
Greetings from the International Women’s Writing Guild! We are so glad to 
have you as a member of this community – and so pleased to welcome you to 
this end-of-year newsletter. On behalf of all of the Guild, Executive Director 
Michelle Miller and I would like to thank each one of you for your involvement 
and investment in this writing family. 2020 has truly been a year like no other, 
but this exceptional group of people has risen to the challenge. We build our 
tomorrows together. 

In this review, you’ll find Guild-related news from the past year, with a special 
focus on our budding mentor and global programs. We’re also spotlighting the 
writing submissions from our monthly newsletter prompts. Plus, we’re sharing 
new offerings for members in 2021. Let’s jump right in!

SUMMARY OF THE MENTOR PROGRAM
In June of 2020, the International Women’s Writing Guild launched an 
intergenerational mentorship writing group. “We wanted to make a place where 
all women writers feel welcome, inspired, and empowered by skills, resources, 
and mentoring,” says Executive Director Michelle Miller. “We refuse to let the 
voices of emboldened women writers go unheard.”

The program launched in Boston, and is expanding to New York, Miami, and 
New Orleans in 2021. The Boston-based group formed under the leadership of 
author and educator Nakia Hill. Nakia led the mentorship program with the goal 
of producing an anthology with a social justice theme. The anthology, Heels into 
the Soil: Stories and Poems Resisting the Silence, has now been completed. The 
mentors and mentees will share their work in a virtual launch in March 2021. 
We hope to see you there! 

WELCOME



Gorgeous  Gratitude 2021
by Dorothy Randall Gray
Did someone say, “I love you”?
Did the sunset or sunrise take your breath away?
Is there a new blossom, leaf or sprig on a plant nearby?
Is there a roof over your head?
Did you wake up this morning?
Are you able to smell something cooking?
Is there food in your refrigerator?
Is there money in your account, piggy bank, coin jar, pocket or mattress?
Can you hear birds singing?
Is there a moment when you feel at peace?
Is there water when you turn on the faucet?
Are you able to walk, stroll, skip, run or crawl?
Did something make you smile today?
Are you breathing?
Did someone hug you, hold your hand or touch your face?
Did a pleasant memory visit you?
Can you taste something sweet, salty, crunchy or spicy?
Did you have a good laugh today?
Did something wonderful happen to you?
Do you have photos of people you care about?
Is there a spiritual practice, belief or affirmation that inspires you?
Do you have a pet you love?
Is there a family member or friend who takes time to call you?
Is the electricity on in your home?
Are you warm?
Do you have a place to sleep?
Do you have warm clothing and footwear?
Can you read and write?
Can you sing, whistle or hum?
Are there flowers or plants in your home?
Can you play music that feels good?
Can you see the stars, the moon or sky?

Can you say ‘Thank you’
for all the times you 
answered, “Yes”?
 
We can’t unrape Democracy, 
but we can acknowledge its 
woundedness and press on!



IWWG GLOBAL PEN PAL 
“To send a letter is a good way to go somewhere without moving anything but 
your heart,” says author and columnist Phyllis Theroux. Sure, emails are fast, 
and texts are fun with all those emojis and GIFs, but don’t you feel particularly 
loved when someone devotes time and energy to handwriting a card or letter?
Sign up for our Global Pen Pal program, an extension of the exploration 
launched in our late-December webinar, WISH YOU WERE HERE: Writing the 
Epistolary Poem. We will host monthly workshops that discuss one letter-poem 
per month and use it as a model to write your own letter-poem, to be shared with 
another participant seeking a poetic pen-pal.

We are matching pen pals now, or you can write on your own. Two identical 
workshops offered each month to accommodate global time zones:

SIGN UP FOR 
Mondays at 2 PM EST, beginning February 15
Thursdays at 7 PM EST, beginning February 18

https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-4058174
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-4058169


SUMMARY OF THE GLOBAL  
SOCIAL JUSTICE PROGRAM 
The International Women’s Writing Guild launched its 
Global Social Justice program in August of 2020. The 
program celebrates and embraces new partnerships with 
writers in Ghana and Kenya, and also works to address 
the systemic injustice and erasure of Black voices in the 
United States. 

