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Celebrating 105 years

September 2014
Welcoming all writers, from the aspiring to the professional; to educate and to encourage writing and marketing skills.

Grant Faulkner:
Motivating Writers to Create their World
Calling Writers of All Genres
On Saturday September 20, 2014, our club will host Grant Faulkner, Executive
Director of the Annual National Novel Writing Month (NaNoWriMo), nanowrimo.org, addressing
“The Power of Writing with Abandon,” overcoming procrastination and learning how a goal and a
deadline will pay off.
Faulkner, also co-founder of the 100 Word Story, 100word.org, will give members and
guests a dose of grit and inspiration gathered from his author-colleagues and many writing
workshops on improving the quality of writing, both fiction and nonfiction.
This Bay Area resident thrives on empowering people to write. Last year, NaNoWriMo officially weighed in at
310,000 adult novelists, plus an additional 89,500 young writers. Two thousand classrooms received free resources through
the Young Writers Program while 650 “Come Write In” libraries and bookstores glowed with accomplishment.
With a B.A. in English from Grinnell College and an M.A. in Creative Writing from San Francisco State University,
Faulkner brings an impressive resume. His stories and essays have appeared in The Southwest Review, The New York Times,
Poets & Writers, PANK, Gargoyle, eclectica, Puerto del Sol, the Berkeley Fiction Review, and Word Riot, among others.
He's recently finished writing a novel, a collection of short stories, and a collection of one hundred 100-word stories. He
has taught writing at the university level and in Young Writers Programs. For many years he worked in the National Writing
Project to improve the teaching of writing in schools.
Faulkner’s presentation will be preceded by member Daniel Babka offering “master-minute” techniques recently
put to use when preparing his bio for his website: AuthorDanielBabka.com. How we summon up those details about
ourselves that make for effective marketing? Does it matter if we were in the Peace Corps? Taught high school? Trained
Pomeranians?

Join us Saturday, September 20, 11 a.m.-1 p.m. at Cattlemens, 12409 Folsom Blvd., Rancho
Cordova (Hwy 50 at Hazel). Meeting fee, $14 for members and $16 for guest, covers all programrelated costs. Lunch is also offered. The public is welcome to join us.
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Finding and Working
with a Freelance Editor

“Story—What it is and How You Can
Make it Better”
Professional editor and writer
Westley Turner addressed the CWC

Christopher Rose
On Friday, September 5, 2014 at
the Writers Network, Christopher Rose,

Writers Network at IHOP on August 1,
2014. He shared which things you should
look out for before submitting your work
for editing and publication, what he called a bit of
“preventative editing.” Westley served as a judge at the
most recent Northern California Publishers and Authors
Book Awards.

who primarily works as a freelance copy
and developmental editor, will discuss the
differences among the various types of
CWC Writer Network Facilitator, Lisa Deines
editing with our group. Most writers can easily become confused
Wiggins
shared that Westley had a great presentation
about the difference between line editing and copy editing, and
style. He left everyone with helpful tips, including:
between developmental editing and project editing. The lines of
distinction are somewhat blurred on all fronts, but Christopher will
 If there’s no conflict, then you don’t have a
story. You have a news report.
explain the key differences and provide some pointers for choosing
 The story is a journey of the hero trying to get
a professional editor.
Chris Rose has worked as a freelance copy editor, developmental
editor, and proofreader for over three years, although he has
formally edited the work of others for over ten years. In 2009, Chris
received his Master's degree from CSU, Sacramento, and in 2013,
he received his copy-editing certificate from UC San Diego.
He has worked with Andrea Hurst & Associates Literary
Management, MP Publishing, and Smart Meetings Magazine;
currently, he works with Mixer Publishing, which publishes postgenre fiction. As a freelance copy editor, he has edited a large
number of business publications for companies located in the Bay
Area, and he has edited two books of fiction. Chris is an active
member of the Editorial Freelancers Association, and the Bay Area
Editors’ Forum. His website is: www.roseeditorial.com.






back into balance.
Tension is caused by an unfulfilled desire.
The end must be inevitable and make sense,
but it must also be a surprise.
Know your characters’ roles.
No purple prose!

He has successfully edited books to publication
(most recently a non-fiction piece on Hispanic soldiers
of WWII). He finds that sharing his knowledge with
others allows him to learn from them as much as they
learn from him.

Join us Friday, September 5, 2014, 9 to 11 a.m. at IHOP, 2216 Sunrise
Blvd., Rancho Cordova, CA 95670. CWC Writers Network is offered on
the first Friday of every month. Everyone is welcome. Attendees pay for
their own breakfast.

CWC OPEN MIC – TEN MINUTES
OF FAME

The

Friday, September 12, 2014

Connection!!!

Are you looking for regular feedback on your work-in-progress? Gini's
Writers of Elk Grove is seeking a fourth fiction writer for our manuscript
critique group which meets on Wednesday mornings once a month. For
further details, contact: ginis.writers1@gmail.com
Gini Grossenbacher, M.S. Ed.; Historical Novelist, Educator
Gini's Writers of Elk Grove, an Amherst Writers & Artists Affiliate
Here's a YouTube video about the business of self-publishing the CWC
membership might find valuable. It’s with Annie Proulx, author of
Brokeback Mountain, The Shipping News and many others.
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IYoRQu0Jh9M.
Steve Liddick, steveliddick.com/author/steveocal
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Monthly Open Mic event will be held on the second
Friday of the month as usual at Barnes & Noble
Birdcage, 6111 Sunrise Blvd., Citrus Heights, across
from Sunrise Mall.
Start time: 7 PM (sign-up begins at 6:45 PM)
An opportunity for writers to read their work, and for
listeners to enjoy what writers throughout the
Sacramento region are creating.
Participants are invited to read their work(s) and
listen to the works of others. This is not a critique group
or opportunity to promote projects. Content must be
appropriate for a public audience.
FREE to the public. Readers and listeners are
welcome.
CONTACT: Julie Bauer at JoolieB@aol.com

