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Saturday, May 12, 2012 
10:30 a.m. to 12:30 p.m. 

All Saints’ Episcopal Church 
2150 Benton Drive 

NW Corner of Benton & Quartz Hill Rd. 
 Redding, CA 

 

Adapting to Changes in the Publishing 
Industry  

  Mystery writer Terry Shames will speak at the May 12 meeting of Writers Forum in 

Redding on changes in the publishing industry, how writers can do their own public 

relations, and how various organizations can help with this. The meeting will open 

with Ms. Shames presenting a $1,000 grant check to the Shasta College Library. The 

library grant is awarded as part of the national Sisters in Crime organization's "We 

Love Libraries" program. Ms. Shames is Program Coordinator for the northern 

California chapter of Sisters in Crime headquartered in the San Francisco Bay Area.   
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Adam locked himself in his father's cabin 

for seven months because that was the only thing 

that made sense. It was a dense winter, a long thick 

couple of months that seeped under doors and 

through cracks in the windowsills, but he never 

seemed to mind. He'd come to make music. Armed 

with a guitar and keyboard he fought the silence 

with notes and words. He battled his inner demons 

because he was too scared to face the world 

around him. That's what Emma said. That he was 

using the music to hide behind, to escape from a 

normal life. I assume she was right, but never 

asked.  

Each Wednesday I set out across the snowy 

wasteland to bring him food and supplies. As far as 

I know this was the only human contact he had that 

year, if you can call it that. He never spoke, seemed 

anxious to return to his hermit's cave and forget  

that he depended on us, on me. Wisconsin made it 

easy to forget. The frozen lake outside his window 

was the only thing visible for miles except white 

expanses of nothing. Sometimes, walking to his 

cabin even, I forgot that I wasn't alone in this world. 

I imagined my knocks would seem 

futile on the cracked wooden door, a plea for 

company that would go unanswered because there 

was no one to answer it, until his padded footsteps 

crescendoed towards me and a ink-splotched hand 

extended itself towards my basket.  

See “Hiver” Page 2 
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“Hiver” Con’t  

He hesitated to open the door enough to let 

me see past his skeletal frame and unkempt beard 

into the room behind him. I imagined it was messy,  

him not allowing Emma to tidy up as she was being 

paid to do, but I never made an attempt to prove 

this. Old age had gleaned any curiosity I had left 

from my bones, and left me content to simply be, 

and allow others to do the same. If only it had done 

the same for Emma.  

"There's something 

wrong with that boy, not 

wanting a tidy room and 

clean sheets to live in. " she 

said one night as we slipped 

beneath our faded quilt.  

"Maybe he just wants 

his privacy." I said, knowing 

that it she was right, but still 

feeling the need to protect 

him. 

"To do what He's  

writing songs, not saving the 

world."  

"Maybe they're the same thing." I turned out 

the lights. One day I arrived to find him on the porch, 

smoking a cigarette. He looked so out of place 

outside of the cabin, and yet so much more 

comfortable. He protected the cigarette with 

calloused hands stained blue, red, and green.  

"A project I'm working on," He said when he 

saw me looking.  

"Ah. How's it coming along?"  

"It's coming. At least it's coming."  

I followed the gaze of his Sinatra blue eyes 

to the frozen lake. They hadn't left its hazy surface 

since I'd arrived, seemingly entranced with its quiet 

mystery, its expanse of cloudy blue.  

"Do you think the fish know they're trapped 

under there?" He asked.  

"You mean by the ice? I suppose they know 

it's there, but what difference would  

it make? They wouldn't go up to the surface 

either way."  

"They probably wish they could, 

now that they know they can't. I 

bet its awful down there, that they 

all feel like prisoners, waiting for it 

to thaw."  

"Maybe. I guess we'll never 

know."  

The cigarette fell from his hands 

and he crushed the sparks with 

the heel of his boot. Taking the 

basket from me, he turned and 

walked inside, humming a melody 

that reminded me of a Celtic 

hymnal with all the religion 

missing.  

The next week I returned, carrying a basket of 

salami, bread, cheese, and apples, the only things he 

ever requested. My knock resounded empty on the 

door, left for the first time unanswered. I waited 

patiently for a couple minutes, feeling the cold 

festering in my worn boots and the wind wearing on 

my exposed face. I thought about leaving the basket 

on the stoop, then realized that its contents would 

freeze in these conditions.  
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Upcoming 
events... 
 

May 2012 
 Saturday, 5/26, 9:00 a.m.-4:00 p.m. 

SCBWI California 
North/Central 2nd 
Annual Cottonwood 
Intensive on 
Developing Your 
Character@ Gaia 
Hotel, Anderson 

 $70 SCBWI Members / 
$80 Nonmembers 
before 4/5/12 

 http://events.r20.constantcontact.com/r
egister/event?oeidk=a07e4p8j8xg75e58f
e8&llr=bvqcu5dab 

 

 

MONTHLY 
 Second Wednesday, 7:00 p.m. 

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

 Poetry, short stories & storytelling, music 
& songwriters welcome  

 Second Saturday, 6:00-9:00 p.m.— 

All About Books @ 1301 Court St., 
Redding will be hosting book signings 
as part of Second Saturday Art Night.   

