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 Writers Forum Presents 
January Special All-Day Event 

The 6 Cs for Becoming A Successful Writer in 

the Digital Age 
 Learn these and more when San Francisco Literary Agents Michael Larsen and 
Elizabeth Pomada present their workshop on Saturday, January 14, 2012.  This rare 
opportunity to take your writing to the next level by learning from and networking with 
experts requires a registration fee of $69 for members and $89 for nonmembers. 

 Legendary West Coast literary agents Michael Larsen and Elizabeth Pomada will 
spend a humor-filled day revealing first-hand insight into how agents, editors, and 

publishers work. This is your chance to develop and refine your work, make a commitment 
to achieving your writing goals, and pitch your fiction and nonfiction writing projects 

(including Children's and YA) to these top agents.  

 

Saturday, January 14, 2012 
Check-In @ 9:30 a.m., Event from 10:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m. 

All Saints’ Episcopal Church 
2150 Benton Drive 

NW Corner of Benton & Quartz Hill Rd. 
 Redding, CA 
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 Like most Hawaiians, the news came to 
my house at 5 a.m. on the morning of 
September 11, 2001. The phone rang and my 
neighbor’s voice said, “New York City has been 
attacked. Turn on the TV.” 

 Incredulous, my husband and I watched 
as the scenes replayed themselves in a Mobius 
strip of horror: New York City, Washington, 
D.C., and the crash of Flight 93 in rural 
Pennsylvania. We spent the next few days 
numb, as empty as the blue skies over Maui. 

 Perfect and clear as ever, but devoid of 
jets and helicopters, the skies whispered a bleak 
message: not only were the tourists stranded, 
we residents were, too. Isolated from the 

m a y h e m , 
yes, but 
alone in the 
wide blue 
sea. 

 By the 
end of the 
first week, 
leaders and 
experts told 
us to return 
to normal.  
As if it were a 
place ,  I 
thought, say 
N o r m a l , 

Oklahoma. Or Normal, Nevada, or maybe a 
hamlet in Idaho, but certainly nowhere back 
East, where we both were born, where many of 

our relatives and friends st il l 
lived, where I was sure nothing 
would be normal for a long, long 
time. 

 With the air ban lifted, my husband and 
his crew returned to their work on Kaho’olawe 
Island. 

 See Hope, Page 3  
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 The 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.writers-forum.net accepts submissions also.  Email digital to the Webmaster.  
phone contact 
 Payment is in copies.  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 editor@writers-forum.net  
or snail mail to Editor, c/o PO Box 492282, Redding, CA 96049-2282.   
 For Website, please e-mail to webmaster@writers-forum.net. 

From The Desk of the 

President 
-By Larry Watters 
 
 By the time you read this, all the fuss 
of gift-giving will be past, all the not-so-
special food dishes are in the back of the 
refrigerator becoming lab experiments, and 
all the visitors and guests will have worn out 
their welcomes and  returned the many 
miles between your house and theirs. But 
was it worth it? 

 Of course! Holidays are special times, 
especially for writers; so much fodder for 
books. Whether it is memoirs or pure fiction, 
these events inevitably trigger some 
thoughts, some recollections, something that 
spawns a written word or three. 

 Hopefully you gave beginning writer 
friends subscriptions to Poets and Writers 
or one of the numerous magazines dedicated 
to the craft of writing. One of the best gifts I 
have seen is the “Writer’s Toolbox,” simple 
in thought, but oh, so, clever. Conceived by 
Creative Writing instructor Jamie Cat 
Callan, this kit contains creative games and 
exercises for inspiring the “write” side of 
your brain. From the First Sentence and Non 
Sequitur sticks to the Protagonist Game, the 
toolbox enlivens the fundamentals of 
answering “Whose Story Is It” to the 
inevitable “How to End Writer’s Block.” It 
works for the individual or writing parties. 
Available through Amazon and Barnes & 
Noble, it is a great “Get This for Myself” gift. 

 As for the Lab Experiments and the 

relatives from Decatur, you are on your own. 

Meanwhile, keep on writing about them. 