President’s Message
Margie Yee Webb
Our California Writers Club (CWC) is proud to participate in the California
Capital Book Festival to take place on October 25-26, 2014, at the Sacramento
Convention Center. The festival is a free public event to promote literacy and
celebrate the love of books.
Our branch is taking the lead in coordinating the CWC booth that is being sponsored by CWC, CWC NorCal
Group and our CWC Sacramento Branch. Many of our Board of Directors’ members will be taking shifts at the
booth to represent the club.
We need additional volunteers to represent CWC and greet attendees for shifts of up to two hours. The festival
hours are 10 a.m. to 5 p.m. on Saturday, October 25, and 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. on Sunday, October 26. We are looking
for enthusiastic members to share information about CWC, point out the many branches, and highlight the benefits
of membership. Additionally, encourage folks to write their story, attend our club events and join our club of over
1,800 members in 19 branches throughout California.
This is your opportunity to volunteer, be part of a team and do your part to help your club. And not to mention,
this is an excellent opportunity for you to polish your platform-building skills by meeting people who can be
potential fans of your work. The main focus is to talk up our club and benefits of being a member, but you may
have a chance to share your personal journey and story, in a nutshell, and how our club is supporting your success
and that of others. I represented our club at various events, before and after publishing my Cat Mulan gift book,
and can attest to the fact of gaining new fans as well as new members for our club. If you are interested in
volunteering for this valuable experience, please contact me at mywebb@sbcglobal.net and let me know your
preference for dates and shifts.
Authors confirmed to participate in the festival include past CWC presenters John Lescroart, Brenda Novak,
Leigh Rubin, and our own branch members Ray Blain, Dahlynn McKowen, Cindy Sample, and Mark
Wiederanders. Other authors confirmed so far include Rhys Bowen, Joey Garcia, Rebecca O’Connor, Lauren
Coodley, Doug Fine, James Nestor, Peter Mehlman, John Schlimm, Peter Hecht, Robin Burcell, Geoffrey Fricker,
Maceo Montoya, Dr. Suzanne Hetts, Aquanetta Gordon, Victoria Loustalot, Jason Rich, Dennis Snelling, Penny
Warner, and Celeste Yarnall.
The featured authors will be giving presentations and signing their books afterwards. Additionally, there will
be panel presentations on “Be a Successful Author” topics. The CWC will be part of the panel presentation on
joining writers’ organizations.
If you are a CWC member giving a presentation or will have a vendor table or booth, please let us know. We
will include you in the write-up about the festival in the October newsletter.
Sign up at http://ccbookfestival.com/ to receive the festival newsletter. Also, to join in to be a friend of the
festival see http://ccbookfestival.com/friends.php.
We are thrilled to have this inaugural book festival in Sacramento and encourage you to volunteer, attend,
invite others, and spread the word about this festival to contribute to its success. Thanks!
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Editors’ Corner
Beginning with the October 2014 issue of Write On!, we will be featuring a little bit of
our history each month, as we are turning 90 years young on October 31, 2015. Any photos,
articles, etc., about the history of CWC Sacramento would be most welcomed and
appreciated.
Please let us know if you have any tidbits you would like to contribute to Member News or The Help
Connection. All submissions need to be in no later than the 10th of the month. Thank you.
This month we would like to include a special bit of information for you in Editors’ Corner:
Submissions for the 2014-2015 Issue of California Writers Club Literary Review opens September 1, 2014
and closes October 31, 2014. All CWC members are invited to submit their published or unpublished work
following the guidelines below. Work meeting a threshold of quality and interest will be published. Minor editing
may be performed. Proselytizing or potentially libelous material, gratuitous vulgarity or obscenity will not be
considered. Rejections will be accompanied with editors’ suggested improvements.
Send submissions, for this issue only, as an email attachment to dalaroche@comcast.net, “CWC Lit-Review” in
the subject line.
General Guidelines (Nonconforming work will not be considered)
 Prose: 2500 words or fewer: fiction, memoir, or essay (excerpts if the submission can be judged as a
complete story.) Poetry of 30 lines or fewer. Photography and graphics through arrangement with the
editor
 A maximum of two submissions per member, same email, separate files, will be accepted per issue
 The author must have the rights to convey for this one-time use by the CWC
 Work selected will be published as is except for (possible) minor editing change.
Preparing Your Submission (electronic, via email attachment only)
Body of email:
 Author’s name, email address, and branch affiliation
 Title(s), word count, and genre: fiction, memoir, essay, or poetry
 Statement must be included: “I, (name here) own and convey the right to publish this/these work(s) (title
or titles here) for this one time publication in the CWC Literary Review.”
Attachment(s) – your artistic work:
 Pages numbered in footer, prefer bottom center. Do not use a cover sheet.
 Each page will contain the title of the work; once above the body of work on the first page. Include the
notation, NF-M, NF-E, poetry or fiction. Please, no other identifying information
 MSWord: doc, docx or rtf format
 Left justified, one and one-half line spacing, New Times Roman 12 pt font
 No page breaks, special leading, or any other unusual text manipulation or spacing.
In the Summer 2014 Issue, Nanci Woody from our branch was selected for publication. Congratulations
Nanci. Let’s try to get a few more of our members noticed as well for the 2014-2015 Issue. Good luck, and . . .

Keep writing and always remember – Keep It Fun!
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Craft and Marketing
Bring the Buzz
A recent survey of CWC members and guests pointed to craft
and marketing as hot headlines in the 2014-2015 membership year.

Member News
When asked about craft topics, you cited character development
and introductory hook, followed by arc/plot, scene setting and point
of view, as topics of interest. Backstory also wielded attention, Steve Liddick’s short story, Perspective, is a finalist in
the prose category of the 25th Annual Golden Quill
followed by conflict/resolution, dialogue, voice, and tension.
Marketing piqued your interest, especially successful
queries/pitches and social media. Notable sub-topics were: platform
building, book promotion, networking etiquette, and getting your
book noticed and reviewed. Also drawing your nod were
publishing/publishers: trends, ways to proceed, small presses,
finding a publisher, an editor and a cover artist, and the mechanics
of self-publishing. Successful habits/routines of writing registered
high on your list. Examples you gave included: finding time,
communication etiquette, and expectations.
You cited novel, short story, creative non-fiction, and memoir,
followed by poetry, as popular art forms. Runaway genres were
thriller, mystery, literary fiction, sci fi and YA, children’s books and
to a lesser extent, travel and general nonfiction.
Write-in ideas covered an array of topics. Among them were:
how to hold an effective book signing and presentation, affordable
book promotion, getting an agent, script writing for movie and TV,
managing social media networks, press packet development, legal
issues, research processes, including markets through online
research, models of successful authors, handling unflattering
reviews, working with book distributors, and tracking call-outs for
stories.
We plan to use this information in lining up speakers for the
Saturday meetings. Thanks for taking the time to let us know your
needs and opinions. Our club is as strong as our members – and
you’ve kicked off the year by inspiring me and all writers already
with your enthusiasm!
Kimberly A. Edwards, VP/Programs

Awards. Winners will be announced in September.
www.steveliddick.com/blog.

