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Skating through
the Darkness

Interview by Bill Lockett
Fhotography by Cheryl Engledow

Imagine that you are 8 poet [magine
that you have 40 years of poams that
you have written both in Ameriea and
whhils travelirg through
England and Wales and
you have kept them: hid-
den m adrawer

Now. imagine
that one day, an angel
by the name of Beth
Love “features” yvou ancd

your poetry at har an

gallery. Az this event,
many ask if your wortk is
available in ook form. You say “not
at this timea” and camry on with your

readings. No-ona knows it, but yvou
heve Bean “working” on & baok of st
and poetry for several yests but at
best, it is still a dream. The next

mcrming you awakes with & "sensation”

you cannot explain. The time has
come to transcand your fears and
begin talking to anyone who can help
take this dream from fantasy to reality,
First, you search through your
poems and pick the ones that will
make “all the diffsrence.” Then you
must find a way o link them so that
they wll a story
| Then you talk to vour friend, Inna
Sandler, & young, beautiful, imagina-
tive artist living in Uzbeldstan. You
ask ber if she will iluseate your poat-
Iy and Work with you gratis; you Can-
not afford to pay her, She agrees and
litthe by littde. yvou see your work come
to fife in & new form. Her art and your
poetry are a "perfect marrdage. " The
public does not know it, bat you hiave

never met! Your commurications
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heve always been by email and, on
rare occagions, telephane

Providence then learls vou to
Banny Tillméan and World House
Records in Atlanta. Benny is the por-
I2ct person 10 help you-creats the Gght
background musis to cormpliment your
poatry. Providence also lsads vou to
another man, who after reading one of
Vour poetry jonmsie. riakes a financial
cammitmeant to help sporsar vour beals
ancl a CD. People are amazing|

A year later, parsistence and
commitment pay off Your poetical CD
Shades s fmally produced. People
beggin to bay and enjoy, your art.

This is exactly what happenad 1o
Susanne Les, She made her dieam
come true | am going to talk with her
at the Ssaiood Matket in Blaimsville
Coma with me and meet har,

Bill: Where does a gypsy-iraveler
like you call home?

Susanne: | have lved many places
1 couinted them one time. [ have
moved more than 100 omes since [
was 18 years old. 1 was barn in
Buffalo. mowved to Florida and
Michigan and just about swery city
along the coast of Califomia. In
1993, my husband Sandy and [
moved o Blairsvills, Geargia. to be

closer 1o our parents and escape the
sighis and sounds of the "hig city.”
When Sandy died in 1898, | decided
to hake a life-long drsam & reality
and want to England, | neaded to
heal from my loss, but akes felt it was
my destiny to be there: A ene-manth
vigit evolved into a three-yaar stay. |
retumed to Bladrsville in April of 2001

From If:

* .would thy valiant shadow
come to dance with- mine?”

Bill: T have tavsed through
England mysall. It was hard to leave

Susanne: Yog, indeed. My journey
to England was all | imagined it o
be. It strengthened me, gave me the
pourage to come forwaid and speak
ppenly about my {eelings and my
poetry; and helped me 1o move
through grief and believe in myseat]
again. It was the best thing [ could
have done for myself

My creativity and poetical salf
hiossomed like spring in the Nerth
Geoogia Mountains: One day, though
[ hope to retum to Sootland and
devole myself tomy writing with
pothing but the frish Sea anc serEmity
to inspire me, and & fice coal fire 1o

Keen me warm

Bill: It took & lot of “screswing youl
courage to the sticking place” to start
from sctatch and bring your idea o

fruition. it must bea good fealing
=] "

From: What is Life;

“Itis a child’s breath frozen

in the winter sky.”

