death

Steals our last breath

And so we leaves

Feed yet more trees
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By Jane Blanchard

The patterns are spectacular:

Yellow loop de loops of pollen

On the square, red-clay tiles

That floor the screened porch,

Where the cat stays,

Each and every season,

Out of range of sprinklers,

Spared from leaves or straw,

Bedded beneath an old sweater 

During the slightest chill,

But left for a spell each spring 

In the care of a twice-a-day keeper,

While the home folk go 

To a condo on the coast,

Near a sign that says,

“No pets allowed.” 

A mole, very much alive,

Blindly tries to find

A way back to dirt: 

Round and around he goes—

Over and across he goes—

Anywhere and everywhere

To avoid another stint

In the teeth of the creature 

That took him to this 

Unearthly place to begin with.

In a corner the cat stretches—

Then slouches—then watches

What she set in motion

And doesn’t want to end with—yet.

Ready to pounce,

She awaits the return 

Of her people

To a welcome mat

Of her making—but not. 
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The Christmas Tree
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By Jeremy Bush

The sharp edge of the axe head glows a faint silver, reflecting the moonlight. Spencer grips the wood handle tight in his right hand, his left hand holding onto his son’s tiny fingers.

“Where are we goin’, Daddy?”

“I’m taking you to where Grandpa used to take me. The same spot where we went every year, every winter, to chop down our Christmas tree. I wish there had been some snow for us—it’s just always a little nicer to go chop down a Christmas tree in the snow.” Spencer stops and sets the axe on the ground. He reaches inside his jacket and takes out a flashlight and twists the head until yellow light shoots out. Then he shines it on the ground and on the trees around them. “And it’d be a lot easier to see where we were going with all that white on the ground. Of course we could have come in the day, when it was light out. But Grandpa always brought me here at night. He always made sure it was a nice moonlit night like tonight is. It just wouldn’t have been the same if I had brought you here when it was still light out. It wouldn’t have seemed right.”
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