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  At Writers Forum, we are proud to offer 
an annual $500 scholarship to a college-bound 
high school senior.  In years past, the Writers 
Forum Scholarship has been an on-again, off-
again affair, offered when the forum could 
afford it. In recent years, we have dedicated 
fundraisers specifically for the scholarship, but 
that doesn’t necessarily guarantee a recipient, 

since one has to have 
applicants to award 
i t .  W e  h a v e 
restructured our 
marketing in an effort 
to  further our 
outreach to the 
schools and now feel 
we have a solid plan. 

 T h e  m o s t 
recent and future 
scholarships will be 
named the “Keith-
Miller Scholarship” in 
honor of the work 
Sally Ann Keith did 
a n d  t h e  l a r g e 

dedicated financial gift from Charter Member 
Lola Miller as part of her will.  The following is 
an interview with Melissa Lewis, the 2011 Keith-
Miller Scholarship recipient.  Melissa writes for 
the Valley Post newspaper in Anderson, 
California, penning a popular weekly column 
focusing on teen issues and perspectives. 

 

WF: WF: What do you like to write about?  What are 
your favorite topics? 

ML:ML:  To be completely honest, I love 
writing in general, so to specify my 
favorite topics would be rather hard; 
although I very much enjoy the opinion 
columns I am writing now, because I am 
providing people with a perspective on what 
everything seems like through the eyes of an 
average teenager. Thus, I love writing things that 
help others. If I can write something that effectively 
impacts a person, their thoughts, or even their 
outlook, then I feel completely accomplished.  

see Lewis, Page 6 
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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 digital media 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 
 
Summertime Blues by Eddie Cochran & 
Jerry Capehart 
Well I’m a-gonna raise a fuss 
I’m gonna raise a holler 
About workin’ all summer  
just to try an’ earn a dollar 
Every time I call my baby 
to try to get a date 
My boss says, no dice, son, 
you gotta work late 
Sometimes I wonder what I’m gonna do 
’cause there ain’t no cure  
for the summertime blues. 
 
 Well, I am here to tell you that there are 
cures, and one of those is participating in the 
Writers Forum summer activities. While we 
have no scheduled meetings in July and 
August, it certainly doesn’t mean there is 
nothing to do. 
 On July 14 we had the opportunity to 
spread the word about our forum. The last few 
summers we have shared a booth with SCAC at 
MarketFest, the Thursday evening 
entertainment program put on by Viva 
Downtown, gabbing with the public and 
handing out brochures and newsletters. 
Despite our promotions, folks are surprised 
there is a local group dedicated to writing (as if 
writers only live in big cities, mountain tops, or coastal 
retreats). A BYOC Event (Bring Your Own Chair), we relaxed 
and listened to the King of Beale Street, Preston Shannon, 
while snacking on treats by the many food and drink 
vendors. 

    see President, Page 7 
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 Upcoming Events 
 

August 2011 
• Aug. 13, 11:00-3:00 p.m.—Writers 

Forum Potluck Barbecue @ 
Anderson River Park, Cottonwood 
Grove 

• Aug. 13, 6-9 p.m. — Shasta County 
Arts Council 30th Anniversary 
Celebration during ArtHop @ Old City 
Hall, Redding. 

Writers Forum giving readings in between acts 
in the Performance Hall   

 

MONTHLY 

• Second Wednesday, 7:00 p.m.—
Traveling Bohemians Spoken 
Word Night @ 3304B  Bechelli Ln., 
Redding.   

 Poetry, short stories & storytelling, music & 
songwriters welcome  

 

Save the date… 
• Nov. 12, 10:00 a.m. to 4:00 p.m.—

Writers Forum Author’s Fair @ Mt. 
Shasta Mall 

 1/2 Table $20 non-members/ 
                          $10 members 
 To reserve table, call: (530) 365-2797 

• Dec. 8 —December Buyout @ 
Riverfront Playhouse 

C
om
m
unity C

alendar 
Candy, Cont’d from Page 3 

 

 I never learned his real name, and I 
never saw him again; but that small act of 
kindness with the sweet treat of penny candy 
brought the sunshine back into my life that 
dark day many years ago.  I smile again each 
time I remember the “Candy Man,” and each 
time I pass it on in some way.   