“IWWG webinars and workshops have helped me to 
rekindle my passion for writing and bring out new energy 
that I had long forgotten even existed,” says Wanjira 
Muthoni, a member of the Guild’s global outreach 
program. “IWWG helps women to interact with people 
from other cultures and all walks of life thus opening up 
one’s worldview. This is particularly interesting for Kenyan 
writers as it gives them exposure and more self-confidence 
in writing.”

The Guild will produce a journal celebrating Black voices 
from the United States and Africa in January of 2021. 
We’ve shared a couple excerpts from the journal below. 

This, Is America
by Christie Cruise
The immigrant yells, “Go back where you came from!” 
The descendant of slaves responds, “Where I came from?” 
I came from the womb of a Black woman,
A sacred, hallowed space 
with power and energy vibrating 
on a level parallel to the creator,
fashioned as the carrier of endless possibilities.
I came from the Garden of Eden 
naked, natural, created in His image, the first woman.
I came from the heavens, 
the firmament swathed in stars, planets, and the moon.
I came from love songs, soulful, 
with melodies and chords and strings on lutes.
I came from the elements—fire, wind, water, earth, space, 
and time, 
explosive as volcanic eruptions, overpowering as tsunamis,
entwined to the universe like the moon to the tides.
“Go back where I came from? 
I AM where I came from.”



She Reigns in Glory
Ashla C. Hill Roseboro, Ph.D.
Alabama State University
Raised in a town of “haves and have nots”
Life for her was no crystal stair
If fact, there were holes in the floors
That had to be tiptoed around with care.
Domestic terror, violence and hate
Fiery sermons in churches that were founded for the people
Raised voices that taught the importance of love
Instruments, stumping feet and voices billowed from  
the steeple.
Courage to see her destiny beyond a small world
Like the tortoise that moved slowly along
In her mother, she found tenacity that spoke “do it or else”
From bachelor’s to master’s to doctorate, meeting  
each rung.
Home ownership glimmered within reach 
But life for her was no crystal stair
Only to be laid off in a weak economy
She surrendered to a higher calling without despair.
Trees toppled the structure in a hurricane
Resilience to rebuild, despite devastation

Displaced for months while trying to remain sane
Life was teaching her that it was not all fun.
Through the storm, highs and lows
Her hope never diminished in murky places
She found a sisterhood of seasoned, intellectual women
They said you have much to contribute across spaces.
First there was love, then marriage, then babies
From deep ancestral roots we arise
Power, strength, knowledge, fortitude, creativity
Even when the qualities have been disguised.
Women carry and nurture generations
In the midst, unexpected events will undoubtedly come
From illness to migration to loss of loved ones
But put on the whole armor, not to succumb.
And she rises to every challenge time and time again
Black girl magic others can see
Though life for her was no crystal stair
She reigns in glory.



Biweekly Free Writes
Every two weeks, you can join a COMPLETELY FREE 
90-minute virtual writing session with acclaimed writers 
from across the world. Past facilitators include best-selling 
authors, award-winning poets, and lifelong educators. These 
events are inclusive, engaging, and community-centered. 

Biweekly Open Mics
Share your incredible work with us at our monthly open 
mic events. All women-identified writers are welcome to 
sign up for a 3-minute reading slot on a first-come-first 
served basis. The open mics also feature esteemed writers 
whose readings you won’t want to miss. Come, listen, and 
be heard! 

Online Member Social Events
Here at the Guild, we know community is everything. 
To combat social isolation and continue building our 
family, we’d love to see you at our online social events for 
members. Just register for the event, hop on Zoom, and  
say hello!

Global Pen Pal Program
Being a part of the Guild means you can be a part of a 
global community. Are you interested in connecting with 
women writers in other countries? Our global pen pal 
program will streamline that experience, and find you  
your newest global writing buddy. 