Lonon Smith's play, Getaway Service Guaranteed, will
have its first public reading at the Playwright's
Collaborative, at California Stage, 25th & R in midtown
Sacramento, on September 7th at 7 PM. Admission is
free but donations are accepted. The two act drama
centers on five characters whose lives unexpectedly
intertwine in the course of a long wait in an out of the
way bus station.
Shirley Parenteau’s middle-grade novel, Ship of Dolls
(August 2014, Candlewick) has sold translation rights to
the Japanese publisher of her Bears series. Iwasaki
Publishing will tie publication to the 70th anniversary of
the ending of WWII, and believes the book will express
their wish for world peace for young readers.
Daniel Babka’s novel, No More Illusions. . . A Mystery,
a short story called Lightning Strikes, and a second short
story (Two States and A Thousand Miles) are now
available as paperbacks and eBooks on Amazon and
elsewhere. No More Illusions has been awarded a fivestar review by Indie Reader and is under consideration
for a 2015 IndieReader Discovery Award.
Daniel@AuthorDanielBabka.com
Margie Yee Webb will join her publisher, Publishing
Syndicate, and Dahlynn McKowen, at the “San
Francisco Ultimate Women’s Expo,” San Mateo Event
Center on September 27-28, 2014, to sign Not Your
Mother’s Book . . . On Cats, which she co-created and is
to be released in October 2014.
www.PublishingSyndicate.com

Errata for Summer 2014 CWC Literary Review
Please note the following corrections to the Summer 2014 issue of the California Writers Club Literary Review, a copy of
which you recently received.
In the Acquisition Editor's credits on page 1,
Change "Elisabeth Tuck (Tri-Valley)" to "Elisabeth Tuck
(Mt. Diablo)"

In the table of contents, page 2, under the heading of Poetry,
Change "Maddy McEwan-Asker" to "Maddy McEwenAsker"

In the table of contents, page 2, under the heading of Poetry,
Change "Alice Knight" to "Alice Kight"

In the table of contents, page 2, under the heading of Poetry,
Change the title "Unwaivering Blue Scarf" to "Unwavering
Blue Scarf"
*** For those affected, Alice Kight, Emily Edding, Victoria
Johnson, Maddy McEwen-Asker, and Elisabeth Tuck, please
accept the editor's apologies, Dave LaRoche.

On Page 10, Change the attribution for the poem, "If I
Changed Places" from "Emily Edding" to "Alice Kight."
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CALIFORNIA CAPITAL BOOK FESTIVAL
“For some of us, books are as important as almost anything else on earth. What a miracle it is that out of these small, flat,
rigid squares of paper unfolds world after world after world, worlds that sing to you, comfort and
quiet or excite you. Books help us understand who we are and how we are to behave. They show us
what community and friendship mean; they show us how to live and die.”
― Anne Lamott, Bird by Bird: Some Instructions on Writing and Life

AUTHORS ARE INVITED TO “SUBMIT YOUR BOOK”
TO PARTICIPATE IN CALIFORNIA CAPITAL BOOK FESTIVAL

October 25 - 26, 2014
Sacramento Convention Center  Sacramento, California

The 2014 California Capital Book Festival is a free public event for book lovers featuring 200+ authors, presentations,
children’s entertainment and activities plus book sellers and exhibitors.
Major cities around the country have book festivals to celebrate the written word and after attending a number of these book
celebrations we think it is time to begin an annual event in Northern California. We are estimating, based on other book
Festivals, to have around 50,000 attendees at this inaugural literary celebration. Visit our website for complete information
on A CELEBRATION OF THE BOOK.
Families, Teen/YA, 50+ers, and seniors will have an opportunity to celebrate their own journey with their favorite authors
or learn about a new one. Activities will include over 200 authors, book signings, celebrity chefs, poetry readings and live
entertainment.
We are inviting authors, publishers or literary agents to “Submit Your Book”. Authors will have 30 minutes to present
followed by 15 minutes of Q & A. Authors will then have an hour to meet fans and book lovers at the author signing tables.
The California Capital Book Festival is totally supported by private donations. Thus, authors or their publishers are expected
to cover the travel, hotel and miscellaneous expenses of accepted presenters. Such a contribution to the California Capital
Book Festival will be recognized through an acknowledgment in the festival program. The Sacramento Visitors and
Convention Bureau will be available to assist you in facilitating local arrangements for the authors.
In an effort to have a broad attraction for many types of readers we will have four additional Special Venue Stages: Kids
Alley, Field of Sports, All Things Pets and Culinary Delights (highlighting Sacramento’s regional “Farm to Fork”
movement).
If you have a book which speaks to these special readers please “Submit Your Book”, Nominations can be submitted
through an easy on-line process at: SUBMIT BOOKS/AUTHORS
The Festival author coordinator, Marion Englund, can be reached via email: Marion@capitaleventworks.com
You can reach the California Capital Book Festival by phone @ 916.307.1713.
We look forward to hearing from you.
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California Writers Club
5th Annual Picnic
Joaquin Miller Park, Oakland
July 19, 2014
California Writers Club members, from many of the 19 branches, along with family and friends gathered
for the 5th annual picnic at Joaquin Miller Park in Oakland on Saturday, July 19, 2014. Festivities included
hamburgers, hot dogs, readings and a Lit Cake contest.

The Lit Cake competition gets
underway.

Lit Cake contestants show off their creation.
Carol Hall (left), Fremont branch member,
with American authors cake and Elaine
Webster, Marin branch member,
with Moby Dick cake.

Bob Garfinkle (standing, left,) CWC
picnic organizer and past CWC President, and
David George, CWC President, welcomed everyone.

