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General Monthly Meetings of MWG 

The Monadnock Writers’ Group meets on the third Saturday of each month in the Eben Jones 
room, downstairs at the Peterborough Town Library, unless otherwise noted. Monthly meetings 
run from September through June.  Meetings run from 9:45 to about 11:45 and  include a fifteen-
minute meet-and-greet, announcements of regional events for writers, a ten-minute reading from 
a member, and a main speaker sharing professional writing experience and answering our ques-
tions.  Coffee and donuts are provided! Our monthly Speaker Series is open to the public and 
free of charge.  Our speakers are instructive and inspirational for writers of all literary forms, 
genres, and levels of experience. All are welcome. The MWG follows the guidelines set by the 
Town of Peterborough regrading masks in public meeting rooms; proof of vaccination is not cur-
rently required.  Please check the Peterborough website for updates https://www.peterboroughn-
h.gov.  Please use this Zoom link for our March meeting:  
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/89830430443?pwd=QUVPMWJ4ZVY0clpzcHR1dlZZUi9kQT09 
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 President: Sara Miller                       Vice President: Jesseca Timmons 
 Treasurer: Carl Mabbs-Zeno           Secretary: Rodger Martin 
 Webmaster: Linda Thomas              Emeritus:  Ann Day  
Members-at-Large: Deni Dickler, Maura MacNeil, Mary Marchese, Louise Werden 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/89830430443?pwd=QUVPMWJ4ZVY0clpzcHR1dlZZUi9kQT09


2022 Past Events  

February 5:    A small but truly wonderful group of writers 
participated in the return of the Three-Minute Fiction Slam on 
February 5th!  Thank you to our judges, former NY Times edi-
tor Gloria Anderson and novelist Linda Warren, who selected 
Elizabeth Goodhue’s  “The Gaslighter” for first place.  Second place went to Peter Browne for 
“Char’s Custom”, and Sue Ellen Snape’s “A Trip to the Mall” and  Ronnie McIntire’s  “Stupid 
Stuff” tied for third. Stories are included at the end of The Quill!  

February 19:  Photographer Gary Samson and Art Historian Inez McDermott gave a fascinating 
presentation via Zoom about New Hampshire Now: A Photographic Diary of Life in the Gran-
ite State, published in October 2021 by the New Hampshire Historical Society. For more infor-
mation please go to:  https://www.nhhistory.org/Store/Books/Art/New-Hampshire-Now, or see 
the exhibit about the project at Keene State: https://hsccnh.org/exhibits/current-exhibit/. 

Upcoming Meetings  

March 19:  Renowned author Howard Mansfield of Hancock will talk about his new book, 
Chasing Eden: A Book of Seekers, which is about “Americans seeking their Eden, their 
Promised Land, their utopia out on the horizon - which by definition, is ever receding before us.”  
Howard Mansfield sifts through the commonplace and the forgotten to discover stories that tell 

us about ourselves and our place in the world. and preservation. He is the 
author of a dozen books, including In the Memory House, The Bones of the 
Earth, The Same Ax, Twice; Chasing Eden, and Dwelling in Possibility: 
Searching for the Soul of Shelter, which The Boston Globe called “a wholly 
original meditation that’s part observation of the contemporary built envi-
ronment, part cultural history, part philosophical account, and at times some-
thing like a Whitmanian poetic survey.” To learn more about Howard Mans-
field, please go to: www.howardmansfield.com. 

April 16: In honor of National Poetry Month, celebrated New Hampshire 
poets Becky  Sakellariou and Henry Walters will read from recent works 
and answer questions about the process of writing  poetry. Henry Walters’ 
poems, essays, and translations have appeared in a variety of journals, 
from The Old Farmer's Almanac to Asymptote, Broad Street, and Hawk 
Migration Studies. He is the author of a play, Objects in Mirror, and his first 
collection of poems, Field Guide A Tempo, was a finalist for the 2016 Kate Tufts 
Discovery Award.  Becky Dennison Sakellariou has published in a wide variety of 
journals, and  her books include Earth Listening , What Shall I Cry?, and The 
Possibility of Red.  Becky has won numerous prizes from individual small presses 
and has been nominated twice for the Pushcart Poetry Anthology. 
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May 21: Bi-annual Member Read Around. Please note: we have changed the Read-Around 
from our regular date in June to May in order to accommodate our June speaker. Members  may 
read aloud from their work for no more than ten minutes apiece in order to accommodate every-
one. All types of writing are welcome—fiction, non-fiction, poetry, or hybrid.  