Expanding the Mentorship Program 
What we shared with you above is only the beginning  
of the Guild’s budding mentorship program. We can’t  
wait to expand this program into New York, Miami,  
New Orleans.

Monthly Member Newsletter
Stay up to date on member publications and awards – 
and share your own success stories with the community! 
This monthly member newsletter, Between the Lines, is 
built to celebrate you. It’s where you’ll find the list of this 
month’s new members, plus a monthly writing prompt. If 
you write something based on our writing prompt, make 
sure to submit it – each edition features a different writing 
response to the prompt! Which leads us smoothly into our 
next section…

NEW OFFERINGS FOR MEMBERS IN 2021
The Guild is thrilled to introduce even more programs and benefits for members in 2021. In 2021,  
members can expect to enjoy:



Letting Go
by Amoafowaa Sefa Cecilia
I
In this heat of memories
Where many a past monsters now model sorries
I look up to the future unknown 
And look back at the hurts I still mourn
Before looking into the eyes of regrets
I see the burning frets
And forget the foe
So I’m letting go

II
Carrying hurts are burdens set to stifle my growth
...I know
A hating heart is not without self loath
...I know
If I was an immortal
I’ll try a hating for a hundred or so years
But I know the horrors and fears
...associated with transiency attached to mortality
So I’m letting go
...letting go of you as a foe

III
I will forgive and remember
To my bitterness dismember
I will let go for success’ wings
To stop my soul from hateful rings
...boxed by thoughts which hurt
And stop my mouth from a hating blurt

IV
For letting go is freedom
Letting go blesses with a peaceful kingdom
Hold no cutting reigns of pain
So you can, your full self esteem, gain
I’m letting go
So you let go
...to let others let go
So like a spider web
We can build a fort of love
...to aid us journey happily through life 

OUTSTANDING RESPONSES TO BETWEEN  
THE LINES PROMPTS



Freedom at Fifty
by Lawrence R. Berger
There is evil in the world
thousands of cords attach killing energy
somehow I survive
 
Words become weapons to deal with the pain
Suicide seemed logical for years
The only way to end the pain
 
Then
I meet an angel
We become friends but it’s hard
I’m not used to people liking me and feeling good about it
It takes years but finally a fiery sword cuts me free
 
I see through the fog
The attacks have ceased
and I’ve learned to fight back
 
Here I come.

The Day My Mother Died 
by Marty Temkin
Her face was blue as ice.
 She felt cold in the bed
nestled under a daisied cover.
Her skin still warm.
Her breath was gone.

I closed the eyelids.
She was gone, no longer my mother. It was her time.
           ***
The boat was gone.
My heart onboard was packed deep in a crate.
 The ripples floated.
 I watched it glide away
just as my mother had over the decades.



The New Me 
by Marie Drake
This year has been strange, indeed. The Corona Virus 
upset many things. My husband faced unemployment for 
six months, waiting to see if his company would reopen. 
It did not. He’d transported people with disabilities, and 
those people were no longer able to travel, meet, or gather. 
The uncertainty led to a job search; finding work in his 
field that paid similar to what he’d previously earned 
proved a difficult task, but we didn’t want to wait until the 
unemployment benefits ran out to decide what we’d do. He 
gained employment with a different company that doesn’t 
involve the transportation of people but products. It involves 
travel, and so there is an adjustment I must make, we must 
make together.
My husband and I have a blended family; we each have two 
children, and the last one living with us happens to be my 
youngest son. He recently procured a job on a path to his 
career, a grown-up job with benefits. Hooray. However, the 
company is farther from home than he wants to commute, 
so he decided to rent an apartment near work. He’s ventured 
from home to live in college dorms, but there’s a finality 
to this move. It’s the end of something. I devoted most of 
my life to my children. Mom: That was my title, my badge 
of honor. Many mothers have tread these heart-breaking 
waters before me, and more will struggle through those 
waves after I have steadied myself on the shore, I know. 
I’ve written several books, and there has always been a 
question in the back of my mind: If I had more time to 
devote to my writing, would I achieve more success? My 
quiet house beckons me to write something, anything. But, 
what if I write more now and I find no further accolades? 
Will the new me be enough? Will I enjoy writing if nobody 
notices? Will I need to search for fulfillment elsewhere? 
I must cast aside fear, anxiety, and self-doubt. I have to 
embrace the opportunity to concentrate on my writing. 
I should give myself as much encouragement as I’ve 
showered on my husband and my children. Be braver than 
I’ve previously been. Stand taller, accept recognition, don’t 
be afraid to state my accomplishments. I can be proud of 
myself. I must only be enough for me.