We were entertained with the Open Mic readings.

Enjoying the camaraderie at the picnic!
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CONGRATULATIONS
TO THE WINNERS OF THE CWC SACRAMENTO BRANCH
2014 SHORT, SHORT STORY WRITING CONTEST!!!

Gordon Warnock presents at June 2014 CWC Sacramento Branch Luncheon
The winners of the California Writers Club, Sacramento Branch 2014 Short, Short Story Writing Contest
were announced at the June 21, 2014, luncheon meeting where Gordon Warnock, literary agent, delivered quite
a spellbinding lecture.

Below are all of the winners, their writings and a little bit about them.
We would also like to give thanks and appreciation to our esteemed panel of judges.
David George, president of the California Writers Club, is an award-winning author of several dozen
short stories, and has two longer fictional works in progress.
Janis Herbert is author of six non-fiction books for young readers and the biography of Delta bluesman
Honeyboy Edwards.
Teresa LeYung-Ryan is an author, 22-day fanbase-building coach, manuscript consultant, playwright,
and creator of Writing Coach Teresa’s blog at http://writingcoachteresa.com/.

First Place
Nanci Lee Woody

Nanci Lee Woody’s novel, “Tears and Trombones,” will be published this year by The
Sand Hill Review Press. She has published poetry in anthologies and online, and a short story
will be published in the Fall in The Sand Hill Review. She wrote the book and lyrics for a
musical, “Hello to Life!,” and takes photos, draws and paints.

The Drawing Lesson
My new schoolhouse was a red, square building with a bell on the roof that clanged so loud you could
hear it for miles. There were twelve of us kids sitting at desks in one big room. A wood stove stood in the corner
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and shelves close by were filled with books. We were lucky, our teacher said, to have a fine piano that she played
for us daily.
Miss Andrews noticed right away I had trouble reading and stayed after school to help me. I read stories,
with her help, about Mozart, Beethoven and Bach.
We studied art, too, and one day she told us our parents sacrificed a lot for us and we could do something
for them in return. She wanted us to draw a picture of something they cherish that we could give them.
Later, I told my brother, “You know how Mom and Dad always listen to that Ninth Symphony record with
the big chorus at the end? Our teacher wants us to draw something special for them, so I’ve decided to draw
Beethoven.”
“He going to sit for that?” Henry asked.
“He already has.” I opened my library book. “See? I’ll draw one of these.”
He thumbed through the book. “Says this here was painted in 1820 by Karl Stieler. Pretty good artist, I’d
say.”
He studied the painting. “I used to draw a bit myself.”
Henry went to the living room to listen to The Long Ranger as I made a rough sketch that didn’t look
anything like Beethoven. I crumpled the page and started over.
Henry returned. “This doesn’t look anything like Stieler’s painting.” He ran his finger around
Beethoven’s face. “Don’t you know about shading? I hope you’re not planning on handing this in.”
I tossed my pencil at him. “You do it, then, if you think you’re so good.”
He sat down cocky-like and made a quick sketch, putting the eyes, nose, mouth and long hair in place.
Finally, he added details, put the dimple in Beethoven’s chin, drew the musical score in one hand and a pencil in
the other before he handed the drawing to me.
“Don’t say I never did anything for you.”
I admired Henry’s drawing all weekend. Waiting badly to impress Miss Andrews, I signed my name on
it and headed off to school where I left it on her desk with the others.
The next morning, I gasped as she taped Beethoven’s portrait to the blackboard.
“Look at this, class. Nellie, here, just a fourth-grader, is our artist.” She smiled warmly at me. “Come
on up here.”
My legs were shaking and like rubber as I stood by her.
“I’m hoping you won’t mind re-creating your drawing for us.”
Everybody watched as I tried to draw a portrait like Henry’s. When I got to the details, I was in trouble
and Miss Andrews knew it. She went on with her lessons, but asked me to continue drawing.
By lunchtime, I had a terrible stomachache. I added a few squiggles for Beethoven’s wavy hair before
she let me sit down.
When Miss Andrews dismissed the class, everybody filed by my drawing, giggled and made smart
remarks.
“Hey, Nelllll-eeeeee. Wanna draw my butt?”
When we were alone, she asked if there was anything I wanted to tell her. I shut my eyes tight, shook my
head.
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“Nellie, I very much like the drawing you did today. But that other drawing, that’s obviously not your
work.”
Now the tears gushed out.
“Have you listened to Beethoven’s music?” she asked.
“Just the Ninth Symphony,” I mumbled, wiping my eyes.
“Then imagine how Beethoven might have felt if some other person got all the credit for writing his
magnificent work.”
“I can see you feel badly,” Miss Andrews continued. “Maybe you’ll want to talk to me tomorrow.”
I had trouble falling asleep that night, worrying that Miss Andrews wouldn’t like me. After some hard
thinking, I knew what I had to do.
I got up early and left with a canning jar tucked under my arm. Along the way I picked at least a hundred
flowers. At school, I filled the Mason jar with water, placed the flowers in the jar and put them on Miss Andrews’
desk.
I wrote, ‘I’m sorry I lied about the drawing’ on a piece of notebook paper, signed ‘Nellie’ and tucked the
note under the beautiful dandelions in the Mason jar, hoping Miss Andrews would forgive me.

second Place
Anthony Villanueva
Anthony Villanueva, a native Californian, retired nurse anesthetist, and CWC member,
received his bachelors of science in anesthesia from the George Washington University,
Washington, D.C. His first novel, Javelin Thrower, was published on Smashwords in 2012.
He lives in Folsom and is working on the sequel, Pilate’s Demons.