 Sir James Matthew Barrie once said, 
“Those who bring sunshine to the lives of 
others cannot keep it from themselves.”  
This special, happy memory of “penny 
candy” and the “Candy Man” always reminds 
me of the double blessings and sunshine, 
both to the giver and the receiver.  PASS IT 
ON! 
 
 
 
 
President, Cont’d from Page 2 
  
 On August 13 join us for our annual 
summer potluck. Held again at Anderson 
River Park, we have migrated to the 
Cottonwood Grove picnic area (look for our 
banner). The fire pit will be ready for 
BYOM (Bring Your Own Meat), and tables 
will be set aside for your Dish du Jour to 
share. 
 Remember the Authors Fair this 
November. We need your help two ways: If 
you are published with books for sale, 
please sign up for a table. We also need 
volunteers during the fair.  
 Hope to see you this summer.  
And remember, in the words of my 
predecessor, “Write, write, write!” 

----Larry WattersLarry WattersLarry WattersLarry Watters    

Come celebrate Shasta County Arts Council’s  
30th birthday  during ArtHop, Aug. 13th from  

6-9 pm.  Special programs in the Performance  
Hall with readings in between by Writers Forum! 
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Lewis, Cont’d from Page 1 
 
 I love to relate to people on true-life stories.  
Life isn’t just butterflies and rainbows; we all know 
that. So, to point out specific occurrences in life and 
to show people specifically how those things make 
me feel, I can hopefully relate to another person in a 
positive manner. In a more brief term, I just want to 
help! 
 

WF: WF: What is your process, method of writing?  

ML: ML: When I write, I simply grab either my laptop and 
my reading glasses, or a blank fresh piece of new, 
white-lined paper and a pen. I find my writing to 
contain the most beauty when putting my heart into 
what I do. I find the whole piece in general a waste 
of time and effort if it is left without a heartfelt touch. 
All I do first is jot down an entire rough draft, rarely 
looking for editing or changes that can be made. I 
simply throw my heart and mind from my chest and 
head straight out onto the paper in front of me. That 
is where I see the “gift” in writing. That’s where I see 
the purity, and the meaning that truly does come 
from my heart itself. It’s like I know I was meant to 
fulfill a certain meaning and without writing I barely 
know who I am.  

 

WF: WF: Do you have any favorite habits that help 
you write (coffee first thing in a.m., or jumping 
jacks, or whatever)?  

ML: ML: I am a huge coffee fan! Probably a terrible habit 
at this age, I don’t know, but for some reason I feel 
my concentration the most intact when I have a 
warm coffee mug or Starbucks nearby the area I 
write in; normally this being a desk, or my bed, just 
somewhere conservative where I can read over my 
stuff without interruption. I also always tend to listen 
to music during this process. Settling and calming 
music mostly, because it’s not distracting, yet it 
takes the dull silence away. Another thing is my 
reading glasses. Besides the fact that my eyes can 
focus better, I feel as if my mind goes straight into 
writing mode when the glasses go on, then back to 
the world when the glasses come off. 

 

WF:WF:  What are your hopes for your writing 
future?  

ML:ML:  I hope to become a professional author. I know 

this is especially possible, yet I would like to surpass 
the expectations of those elders and family 
members out there who believe in me so strongly. I 
know I can do this, and I just know I will. I am 
malcontent when I am not lost in my writing world. I 
must stay this way to stay true to myself. Being a 
professional journalist is also a path I am looking 
towards.  

  

WF: WF: What does continuing your college 
education mean to you professionally? 
Personally?  

ML: ML: Professionally, this education means I will have 
more to show as a young writer, rather than my 
recent experience in being published. Having 
schooling to offer anyone in the professional world is 
a very intelligent step to take these days.  

 Personally, I felt like I will have a much 
broader sense and view on writing in general 
because I have yet to be exposed to all forms of 
writing. 