----Larry WattersLarry WattersLarry WattersLarry Watters    

Writers Forum 
PO Box 492282 

Redding, CA 96049-2282 
www.writers-forum.net 
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Upcoming 
events... 
 

 

January 2012 
• Jan. 14, 10:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m. — The 

6 Cs of Becoming a Successful 
Writer in the Digital Age @ All 
Saints’ Episcopal Church. 

Literary agents Michael Larsen & Elizabeth Pomada 
present The 6 Cs for Becoming a Successful 
Writer In the Digital Age.    

 $69– Members 

   $89– Non-members 

  For questions, contact: programs@writers-
forum.net or Sharon Owen 530-547-5303 or 
sharonowen@citlink.net.  

 

• Jan 18 Through Feb 22, 10:00 a.m. to 
11:30 a.m.—Wordsmithing: Poetry 
in the Forge @ Shasta County Arts 
Council, 1313 Market St., Redding 

A poetry workshop—See left column for more 
details.   

 To register, contact Anna Elkins: 

 541-778-0811 or annozonita@gmail.com 

 WordsmithingPoetry.tumblr.com 

 

MONTHLY 
• Second Wednesday, 7:00 p.m.—

Traveling Bohemians Spoken 
Word Night @ 3304B  Bechelli Ln., 
Redding.   

 Poetry, short stories & storytelling, music & 
songwriters welcome  

C
om
m
unity C

alendar 
WRITERS FORUM... 

NOW ON FACEBOOK 

“Like” us for up-to-date 
info on events, 
readings, and all things 
Writers Forum!   
Here’s the link: 
http://www.facebook.com/#!/pages/

Writers-Forum/168732603225125   

 Awesome! 

It’s about 

time! 

Wordsmithing:  

Poetry in the Forge 
A poetry workshop 

Like the blacksmith has a forge, the poet has a 
workshop. Whether you’re 18 or 80, a beginner or long-
time writer, in this workshop setting you can: 

• Write free verse & formal poetry 

• Hear & give feedback on writing 

• Practice the art of revision, or “seeing again” 

• Discover contemporary & historical poets 

• Learn how to submit your work for publication 

• Take delight in the wordsmith’s journey  
 
Cost:    $145 for the 6-week course  
Time:    Wednesdays, 10:00-11:30 am 
Dates:  18 January—22 February 2011 
Location:     Shasta County Arts Council 

 
To register, contact instructor Anna Elkins: 
541-778-0811or Annazonita@gmail.com 

WordsmithingPoetry.tumblr.com 
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 Word Police 

The  
Spontaneous  

Pen 
An opportunity to share our first thoughts… 

What I hold on to… 

...is a dead man’s hand extended over the years to guide, 
nudge, comfort, and sustain me through the sorrows of 
missing him, longing for him, and resenting him for 
abandoning me from a pool of blood that surged from his 
abdomen and rippled out on the rough blacktop of a liquor 
store parking lot.  -Deborah Peel 

...in those dark hours is my pillow and the thought that day 
will come.  -Anonymous 

...changes as years pass. I hold on to the loved ones still in 
my life, and I hold on to precious memories of those no 
longer with me. I hold on to the days that bring bursts of 
creative and physical energy into my life. I hold on to 
lessons learned about when to hold on and when to let go. I 
hold on to hope that before my time runs out, I will spend 
more of it loving the past, anticipating the future, but living 
in the moment.  -Anonymous 

What I hold on to gets me through the day, the week and 
month, even the year; looking at everything, I am careful 
about what I keep.  -Larry Watters 

...is the feeling of your kiss, like the rush and the warm of 
a shiver you get when you are too close to the stove, the 
kind that makes you quake all over so that others can see 
it, and wish they had it.  -Laura Hernandez 

...in the darkness is your smile. Its memory softens the 
insomnia, gives me strength. I try to keep its memory 
alive. I remember the crinkles around your lips. The 
twinkle of your eyes. The memories soothe the empty 
hours between midnight and the waking day, though I 
dread its coming. For with the sun, your smile leaves me, 
as you did, but in the darkness, with no sounds but the 
wind perhaps, that is when I hold you once more in my 
arms.  -Linda Boyden 

February’s The Spontaneous Pen prompt: 

       · One jump line ·    

      · 90 seconds · 

      · What will you write? · 

What comes 
next... ] [ 

“IN LIEU OF” 

 Okay, folks.  I hear this one misused all 
the time.  “In lieu of” means “instead of” or “in 
place of.”  Not to be confused with “in view of,” 
which means “because” or “due to.”  Just 
because “lieu” rhymes with “view” does not 
make these expressions interchangeable.    