 If any members are interested please contact 

Richard Lucas at All About Books, 1301 

Court St. in Redding. Open M-F 9-6, Sat 10-

4. Phone: 605-4848 (945-1634 cell). 

Members will be limited to 3-4 per night.  

 C
om

m
unity C

alendar 

 

Want your writing  

published in the  

newsletter? 

Email me to your 

hearts  

content! 

Email me here:  
writersforumeditor@gmail.com  

 

Looking forward to reading what 

you have for me! 

Feel free to visit our website for more 

information about the forum and for 

more written works by our members! 

http://reddingwritersforum.com/  

Or follow us on twitter at: 

https://twitter.com/#!/

writersforumrdg 

mailto:writersforumeditor@gmail.com
http://reddingwritersforum.com/
https://twitter.com/#!/writersforumrdg
https://twitter.com/#!/writersforumrdg
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Nineteen On My Own 
Triet Dinh Nguyen*  

 
At the age of nineteen l'm on my own  

I must know where I'm going 

If I plant good seed at nineteen  

Success is what I'm sowing 

At the age of nineteen I'm on my own 

I have to be responsible for my show  

Making good choices determines my fortune  

Trading off decisions has to be soon 

There is no such a thing as free lunch  

Working must be a requirement  

Salary for tuition fee and gasoline  

Salary supports myself to make a scene 

Although with lots of concerns  

Don't forget to be happy  

Making friends, having parties  

But always keep myself out of burn 

Nineteen, the age of dynamic, the age of creativity  

If I keep my head stay on still 

If I keep my will firm as steel  

Success in future myself will be. 

 

*Triet Dinh Nguyen is from Enterprise, his 

teacher is Trent Copland, and will be graduating 

this summer . 

The  

Spontaneous  

Pen 
An opportunity to share our first thoughts… 

 

After the storm…. 
 
…..passed it left its sulfurous odor and a whole 
roomful of conflicting emotions, anger, fear, hate, 
jealousy and even love behind for the woman who 
had started it all to begin with -not intentionally but by 
giving birth to five very stubbornly 
hardheaded, opinionated, self-centered and spiteful 
children.  Their  bitter incriminating words, their 
accusations of wrongdoing at each other and at her, 
their vitriol and, yes, even some love thy left behind 
for her to try to understand and deal with - after the 
storm. 
~Leona Webb    
 

 

 

 

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. 

       · One jump line ·    

      · 90 seconds · 

      · What will you write? · 

May’s The Spontaneous Pen prompt: 

] [ Too soon... 

Scholarship  

Co-Winner  
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The door wielded to my fingertips, as if yearning to 

be opened and yet having been too shy to ask in the 

past. The quiet dark of the one room cabin was a 

relief from the blinding white outside. Everything 

looked clean and normal until I turned on the lights. 

It was then that I noticed the walls. Every surface in 

the cabin had been painted on, written on, glorified. 

Murals of angels, demons, gardens, and skies, 

quotes in calligraphy, and what could have been 

entire symphonies filled every once open space with 

vibrant color and music. Ceiling, walls, and floor 

were not spared. I couldn't decide if it was genius or 

insanity, but the beauty of the spectacle stopped me 

from passing judgment. I stood in awe for what must 

have been ten minutes before realizing that Adam 

wasn't there. As I set down the basket on the table, 

his note made itself apparent. "Check the Lake."  

Some say he did it to escape his father's 

disappointment. Others said he must have slipped 

along the icy banks. I don't know who to believe, 

and I'm not sure I have to believe anyone. It took 

them three days to find his frozen body, the ice 

groaning protests beneath the bow of the search 

boats as they scanned the floor with nets. It took his 

father two more days to hear the news and arrive to 

collect his belongings.  

"Who found him missing?"  

"I did, sir."  

"Has the cabin been thoroughly cleaned?"  

"Emma washed the sheets and windows 

before you came, but we tried to leave things as 

they were .... "  

"I'd like to see it now."  

Initially he refused to walk, complaining of 

asthma until I told him there was no other way there 

in this weather. There was no sound except the 

crunching of our boots and his heavy breathing. I let 

him walk in first, out of respect, and hesitated to 

follow, not wanting his presence to alter my feelings 

about the cabin. He scanned the room quickly, I 

assumed taking in the murals and notes, the final 

remnants of his only son.  

Finally he turned to me, a look of 

impassiveness and loathing streaking his features. 

"Throw out his belongings and paint the walls. I'll be 

expecting visitors in April, and they cannot see it like 

this."  

It took me three days to gather the courage to 

do as he asked. Emma came with me; opened the 

windows and door to rid it of the musty smell 

pervading and of any trace left of the musician. She 

stood next to me as she took in the paradise he had  

created within these walls, the beauty he had 

summoned to scare away the darkness. Squeezing 

my hand, she walked towards the bed and began 

emptying the drawers. I turned towards the first wall, 

dipped my brush into the white lacquer, and began to 

paint.  