A Long Day
Drip––Drip––Drip––
Clear, little balloons squeeze past a metal stem and plunge into the chamber, each taking a turn, falling
like liquid seconds. I lie here and watch them.
Shadows sidle from one end of my room to the other like sick people pushing IV poles, and I watch them,
too. I imagine a fleeting eye cast my way, but mostly they ignore me as they move along the walls from the
windows to the door, their cadence called out by the ticking of the round clock watching over me.
The day moves in pieces and faces appear when heavy eye lids draw open. I don’t know how long they’ve
been there. The owners are always so happy, but mostly busy. Their fingers dance and perform, always adjusting
and rearranging. They, too, are attracted to the little balloons that drip. I like their smiles; they’re honest. My
family and friends carry smiles for me too, but glassy eyes and disjointed words always betray them; it’s not their
fault.
My poor husband has aged much and I worry for him. His eyes seem trapped in a face that hurts to smile
and the flesh under those eyes resembles desiccated fruit left on a table for too long. Yet, I still see the eyes of
that happy groom from twenty-five years ago this week. That’s what makes me feel warm inside, those groom10

eyes, looking at his bride. From a vault of memories I see the video of our wedding, the two of us sitting together
at our table, smiling, happy, and living in the moment.
The bride’s beauty is no more. My chest has been carved and mutilated. My belly is riddled with tubes
and holes that don’t know what to do with all the ugliness that once was my stomach. My scalp under the scarf
looks like the remnants of a hillside ravaged by fire. That’s okay; it’s all just window dressing. In my sleep I know
I’m beautiful; my God has told me so.
He has great plans for me; He has whispered so in my dreams. We are getting to be very close, He and I.
We struck a bond long ago in that old, beautiful, white church in Tamales, the one with the steeple pointing to
heaven. I’ll miss that church, the hills, the green, and the ocean.
He’s aware of my secrets, but He’s not worried.
He knows I came here with a baby in one arm and a diaper bag in the other, a diaper bag filled with nothing
more than hopes and dreams. He knows I gave my all for a land that did not want me here. He overlooked the
technicalities and filled my humble trailer with well-to-do friends, artists, writers, teachers, nurses, all sorts of
guests––legal and not. And He knows I won’t need to show any documents where I’m going next.
My other secret, the one hardest to hide, is my fear. Not for me, but for my three children. What will my
daughter do without a mother to mother her? What will the boys do with all those hopes and dreams I packed?
And grandchildren? Oh, I’ll see them soon enough and bless them each before they’re sent on their way.
The shadows have reached the other side of the room now and they’re tired. Another bag marked “chemo”
is up and releasing more little balloons of hope. My husband and children file in one by one from work and school
and ask about my day. I tell them the staff came in and sang “Happy Birthday” to me.
I dig deep for strength and walk the hallway. My husband holds one hand, the IV pole holds the other, and
my children surround the both of us as we count steps.
I’m back in bed, the nursing station is busy in a comforting din, and it’s getting late. I see the turmoil in
my family’s faces as they wish to stay, but yearn to leave.
I let them go, releasing them with a smile and a hug.
I lie awake still, but now I listen for footsteps in the hallway. My leaden eyes labor to stay focused but my
ears are ever vigilant. I pray that for one more night all the footsteps belong to the nurses. And I pray I will be
here to welcome the shadows in the morning as they start again their march with the clock.
It’s been a long day.

third Place
Sue Buckwell

Sue Buckwell lives and works in an idyllic suburb east of Los Angeles. She taught high
school English and survived relatively unscathed. Her flash fiction has appeared in several
literary publications, both online and in print. She is working on her second novel.

The Greening of Mavis Muldoon
Every day her feather duster fluttered across the ancient tomes, although there was rarely so much as a
speck or spot or smudge that did not belong. Mavis loved the smell of the leather, the luster of the gold curlicued
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calligraphy that decorated the antiquated spines of each volume. She still found it all quite intoxicating, even
though she had recently celebrated her fifty-eighth year as librarian at the botanical gardens. s
Next, Mavis lovingly inspected the multitude of plants that adorned the library. She pruned and composted
and watered. She clipped and fertilized and sprayed. Then she turned her attention to her desk strewn with so
much foliage that the occasional directive, sent to all branches of the Parks and Recreation Department, often
disappeared. The information never pertained to her anyway. She was not remotely interested in the ribbon cutting
ceremony to christen the water slide newly installed at the community pool. Nor was her curiosity piqued when
six new computers were donated to the senior center with classes offered every Monday and Wednesday
afternoons. Her card catalogue, housed in its ancient wooden cabinet, and an occasional newspaper provided her
with all the information she needed.
In fact, Mavis sometimes wondered if anyone really knew she was there. Oh, now and then a gaggle of
elementary school children would wander through with their harried teacher who counted heads repeatedly and
reminded her charges to use their indoor and not their outdoor voices. At those times, Mavis would give a brief
speech of welcome and an unheeded warning to keep their hands to themselves. But a soothing balm of relief
always washed over her once the last obstreperous youngster had departed and she was alone again with her leafy
companions.
When Mavis finished her morning chores she scanned her domain approvingly and allowed herself a cup
of tea and a small nap as a reward for a job well done. She sat and closed her eyes, dreaming of her Madagascar
dragon trees, her Chinese banyans, her Bengal figs. She cradled each in her arms, whispered endearing words and
planted tiny kisses on their supple leaves. And then she awakened, refreshed and contented.
At noon, exactly, Mavis hung the CLOSED sign in the window of the front door and slipped out the back
to enjoy her lunch. Seated on the old stone bench surrounded by drooping branches and creeping vines, she ate
her hardboiled egg. But as she unwrapped the wax paper that held her carrot and celery sticks, she noticed a lump
the size of a quarter on the back of her left hand. Curiosity contorted her wrinkled brow. With her fingernail,
Mavis scratched and scraped until a delicate green shoot popped out. She cooed with pleasure until a tickle on
her right knee drew her attention. Mavis raised her tweed skirt just high enough to uncover a swelling identical
to the one on her hand. Then she spotted another on her wrist and one on her elbow. So delighted was Mavis, she
threw back her head and let the life giving sunlight envelop her.
Late the next afternoon, the grounds men noticed the CLOSED sign still hanging in the library window.
They searched assiduously, but Mavis was nowhere to be found. Even where the old stone bench had rested for
so many years, there was no sign of her. The supervisor, however, did note that the foliage had grown with
alarming vigor, lush and wild and extravagant, in a very short period of time. He would send a man tomorrow to
take care of it.

honorable mention
Sue Kesler

A Minnesotan, Sue Kesler lived on both coasts and points in between before settling in
Napa. Sue writes her paranormal series as Estée Kessler. Her tongue-in-cheek paranormal,
My Partner Jakup the Jay, published by Jupiter Gardens Press, is the first in the series. She
currently serves as president of the Napa Branch of the California Writers Club.

