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A Note from the Managing Editor:

With the upcoming Writing Highway 395 workshop just around the corner, guest editor Jean
Holt, thought it would be nice to pay homage to a handful of the writers who attended last
summer, not only to showcase some great fiction writing, but also to demonstrate the quality of
work that can emerge when writers retreat and commune. Themes of childhood, breaking,
powerlessness and winning all grace the following pages in stories that have been shaped, to
some degree, by the experience of retreat and community.

The Highway 395 workshop offers an opportunity to get away from life’s routine distractions
and escape to the High Sierra to experience the beautiful countryside, great food, and quality
writing time among a dedicated group of fellow pen to paper artists. Jean Hohl says: “Field
trips to the ghost town of Bodie, Mono Lake, and some of the local hot springs help to sharpen
our sengibilities, deepen our appreciation for nature, and prompt us to get something down on
paper.“

We hope you’ll enjoy the excerpts and stories by Heather Heppner, Charlie Lenk and Jean Hohl
who are regular Highway 395 participants, as well as Peggy Fishman and Leslie Bagby who
participated last year. These writers work hard at their craft and their works boldly reflect the
value of retreat, communion, nature and dedicated writing time. If you are a writer, or have an
inclination to write, please join us at this year’s Writing Highway 395 workshop. Hope to see
you there!

-- Laurel Hunter
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SCHEDULE AND ANNOUNCEMENTS:

POETRY SALOON (drunk on poetry!)

CRAZY CHILD WRITING WORKSHOPS
(fee: $80)

Saturdays, 10am - 5pm, once a month
May 21 in Inverness

June 4 in Oakland

July 16 in San Anselmo

10-WEEK WORKSHOPS poetry, prose, plays,
nonfiction (fee: $400)

Tuesdays, 7pm - 10pm, Temescal District, Oakland
Thursdays, 11am - 2pm, San Rafael

Start June 7 and 9, end August 23 and 25

EXPLORING YOUR CREATIVE WRITING
POTENTIAL EDP 015776

(10-week class, to register, 510-642-4111, fee: $525)
U.C. Extension, 1995 University Avenue, Berkeley
Wednesdays 6:30 to 9:30pm, starts June 8, ends
August 24

NOVEL AND CREATIVE NONFICTION
WORKSHOPS

(fee: $400 for five sessions)

Two of these intensive workshops meet for three hours
every week, in East Bay and in Marin, and another
meets every other Monday in the East Bay. Limited to
five writers.

LAKE COUNTY WORKSHOP
(fee: $55)

OLet the Crazy Child Write!O
Saturday, April 2, 4pm to 6pm
Sunday, April 3, 10am to 5pm
Lake County Arts Council Gallery
235 Main Street, Lakeport, CA
(To register, 707-263-6658)

HARBIN WRITING SEMINAR (fee: $75 includes
lodging)

Saturday, April 30, 4pm to 6pm

Sunday, May 1, 10am to 5pm

Harbin Hot Springs, Middleton, CA 95461

(To register, contact Elaine Watt

Meets at 472 44th Street, Oakland, the second Friday @7-987-2339x72 aaccounting@harbin.ojg

the month. Potluck at 6pm, reading at 7:30pm. Bring

poems by you and others to share, or come justto For more information visitnatsonpoet.coror phone
enjoy. Hosted by Kayla Sussell and Ava Bird. 510-654-@95. To register, phone 510-654-6495 or
April 8, May 13, June 10, July 8 email clive@matsonpoet.coifunless otherwise noted)

GETTING PUBLISHED

Meets 7pm the second Wednesday of the month at 472
44th Street, Oakland. We share experiences, pool
resources, and have a speaker. This is a support group,
open to anyone, and free. Hosted by Bee Hylinski.