Shedding/Letting Go
by Wanjira Muthoni
The day I realised that I was not a garbage truck
To carry around anger and hurt from everyone  
and everywhere
Just because someone had hurt me intentionally  
or unintentionally
That was the day I started to let go
The day I realised that societal expectations
Were not always in my best interest
But more often than not created to benefit a specific  
interest group
That was the day I started to let go
The day I realised that I was not Jesus Christ
To perform miracles for crowds
Feed multitudes then wait to be crucified for it
That was the day I started to let go
On that day, I bought myself a set of sieves
To sift every request for its validity
The set of sieves is pinned tightly in my brain and inside 
my heart
To make sure no manipulative requests pass through
On that day I invited God to head my  
assessment committee
To help me differentiate need from want
To help me distinguish friends from foes
And to let go of the latter.



No Frost Here
by Janice Alper
The hummingbirds have fluttered away to wherever they 
live in winter. The leaves from the sycamore trees have 
been raked into a pile. Giggling children jump in them and 
roll around in the damp mound. They emerge, breathless, 
with the brown leaves sticking to their Velcro-sneakered 
feet. Other leaves crunch under my feet on my walk to the 
coffee shop for a pumpkin latte. 
The days are shorter now in late fall. The temperature, 
here in San Diego has dropped, but there will be no frost, 
so close to the coast. Yet, I put on a scarf to keep my neck 
warm, a sign of my age, and a light-weight quilted jacket to 
stave off the chill I feel in this temperate weather. I wave 
to my young neighbor in his snug black wet-suit, returning 
from braving the roaring waves of the Pacific. For him, this 
is a year round activity, secure in the warmth of the latex 
that hugs his body.
Seasonal flowers adorn the planter boxes along the 
driveway of my condominium complex. Delicate pink 
camellias, with translucent leaves, play peek-a-boo with the 
sunlight. I put on sunglasses to keep off the glare. In a short 
while they’ll be clouded from my breath under my designer 
mask. Along the way the stately birds of paradise raise their 
feather-like orange headdresses and remind me to straighten 
my shoulders as I step along the pavement. At the end of the 
road a palette of fall colors—marigolds, California Fuchsia, 
and popsicle-like aloes—beckon me to stop, take a deep 
breath, and savor the Southern California landscape. 
Sipping my latte at a safe distance from others, I notice 
the university students in shorts and flip flops and shiver 
in my warm clothes. They don’t seem to mind the shorter 
days and lower temperatures, as they hunch over laptops. 
Occasionally one of them removes a mask to sip from a 
colorful water bottle, sated, returns to the screen. 
“What are you studying?” I ask.
“We’re biology majors,” says one as she points to her friend.
“How can you do lab work?
“It’s tricky, we go in sometimes,” answers the friend behind 
his black mask, “but it’s mostly on line these days.”
They don’t see my smile as I wave goodbye to them and 
enter the nearby market. The orange pumpkins have been 
tossed into a large carton, on sale, to make room for other 
seasonal decorations. There are fake bunches of leaves for 
Thanksgiving tables along with assorted green, brown, and 
golden gourds. They nestle near holiday bouquets of rust 
and yellow.