 *Rudi Yniguez is from Shasta, her teacher is 

Shane Kikut , and she will be graduating this 

summer. 
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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… 
 
I hear that Kate Borland and Alicia McCauley 

really sparked some interest in Blogging and our 
new revamped Website. “I hear,” because I was 
unable to attend their presentations at the April 
General Meeting due to a conflict in my “should 
not be so full” schedule. Days and weeks before 
the service assembly, I was fearful of being 
“stuck in Lodi again.” 

Well, fear not. Lodi is a nice place to be stuck 
in. Lodi is best known as the Zinfandel Capital of 
the World, though its first national recognition 
came via the Creedence Clearwater Revival song 
“Lodi” whose key title lyrics are oft repeated. 
Settled in the late 1800s, Lodi today is a thriving 
community of over 60,000 with numerous 
parks.  
But before the Lodi experience, I was pleasantly 
pleased with the stormy night turnout for our 
buyout of Riverfront Playhouse for Lend Me a 
Tenor. Directed by our own Jennifer Levens, the 
cast was extremely tight with their lines, 
raucously funny, and a delight to watch. And of 
course, being writers, we did get the punch lines 
quicker than other audiences would have (or so I 
was told after the show by cast members). 
On deck for May is a special program put 
together by our Program Chair Sharon Owen; 
special in that she is involved with the local 
chapter of Sisters in Crime (see http://
www.sistersincrime.org for more info) that 
promotes the professional development and 
advancement of women writing crime fiction 
with over 3000 members in forty-eight chapters 
world-wide.   
Lastly, a reminder that June is our twice-a-year 
gig that members get to read their work; whether 
from the dusty archives of your basement, a work
-in-progress to get feedback, or special “just for 
that occasion” poem or prose, you have 5 
minutes from your first breath. So get hopping. 
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M
em

bers W
rite 

 If you have never been to a Writers 

Conference, I want you to think about getting 

to one.  Seriously!  I went to the Left Coast 

Crime Writers Convention in Sacramento three 

weeks ago and what a kick in my writer’s butt 

it was! Four days, 169 published authors 

giving panel discussions on the craft of 

writing, creating characters, forensics, things 

barely legal, how private eyes watch you, 

mysterious men, and laughing ‘til you die! 
 This wasn’t just a fan convention 

where people dress up as their favorite author 

(caterpillar eyebrows and tails as Edgar Allen 

Poe, or a girl carrying a bag of CSI brushes 

and dusting the place!). There was a full day of 

writing workshops on Thursday too! This was 

also working event with a full day of 8-11 

panels each day going on at the same 

time.  Yeah, you have to choose only three or 

four each AM and PM.  Each panel was audio 

recorded for purchase within hours right there.

 I just loved meeting John Lescroart, 

author of the Dismas Hardy series of murder 

mysteries which began in 1989, and his live, 

on stage, interview by James Rollins who is 

the creator of the Sigma Force thriller series 

and the movie novelization Indiana Jones and 

the Kingdom of the Crystal Skull.  They were 

so gracious to sign my copies of their books!  I 

felt like I was meeting the Beatles!  John 

signed by book (the first in his series!): “To a 

fellow Lefty”  which I think is sooo funny 

because not only is he left handed like me, his 

character is too, AND we met at Left Coast 

Crime!  
 There were panel discussions about 

how to weave humor into your murders (true 

crimes can be the funniest!), how to avoid 

mistakes (do your research about guns and 

don’t ask Bugs Bunny!), giving your hero 

unusual jobs 

(bartender, race car driver, four-legged 

flatfoot, tough chick, or codger who can’t 

remember the clues pointing to the bad guy!), 

and a debate on putting sex in your novel.  I 

was FOR it. An FBI veteran, George Fong, 

talked about the case that really got to 

him:  Carry Steiner, murderer who killed the 

three women in Yosemite a few years 

ago.  Fong was called in from retirement to 

help find the two women who were kidnapped 

after he murdered the third, and he followed 

the clues Steiner left which misled the 

investigators and delayed the search.  You 

know how that one ended.  He told me he’s 

writing a book about it now and that effort is 

helping him cope with the way that case ended.

 A coroner investigator, Kim Gillis, 

corrected the common misconception that the 

coroner goes out on murder scenes.  It’s the 

investigator who does that and her report 

contributes to the final report with the autopsy 

to inform the D.A. as to the cause of and 

manor of death.  When your writing misses a 

detail like this, your readers lose respect for 

you.   

Robin Burcell was on this panel of Legal 

Experts, too.  She writes what she knows and 

remembers from her life as a cop, detective, 

hostage negotiator and FBI-trained forensic 

artist.  She could have been a model, too!  
 In the next article on this conference, 

I’ll tell you about my favorite “new” author 

and how I stalked him.   
 

Left Coast Crime 
Laura Hernandez 

Writing Convention Websites: 

http://www.leftcoastcrime.org/2012/  

http://leftcoastcrime.org/2013/  

http://www.newpages.com/writing-conferences/  

http://www.sistersincrime.org/
http://www.sistersincrime.org/
http://www.leftcoastcrime.org/2012/
http://leftcoastcrime.org/2013/
http://www.newpages.com/writing-conferences/

