
The Winners

Cheri Ause
Google Earth

1st Place
Cheri Ause lives in Gualala with 

her husband and their cat, Smokey 
Robinson.  Her fiction, poetry, and cre-
ative non-fiction appear online and in 
print at Every Day Poets and in their 
forthcoming anthology, The Best of Ev-
ery Day Poets, Vol. 3; Pure Slush and 
the anthology, Pure Slush Vol.3: real; 
The Redwood Coast Review; the Shot-
gun Honey Press anthology, Reloaded: 
Both Barrels, Vol. 2; and in the 2013 
and 2014 anthologies published by the 
Writers of the Mendocino Coast. A 
complete list of her publications, along with links to her available work, 
can be found at http://cheriause.blogspot.com . 

Jean Wong
Photo Album

2nd Place
Jean Wong writes fic-

tion, memoir, (and now 
poetry!). Her work has 
also been produced by the 
Petaluma Readers Theatre, 
Sixth Street Playhouse, 
and Off The Page Theater 
Group. Her book, Sleeping 
with the Gods, was recent-
ly released. When writ-
ing, Jean sometimes plods 

along like a mule—at other  times a brilliant race horse 
speeds by. Whatever the process, she’s amazed to be alive 
and able to tell the tale!

Betty Les
There Are Questions You Cannot Ask  

3rd Place
Betty Les was born and raised in Texas and spent the big middle of her 

life in Wisconsin where she led the 
Natural Heritage Inventory, a pro-
gram dedicated to the conservation of 
biodiversity.  She has written poetry 
ever since she can remember, scrib-
bling “downloads” on whatever pa-
per she could find and tossing them 
into a shoebox.  She writes about the 
natural world, how incredibly alive 
it is, and the great opening it creates 
for understanding the human heart.  
She lives in Santa Rosa with her hus-
band and spends her time writing, 
bird watching and exploring her new 
home landscape. 
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Barbara Toboni 
Red Jacket; Lady: Dog By the Creek 

Honorable Mentions

Original Art by Nancy Willis, Melancholy, www.nancywillis.com

Barbara 
Toboni, a grad-
uate of Napa 
Valley College, 
writes short 
stories, poetry, 
memoir, and 
picture books. 
Her poetry and 
short stories 
have appeared 
in print and 
online literary 
journals, and 
anthologies, 
including 
Wisdom Has a Voice, Vintage Voices 2011, Cup of 
Comfort for Parents of Children with Autism, and 
Tiny-Lights. Undertow, a collection of poetry, was 
published in 2011. Water Over Time, a collection of 
stories and poems, was published in 2013. Visit her 
website at www.barbarasmirror.com.



Vilma Ginzberg
Vilma Olsvary Ginzberg served as Healds-
burg Literary Laureate in 2008-2009. She 
hosted the Healdsburg Literary Guild’s 
monthly Third Sunday Salon from 2007 to 
2012. Her publications include five books of 
poetry: Colors of Glass (2004), Murmurs & 
Outcries (2007), Snake Pit (2010), I Don’t 
Know How to Do This: Poems on Aging 
(2011), and making noise (2013), along with numerous anthologies. She was also 
co-editor with Doug Stout of Present at the Creation (2006). Ginzberg has read at 
the Healdsburg Literary Guild’s Third Sunday Salon, SoCo Poetry, 100,000 Poets for 
Change, Katherine Hasting’s KRCB Word Temple, and others. She completed Volume 
I of her memoir, When the Iris Blooms, in 2012; Volumes II and III are in process.

Michelle Wing
After spending 20 years in the urban envi-
ronments of Seattle, Kyoto, Osaka and San 
Francisco, Michelle Wing now finds herself 
on an acre and a half in northern Sonoma 
County with her wife Sabrina, her service 
dog Ripley, plus three more dogs and an 
embarrassing number of cats. She has been 
published in Sinister Wisdom, The Gay & 
Lesbian Review, and several Redwood Writ-
ers anthologies, and her first collection of 
poems, Body on the Wall, with Saddle Road 
Press of Hilo, Hawaii, is set for release in 
early 2014. Her poems and creative nonfic-
tion have won numerous awards, and her 
poetry was also shown at the Sacramento 
Museum as part of the Creating Freedom: 
Art & Poetry of Domestic Violence Survi-
vors exhibit in 2012.

Our Judges

Marie Millard, Contest Chair
Marie Millard joined Redwood Writers in 2011. She has had a few short works of fiction published (one in a Redwood Writers 
anthology) and is working on getting her YA fantasy novel One For All published, too. Her blog, wereyoualwaysthisfunny.word-
press.com, looks for the humor in life. Marie is also a private music instructor, a wife, and a mom.