 

WF: WF: What would you tell other writers about 
staying inspired?  

ML: ML: If you love something enough, take hold of that 
passion because it is there for a reason. No persons 
are given some type of inspiration for no apparent 
reason. Not anyone can write; if God gave you the 
talent and motivation to do so, do not let it go. Work 
for it.  
 

WF: WF: How do you encourage others as well as 
yourself? 

ML: ML: Reminding other people how important their 
role must be in this life is my way of encouragement. 
Literally anybody can do anything they set their mind 
to. You have to push yourself to success! 

 

Page 3  

 

 I'll Keep My Torch For Now, Thank 
You 
-by Beth Maxey 

(from her blog: oldmusings.blogspot.com) 

 

  In a chat today with a couple of business 
professionals, I was caught up short by the realization 
that I am old by some societal standards. 

 Old as in pretty-much-over-the-hill old. 
Career-practically-over old. Remembers-vividly-stuff-
from-40-years-ago old. 

 I heard myself talking about an internship I 
had in the summer of 1968 with my hometown 
newspapers. I wasn't out of college yet, but that 
summer was pivotal for me, not only because of all the 
things I learned about writing and journalism, but 
because the events changed the world: Bobby Kennedy 
was assassinated the first week I was in the newsroom; 
the Democratic National Convention saw protests 
from the Chicago Seven which brought unrest over the 
Vietnam war to a different level. 

 And then I explained "type lice" to them 
(Google it) – and I realized at that moment that 
billions of people have no memory of life without 
computers that handle things like typesetting and 
pagination and photo "developing" (not to mention 
instant access to data formerly available only through 
libraries and the ability to shop 24/7, communicate 
with anyone in the world 24/7, and so on...). 

 The things we remember, that way of life, are 
merely trivia bits of fairly ancient history to them. 

 Geez. I sounded like my parents, ferpetesake! 

 And I also realized that there's a lot left for me 
to do, to be. I ain't dead yet. And I'm not ready to be 
passing any torches to the next generation, to take 
whatever position one is supposed to take in your 
dotage. 

 There are experiences and events that should 
not be forgotten nor relegated to a musty footnote in 
some academic tome. Life has changed drastically 
from what it was when I was young, just as it did for 
my mother and father, my grandparents, their 
parents. It has not gotten easier; it has become more 
complicated, more frustrating, and also tremendously 
exciting. 

 I don't live in the past; I honor the past, I 
remember people who influenced me along my path – 
like the crusty, green-eye-shade-wearing editor I 
worked for back in that amazing summer who taught 

me how to write headlines, edit copy, and 
write tight, to check my facts twice, and 
to be fair and objective in my writing. 

 Maybe what I do and say will be 
remembered some 40 years hence – 
maybe there's already a legacy through 
all the years I taught school or mentored 
employees or led groups.  

 And I'm not done living. I refuse 
to sit down and shut up, to take a back 
seat, as long as I have functioning brain 
cells that allow me to learn and grow and 
contribute to this world, to the people 
with whom I come in contact. 

 Yeah, I have some good stories 
about the past. But I live in today. And 
I'm hanging onto that torch for now. 

 

Penny Candy 
-by Ellie Hagstrom 
 
  Those of us who are older can 
remember a time when a special sweet 
treat could actually be purchased for a 
penny.  We called it “penny candy.”   
 I was reminded of this treat one 
day as I stood in the check-out line at 
Holiday Market. 
 A terrible loneliness and sadness 
consumed my thoughts, as we had just 
buried my mother and my husband in 
the span of one week.  As I waited in line, lost in sad 
thoughts, I felt a tap on my arm.  A small, elderly, 
rather poorly dressed man smiled at me.  His eyes 
were kind, but sad also.  He reached into his pocket 
and placed a piece of wrapped hard candy into my 
hand.  “Maybe this will sweeten your day,” he said 
with a warm, friendly smile – and then he was gone.  I 
watched him repeat this happy, sweet treat time and 
again as he went across the parking lot to his car. 
 I was still smiling when I reached the clerk.  
“Who is that man?” I asked.  The clerk smiled and 
said, “We call him the ‘Candy Man.’  He lost his wife 
several months ago, and since that time, he has bought 
bags of wrapped candy to hand out, one piece at a 
time.  He says making other people smile has helped 
him deal with his sadness.”   
 