Susanne: Yes, 1t1s! | have
abways fiolt that a8 parson 15 most
alwe when: they have 8 dream
but [ could not have done this
without the help of othars

Bill; Your posms are sensual
romantic antd frequently about
ralationships with others. You
have this talent for taking the
repder on mental joumney that
allows them the perception of
reflecting on thedr own life; while at
the sames thme axpersencing yoars,

Susanne: Peopie tell me that all
the time and, each time, it over-
whelmzs ma

[am a "romantic " My poams
are lika Uttle faitytales. Like
‘Cincderells," they are not just sto-
ries about & yoursg grl Duying a
ciress and high heels, going o8
dance in e tacab and meeting

the man of her dreams: They are

all about wicked stepmothers and
shepaistars; ity godmothers with
magic wands, glass slippes, pump-
king terned coach and mice turned
{ootrmen; they are about palaces ancl
princes and clocks that strike mid-
night: they dre about patn-and
heartache and separation: they are
about losing and finding love again|

[ write a lot-about pain, loss and
finding love: my poems evoide fiom
these elements. However, in the
end, they allow you 1o face things
that are much sasier to face whean
you lenow you are not alone.. when
you know that someone else has
lived in your shoes

From Imagination:

"She travels the night on wings of wind
that skate through the darkness.”

Bill: Is-all of your CD and book

about your husband?

Susanne: Most peonle think it is
but the truth & Shadas 18 a litths
about him, and & ot about [ie and
featimgrs, [ did wary little writing when
he was alive. Sandy was a Mirass
that walked into my life and ground-
ed my 1estless spirit. He believed |
only wrote when [ was in pain. |

gues=s that s true

Bill: What do you think it is that

compels you to write poems?

Susanne: Well, [ think imagination
5 a human gift that allows poets, or
all peopie for that matter, the ability
o get back up aftar e knocks us
down. Sometimes, IL 5 a way 1o m
& negative into a beautiiul positive
and sometimes, It records an experi-
ence you nevar want to lose
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Imagination and poetry are my
way of baing in the world and
absorhing what is around me. Every
life occurrance, whather imacgined o
real, s & potential poem

“Imagination,” in fact. is one of
my favarite posms,

Bill: Here (on pages 19 and 20) am
gome lines from your poems that
struck me betwesn the eyes like-a
pure diamond bulles

Susanne: You really did read my
poams {smiling)

Eill: (laughing). Yes, and several
inspited me 0 Write:Some pOents
myasif

Susanne: [ thank you for apprec-
iating the power and unigquansss
of my wards.

Bill: You have given us much 'to
think about and we thank you

From Alone: ", .why does this
silence always feel so loud?”

Susanne’s CD, "SHADES,” can
be found at the Counkshaw Gallery
and Memories Onee Again, in
Young Harris, Georgia; Mountain
Heritage Gift Store in Highlands,
Marth Carolina; Malaprops Café and
Book Store in Asheville. North
Carolina; Tower Records in Atlanta
and online at

hgy/ vy crdbaby com/susannieles.

You can visit her website, which
is under constniction, at:

Rt WAy, eI oee. ol

Your will also want to keep your
eye out for her book. also titled
Shades, which is due out in

the very neat futune,

From Wind Warrior: A flicker of light caught your lips as they
slowly curved into a soft smile and | wondered....were you

now dreaming of me?”

From Star Crossed: "A |one gull cries out through the grey-
red sunset tipping its wing in a sllent salute to the night.’

From Lady In Biue: “She is a gypsy rose... whose fragrant
petals open slowly to the fresh moist kiss of early dew.”
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Top: Paimnting by Inna
Sandler titad, Ster

Crossad, all on chneas

Balow: Susanne Leg's
SO ol her podmas resd

1o miusie

L AM AS THE SEA

| am not-as the Mountain

Reots firmly planted

Furrowing deeply mto the Universe.

I cannot be ciimbed or congquered

I am a5 the Sea

Running wide and [ree and desp

An abstruse ribbon of Blus Diamonds
Flowing frealy

through the nignt!

| am not clogs 1o "There”

Wherever It may be

1 cannot touch the sky but only glimpsea it

I am as the Sea

Running wite and desp and frea..

1 promise nothing

But that which [ can keep,

And kesp only that which is given me..,
For only I know what | need

T have had it all: .and would not change it

[ am &g the Sea

Running deep and ffee and wide.,

[ temember everything | keep it all inside
Vet [ hide nething! 1 am as the Sea

[ leacd to everywhers but go-newhere:
Hope lows through me

and Dreaiis are awakenesd

when 1 touch your shora

and abb back into myself again..

But no ong dares to-swim my depths
I am uncertainty.

Iam not & river that rung shallow
Oz a Wind that can be toughed

| am as the Sea .

Diark, mysterious and nungry..

1 carry the Vestiges of Time

Like grains of ik sand

And place them at your feet

It {5 my gift to0'you

And you are my gift to me