Zara Raab
Evoking the rainy darkness of the Northern California coast, Zara Raab’s poems are 
collected in The Book of Gretel and Swimming the Eel; her third book, Fracas and 
Asylum, continues the journey through landscapes of storm, seclusion and reverie. A 
fourth book, finalist for the Dana Award and based on the tale of Rumpelstiltskin, will 
appear next year. Raab’s poems, reviews, and essays appear in Evansville Review, Riv-
er Styx, Crab Orchard Review, The Dark Horse, and Poet Lore. She is a contributing 
editor for Redwood Coast Review and Poetry Flash.

Photo by Ann Carranza



Once again, I find myself hovering above my street,
time half a century gone, and me
with no reason to return in any form,
least of all in the flesh. Too many dead
to bury.  Too few living to resurrect.
Too many wounds scabbed over by time
to be ripped open by a casual word.

But I can’t resist the fly over.

One click sets the story in motion, a not-so-ancient tale 
of a blind wanderer seeking answers from an all-seeing eye,
blue and luminous against a speckled void.  Captured in the vortex, 
coastlines fall away in a kaleidoscope of yellow, green, and brown.
The river rushes past, and broken butterfly 
neighborhoods of memory come into focus.  

Wellesley Avenue runs east from the gully, 
The swath of trees, a serpent’s tail, its body green and curdled,
encircles the shady lanes crisscrossing the hilltop.
Well-ordered rows of houses—known then
not by numbers but by family names and the children
who burst from their doors—reduced now to motley rooftops
varnished in place by the frozen sunlight 
of a clear November morning. 

I rotate the image on its axis and the distant horizon 
runs away, ever unreachable. Inclined to read the past 
as present, I ride the parallax view, slipping 
down the angle of reflection, as though
one simple click might bridge that gulf.

Was this the place that made me?  
Truer to say I sprang from my father’s myth, 
my mother’s despair, my own imagination.
Yet I return once again, sifting through digitized
jigsaw pieces of memory that never quite seem to fit.

Google Earth:  40⁰ 22’ 15.43” N; 80⁰ 37’ 30.27” W; 
Elev. 1065 ft

     by Cheri Ause  first place winner

Figures lie splayed in some careless space.
You peer through, sometimes centered on the page
or haphazard, stuck askew, and tucked with tape—
a beat, a blink, a tilt, a pulse, a phase.

Knives of light and spilled shadows haunt
each frozen plane. Angled borders frame
lifeless lines. With every click, your wide eyes
fixed beneath your shroud of glossy sheen.

How many mourners will take their time to stare
and will those moments die when strangers
cannot see or care what you were, and bound
heavy, locked in memory, never will become?

Now as I wane, my tears turn thick with every year,
though you grow younger when your face appears.
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There are questions you cannot ask
your loved ones
although you long to do so

Taking careful measure
of each path traveled
by asking or not

Round and round they go
heart and mind
treading dusty circles
like weary oxen at the mill

The questions hanging
like buckets 
of cool clear water

Just out of reach

That red jacket 
atop the thrift pile
never fit right
Always thought                   
I’d give Red to a friend
or consign to a shop
Still waiting
Now I know why 

Red reminds me of Blue
my corduroy blazer
from years ago
A five buck bargain
I wore with jeans
on cool fall evenings
out with friends

I felt secure 
knowing someone had helped
rub life into Blue’s sleeves
I worry about the woman 
who buys Red
I want her
to be the girl I was
Shame there’s not enough 
wear in these stiff sleeves

Will she give Red a try
Be empowered
a chic beauty

Will I try again

This is where the dog spent
her last days before she died
refused food, company 
yet something was here for her

Ears perked to twittering birds
cadence of water rippling
she licked one arthritic paw
as if to heal old age

Calmed in a nest
of wet grass and oak leaves
Inside the peace of this place
Lady recalled beloved memories
lively walks, squirrel hunts

pats and treats
befriending the postman

Lady thrilled in long drives north
lapping water in tree-lined lakes
frosted paws padding snow 

This creek sent for her  
as if her young boy master 
still splashed about
chased her over mossy rocks
graveled bank and root hollow

Lady knew this path
It called her home

There Are 
Questions You 

Cannot Ask
by Betty Les

third place winner
Red Jacket
by Barbara Toboni
honorable mention

Lady: Dog by the Creek
(1996-2010)

by Barbara Toboni
honorable mention