Baby Picture
My head flew up when I heard the cars outside... A knock at the door followed the sound. I didn’t expect
anyone. Everyone had learned to call first. I hated interruptions when I was writing.
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I called myself a columnist, but compared to real writers, my contributions to a string of Midwest weeklies
wouldn’t earn much respect. Grant you, I didn’t dwell on baby showers or church dinners; I stuck to the small
town perspective on larger issues. War, crime, all the biggies, but with a positive angle. Over the months since I
joined the newspaper, uncharacteristically favorable comments culled from readers of our digital version grew
substantially.
The pay wasn’t great. They never pay journalists much, and the weeklies even less. Still, added on to my
pension and the lower cost of living, I got by okay. I would’ve been the last one to predict I’d be here, doing what
I do.
Two years before, I occupied a bed in a rehab center for wounded veterans. I’d been angry at the world and
feeling sorry for myself. Yeah, yeah, I’m a hero, decorated and everything. Like a medal meant much to me when
I couldn’t walk, couldn’t fly. All because some a _ _ hole put an IED on the road back to the base. l developed a
major case of bad attitude. I spent twenty-four seven in throwing myself a pity party.
I told the head doctors to f _ _ k off when they tried to convince me my life wasn’t over. I dogged the exercises
the PT’s wanted me to do, telling them over and over "I can’t" after one try. I’d probably still be there—or dead
if I’d managed to squirrel away enough of the painkillers they gave me—if some do-gooder hadn’t handed me
one of those we-care-packages. Usually I told the volunteer to stuff the box where the sun don’t shine, but I could
tell from the drawings all over the outside this one came from a kid.
The contents of his box motivated me, got off my can and on my feet…sort of… I moved on, and went to
work like a real civilian citizen of this fair country. The package didn’t have any candy or breathe mints, but only
a letter and half a dozen self-portraits of the sender, a twelve-year-old boy named Connor. The collection depicted
his life story. He labeled each one.
The first showed a baby cased in bandages and plaster lying, in a hospital crib. The second a scrawny twoyear-old in a pint-sized wheel chair. At five in heavy braces and twin crutches. At eight, one crutch missing. The
last pictured Connor today, standing, no crutches. He stood unaided, grinning. “It’ll get better,” he wrote. “It did
for me. You can do it, soldier.”
I put down the letter, disgust with myself replacing the anger I’d harbored against the world. “Time to get
your act together, Captain,” I said. One thing the young writer had wrong. The soldier part. I was…had been…a
pilot. Air Force, all the way. I carried his baby picture to remind me not to give up; things could have been worse.
Two weeks ago, I decided to ditch my usual column topics and wrote about what got me out of a bed and
onto the page-- one baby picture, one boy, and the dedicated VA staff I finally decided to listen to. The following
weekend, the editor called to tell me some of the majors picked up and ran my column across the country. Within
days, the piece went viral.
Big Whoop--I’d been stupid to put so much of myself out in public. Now I faced dealing with the blow back,
something I didn’t do well. My phone lay off the hook, and I refused to read any more e-mails
In a grudging mood, I pulled myself up and headed to the front door to answer the knock. I opened it and
froze. I recognized the figure standing on my doorstep, flanked by two too-serious men. I glanced out to the street
where a string of five black vehicles stood, motors running. Without a doubt, this was the President. The same
face I’d spat at in the hospital.
I didn’t know how to react. I gawked and an awkward moment passed before I said, “Would you like to come
in?”
She smiled and nodded. “I would, Captain. I’d like to talk to you about a certain baby picture, woman to
woman.”
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Honorable mention
Sherry Joyce

Former Vice President of Human Resources, and owner of SJDesigns Interiors, Sherry
Joyce is the author of The Dordogne Deception, a romantic suspense novel. A feature writer
for Behind The Gates magazine, she is a member of the Sacramento chapter of Sisters In
Crime, Northern California Publishers & Authors, Romance Writers of America, and
California Writers Club.

THE FERRY
The chilly salt spray misted across my face. White-knuckled, I grasped the railing on the deck to keep
from falling as the Larkspur Ferry rocked in the waves.
“A very well-dressed man,” I said to myself, admiring the camel hair coat and plaid Burberry scarf
wrapped casually around his neck. He turned, his face engrossed in the Wall Street Journal, tortoise-rimmed
readers perched on his nose. He might be a stockbroker, I mused, sipping my coffee. Discretely, I stared at this
handsome stranger. Maybe he was a doctor or perhaps a college professor. The ferry abruptly jolted to a halt.
Coffee spilled onto my trench coat. I glanced downward at the stain, and when I looked up, he was gone.
The first day at work was daunting. Working at seagull level on the fortieth floor of the Transamerica
Pyramid building made my head spin, but I realized I would be able to rebuild my life in this city, and looked
forward to the return trip home across the Bay. Would that attractive man be on the ferry?
Express elevators plummeted from the fortieth floor to ground level in split seconds. Gusty winds blew
discarded paper haphazardly on the street while bicycle riders evaded a confluence of cars. Taxicabs waited
curbside for a quick ride to the ferry. Coat collar nestled against my ears, I shivered watching the ferry approach.
He was not at the dock. Disappointed, I navigated the ferry to a comfortable seat, still looking for the mysterious
man. I’d imagined introducing myself, “Hi, I’m Megan Whitley. I just moved here.” Would he find me attractive?
Should I bump into him instead, pretending to lose my balance? Five years after a divorce, I lacked courage to
strike up a meaningful conversation with a stranger.
The 6:00 a.m. alarm buzzed loudly in my ears, shaking me awake to the possibilities of a new day and a
chance encounter. Towel fluffing my hair, my closet options became a challenge. If I encountered the attractive
man, should I look professional with my wavy blonde hair pulled back into a bun? Gray suit or a black pinstripe?
I opted for the gray suit and a bright red sweater. Grabbing a muffin, I raced down the street, briefcase strap
dangling off my shoulder. The ferry was approaching. I scanned the dock for the stranger. No luck was just my
luck. “Mr. Perhaps Perfect” was not there.
Customer training took up most of the day, and fast-forwarded the clock to darkness. “When is the last
ferry to San Rafael?” I shouted to a co-worker. “If you hurry,” he yelled, “you can catch the 7:20 p.m.”
I zipped up my briefcase, grabbed my purse and sprinted to the stomach-flipping elevator. Taxis were not
parked outside the building, but I finally spotted one and yelped a hearty mid-western scream.
Rain pelted the cab windows. Did I have an umbrella? No! Disgruntled, I exited the cab, producing just
enough taxi fare and ran to the ferry dock. The heel of my shoe caught in a knothole, catapulting me forward into
a puddle. Mud splattered my face and red sweater. Shoe heel irrevocably broken, I took it off, hobbling on one
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foot. Hair soaked, I embarked onto the ferry, with dirty mud-splattered clothing and gigantic holes in my nylons.
Whitecap waves tilted the boat to and fro in the storm making my legs buckle, and drain the blood from my face.
Arriving in San Rafael, I trudged off the pier, tears rolling down my cheekbones as I hurried flat-footed along the
sidewalk back to my condo. Drenched, I entered the lobby, and waited for the elevator. I had never looked worse.
The elevator opened to my floor, and I hoisted my briefcase to my shoulders, anticipating the sanctity of my
condo and a hot shower. An apartment door slammed, and footsteps approached from behind. Nervous, I walked
faster, fumbling for my keys. A voice said, “Hello.” Turning, I got the final shock of my hapless day. “Hi”, he
said. “I’m Sol Rutherford. I saw you at the ferry dock the other day and wondered if you were new in town. You
look like you’ve had a really tough day.” I laughed shakily and managed, “You have no idea!”
I met the man of my dreams when I least expected to. Ten year’s later now, we laugh about the day that
brought us together—the best day of my life when I’d looked my worst.