June 18: Jack E. Davis, historian, author,  and winner of the Pulitzer 
Prize in History for  The Gulf: The Making of an American Sea, will 
talk about his new book The Bald Eagle: The Improbable Journey of 
America's Bird. His previous book, An Everglades Providence: Mar-
jory Stoneman Douglas and the American Environmental Century,  a 
dual biography of America's premier wetlands and the woman who 
led a movement to save it, won the gold medal in nonfiction from the Florida Book Awards. For 
more information, please click here: https://www.pulitzer.org/winners/jack-e-davis. 

MWG News  

• Many thanks to Ronnie McIntire  for volunteering to run for Member-at-Large in our June 
officer elections. Thank you to Louise Werden for her service the past few years. We are still 
looking for one more volunteer to run for the 2022-2023 Board! Please email Sara at 
saralmiller33@gmail.com with any questions. 

• New member Matthew McGuirk will be our ten-minute reader for March. Matt is a prolific 
writer who has published in many genres, from poetry to songwriting.  https://www.amazon.-
com/Matthew-McGuirk/e/B09NBBCDBB.  

• MWG Member-at-Large Mary Marchese will be our ten minute reader for April, before our 
two wonderful NH poets. Mary’s book, What Really Happened to Steve Nathan? is available 
at www.amazon.com/What-Really-Happened-Steve-Nathan-ebook/dp/B078TLVGKZ.  

• Author Marit Weisenberg, who spoke with the MWG by Zoom last year, has a new novel, 
This Golden State,  and it is getting some great press! Congratulations to Marit!  You can find 
all her books at http://maritweisenberg.com. 

Calls for Submission and Resources for Writers 

Calling all poets! Submissions for the Poetry in the Pines 
contest  are NOW OPEN through March 31.  Poems 
must be no longer than eight lines and must be about 
nature. The three winning poems will be displayed on the 
trails at Cathedral of the Pines  in the spring.  Please email 
up to three poems to  monadnockwriters@gmail.com; poems 
the text of the email or in attachments are both fine.   Poetry will be judged by poet Susan 
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Roney-O’Brien, and the award ceremony will be May 14th, 10:00 am at Cathedral of the Pines. 
For information on the past contests and winners, click here: https://monadnockwriters.org/pub-
lications-2/poetry-in-the-pines.  

Smoky Quartz – An Online Journal of Literature & Art  Smoky Quartz 10th Anniversary Special 
Print Edition is currently OPEN FOR SUBMISSIONS!  Submissions are welcome through 
March 15, 2022. Help us celebrate the ten-year anniversary of Smoky Quartz! We seek poetry, 
short fiction, creative nonfiction, art, and photography. This edition will include new work along 
with a selection of pieces from past online issues. The theme for the Smoky Quartz anthology is: 
Transformations. We invite you to explore wherever this concept leads you: into light, or dark-
ness, or shades in between. We welcome submissions from new, emerging, and established writ-
ers and artists with ties to New Hampshire. For more information, or to see the current edition, 
please click here: https://smokyquartz.org.  

Fiction and Poetry Workshops at the Peterborough Town Library. Brian Evans-Jones will be 
running two writing workshops at PTL on Tuesdays in March. Characters That Work for Fiction  
is  March 1 and March 8, 6:30-8pm. Join this class to learn different ways to invent characters, 
how make them come alive, and how to use them to create excellent stories, long or short. Imag-
ined Places in Poetry, on March 15 and March 22, 6:30-8pm,  focuses on writing poems that take 
you to your lost places, places you wish you could go, and even impossible places. Brian has 
taught poetry and fiction for many years at the college level, and has led acclaimed workshops 
on both sides of the Atlantic. Both classes are $65. Questions? Please email Brian at  brian@bri-
anevansjones.com. Presented in conjunction with Monadnock Underground. To sign up, please 
go to: https://www.monadnockunderground.com/shop/.   

