
WRITERS FORUM

April 9
 Traveling Bohemians Spoken Word
Night   3304B Bechelli Ln., Redding. 7
p.m.

April 12
 Writers Forum Meeting. Stories about
teaching writing to Ugandan children.
.

Upcoming Events

At the April 12 meeting of Writers Forum, local teacher and Writers Forum Director at Large
Alicia McCauley will be speaking about her time teaching writing in Uganda.

For the past two summers Alicia has spent time teaching writing classes in Northern Uganda
to students including orphans and former child soldiers. Alicia believes each of us has a

compelling story and that in sharing our stories, we learn that we are more alike than we are
different.

Alicia’s work as a writing teacher has opened doors to other work in Uganda. She's become a
“Vigilante of Kindness” and travels with a heart for helping communities make their own

plans for the future come to fruition. She asks, "What do you need and how can I help?" and
goes from there.

With the help of her friends and family back home Alicia has found herself buying shoes for
school children, buying books for a library, transporting pigs to a village in the bush, taking

children to the hospital and even helping a village rewrite their constitution.
Her latest projects involve buying an ox, buying solar lights for students so they can study in
places where there isn't regular electricity and helping students preserve oral Acoli fables by

turning them into readers for young children.
Alicia believes that we all have the power to change the world through small, but mighty acts
of kindness. Come and hear her stories and be inspired by the stories of hope and forgiveness

penned by the young Ugandan writers who have captured her heart.

Adventures in Writing
Redding  CA April 2014

“You have to write the book that wants
to be written. And if the book will be
too difficult for grown-ups, then you

write it for children.”

                      Madeleine L’Engle

Teaching Writing to Children in Uganda
With Alicia McCauley
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Contact Info President’s Message

he Writers Forum Newsletter is published for members and associates: Founded in 1983 with nonprofit status since 1997. Writers Forum’s annual
membership fee is $20, and student fee is $10.
Articles for the newsletter on the art and craft of writing are welcome for consideration. Letters to the Editor are welcomed. Deadline for submissions is
the
15th of the month preceding publication. Please submit copy to the editor; digital copy gets preference. The staff reserves the right to perform minor
copy
editing in the interest of the newsletter’s style and space. Writers Forum Website at www.reddingwritersforum.com accepts submissions also. Email
digital
to the Webmaster.
Payment is in copies. Mailed submissions without a pre-addressed, stamped envelope cannot be returned.
Type of Material and Guidelines for Newsletter and Website Submission:
1.) Your articles on the art or craft of writing. 2.) Essays on subjects of interest to writers. (200 words can be quoted without permission but with
attribution.) 3.) Book or author reviews. 4.) Letters to the Editor. 5.) Information on upcoming events, local or not. 6.) Photos of events. 7.) Advertise
your classes or private events.
All submissions 75 to 500 words except materials commissioned by the Editor.
How to send:
For Newsletter submissions: please e-mail to writersforumeditor@gmail.com or snail mail to Editor, c/o PO Box 492282, Redding, CA 96049-2282.
For Website, please e-mail to writersforumwebmaster@gmail.com

Cont’d on Page 3

Ah, April; when playful thoughts
are entertained by even the
seemingly most staid. I have
never been much for pranks, but I
do enjoy a good hoax.
Here are some of the better from

Museum of Hoaxes (dot Com).
1957 — The British
news Panorama broadcast a three-minute
segment about a bumper spaghetti harvest in
southern Switzerland. The success of the
crop was attributed both to an unusually mild
winter and to the "virtual disappearance of
the spaghetti weevil." The audience heard
details of the spaghetti crop as they watched
footage of a Swiss family pulling pasta off
spaghetti trees and placing it into baskets.
Hundreds of pasta lovers phoned the BBC
wanting to know how they could grow their
own spaghetti tree; the BBC diplomatically
replied, "Place a sprig of spaghetti in a tin of
tomato sauce and hope for the best."

1996 — A full page ad appeared in six major
American newspapers announcing that Taco
Bell had purchased the Liberty Bell.
Subsequent Press Releases explained that the
Liberty Bell would divide its time between
Philadelphia and the Taco Bell headquarters
in Irvine.



President’s Message Cont’d

1998 — Burger King announced the introduction of the Left-Handed Whopper designed for the 32
million left-handed Americans. The new whopper included the same ingredients as the original Whopper
but had all condiments rotated 180 degrees; many wanted the original right hand version.

1983 — Even the origin was fair game for a hoax. The Associated Press reported that the mystery of
April Fool's Day had finally been solved. A history professor had discovered that the celebration had
begun during the Roman Empire when a court jester had boasted that the fools and jesters could rule the
kingdom better. So the Emperor set aside one day of the year that a fool would rule the kingdom. News
media throughout the country reprinted the Associated Press story. But what the interviewing AP
reporter hadn't realized was that the professor was lying. The university later apologized for the joke,
and many papers published corrections.

And some peeps think that Whoopee Cushions are Da Bomb.

1977 —  A British newspaper
published a seven-page "special report"
about San Serriffe, a small republic
located in the Indian Ocean consisting
of several semi-colon-shaped islands.
A series of articles described the
geography and culture of this obscure
nation. Most readers didn’t catch on
that it was full of typographical twists,
since details about the island (such as
its name) alluded to printer's
terminology.



