
WRITERS FORUM

June 14
 Writers Forum Meeting.  Authors
Read Around.
.
June 20, 21, 22
Playwrights Night Out. This is a fundraiser
for the Riverfront Playhouse. Tickets are
only $10.

Upcoming Events

Redding  CA June 2014

Support Local Talent
Writers Read Around

at June Meeting
Local Playwrights Showcase Original
Work At  Riverfront Fundraiser

     Come and join local writers as they share
stories, poems and all sorts of written treasures
at June meeting of the Redding Writers Forum.

      Each participant will be given 5 minutes to
read aloud from an original piece of work. The
readings are scheduled on a First-Come, First
Choose basis.

 Writers Forum members are given priority
over non-members in choosing when to
perform. However, non-members are
encouraged to attend and read, and see first
hand all the fun writers have when they meet
in one room.

     Remember, you only have 5 minutes...and
yes, there is a person timing you. This is a
potluck event, so even if you don’t plan on
reading, come and enjoy some creative
company and some food.

 Playwrights Night Out, hosted by the Riverfront
Playhouse,  is a great opportunity for the public to
support  community theater and at the same time,
enjoy staged readings featuring the work of 5 local
playwrights.

 Tickets are $10 for the event with all proceeds
going toward the playhouse’s campaign to get a new
playhouse built in Redding.

 “Where else are you going to get an
entertainment bargain like this,” said Jennifer
Levens, Lead Director and organizer of the event.
“Ten dollars for a chance to see staged readings from
writers in the Redding area, meet and talk with other
supporters of the arts, good snacks and help the
Riverfront Playhouse...it’s  win-win for everybody.”

 There are 3 shows. Friday and Saturday, June 20
and 21 at 7 p.m. and a Sunday Matinee on June 22 at
2 p.m..

STOP!!! Your 5 minutes is up.

         Writers ForumTimekeeper
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Contact Info President’s Message

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 $25, 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

June is a time when most
thoughts are about Graduation,
or Fathers Day, or finalizing
plans for summer. As for me,
myself, and I?

Bugs! More specifically June Bugs! Or as they
truly are, June Beetles!
     Having lived in more places than normal
(thanks to my 20-year Navy stint that initially
was to avoid the draft, but I hung around
because it was fun), I became familiar with
many regional variations of what THEY
thought were June Bugs.
      The green scarab beetle that Southerners
claimed was far different than the brown Mid-
West version, and while it may be green,
desert dwellers have a vastly different bug.
     A question on the internet asks, “What is
the purpose of June Bugs?”  Dunno, but
reminds me of this old story of an old man
whose son, Junebug, would till the family
garden, but couldn’t one year because he was
in jail.
     In his monthly letter, the old man lamented
that he missed his son, and that he was too old
to be digging up the plot, but he was thinking
about hiring some lads. A few days later the
son replied, advising him to not dig up the
garden ‘cuz that is where he buried the loot.



President’s Message Cont’d

      That next morning agents and local police arrived and dug up the entire area without finding anything; they
apologized and left. In the next mail, his son wrote that it was ok to plant, since that was the best he could do
under present circumstances.
    True???
     Dunno, but at the next Writers Forum General Meeting, you may hear something similar. While most
thoughts will be on “What to read? What to read? What to read?” there will be polished stories. One only has
five minutes to read; that time includes any introductions, scene-building, or explanations of the what, why,
who or where factor of your reading. Certainly published or completed-but-not-yet-published works are
welcome, but I look at the readings as a test-bed for works-in-progress, or even the idea of “Will this fly?”
Remember this tho’ — it is not a Speed Reading contest; read with emphasis. After all, it is YOUR story, and
you know the emotions that you’re trying to reach. It is not necessary to get all of it read since the editor and
webmaster want to print or post your reading in its entirety (and more).
Until then, keep your ears tuned to the bugs, and pencils sharpened.