April 13, May 11, June 8, July 13
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CRAZY CHARLIE Charlie couldn®t give a shit, but in the nicest
AN EXCERPT EROM THE STORY way. He sat with the worn elbows of his army dr‘ab
jacket on his knees and his head in his hands. Ol got a
Crazy Charlie never knocked. He just stood  twelve pack of JackOs beer out there waiting, Jim,O he
there in the kitchen door. OLetOs go hunting, Jim.O  said straight down at the floor. OAnd it ainOt gonna

et any colder.O He spoke slowly for effect.
Crazy Charlie was a Viet Nam vet, and his g y P y

head was full of ideas. | think that is how he got his OYou know, Charlie, maybe youOve got a good
name. idea.O Dad was standing, buttoning his work shirt
. . . _ thoughtfully. OMaybe it would feel really good to
Charlie settled into a kitchen chair. Then | shoot something. ODad popped in his dentures,

pretended to do the dishes so | could eavesdrop. Dadg,cked them into place, and said, OGet a book, and

had met him working maintenance at the paper mill. 5t on our tennis shoes, girls. We are going hunting.O
We were new in town, but everybody knew Crazy

Charlie. He claimed he was John DillingerOs great- Then he told me to make some bologna
nephew and had a rifle with three notches in the sandwiches and pack them with apples in a grocery
stock that was supposed to convince us. sack. My baby sister just lay there sprawled on the
, _ ~ living room floor reading ODr. DoolittleO which was
Dad was just eating breakfast, and hadnOt her first chapter book. Dad went to the back bedroom

buttoned his grey work shirt yet. His dentures sat iN @t fetch his rifle and the beat-up businessmanOs
tumbler on the breakfast table. Dad was gumming  piefcase that | knew contained his heavy pistol, a

down fat slabs of whole wheat toast with peanut ~  \\iqe assortment of ammunition, a small selection of
butter and honey with his teeth out. Crazy Charlie did 5nd tools. and his dog-eared King James Bible. Dad
all the talking. never left home without it.

OThis ainOt a trophy hunt, Jim. | am talking
about a table hunt. Law looks the other way when Heather Lea Hepprer

there ainOt no work. | know, | asked my cousin.O

Charlie added milk and two sugars to his
coffee. OJim, you got these two girls. | got a new
wife, and no money to even send her to Safeway.O
Crazy CharlieOs voice trailed off, unsure, and he
stared into the swirling coffee. OWoods is just full of
meat.O

. . : THINGS To po:
Dad just kept chewing his toast slowly and <

agreeably, and | knew the mention of meat was
getting to him. For breakfast, Dad preferred bacon
and eggs, but toast is what we could afford right now. MAKE A DONATION TO THE

Dad took a long draw of black coffee, CRAZY CHILD SCRIBBLER

considering his next move. OCharlie, my new wifeOs
run off with the SchwannOs ice cream man.O Dad SEND IT TO:
winked at me and tried to keep from smiling.

Dad didnOt seem too heartbroken about Carol The Scribbler
leaving since he was making jokes. SheOd run off in a ¢/o Clive Matson
perfectly good blue station wagon. Told us she was 472 44th Street

going to a Tupperware party. That was three days ago

and she hadnOt been seen since. oakland, cA 94609

My guess was that shg@d run off someplace that
was not a dry county. | didnOt like Carol. She drank
too much which was all the time. Our real Momma
was dead, and Dad had married this new woman in a
hurry to fix his family.
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UNTITLED
AN EXCERPT FROM THE NOVEL

Flynn and his crew did an otherwise thorough
job of mapping out the ambush site but somehow
neglected to tell us that the north side of that stretch
of Alt 50 was bordered by a small creek that was full

No response from Flynn.

I couldnOt see anything with the outcropping
blocking my view but | sat tense as hell for two
minutes until Taz came on again. OUh, Sheila needs
relief. Anybody with a nice dry ass want to get it
muddy for a couple of hours? No joke, people. We

even in the hottest months. The creek-bed was mostlyneed her spot held down and this girlOs out of action

duckweed and ooze, black vile-smelling mud, and
not only did it require the spider-holes planned for
that side be dug an additional six feet back but its
water seeped into those holes and made the hours o
waiting even more exquisitely miserable for those in
them. At about 9:30, two hours before the tanker was
expected, Sheila broke squelch on the radio.

OARE ahhh, whoeverOs listening, look, | gotta
get out of here. | canOt take this anymore.O

OSheila?0 FlynnOs voice. OHang tight in there.