Honorable mention
Robin Gigoux

Robin Gigoux spent years with a Fortune 500 in Manhattan, and with John Lindsay’s
chief speechwriter and press secretary when he was Mayor in California. She was an office
manager for geotechnical engineers and a competitive proposal writer for civil engineers.
Resigning to write creatively, Robin looks forward to publishing her first novel.

The Ghost of Joseph Martini
Shortly after marrying the love of his life, Ralph Jameson, an architect with a keen eye for design, came
across a neglected old house for sale while on an extended business trip to the high country of Flagstaff, Arizona.
The house, built primarily of local stone, sat secluded on a hillside overlooking a nearby birch and aspen forest.
Reflecting the setting September sun, the white birch bark and the quaking leaves of the aspens blazed in the
distance like a lake on fire. Structurally sound with “good bones,” as the realtor had said, Ralph hoped that he and
Gretchen might make this house their home.
Excited about relocating to Flagstaff, Ralph and Gretchen flew from San Francisco to Phoenix weeks later,
where they rented a car and drove north to Flagstaff, enjoying the changing landscape from expansive dry desert
to clusters of tall mountain trees, as they ascended to higher elevations.
Once they agreed they both loved the big old stone house, they met with the realtor to finalize the purchase.
The realtor explained that the last owners of the house were Joseph Martini, a merchant marine, his wife Jolene,
and their children. Martini had left his family for assignment to the South Pacific where he had fallen ill and
succumbed to rapidly progressing flesh-eating bacteria. Too ill to have been sent home before he died, and
considering the condition of his remains, Jolene had had him interred where he died. After mourning his passing
for two years, Jolene sold the house in Flagstaff and moved the family back to her home town of Nashville,
Tennessee.
Gretchen and Ralph began renovations shortly after moving in. Pregnant with their first child, Gretchen
began to feel queasy and started to hallucinate—or so she thought.
Gretchen told Ralph that she was seeing shadows that seemed to dash into a bedroom, turn a corner, or
duck behind some draperies before she could focus her eyes, which was especially disturbing in the evenings
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when he was out of town on business. Gretchen also told Ralph that whenever she became overly agitated, the
shadows seemed to stop, often for weeks, when she would relax and forget about them—until the next time.
The concept of poltergeists, ghouls, and ghosts of the dead seemed sinister to Gretchen, and she found it
difficult to believe such entities existed. However, trying to rationalize the disturbing shadows, Gretchen
considered the possibility that they just might represent the spirit of Joseph Martini, whose longing to see his
family again, even in death, had driven his spirit back to the house in Flagstaff. The concept of a deceased loved
one seeking his family seemed gentler and less frightening to her.
It would appear that Martini’s spiritual longing had been strong enough to trigger Gretchen’s awareness,
but her distress had been powerful enough to drive him away, in a psychic tug of war. It would also appear that
his desire escalated until Gretchen could no longer deny or repress his presence. She came to believe that the only
way to free herself of Martini’s visits was to make him aware of what had happened, telling herself he did not
know.
One evening when Ralph was away, sensing Martini’s presence and trying to remain calm, Gretchen sat
alone in the shadow of darkness under the twelve-foot ceilings of the dimly lit wood-paneled living room. Unsure
whether he was nearby, could hear her, or whether anything she was thinking was even remotely possible, she
spoke out as though he were sitting next to her.
She offered him her condolences for his early demise and waited for some kind of response. When nothing
happened, she continued, telling him that she sensed he kept returning to the house to find his wife and family.
Again, nothing happened. Gretchen went on to explain that Jolene had sold the Martini home to her and her
husband, had moved to Nashville with his children, and that there was nothing else she knew about their
whereabouts.
Gretchen suddenly felt a cool draft encircle her for a moment or two, like an ethereal hug from beyond
the grave, and knew that Joseph Martini was saying thank you and good-bye. She never saw or sensed another
specter in that big stone house in Flagstaff she shares with Ralph and their growing family.
To date, that is.