Bright red and white Christmas signs are everywhere. Red 
flannel stockings trimmed in fuzzy white are clipped to a 
line above a poster of a fireplace. LED lights of assorted 
colors, and cutouts of Santa Clause are on display nearby. 
Tins of holiday cookies with winter scenes reminiscent of 
other places, are piled on a table rimmed with silver tinsel. 
I stare at the idyllic scene, people in sleds, snow covered 
roofs on houses, smoke coming from a faraway chimney. 
It is not only a colder place, but another era where the 
characters depicted took time away from their turbulent and 
difficult lives for respite and fun, and maybe even a snow 
ball fight. 
Nearby, less conspicuous, are Hanukkah decorations, 
mostly blue and white. There are small metal menorahs on 
sale next to boxes of candles of assorted colors. I admire 
them and wonder whatever happened to the little blue box 
containing orange candles we lit in our home in Brooklyn 
in another lifetime. In those days there may have been a 
tiny bit of frost in the evenings. 
I’d sit near the menorah on the kitchen table and peek out 
the window at the bare branches of our peach tree. The 
drops of ice on her limbs resembled teardrops, similar to 
the ones in my eyes from the cold. Grandma sat next to me, 
tendrils of white hair escaped from her bun, and we both 
had our elbows on the table and hands under our chins for 
a half hour as we stared at the orange candles flicker to 
finality.
Afterward, Grandma went to the stove and prepared 
the savory, greasy potato latkes. I’d wait in the living 
room doing homework or reading a book as my stomach 
grumbled from hunger. The tangy aroma of the imperfect 
frying ovals floated in the air. At last Grandma called, 
“Come Yentele, eat.”
I took my place at the table, smothered the crisp potato 
pancakes with sour cream and quickly ate three in a row, 
hardly stopping to chew. “Slow down,” said Grandma, “we 
need to save some for your parents.”
“Just one more,” I begged and she put another on my plate. 
I smiled up at her and she smiled back with her false white 
teeth.
I spy a kosher potato pancake mix at the Hanukkah display. 
I pick it up, put it down, and think to myself, this year I’ll 
make my own. But when I remember the work involved and 
knowing the family can’t eat my wonderful latkes on zoom, 
I bury the thought and continue shopping. 
I leave the market laden with a box of multi-colored 
Hanukkah candles, a cinnamon broom for a seasonal scent 
to my home, and two potatoes, just in case…



Giving Up
by Zohra Shaik
Giving up myself a bit here, a bit there…
A penny here, a pound there,
A few pieces here, a few more pieces there,
A helping hand here, a grieving heart there,
A decade of love here, a decade of caregiving there,
A rainbow of colors here, a pot of gold there.
 
Giving up more of myself here, a bit more there…
A multitude of tasks here, a plethora of hugs there,
A lot of labor here, a lot more of hard work there,
A boatload of forgiveness here, a bunch of gratitude there,
An evening of peace here, a morning of happiness there,
A night of sleep here, a sense of peace there.
 
Giving up a bit more of myself here, a lot more there…
A big part of me here, a larger part of me there,
A majority of my dreams here, a bulk of my plans there,
A chunk of my time here, a portion of my life there,
A wave of my passion here, a tide of my desires there,
A thing of my past here, an idea of my future there.
 
Giving up giving up myself here, not anymore, not anywhere
Giving to myself here, giving to myself there,
A bit by small bit here, a part by small part there,
A little step here, a huge stride there,
A road to the future here, a return to my dreams there,
A submission to peace here, a life of my own there,
I refuse to give to anyone anymore – all my giving is to me now!



Free Write with Christine Kitano On Imagery
January 22, 2021
1:00 PM EST

Open Mic: Andrene Bonner - Literacy Fiction
January 28, 2021
2:00-3:30 PM ET

Triage Editing – Effective Revision for  
New and Established Writers 
Friday, January 29, 2021
1:00 - 2:30 PM EST

Open Mic: Dolores Johnson - Memoir
February 7, 2021
7:00-8:30 PM ET

Free Write with Ana Candida de Carvalho Carneiro 
Writing Powerful Dialogues
February 5, 2021 
1:00 PM EST

The Creativity of the Narrative Arc  
with Ivelisse Rodriguez 
Saturday, February 6, 2021 
1:00 - 4:00 PM EST

The Artist as Advocate: Writing to Change Our World 
with Áine Greaney 
Tuesday, February 9, 2021 
1:00 - 2:30 PM EST