1tOll be over soon. Stay off com starting now.O

ONo D no, really Flynn, I mean D oh my god,

for the time being.O

Before | knew it Porter lifted his radio, IDed

fhlmself and said Ol got her back. It canOt get any drier

than in here with Cat even if itOs not going to be all
that much safer come 11:30.0

Baker: OYou sure Porter?0

OLet me do it before | change my mind.O
Baker: ODo it, and thanks. From everyone.O
Flynn, a second later: OProceed, Porter.O

Porter held out his radio and gave it the finger.

thereOs worms in here, itOs fucking Nevada and IOvelt was the first time | laughed since weOd taken our

gotworms crawling on me, | canOt stand worms,
really, jesus fuck guys, can someone please please
please fucking PLEASE trade places? IOm about to
lose it in here, really | B Ofollowed by what sounded
like a sob and then silence.

OSheila.O Flynn again. Ol know itOs rough

honey, thatOs bad, but weOre all pretty on edge here.

Mission Control says hang tough, it wonOt be long
now.O

Sheila, full screaming now: OlOve got a watch
too, you ASSHOLE! Fucking Fishhead dickhead,O
followed by a string of profanity too long to repeat.
At the end her voice cracked into no-doubt-about-it
sobs and then her radio went silent again.

post.

Porter got out, grabbed his AR-15 and ran,
crouching awkwardly, around the side of the
outcropping. The next time | saw him close enough
to touch he was lying in a coma with two large-
caliber wounds in him.

Chorlis Ferk

Flynn: OSheila B She, god-dammit! You there?0

No reply. Another query, again no response. OSheila!

Sheila! Answer me you fucking twat!O
Rivka: OThatOs not helping, Flynn.O

Baker: OTaz B break cover. Go check on
Sheila.O

Flynn: ODisregard that Taz, nobody moves
until I B "

Baker, calm and authoritative: OTaz. Break
cover. See about Sheila. She needs help.O

Taz: OOn it. Everybody stay put and off com.O

WE’D LIKE TO SEE YOUR WORK
SEND YOUR SUBMISSIONS OF
FICTION AND POETRY TO THE

SCRIBBLER.

°



POTBLOU
AN EXCERPT FROM THE NOVEL

After twenty minutes of walking, their boots
were covered with black river mud and green stains
from the slippery grass. They rounded a bend in the
river and suddenly came to their destination. The
women halted, stunned by what they saw.

Vrienda's naked body lie halfway in the
shallows. Her usually tanned skin was a sickly
greenish white, marked with a lined pattern of tiny
red welts. The skin also lay more loosely over her
bones, showing where healthy fat had been lost.
Patches of scalp showed through her remaining hair,
which was almost entirely a dull green except for
some of the ends tipped with red. As the women
watched in horror, those red ends moved back and
forth on the ends of their hair tethers, making faint
scallop marks on the damp mud below and marking
with thin, black lines a similar pattern on the human
skin above.

The women approached warily, ready to jump
away if an alien creature had taken up residence
inside the body cavity.

Jil scanned for readings and found most of
them to be roughly normal. "Our girl is alive and still
human," Jil remarked, "but she won't be feeling
good."

Neefa knelt to take Vrienda's pulse the old
fashioned way. Lurann also stooped for a closer look
at what was moving.

"It wants the water," she commented, and
shipped off some of the restless, red-tipped hair for
analysis. Lurann dropped the hair into a bottle
designed to buffer chemical reactions and block nano
extrusions. She eyed the bottle and uttered a
childhood prayer before pocketing it.

"Vrienda." Neefa spoke quietly. "Can you hear
me?"

Their crew-mate's eyes opened a crack,
displaying dilated pupils. Her mouth twisted in
sudden pain. She relaxed slightly when Neefa used a
hand to shade her eyes from the sun.

"You came," she whispered. "Thank god."

Jean Hohl

Subscriptions:
Participants in Clive Matson's creative
writing workshops receive copies of the
Scribbler for two years, and for as long
thereafter as the recipient shows interest.
(f Yyou are interested in receiving copies
of the Scribbler, send an email with your
name and mailing address to:
clive@matsonpoet.com

Subwmisstons and Editorial Polictes:
Basic Acceptance ?oL'Lag: (f the current
editor likes a piece, it gets published; if
not, it is passed on the next editor who
will etther use Lt, or retwrn Lt to the
author. AlL rights are reserved. Send
subwmissions to:
scribbler@matsonpoet.com

The Crazy child scribbler is publishea
four times a year by Clive Matson. AlL
materials remain copyrighted by the

authors and any reproduction requires
author consent.