The New Hampshire Writers Project is offering a wonderful variety of new workshops, writ-
ing labs, and webinars in April, both live and via Zoom.  Please click here for more information: 
https://nhwritersproject.org/workshops/.  

Open Mic Poetry Night at the Root Cafe. Poetry at The Root is a monthly open mic poetry 
night at the lovely Root Café on route 101 in Temple. Everyone is welcome: read your own po-
ems, read poems by others, or come to listen and support! Live music, excellent food and coffee/
tea from the café, and a warm atmosphere. Next reading is on Thursday, March 24, 6:30-8 pm. 
More details and sign up for reminders at: https://www.writebetterpoems.com/poetry-at-the-root 

The New England Review, the literary magazine of Middlebury College, is open 
for submissions in all genres from September 1 through November 1 and March 1 
through May 1. The Review welcomes submissions in fiction, poetry, nonfiction, 
dramatic writing, and translation in all genres. For more information, please click 
here: https://www.nereview.com/ner-submissions/. 
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Clarkesworld Magazine is a Hugo, World Fantasy, and British Fantasy Award-winning science 
fiction and fantasy magazine that publishes short stories, interviews, articles and 
audio fiction. Issues are published monthly and available on the website, for pur-
chase in e-book format, and via electronic subscription. Clarkesworld is currently 
open for art, non-fiction and short story submissions. Please click here for  specific 
requirements and details: https://clarkesworldmagazine.com/submissions  

GoNOMAD is always looking for talented, dedicated travel writers, photogra-
phers, and researchers to join our team. GoNomad prides itself on providing ex-
cellent, entertaining, informative, and unique travel articles and research about 
destinations, activities, and experiences. For more detailed requirements: 
https://www.gonomad.com/3500-writers-guidelines-gonomad-travel 

MWG Publications  

The Mud Chronicles:  Experiences of New Hampshire's infamous “fifth season,” mud season, 
form the theme of this anthology, showing how much landscape and seasonal cues matter to our 
contributors.  Plus, beings of metaphor that we are, the fifth season reminds us of emotional tran-
sitions, of times that don’t fit smoothly in the unfolding of a life, that mark a shift in who we 
were and who we will become. Copies at a discounted price are available for pick up in Peter-
borough.  For details contact: monadnockwriters@gmail.com. 

Penning the Pandemic:  Compiled during the 2020 lockdown, the creative writing in this an-
thology shares the shock, the anguish, the courage, and the resilience of humanity in ex-
traordinary times.  After science and politics have had their say, art is left to record what the sur-
vivors felt and what they learned at heart. Penning the Pandemic  is available at the Toadstool in 
Peterborough and for order from any other online or brick-and-mortar retail bookseller.  Copies 
at a discounted price are available for pick up in Peterborough. For details, please contact:  
monadnockwriters@gmail.com.  

The MWG needs YOU! Get Involved in the Monadnock Writers’ Group 

• Volunteer! If you would be interested in getting more involved or have ideas 
for speakers or events, please let us know! Please email us at  monadnock-
writers@gmail.com. 

• Get something into the Quill: If you would like to submit to our monthly 
newsletter, please contact Jess at mwg.quill@gmail.com at least a week before the end of the 
month. As a member, you may include your author events and announcements.  
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• MWG Bloggers:  Let us know if you would like your blog to be listed on the MWG website 
and Facebook page.  Please send your details to mwgwebmanager@gmail.com  

• Who are we at MWG?:  Established in 1984, the primary mission of the Monadnock Writers’ 
Group is to offer fellowship and support to professional writers and to those actively engaged 
in developing their writing skills.  To learn more about us, or to say something about yourself, 
please see the Monadnock Writers Group  Members page at:  https://monadnockwriters.org/
our-members/,  where you can read short biographies of our members, get in touch with some-
one doing work related to your own, or just to share work that is interesting.    

• Please explore the MWG website: www.monadnockwriters.org/,   for  news, member pro-
files, archives, publications, and more, or,  join  the MWG Facebook Page at  https://www.-
facebook.com/groups/monadnockwriters/ for member news, announcements,  helpful links, 
and all things writerly. 