See Candy, Page 7 
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 Blind Billy Bongos, Sleepy Jimmy, 
and Larry Two Shoes 
-by Laura Hernandez 
   
 Walking past the Courthouse, on my way back to 
the Public Defenders’ Office, whipping my yo-yo up and 
down real fast ‘cause I was pissed that the preliminary 
hearing transcript that I ordered from the court clerk still 
wasn’t ready for me to take, I passed Blind Billy Bongos.  
He isn’t really blind.  The cops call him that because he 
talks to himself and plays invisible bongos in the air, 
“blind” to what it looks like, hands floating side to side, 
slapping one lid, then another, back and forth; while he 
stands, struts or walks around town.  I know it doesn’t 
make sense, but the name has a ring to it, Billy seems to 
like it, and it fits.  Blind Billy would say “hi” to you, if you 
said “hi” to him, but it wouldn’t necessarily stop him from 
talking to himself, nor would it stop his bongo playing.  I 
said, “Hi, Blind Billy!”  and he said, “Hi, Miss Laura!” and 
slapped the air about four feet from the ground on the 
left, then the right, before I got all the way past him.  
“Nice day for yo-yo-ing!  Have you learned to ‘walk the 
dog’ yet?”   

 “No, Blind Billy, not yet!”  It wasn’t quite true.  I 
could do the yo-yo trick a little bit, but I was inconsistent, 
so the trick wasn’t ready “for the street” just yet.  It 
involves  throwing the yo straight out, low to the ground, 
letting it zing for a second, and snapping it back with an 
under and back snap to the wrist at the same time you 
pull you whole arm back to your side.  You also need to 
bend at the waist to do this, and usually I had a sheaf of 
papers in one arm, so this trick wasn’t always graceful for 
me.  I can’t juggle yet, either, but I’m trying. 

 Sleepy Jimmy was crossing the street in front of 
me, and called me over to show me something.  I try real 
hard to be nice to the Guys in the Street because you 
never know when they might have some information 
about missing witnesses or something you might need.  
It’s not that I would send them on some “intelligence 
mission,” but My Boss might be real interested in the 
information and could send a real investigator to do the 
info gathering.  Sleepy Jimmy always had his eyes at half-
mast, kinda like he was about to go to sleep at any 
minute.  He talked slow enough to make you think he was 
about to drop off any second, too.  Today he showed me 
he had found a baby bird that had fallen from someplace, 
but seemed to be alright.  I looked into Jimmy’s cupped 
hands and smiled at the tiny, brown, feathered, fluff ball 
that wasn’t even struggling to get away.  The little thing 
just looked snuggled into a new kind of nest.  It seemed 
happy to be there, and Jimmy was happy to have it.  
“That’s real nice, Jimmy!  What you gonna feed it?” 

“I dunno.  I was thinking of some hamburger but I don’t 
got some.” 

 “Why don’t you go to the Law Dogs hot dog stand 
and see if they’ve got somethin’ to give ya?” 

 “Thas’ a good idea, Miss Laura!  I 
gotta get over there, then!  See ya!” 

 I think it’s funny that all the Street 
Guys seemed to call me “Miss Laura” just 
cause they heard one of my bosses, a 
southern guy, call me that once on the 
street in front of a couple cops we were 
chatting with one day. They passed the 
name on, I guess.  Most of the lawyers I 
worked with weren’t southern.  In fact, that 
guy was the only one.  I guess the Street 
Guys wanted to call me something 
“respectful” but not stuffy, so I got the 
“Miss” with the First-Name-Casual.  
Considering the names I coulda been 
called, this is not bad at all. 