THINGS TO DO:

REGISTER TO SAVE MY SPOT AT
WRITING HIGHWAY 295

hepyosef@yahoo.com
9R5-626-4894
nttp://www.writinghighwa Y395.com
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BECKY'S SHETLAND PONY
AN EXCERPT FROM THE STORY

It was still dark outside when Kathy slid down
from her top bunk bed right onto my left leg, which
made me wake up with a howl. Kathy jumped to
cover my mouth with her whole body. | wrestled her
off and | was really mad and | was about to hand her
a fistful of bruises when she called, OUncle!O and
then told me, OBE QUIET! DonOt you dare wake up
Mom and Dad and the babies.O b which is what she
always called our two younger sisters, Donna and
Roberta. Roberta really was a baby, but Donna just

acted like one, and she wasnOt so much fun to have o

around so she gets to be a baby too.

QWhy are we getting up in the middle of the
night?0 | asked Kathy. OAre we going fishing?O
Daddy took me fishing with him almost every day
now that school had let out and we always had to
wake up when it was dark to go fishing so | thought
maybe Kathy was going with me and Daddy this
time. At least | was hoping that was it.

Any time Kathy took me somewhere with her,
I had two kinds of feelings. The first thing | felt was
honored and excited that my big sister © who was
kind of a snot and wasnOt usually very nice to me b
was asking me to go with her. When it turned out
that she just wanted me along so she could have
someone to blame when things went wrong or when
she needed someone to be mean to so she could
show off to her friends, my honor and excitement
always faded into disappointment and resentment. |
never really had any fun with her, so | was wary
even in my desire to participate in whatever scheme
she had cooked up this morning.

ONo, weOre not going fishing, you ninny.O
Kathy answered in an angry whisper. OWeOre going
to steal BeckyOs pony.O

_ | sat bolt upright in my bed, my mouth a wide
OOO. Fearing an impending squeal from the gaping
O, Kathy quickly covered it with both of her hands,
poking my raw gum where a tooth had been two
days ago. | screamed into her hands and tried to bite
her. She pushed me down and quickly straddled me,
both her hands pushing hard into my lips, which
were smashed up against my gaping teeth.

ODo you say Uncle?0 She taunted me. |
nodded my head yes D rigorously.

OOkay,O she released her grip, Obut you gotta
promise to be real quiet, OK?0

ONuh-uh,0 | shook my head stubbornly.

OWhat?0 She practically shrieked, glaring at
me.

ONuh-uh, | donOt want to steal BeckyOs pony.O
Stealing was bad. Stealing a pony, which | knew was
just another name for a horse, was extra super bad.
On all those TV shows, like Gunsmoke and
Bonanza, they would hang people for stealing
horses. What would happen to us if we got caught? |
did not like getting caught. Nuh-uh. Getting caught
meant getting a whipping from Dad and even

sometimes from Mom. No way was | going to steal a
ony!

OChicken.O It wasnOt a tease. It was a simple
statement spoken barely above a whisper. It was
powerful because it was true, and it was powerful
because Kathy knew that | knew that she knew it
was true. She knew how to guarantee my
cooperation because she knew | was afraid of the
dark and she knew | was afraid to jump off the
diving board and she knew | was especially afraid of
the monster that lived in the pet cemetery in our
back yard B the monster that snuck in the back door
and crept up the stairs into our loft bedroom to
gobble us up in the middle of the night. She knew |
was chicken and she knew | was ashamed of it and
she knew that one single word could get me to do a
lot of things | knew | shouldnOt do.

| stared her down with my arms crossed and
my bottom lip pushed out until I finally looked away
b she always outlasted me. OWhat should | wear?0 |
asked as | dropped my head, ashamed that sheOd
talked me into doing something so bad that we both
might get hanged if we got caught. She was my big
sister and she had the power and she had won.