Yes, Virginia, the word police DO have fun
By Terry O’Connell

The phrase “word police” actually refers to a wide range of word watchers,  from the militant
champions of correctness to the more relaxed, casual observers who enjoy seeing word abuse in
action but feel no compulsion to right wrongs or bring miscreants to accountability. I fall into
the latter category.

I try to be non-judgmental, but I do feel a sly sense of superiority when I see someone using a
word incorrectly or putting it into a context that gives it a meaning other than what was
intended. I get this smug inner glow of satisfaction, knowing that I’m among an ever
diminishing elite of people who know better.

I don’t go looking for trouble; it finds me unbidden. Here are two little gems from my own
personal experience.

Bongo Drums

When  I was growing up in San Francisco, I had a paper route. Sometimes I had to go
downtown to the Chronicle office on business - to turn in collection money, get new receipt
books, or check in with my supervisor. In the room the news carriers reported to, there were
always posters on the walls showing all the cool stuff we could get for securing new
subscriptions. One day I walked in and a giant poster dominated one wall. The poster had a
much-larger-than-life picture of a pair of bongo drums, and told us how many subscriptions we
needed to make these drums our own. This was San Francisco in the 50’s - ground zero for the
Beat Generation, home of the North Beach coffee houses, and bongo drums were HOT! But the
real prize of the day was the bold lettering above the picture; it read, “These drums can’t be
beat.”

Wine Bottles

For a number of years, my wife and I lived apart. I was in Santa Fe, New Mexico, and she was
in California, first in Santa Rosa, later in Redding. We got together several times a year - mostly
here because she was working and couldn’t get away. Gretchen didn’t engage in wordplay and
didn’t particularly appreciate my sense of humor, but she had a reputation in the family for
inadvertent slips that rival the best work of the legendary Reverend Spooner. She lived on Mule
Mountain where there was no curbside recycling. One of my projects when I came to visit was
to gather up the recyclables and take them into town. On one visit, I was rounding up all the
wine bottles we had accumulated, and when she saw what a large collection it was, she said,
“The amount of wine we’re going through is sobering.”



London Calling
by Deborah Gilson

     One way or another, I was going to Europe. Entering Kurt, my fiancé’, and myself in the 1996 London
Marathon, I told my friends I was finally going abroad.
     The only trouble with my plan was I AM NOT A RUNNER. Never have been, probably never will be. I
began my training by walking around my block a couple times after work. B-O-R-I-N-G. I trained for a month
before Kurt and I took flight to Europe. I mean, how hard can it be running 26.4 miles?
After landing in London, we went straight to the marathon headquarters and obtained our runner’s packet. The
day arrived for the big race. Carrying a sack of essentials while I ran, it wasn’t long before I was throwing
these items off my fanny pack. The heat was relentless, the millions of other runners had no idea of personal
space and my old “running” shoes began to hurt my feet before the one-mile marker. Still, I continued jogging
until I thought I would faint from exhaustion.
     Seeing the back of a friendly-looking man’s head, I struck up a conversation with Joe, from England. He
was running for the National Meningitis Trust, in an effort to create awareness of this disease. I told him I’d
never heard of it. Speaking of hearing, the disease took the hearing from one of his ears. Having to repeat
myself often to Joe, I began running on the side of his good ear.
     Joe, determined to raise awareness for his cause, continued running while I stopped cold at the 10-mile
marker. It was there I met Vicki, from Wales, who was also taking a running break. I told Vicki I’d heard of
Wales as I followed whatever Princess Diana was doing. “Where in the heck is Wales anyway?” I asked
Vicki. Thinking I was joking, she gave me a gentle push. Puzzled, I continued walking with Vicki, my new
best friend.
     Seven hours passed and I was still a participant in the London Marathon. At least I still had Vicki by my
side. We learned each other’s entire lives during our walk. When we would see television cameras, Vicki
would jump up and down, waving to her family back home in Wales, who were watching for glimpses of her.
Kurt, my fiancé’, planned completing the marathon in a little over four hours. It occurred to me he finished
three hours ago. Positive he was back at the hotel resting after a hot shower, with perfect-feeling feet, body,
mind, heart and soul, I nearly collapsed.
     At long last, I saw the finish line. Grabbing Vicki’s arm for reassurance, I pointed to the only remaining
people involved in the race: the volunteers. A vicar (priest) walked in between us, holding each of our arms in
his. He walked us over the finish line as the timer displayed: 7: 15: 30. Yes folks, that’s right. It took Vicki
and me a mere 7 hours, 15 minutes and 30 seconds to complete the London Marathon.
Vicki taught me I’d better learn geography, humor under duress, perseverance, the meaning of the word vicar
and confirmed it’s possible to instantly feel I’ve known someone all my life. Her parting words to me were,
“Remember, Debbie, it’s not how fast you do the race that counts. It’s the fact you finished what you started.”



Next Meeting

Saturday, April 12 at 10:30 a.m.
      All Saints Episcopal Church

        2150 Benton Drive, Redding, CA.
Doors open at 10 a.m.
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At the April 12 meeting of Writers Forum, local teacher and Writers Forum Director at Large
 Alicia McCauley will be speaking about her time teaching writing in Uganda.

 Come and hear her stories and be inspired by the accounts of hope and forgiveness penned by the young
Ugandan writers who have captured her heart.

Writing Adventures


