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At the May 10 meeting of Writers Forum,
Reno-based author, editor, and college
professor Virginia Castleman will present a
much-anticipated program on a
centuries-old staple of literature—the
essay. With her topic Essays Defined
and Demystified, she will define the
five key types of essays and explain
how to choose the form best suited to
the writer’s purpose and potential
market.

A past Regional Advisor for the
Society of Children’s Book Writers
and Illustrators, Castleman has been
published by Highlights for Children and
Perfection Learning. Her published books

Explore Essay Writing at Next Meeting
include the children’s book, Mommi Watta –
Spirit of the River, her nonfiction book Erosion,
and most recently her middle grade novel Strays,

based on her experience as a foster child and
an adoptee. Her text book, The Essential
Children’s Writer’s Took Kit has been used
in college classrooms.

Castleman has worked as a book publicist
and as an instructor/editor for The Institute
of Children’s Literature. She writes
magazine and newspaper articles and has
ghost-written a number of books and
hundreds of business articles. When she’s

not writing, she teaches at the college level and
works as a Marketing Manager for a Reno-area
business.

To love is to believe, to hope, to
know; Tis an essay, a taste of

Heaven below!

                                                  Edmund Waller
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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

So the story goes something
like this; “April showers bring
May flowers.” But some years,
it can be read as “April

showers may bring flowers” — but not
necessarily in May.

This year seems to prove it. Mid-April, the
roses are going wild and the Kangaroo Paw
is becoming recognizable as its namesake
implies; Redbuds are going crazy and the
Kale is blossoming its head off. Who knew
that letting that leafy green high-protein
staple go wild would be such a beautiful
sight? Well, one member did, since she
posted a pic on Facebook and recounted
how many years that it has been a show-
off.

I know for certain that come May, all the
flowers will be gone; but not the other
intent of the poem. Some look at it as a
metaphor; that a period of discomfort can
provide the basis for a period of happiness
and joy.



President’s Message Cont’d

Ah…this leads me to one of the worse
segues ever.

A period of Happiness and Joy will be yours
after attending our 10 May meeting with
essayist Virginia Castleman as she defines
the types of essays and how to choose one
suited for your purpose and potential market.

Until then, keep the plowshare in the dirt…

Babies in the Park
by Maggi Milton

That day I took my customary seat on the bench farthest from the fountain but still within the central square. I
don’t know how long I was engrossed in my crossword puzzle – 10, 20 minutes at least, the sandwich I brought
from home long gone, the taste of honey mustard but a memory – when I realized I was hearing babies. At first
they just babbled back and forth. I tried to ignore the noise but you know how that goes. Once I noticed the
sounds I was not able not to hear them.
Frustrated, I became more and more annoyed at the interruption of my quiet and solitude. I began to pack up
in disgust when I realized the babble was no longer babble but had somehow switched into English. I actually
heard one of them say, “…wish she would stop jiggling my seat. It’s enough to make me scream but if I do
scream, she gets all upset and picks me up and burps me. I mean, give me a break! Burping is NOT a cure-all.
It’s okay after I drink a bottle and the milk just kinda sits there, you know what I mean? A burp is always
helpful to spit out the bubble and clear my throat. It’s very satisfying when I can aim beyond the nappy and hit
her blouse. But what is it with this jiggling?”
I was incredulous. What I was hearing was unbelievable, and I looked to my left to find the source of this
voice. Two prams sat side by side in front of two nannies who had their heads together, conversing in what
sounded like Spanish. Inside each pram sat a baby dressed in pink, obviously both girls, both wide awake and
looking towards each other. One had blond hair, the other brown. The nannies jiggled the prams with their foot
while absorbed with their own exchange.
The brown headed said “I know exactly what you mean. Sometimes my head spins from all the motion. I’ve
tried to shove her foot away, but my arms are too short to reach all the way. She just thinks I’ve lost my balance
and am falling out of this contraption, so the jiggling only stops long enough for her to push me back upright.”
Blondie nodded knowingly. “What do you think of this idea?” She said. “The next time they put us on the
ground we crawl over to the prams and set the brakes so all motion is stopped? Or, better yet, maybe we cou…
Whoa… There’s a woman over to the right eaves-dropping”
Two sets of eyes swiveled my way. I felt like the rabbit caught in the headlights; all I could do was gape at
them. The two sets of eyes turned back towards each other. Two mouths opened wide and from them erupted
high-pitched screams like I had never heard before.
The startled nannies vaulted from their seats, snatched the screeching babies from the prams, and clutched
them to their shoulders. With quick good-byes, they grabbed the handles of the prams and hustled down the
path.
Quiet descended as the screaming stopped. Two sets of eyes gazed over the nannies’ shoulders; two babies’
faces smirked at me as they disappeared around the fountain.