 Example of incorrect usage: “In lieu of 
her busy schedule, she decided to cancel the 
party.”  No, no, no.   Or how about, “In lieu of 
using the correct expression, the abuser of the 
English language substituted the wrong one?”  

 Example of correct usage: “In lieu of 
gifts, our eco-conscious hostess asked that we 
make donations to Greenpeace.”   

 

If you have a pet peeve, help save 
our language by joining The Word 
Police and posting your comment 
here. Your identity will not be 
revealed.   

Submit to:  editor@writers-forum.net 

 
 

Each month, your Editor will offer a “jump line,” a phrase 
designed to serve as a writing prompt.  You are invited to 
put pen to paper for 90 seconds and free write whatever 
comes to mind, then SUBMIT your writing to the newslet-
ter!  Submit to: editor@writers-forum.net. 
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rite 
 Hope, Cont’d from Page 1 
 
 
 I tried. Since I worked from home 
as a writer, the first step toward normal 
was to turn off the television and get back 
to my writing project. Yet, I couldn’t 
write. My thoughts refused to be 
threaded into anything coherent. 
 Worse, I couldn’t read, my lifeline 
to sanity since first grade. Amid divorce, 
financial woes, and the years of being 
held “captive” by a houseful of teens, a 
good book had always anchored me, 
served as a beacon through any trouble, 
but not that first week. 
 Sure, I read a sentence here, a 
paragraph there, but not a whole page. So 
I resorted to manual labor. 
 A few days before the attack, we had 
begun a home improvement project. Our 
master bathroom had boasted a six foot 
long, three foot deep, red tile bathtub––a 
virtual koi pond of a tub, but without jets 
and heater, and therefore utterly useless. 
 As soon as it filled with water––
tons of water by the way––the 
temperature was tepid at best and then 
turned frigid, even on a tropical island! 
The contractor showed us the reason: 
beneath its lovely exterior, the tub was 
solid concrete. 
 The workers demolished it within 
an hour, their heavy artillery, 
jackhammers rat-a-tat-tatting through 
concrete. 
 The resulting rubble resembled a 
miniature of the scenes portrayed on the 
news. A hill of debris stood in lieu of the 
tub, my beautiful bathroom, like the City, 
a far cry from its former self. 
 I donned work gloves and began to 
shovel the mess into a wheelbarrow to be 
loaded into the pickup for an eventual 
dump run. 
 As I shoveled, my thoughts drifted 
to the NYC rescue workers. The dust, 
even from so little concrete, infiltrated as 

far away as the living room at the 
opposite end of our sprawling house. In 
the work area, it stung eyes, nose and 
throat. I wheezed and consumed gallons 
of water. 
 Beyond those discomforts was the 
actual physical labor, the slow, back-
breaking effort of lifting shovelful after 
shovelful of heavy material. I had 
designed my entire life avoiding things 
like Algebra and manual work, but in that 
mid September, it actually did me good. 
Good to use my body. Good to let my 
mind rest. 
 Then I discovered it. 
 In the next shovelful, one red tile, 
unscathed…four precise corners and four 
unchinked sides hidden in the wreckage. 
I held it to the light, swiped it on my 
shirt: how had it survived jackhammer, 
sledgehammer and workmen’s boots?   
 I had no use for it, a single red tile, 
but I put it aside anyway because…? 
Because something pretty had survived. 
 By the end of the day, I 
miraculously found twelve such tiles, 
each as unexpected as a violet blooming 
in the snow. 
 I told myself then and tell myself 
now, when difficult years wind down and 
the approaching New Year waits 
uncertain: dig through the sorrow, find a 
piece of joy and rekindle something of 
hope. 
 
- Linda Boyden 