WISH YOU WERE HERE: Writing the Epistolary 
Poem/GLOBAL PEN PAL PROGRAM (2 Options)

Monthly beginning  
Feb 15, 2021 / 3rd Monday of each month
2:00 PM - 3:00 PM EST
Monthly beginning  
Feb 18, 2021 / 3rd Thursday of each month
7:00 PM - 8:00 PM EST

Free Write with Abeer Hoque Poetic Exercises for Prose
February 19, 2021 
1:00 PM EST

Building Your Online Audience: Blogging for Authors 
with Laurie White
Tuesday, February 23, 2021 
7:00 - 8:30 PM EST

Free Write with Caridad Pineiro
March 5, 2021
1:00 PM EST

Using The Heroine’s Journey as Narrative Structure  
for Memoir Writing 
March 10, 2021
1:00 - 4:00 PM EST

Self-portrait Poems: Write, Revise, Read and Submit 
Your Work with Trish Hopkinson 
Wednesday, March 10, 17, and 24, 2021
3:00 - 4:30 PM EST

World-building for genre fiction (not just fantasy) 
with Paula Chaffee Scardamalia 
Tuesday, March 9, 16, 23 and 30, 2021
1:00 - 2:30 PM EST

Free Write with Áine Greaney 
Expressive Writing for Stress Relief and Wellness
March 19, 2021 
1:00 PM EST

Open Mic: Frannie Lindsay - Poetry
March 28, 2021 
7:00-8:30 PM ET

Writing Personal Statements and Applying for Grants, 
Fellowships and Residencies with Abeer Hoque
Mondays, April 12 and 19, 2021 
11:00 - 1:30 PM EST

Open Mic: Jenny Grassl - Poetry
April 18, 2021 
7:00-8:30 PM ET

IWWG
Upcoming 

Events

https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997288
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3971921
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997321
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997321
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-4072396
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997350
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997350
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997429
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997355
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-4058174
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-4058169
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997376
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-4002831
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997380
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997421
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997386
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997386
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997406
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997333
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3997333
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3985509
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3996716
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-3996716
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-4094275


Creative Writing for Social Change: Re-Dream a Just World 
Anya Achtenberg
Jan 27, Feb 3, Feb 10, Feb 17 
10:00 AM - 12:00 PM EST
a 4-week multi-genre creative writing class with Anya Achtenberg  
Fiction, memoir/creative nonfiction, poetry, essay, hybrid forms “I want to 
rediscover the secret of great speech, and of great burning.” Aime Cesaire, 
Notebook of a Return to The Native Land

In 4 transformative weeks, you’ll be introduced to a reframing of creative 
writing craft that affirms its profound interconnection with our longing for 
social justice. The innovative approaches will help you expand your own web of 
associations, your creative terrain, your power to investigate the worlds of your 
writing; helping you reach, for example, what may have seemed invisible—the 
hidden cost, the hidden crime, the hidden gifts—the hidden story. 

Black Like Us: Women Writing & Weaving Wisdoms 
Dorothy Randall Gray
Feb 18, Feb 25 and March 4, 2021  
1:00 PM – 2:30 PM ET
A 3-week series with Dorothy Randall Gray

The power, the pathos, the poetry, lives laid bare daring to be heard - Black 
Like Us is an insightful exploration of fiction, nonfiction and poetry as seen 
through the lens of evolutionary, lesser-known, and contemporary Black women 
writers. Stimulating exercises, handouts, in-class writing and music inspire you 
to excavate the intersection of our lives, and deepe your writing arenas. This 
workshop invites you to share the choreography of creative consciousness with 
Warshan Shire, Mahogany Brown, Nikky Finney, Jacqueline Woodson, Jasmine 
Mans, Octavia Butler, Yaa Gyasi, Tracy K. Smith, Taiye Selasi, Stacey Ann 
Chin, Roxanne Gay, Tananarive Due, and Aja Monet

https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-4122285
https://iwwg.wildapricot.org/event-4133338