Monadnock Writers’ Group Membership Information:  

• Program year membership - September through June  
o Regular membership $30 
o Students and seniors $25 
o Patron $50 
o Benefactor $100 
o Corporate $250 

• Individual members are encouraged to announce their own projects such as workshops, 
social gatherings, group support sessions, or whatever the writing-related endeavor. Feel 
free to take the floor at the monthly meeting, or contact the newsletter editor at 
mwg.quill@gmail.com to send an announcement to the membership in the monthly 
newsletter. 

• Bring a friend to one of our monthly meetings, and if they join MWG, you will receive a 
$20 gift certificate for the Toadstool Bookshop!   

• Please click the link below to renew your Membership! Your dues pay for speakers 
fees, meeting room rental, publicity, refreshments and more!  

      https://monadnockwriters.org/membership-form/. 

2022 Flash Fiction Slam  

The Gaslighter by Elizabeth Goodhue 

She held the paper flower in her teeth. It sliced her upper lip and left a taste of iron. No one 
would find her here staring at her bloody mouth—not tonight or any other night. No one ever 
did, and it wasn’t because there was no parking. 
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She had finished perhaps the best burrito she had ever tasted while walking along the street to 
her apartment, delaying the pronounced loneliness she knew waited there. Then there had been 
the flower on her bedside table she had put there when she returned from his house last Sunday. 

Her weekend lover. She loved him ravenously, ignoring that he kept her at arm’s length and 
beckoned her to come and go like a puppy. He determined the flow of the relationship to fit his 
needs. She was his convenience, tethered to his lonely-looking life. He needed someone to fill in 
the void of not having anyone to control. 

He was a professional potter. She liked his work, but not enough to pay the full price he would 
have charged her for it. He bragged about how he had learned his craft like no other. Working 
endlessly on a wheel, he had to turn with his foot day after day. His exclusive technique involved 
etching owls and beech trees in wax before applying a glaze of rich, dark, blue. He only hired 
attractive women. He threw the pots. They etched the patterns. She liked the dark blue.  

He boasted of his aptitude for stretching his earnings so he could spend minimal time in the stu-
dio. The town waved his property taxes because he could claim poverty if he took cash for his 
work. Instead of paying to take his trash away, he dumped it in public waste bins. He recycled 
paper cups to drink his recycled coffee. He waited until nine pm when Hannaford’s knocked the 
baked chicken to half price. He pulled bagels out of the dumpster behind Brueggers—free food 
covered with other people’s filth.  

She had seen squalor but had never known someone who lived in it. The plywood floors of his 
unfinished house were stained and covered with years of grit. Cobwebs weighted with dust 
brushed the eaves. Broken windows, like aquariums, held fermented green scum caught between 
the panes.  

He had moved from one obsession to another. First, it was gardening, then horses, white water 
rafting, and when he met her, tennis. Passion, he called it. That’s what he had and, according to 
him, what she lacked. She should be glad he had tennis; otherwise, she would be his passion. The 
tennis club was the best investment he had made in the past eight years.  

In those eight years, she had built an empire of dreamy expectations about how they might live 
together, fix up the house, travel, and live happily ever after. Still, she cried a lot, secretly in the 
bathroom that didn’t have a door or on a quick escape down the driveway, but mainly in the 
shower. She had lost everything and everybody she had before him. She was hollow. Binging on 
burritos, dreaming of the next time she would see him, charading in front of the mirror—flower 
paper cuts in her mouth.  

White Mustang Undersea by Brenna Manuel 

Chill-faced suburban underworld zombies, Gar, Jet, and Ro donned their knit beanie caps. They 
began to work in nervous determination, like star students huffing notes for life’s exams. The 
Mustang Cousteau vessel filled with rancid vapor of street woks smoldering atop skulls of the 
masterminds. Navy capped Jet slithered low, emboldened; he operated under the dash- a reclined 
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Racamier in an intimate pose with the player. He gripped the screwdriver in his grimy pocket 
army knife. Striped-hat Ro leaned ready outside on the stallion’s hood like a shifty Jimmy Dean. 
The steam grew heavy and became a translucent puce green inside this bubble in the freezing 
northern night.  