By oo



A BALLERINA STORY big enough to meet, and who were currently
occupied upstairs. Their costumes hung in mute

| was six years old and it was my first glory in rows of bright colors with shiny sparkles
performance. As Mom and | pushed open the gray  and spangles of every imaginable kind as far as the
metal door, | got my first glimpse of the backstage  eye could see.
area. It was vast and busy. My attention was arrested . .
by the enormity when, looking up, | saw the metal | was instantly captivated by the spectacle and
networks of catwalks and lights and unused rigging "°a@med trancelike, touching every beautiful piece
and ropes. Last year | saw the stage show my dad®OsWith reverential awe. Rich music accompanied me,
company put on for all the employeesO kids at no doubt faintly filtering down from above, and
Christmas, but was unaware until today that there ~ 9rowing more and more expansive with each step.
was a world beyond the heavy blue curtains. | knew
nothing of the theater and what all these strange
things were, just that as my eyes adjusted, | could
see further up and up until | couldnOt see what rose
beyond the darkness. | supposed that the ceiling, if
there was one, was higher than the tallest building in
Dayton, Ohio.

Running my hands softly on these treasures, |
believed | could experience the grown-up grandeur
that utterly swept me away. My imagination took
over and | was transformed into the graceful prima
ballerina--the beautiful swan princess. The magical
metamorphosis was intensified with each step as |
drifted dreamily in this enchanted forest of color and
splendor. Cool, smooth satins in the brightest tones

looked back down and took in the huge stage, of emerald green, gold, sapphire blue, ruby red,
catching just a glimpse of the first few rows of dark silver and fuchsia, some blazoned with merry stripes
red velvet chairs. Before | had a chance to make out ©f Plack or white. Puffs of netting, set off with _
any more wonders, my mother scooted me around a sequined edges, frills and glitters that shone as bright

corner and downstairs to the dressing rooms. as my eyes. Elegant, floating tutus of gossamer tulle
that threatened to kiss the floor just like the weeping

The late spring recital was held every year in ~ willow in my fenced back yard. It was all so glorious
the largest auditorium because Miss WendyOs Schoofnd my little heart pounded with wonder and joy.
of Dance was the best in town. There were many
young dancers making appearances that night.

| was awed into uncharacteristic silence as |

My beautiful daydreams came to a sudden halt
as | turned a corner and ran headlong into my

In a logistical decision that tested the resolve mother. My disappearance had been noticed and her
of the volunteer mothers, all the youngest ballerinas scowl meant | was in trouble. She took my hand
were in one big room with rows of tables and metal firmly, scolding: OYoung lady, you come back in
folding chairs for the dressing area. Each class here with me.O Even with her rebuke | saw a delicate
grouped noisily together, clothes were changed, flutter of comprehension which temporarily won
bright red lipstick applied, and finally we put on our over law and order, as she couldnOt conceal the tiny
freshly painted yellow ballet shoes. My class was upward turn of the corners of her mouth. It was a
dancing OThe Good Ship LollypopO in costumes of moment translucent; then just as suddenly, it was
canary colored satin and stiffly gathered pink tutus  time for the Good Ship Lollypop to set sail.
edged in sequins. Unfortunately, our portion came
toward the end of the program and we had to wait
nearly two hours. | could tell that the mothersO Leslie @
patience was unraveling as they tried to keep us
occupied in ways that wouldnOt muss us while we
waited our turn. No one had anticipated the long
interval and there werenOt enough board games to go
around. Eventually | got restless and wandered off to
explore beyond my confines. Because my mother's
hawk-eyed vigilance of me was seldom relaxed, this
was truly remarkable.

The large room next to ours was the dressing
room for the big girls, those denizens of junior and
senior high school, whose gaze | was not worthy or



Writing Excursions

‘June 19 - 26, 2011

;‘1 "Let the Crazy Child Write!"
| Feather River Art Camp
Quincy, Plumas Co., CA, fee: $799
Contact: Karen LeGault ‘
510-601-1619
Kklegault@sbceglobal.net
www.featherriverartcamp.com

- February 16-25, 2012

© | "Writing Costa Rica"

' Nosara, Costa Rica, fee: $1600
Contact: Deborah Tommassini,
debratom@aol.com
www.nosarabandbretreat.com
1 R12-931-4826 or
011-506-2682-0209

‘August 8 - 15, 2011
| "Writing Highway 395"
| June Lake, Lee Vining, California
fee: $800
Contact: Heather Heppner
hepyosef@yahoo.com
925-686-4894
www.writinghighway395.com

THE SCRIBBLER
Clive Matson

472 44th Street
Oakland, CA 94609
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