Charles, Jr.
by Deborah Gilson

In August of 1999, our family was on a road trip to Disneyland in a rented RV. It was a vacation, including six
teenagers, two of who were Ross, my deceased brother’s, kids. Spencer, our son, was two-and-half years old at
the time. I remember my mother telling me, I ought to have my head examined for attempting such an
excursion. As it turned out, this journey was a memorable one.
We made several stops along the way to various sites, such as Hearst Castle. We rode horses at a dude ranch
and spent the night at a hot springs “resort” for RV drivers. Did you know the smelly waters of hot springs
could turn even your most precious jewelry a greenish black?
At last, we arrived at Disneyland and checked into the Disneyland Hotel. The teen-agers were excited to get
onto the rides. They were given their passes and off they ran. I stayed with Spencer, while my husband caught
up to the others to enjoy big-kid rides. It was early in the afternoon when Spencer and I took the tram to
Disneyland.
The intense Southern California sun was relentless. I pushed Spencer’s covered stroller to a water fountain,
lifting him out so we could splash water on our faces. We were at the fountain approximately 10 minutes when
a tall, blond, handsome fellow in his early 30’s, approached. He commented on how much fun we were
having, watching us with envy and sadness. I looked closely at this man’s face and could see an empty,
faraway look in his eyes. What was he thinking at this moment? What happened to this gentle-faced young
man? I took the time to listen.
Holding Spencer’s hand, I asked this man why he approached. He said he had a son, Charles Jr., who was also
two-years old, with blond hair and blue eyes. I told him I was enjoying my life with my son, feeling blessed
having him. Charles Sr. pulled out of his wallet a well-worn photograph. A smiling boy, sitting next to the
edge of his swimming pool, was wearing only a diaper. It was then the man began his story.
Charles Sr. was from Mariner’s Cove, the Hawaii Kai side of Oahu, Hawaii. I told him I lived on Oahu eight
years, having attended the University of Hawaii. I spent a majority of my time in Mariner’s Cove with a family
who accepted me as their calabash, or adopted daughter. I knew Hawaii Kai very well and even knew of the
street on which he lived. What a twist of fate he and I should meet today.

Continued on Page 5



Home
by Jennifer Phelps

This is a picture of my house – or rather, my yard – of which I will only show a small piece because I am
stubbornly private. It’s a good house and, like all good houses, has held its share of pain as well as joy. Call it
“seasoning.”

I like to say I’ll be here forever, which of course is just one
of those silly things we tell ourselves when we love
something and can’t imagine letting it go. Who am I to speak
of forever? My existence is only a small blip on the radar
screen of forever, here and gone in an instant.

My house, though, I love unapologetically: its wide windows
that show me the rain, stars, and moonlight; the squeaky
hinge on the bathroom door that I could lubricate but
somehow never do; the crooked corner in the living room
that inspires speculation about drunken drywall contractors.

I love the way light winds its way into each room at a
slightly different angle, the way the hall closet still smells of
someone else’s candles, the too-sunny greenhouse window
that cooks even the hardiest of plants to a pulp in the dense
heat of summer.

Best of all, I love the garden, home to hundreds of Pacific
tree frogs and numerous speckled, smooth, and mossy
boulders – all of which I adore with shameless fanaticism. I
love the neighborhood with its foothills for walking, its
backdrop of dusky mountains, the way the wild pushes its
brambled back up against my fence.
And I even try to love the neighbors – honest, I do try.
I fill my home with the things I love, the cobalt blue
KitchenAid mixer that was a wedding present from my
grandma, my mother’s bust of Mozart, the old rocking chair
my parents carried me to for comfort in the wee hours, the pets I dare to love even though I know they will
one day break my heart, and my special people, who share with me daily their truth, wisdom, and grace.

This house is and will be witness to the mundane, the profound, the astonishing. It is witness to our lives.



I Think I Could Be A Poem
By Linda Boyden ©2014
I think I could be a poem.
Nothing fancy
no sestina
no villanelle
no form to
slow
my flow.
I can
keep the
beat rock
the rhyme
in time
in style
make you
smile.
Lick my
words
take your time
savor
the flavor
each bite
holds
guaranteed to
curl your toes.
Yes, all things considered
I could be a poem.

One day, Charles Sr., and his young son were in their fenced backyard, sitting by the pool, playing. Thirsty for
water, Dad carried Charles Jr., outside the pool area, setting him down near the gate. Dad had an eight-foot
high, security-alarmed gate surrounding the pool, with a lock on the gate. After a mere two minutes, Dad
returned to the pool area, calling his son. No answer. As Dad rounded the corner, to his horror he discovered
Charles Jr., face down in the swimming pool, with his water-filled diaper visible.
Dad dove into the pool, pulled his son out of the water and administered CPR. With his portable telephone
nearby, he dialed 911. The paramedics arrived, also administered CPR, only to deliver the most shocking news
to Charles Sr., “I am sorry, Sir, we are unable to revive your son.”
Spencer and I stood quietly. Charles Sr. broke the silence by telling me no matter how much security I think I
have; never turn my back on my young son when he is near water. I nodded in agreement. I thanked this man
for approaching and sharing his story. He told me the likeness of my son to Charles Jr., was so overwhelming,
he felt compelled to talk with me. To this day, when Spencer is near water, I look back into the eyes of Charles
Sr., and am reminded of his beautiful young son.
Charles Sr. has a gorgeous blond daughter now, whom we met. He displays a tremendous amount of devotion
to his young daughter.
We do not know what awaits us around the corners of our lives. We can, however, recognize and acknowledge
the precious treasures we are given. When I look into Spencer’s eyes, I know I do.

Charles...cont’d from Page 3



Next Meeting

Saturday, June 14 at 10:30 a.m.
      All Saints Episcopal Church

        2150 Benton Drive, Redding, CA.
Doors open at 10 a.m.
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June is Read-Around Month!!!!
(potluck too)