A struggle began between tool and man. His ungloved hand wrestled the driver into the reluctant 
screw from an awkward slanting angle. He stuttered out, “The knife now, damn it.” His jeans be-
gan to chafe. The soles of his tennis shoes fought the jutting finger jab of the roll-up handle on 
the door. Jet’s nose began to drip. His saltwater currents meshed with the Stream, and his cells 
warmed in the plasma as he drifted down. 

The white high school Mustang had floated along at no cost to her. It was surrendered, like a 
whining roadside pup, to the repair shop at the suburban service station. Her dad had picked it 
up-only 500 bucks. The stick shift sportster floated like flotsam through her senior year; a fast-
gear slide through the lot at school and on gallivants on interstate week-end trips. 

She bought the tape player with money from her first job at the airport. She filled the passenger 
seat and glove box with tapes, but played mostly “Southern Man.” 

She entered the barren parking lot beside the apartment swimming pool on a Sunday in late dawn 
and cleared the ice around the driver door. She yanked the door handle and slid into the bucket 
seat. Before her on the dash was the bared player socket, looking like the site of a pulled decayed 
tooth. The feeble wires sprouted out like fireworks in a small town with folks mostly unem-
ployed. 

Chilled November air clipped her reddened nostrils. Her nose dripped a salted line. 
She sat; thrashing in the ruthless tide pool. Both she and the boys dissolved their briny seas into 
one great ocean; vying to survive.  

Stupid Stuff  by Ronnie MacIntire  

We all do it—stupid stuff.  We do it when we’re kids…when we maybe should know better. We 
do it when we’re adults…when we definitely should know better. Some of us don’t outgrow it. 

But I have an excuse—I was cursed from birth. My parents, Evelyn and Richard Bond, named 
me James.  Ian Fleming was the king of pulp fiction, and my folks were big fans. Because of 
that, I suffered, but mostly not until junior high school, when the movie Goldfinger was all the 
rage. “Bond’s the name. James Bond,” I intoned stiff-backed and sideways to the mirror, my ado-
lescent voice cracking.  Stupid, yeah, but not like the day in seventh grade, when that cute Jackie 
Jacobsen turned around in her desk, brandished an imaginary cigarette, and cooed, “Won’t you 
offer me a light, Mr. Bond. Where are your manners?” I was quick to oblige, but my chivalry did 
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not go unnoticed by Mr. Kemp. Why is it that we can never forget the epically stupid things we 
do? 

I’ll always remember what happened soon after I got my driver’s license. If you allow that stupid 
can be cultivated, then the field here was prime bottom land—fertile, harrowed, and hungry for 
seed. Now, my family had one car, a 1957 Ford Fairlane coupe, and that was how my Dad got to 
and from work. Was it out of stupidity or wisdom that he occasionally handed me the keys?  

One Saturday evening I eased the erstwhile DB5 out of the driveway and was off. I picked up my 
friend David, and we ended up downtown, parked across from the Gypsy fortune teller.  While 
working up the nerve to confront the future, we were approached by three young soldiers looking 
for a good time.  “Where can a guy get laid around here?” one asked. I suggested they try the 
Gypsy place. Stifling giggles, Dave and I watched the three swagger over to the darkened door-
way. They knocked. The man who answered was large, swarthy, and presently, very irate. As the 
grunts retreated, we piled into the car, hooting and blubbering, but the soldiers were out for 
blood. I fired up the engine and burned rubber. They were charging full tilt now, but we were in 
motion.  A wheel hopped the curb and popped its cap as we bounced and streaked homeward. 

It took a summer of mowing to pay for a replacement set.  I vowed to live up to my namesake 
and never do anything stupid again. Stupid, huh? 

Char’s Custom by Peter Browne 

Sitting on a boulder above the cliff looking down at his cave community Char thought, who will 
it be today? Char, a cave dweller, lived in an area now known as the French Riviera. It was a 
small cave community but it suited him just fine. Back then there was no entertainment or 
amusement, days were filled with the task of survival. Though the people were hunters/gathers 
that did not appeal to Char. He preferred going clubbing, as he called it, clubbing with a very dif-
ferent meaning. 

Char thought that it was much easier to let others do the tideous work and then to simply club 
them over the head and take what he wanted, as was his custom. 