Tools of the Trade

“I get up about five… I get in my
car and drive off to a hotel room: I
can’t write in my house, I take a hotel
room and ask them to take everything
off the walls so there’s me, the Bible,
Roget’s Thesaurus and some good, dry
sherry and I’m at work by 6.30. I write

on the bed lying down – one elbow is
darker than the other, really black from
leaning on it – and I write in longhand
on yellow pads. Once into it, all
disbelief
is
suspended,
it’s
beautiful…”~ Maya Angelou

Maya Angelou
April 14, 1928 to May 28, 2014

Let us know what “tools” you use. Send a few words to the newsletter and
we may share some of your ideas next time in the Editors’ Corner.
Thanks.
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Upcoming Competitions You May Find of Interest
(re-printed from NewPages.com)
2014 American Literary Review Awards
Our 2014 Contest is now open! Submit your work by October 1, 2014.
See a list of past winners and runners-up.
General Guidelines for the 2014 American Literary Review Awards
Three prizes of $1,000 each and publication in the Spring 2015 online issue of the American Literary Review
will be given for a poem, a short story, and an essay.
Please submit your work using our online Submission Manager. We do not accept submissions via snail mail or
email.
Contest entries must be submitted between June 1 and October 1, 2014.
There is a $15.00 reading fee. Multiple entries are acceptable, but each entry must be accompanied by a reading
fee. Entries without a reading fee will not be read or considered.
Please do not put any identifying information in the file itself; include the author’s name, title(s), address, email address, and phone number in the boxes provided on Submittable.
Genre-Specific Guidelines
Short Fiction: One work of fiction per entry ($15), limit 8,000 words per work
Creative Nonfiction: One work per entry fee ($15), limit 6,500 words per work.
Poetry: Entry fee covers up to three poems (i.e. one to three poems would require an entry fee of $15; four to six
poems would be $30, and so on).

New Delta Review Short Fiction Contest
Online submission deadline: October 4, 2014
New Delta Review seeks entries for the second annual Ryan R. Gibbs Award for Short Fiction, a contest judged
by the amazing Roxane Gay, author of An Untamed State and Bad Feminist. We are looking for a full narrative
in a small package (1500 words or less). Winner will receive a $500 prize and publication in the winter issue
of New Delta Review. All submissions will be considered for publication. Deadline for entry is October 4, 2014.
Enter with $10 fee through Submittable at: newdeltareview.submittable.com/submit.

The Jane Lumley Prize for Emerging Writers is now open!
Online submission deadline: November 30, 2014
Hermeneutic Chaos Literary Journal announces its first annual Jane Lumley Prize for Emerging Writers. The
contest seeks to recognize the works of writers who have yet not published a full length book. The prize
alternates each year between poetry and prose, and this year we seek to recognize an exceptional piece of
poetry. There is no entry fee for the contest. The winner will receive a prize of $300 and publication in our
January 2015 issue. Publication will also be awarded to the first two semi-finalists. In order to submit, please
visit www.hermeneuticchaosjournal.com/contest.html. We can’t wait to read your poems!
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APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP - CALIFORNIA WRITERS CLUB, SACRAMENTO BRANCH
ENCOURAGE A WRITER FRIEND TO JOIN CWC
Name
Address
Email
Website

Phone
eState

City

(

)
Zip

Genre

New member fee is $65, which includes annual dues of $45 and a one-time new member enrollment fee of $20. When applying after January 1, halfddress
year dues are $42.50 ($22.50 plus that one-time $20.00 enrollment fee for new members). The membership year is July 1 through June 30. Renewal
dues of $45 are due July 1.
Amount
Enclosed:

$

Check payable to CWC, Sacramento Branch

Membership Category:
Active Member – Published. Please include copies of published works and indicate genre.
Associate Member – Aspiring Writer. Please include writing samples and indicate genre.
Supporting Member – Writing Interest. Benefits include luncheon meeting and event discount and Write On!, the CWC branch newsletter.

I do not wish to be included on the membership roster (for members’ information only - newsletter, emails, etc.).
Mail to: California Writers Club, Sacramento Branch, P.O. Box 582138, Elk Grove, CA 95758
Questions? Contact Gini Grossenbacher, Membership Chair, at ginis.writers1@gmail.com
California Writers Club, Sacramento Branch proudly serves the greater Sacramento area and beyond,
supporting writers and others in the literary community.
www.CWCSacramentoWriters.org

Student memberships available. Inquire for details.

Join and enjoy the many benefits, including:









Networking and connecting with members and other writers
Speakers and programs covering a range of educational topics
Member discount for Luncheon meetings, seminars and other CWC events
Receive the CWC Sacramento Branch “Write On!” newsletter
Receive the CWC “Bulletin” newsletter
Opportunity to be published in the California Writers Club Literary Review
Invitation to annual CWC picnic for fellowship with members from other branches
Be part of a community of over 1,800 members in 19 branches of CWC
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2014-2015 CWC Officers, Board of Directors and Committee Chairs
California Writers Club, Sacramento Branch
www.CWCSacramentoWriters.org
To ensure that your email correspondence does not look like SPAM, it should include CWC in the subject line

Board of Directors

Committees
Membership: Gini Grossenbacher - Ginis.Writers1@gmail.com

Officers

Historian: Julie Bauer – JoolieB@aol.com

Margie Yee Webb, President
Mywebb@sbcglobal.net

Public Relations: Open

Kimberly A. Edwards, VP/Programs
KimberlyEdwards00@comcast.net

Communications: Open
Newsletter Co-Editor: Mary Martinez - Proudgoldstarmom@gmail.com

Gini Grossenbacher, VP/Membership
Ginis.Writers1@gmail.com

Newsletter Co-Editor: Patricia Mathews – Patriciamathews3@mac.com
Open Mic Facilitator: Julie Bauer – JoolieB@aol.com

Sandra Navarro, Secretary
Ssnavarro22@gmail.com

Open Mic Backup: Lance Pyle – lrpyle07@comcast.net

Robert Cooper, Treasurer
RobertCooper876@gmail.com

Outreach Coordinator: TBA
Web Coordinator: Michael Cole – Michael.f.cole@gmail.com

Board Members

Welcoming Committee: Daniel Martinez –
Proudgoldstardad@gmail.com

Mary Martinez
Proudgoldstarmom@gmail.com

Writers Network Facilitator: Lisa Deines Wiggins –
Ladtkd@yahoo.com

Patricia Mathews
Patriciamathews3@mac.com

Writers Network Speakers Coordinator: Jo Chandler –
JoChandler3@yahoo.com

Marilyn Smith-Murphy
NormaR@surewest.net

Central Board Rep: Margie Yee Webb – Mywebb@sbcglobal.net
NorCal Rep: Kimberly A. Edwards – KimberlyEdwards00@comcast.net
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