City Music
by Jessica Ayabe

Music is the heart of the city.
You can hear it everywhere
The low sounds from the gravel as the car rides by
The high notes from a horn, each can be different
You hear the beat from a single footstep meeting the smooth,
paved walk
Becoming syncopated and harmonized at times
Feeling the summer breeze that rustles the trees
Swish! Swish!
Like the sounds of a maraca
The sad thing is no one is paying attention to this music of life
So focused on music from a radio or an iPod that spills words into
their minds, that can change hearts
Not caring how beautiful this unique world can be
Not me
I love and appreciate this beautiful city
To be part of this world and enjoying it
And most of all to hear it unleash its city music.

Become a Member
We’d love for you to join Writers Forum and we think you’ll love being a part of our
community of writers. We have writers spanning all genres. We’re convinced the
connections you make at Writers Forum will impact your life as a writer in powerful ways.
Whether you’re a recreational or professional writer, we say with confidence there’s a
place for you in Writers Forum.
Annual memberships are $25 and annual student memberships are $10. Annual
memberships allow you to attend our monthly meetings featuring a host of different
programs to meet your every writing need. You’ll also receive our monthly newsletter to
keep up to date on Writers Forum happenings. Membership fees apply to the current
calendar year only.
 For information on upcoming meetings and events, please visit our Calendar of Events.
See you soon!



A Mile in Their Shoes
by Alicia McCauley

After church on Sunday, I stayed at the school for the afternoon and hung out with the kids. Sunday is their only
full day off from school and it was great to spend a little time getting to know them.
These kids are so funny. Laughter is like breathing here, bubbling out of the easy smiles of the students. It’s the
white noise of the campus.
It never ceases to amaze me what kids will share if you just spend time with them sans agenda. After church I
sat in the shade of one of the outdoor classrooms shooting the breeze with the kids, talking about things like rap
music and soccer.
Then the conversation took a turn and the kids started talking about their experiences as night travelers during
the terror-filled years when Kony rampaged through the north.
Each night they’d travel the dark road from their houses and huts and into Gulu. You can’t imagine the pitch
darkness of this road. No glow of electricity. No flashlights. Only stars pin pricking the sky and the white face
of the moon to watch over them.
The boys walked for miles with their cousins and siblings, an ant trail of children hurrying along the edges of
the roads in search of shelter and the hope of safety in town. One particular boy was ten years old at the time.
I think about my nieces and nephews who are around that age and I imagine them walking that dark road
together and I use the corner of my skirt to wipe the agony from my eyes.
The boys talked about family members who were taken; uncles whisked away, fathers snatched out of the
potato garden in the early morning hours. They talked about family members who are still missing and about
others who were mercifully released.
They also told stories of children forced into servitude for the LRA, walking for days with heavy loads balanced
on their heads. A single utterance hinting at hunger or fatigue meant a sure and swift death.
The boys told horrific stories that I can’t even bring myself to type because the malevolent inhumanity of it
burns in my stomach and causes hot vomit to sizzle in my throat.
It’s fitting to me that the school is built in what was once one of the most violent and unstable areas in Northern
Uganda. The heart of the school is their dedication to love and justice and I can’t think of a more fitting place to
make such a declaration.
On my way back to town that Sunday, I walked part of the road used by the night traveling children. Two of the
boys escorted me and I couldn’t help but sneak peeks at their faces, imagining younger versions of them making
this walk in the dead of night. We walked about a mile before flagging down bodas that took us the remaining
miles back into Gulu.
Sunday night my heart was heavy, weighing me down in my sleep as the boys’ stories came to life in my
nightmares.
Every good teacher learns from his or her students. Here in Uganda, I’m eager to learn how these children
walked the darkest road and arrived at this destination, to a time and place where laughing is like breathing,
where love and justice prevail over land once red with the blood of their loved ones.



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 May 10 meeting of Writers Forum, Reno-based author, editor, and
college professor  will present a much-anticipated

program on a centuries-old staple of literature—the essay. With her topic
, she will define the five key types of

essays and explain how to choose the form best suited to the writer’s
purpose and potential market.