He found great pleasure taking from others. It gave him a certain rush! The exhilleration of 
sneaking up on someone clubing them and taking what they had work hard for was indescrib-
able. He loved it and could not get enough. 

Unrestrained by his peer who feared him because of his size and power Char pillaged and plun-
dered until he had taken all there was to take. Char is seated on his favorite boulder pondering 
his future. He could have no more fun, he thought. He had taken everyone's everything. What 
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could he do? He was vexed. And then it hit him. "I'll give it all back and then start all over again, 
clubbing.". 

Smiling, self-satisfied by his insight, he raced down the hillside. He ran to his cave gather up a 
bunch of goods; animal furs, pottery,  stone tools and the like and headed for the nearest cave. 

When the couple saw him coming they immediately stood up not knowing what to expect.  "We 
have nothing" they shouted in unison, pressing their backs against the wall in fear. 

"No No", Char shouted back, "I've come to give you some things." As Char spoke, a strange feel-
ing came over him, a sensation he had never felt before. The feeling was almost orgasmic. It 
greatly surpassed any emotions he felt while clubbing. The feeling of giving was far superior to 
the feeling of taking. Char could not believe it. He rushed back to his cave and got more goods 
and gave them away and continued until all he had was gone. He was overwhelmed with the 
feeling of joy and fullfillment. Char had discovered something. It became Char's new custom. In 
French, Char's rite. We call it charity. 

A Trip to the Mall by Sue-Ellen Snape 

She wasn’t exactly lost. The store locator map read, “You Are Here.” All she needed to do 
was get from Here to where she was parked, which was outside J.C. Penney’s. Except the store 
locator map did not list any J.C. Penney’s. Further, the map showed multiple exits. 

She applied her navigation skills.  

Taking her present location as Point A, she plotted a course to the public restrooms near-
est the food court, her first stop after entering the mall.  

The nearest exit from there took her out through a Macy’s. The mall parking lot offered 
endless parking surrounding a vast complex of similar buildings, people driving in and about the 
rows of cars seeking to park, or else trying find their way out, same as she. Once she found her 
car. A silver compact car. They were all over the place. She couldn’t recall any distinguishing 
features, the problem compounded by her entering through a J.C. Penney Store that didn’t show 
on the map. Which had inexplicably become a Macy’s.  

A flutter of panic. She backtracked to the Macy’s. See? Simple as that. There was a cer-
tain irony to be found in her going out of her way to shop for a proper pair of walking shoes, 
only to walk away empty-handed and become turned around, oh my word did her feet hurt, a les-
son to be learned from that, she felt certain, once she’d sat down and thought it over. 

The Quill  March 2022                                                                        Monadnock Writers’ Group10



Fortunately, there was a bench located nearby, or she’d might’ve collapsed on the spot 
creating a big hoo-hah people thinking it was some poor old lady with a bad heart, when all she 
needed was a proper map and a decent pair of shoes.  

There she sat, weighing her options in an orderly fashion, when a small green lizard 
hopped up beside her. It was wearing a tiny mall cop security hat. Last week it’d showed up in 
her kitchen wearing a fireman’s hat, and nearly given her a heart attack, for what turned out to be 
a minor cooking mishap, a grilled cheese sandwich gone to charcoal, easily remedied by having 
a tuna sandwich for lunch.  

That lizard’s scrutiny was making her uncomfortable. 

“Is there a problem?” she finally asked.  

You tell me, the lizard said. 

“Nothing I can’t work out for myself.” 
You need help, lady, all you got to do is ask.  

“Thanks, but I need to do this my way.”  

Then again, her way had got her here. Or there. She was starting to lose track. Having a 
second perspective might be useful. She promptly flagged down a likely individual who not only 
proved helpful, but turned out to be a neighbor of hers.  

Come to think of it, she no longer owned a car, which explained why she was at loss for 
where she was parked, and had somehow got the wrongheaded notion she’d come in through the 
J.C. Penney, the taxi having dropped her off at the wrong place.  

Her neighbor gave her lift home, and gave her helpful tip on how to order an excellent 
pair of shoes from a catalog house, so it all worked out in the end. It came as proof positive that 
one had only to persevere, and a solution would present itself. 
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