  As I crossed Main Street onto 
Market, I waved to Larry Two Shoes who 
was on the next block.  I always liked Larry 
Two Shoes, ever since he picked me up 
from an almost fall on the sidewalk one 
cold day.  I was running in my high heels 
over another cobblestoned street 
downtown when I hit a broken, sticking-up 
stone and started to go down. Larry Two 
Shoes had just turned the corner behind 
me with his cart and ran to scoop me up 
just before I could hit the hard street.  He 
was surprisingly strong for a Street Guy 
who didn’t eat often.  He had one arm 
around me and the other outstretched to 
balance us both, like a teetering dancer.  
He straightened us in one swoop and 
settled me on the ground upright, smiling 
like he had just shagged an easy fly ball.  
 “God, thanks, man!” 

 “No problem, Miss Laura!  Glad I was here!”   

 I clutched my papers tighter with one hand while 
sticking out my right to shake.  He pulled back his own 
hand, “Oh, no, Miss Laura, I’m too dirty for you!”   

 “Well, we’ve never been introduced, but you know 
my name, so it’s only fair you tell me yours!”  I said. 

 “It’s Larry Two Shoes, Miss Laura!” 

 “Why Two Shoes?” I asked. 

 “Well look,” he said reaching back to grab his 
shopping cart full of his household things.  Tied by their 
grimy laces to the handle bars like Footlocker’s fuzzy dice 
were two old, cruddy tennis shoes, his “spares.”   

 “Oh, well that’s handy!”  What else?  “It was nice 
to meet you, and thank you for catching me, Larry Two 
Shoes!” I called over my shoulder as I heel-click hurried 
back to the office. 

 “My pleasure, Miss Laura!” he called back, 
bowing slightly.  I didn’t know it yet, but one day Larry 
Two Shoes would show up on the street outta nowhere to 
save my bacon again.  
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The Spontaneous Pen 
An opportunity to share our first thoughts... 

Summer The Spontaneous Pen jump line:                     One jump line ·    

90 seconds · 

What will you write? · 

I wish I could 
remember... [ ] 

… I wrestle with the sheets and feel the bruise on 
my hip, the knot on my knee, and the scratches from 
my skin grafting itself onto the pavement. My bike 
came down hard and I came down right under it, a 
painful crash in an otherwise beautiful ride. I smooth 
the sheets out and a singular thought rests on my 
pillow: I can't wait to ride again tomorrow. 
- Alicia McCauley 
  
… and stormy night, I suddenly began suffering 
writer’s block. 
- Tom Rapp 
  
… I can hear you better, because your whisper is 
clearer, softer, louder, better than if I watched you 
say the words.  I hear better than I want to but less 
than if I try.  Tell me again, because I'm listening 
now. 
 - Laura Hernandez 
  
… the coffee perks. She listens to the steady 
dripping, smells the intoxicating aroma, stretches. 
The bed is empty save for her collection of pillows: 
the contour one for her neck, the Disney Princess 
tube pillow, the last remnant of mothering, the 
ragged gold pillow she has had since college. Good 

friends all. Comfort in the dark. 
 - Linda Boyden 
  
… recurring dreams are born. A child dreams of 
falling from a green canopy of leafy treetops. A 
mother of young children dreams of broken fish 
bowls and finny golden creatures gasping for air. A 
divorcee dreams of airplanes falling in a slow motion 
spiral from the sky. An old woman with cats has 
come to terms with many of life's fears. On her worst 
nights, she dreams she's scooping out the litter 
box.   
 - Anonymous 
 
 … I felt around the floor for my slippers. Have to go 
always in the middle of the night. Dang things aren't 
there. I'll go barefoot. Pad, pad, pad. Sit.  Ahh! 
 - Anonymous 
 
… I play with your cats. 
- Anonymous 
 
… before the moon has reached its peak and 
the birds announce the day, I meet myself, and 
my thoughts float by to replay, replay, replay… 
- Dale Angel 

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 newsletter!  Submit to: editor@writers-forum.net. 

Responses to June’s The Spontaneous Pen jump line: 

In the dark... 


