
 

THE INKSLINGER – News from High Desert Branch Page 1 

If you want an idea for a story, pick up a newspaper. 

There are many starting places in a newspaper. 

What characters could be involved in each story? 

What might they think or do? What might their de-

sires be? What would be some of the natural obsta-

cles to a character getting what 

they want? 

 

 

 

   I came away believing that 

Anne Perry would never be at a loss 

for a story idea. The wheels are turning 

with every little story on a newspaper 

page. She could have an entire novel 

outlined by the end of the day. She said she never has 

writer’s block, and I believe it. Writer’s block is just not 

knowing what to write. Because of her thorough research 

and her imagination, and her inquisitive mind, she always 

knows where she’s going. She always has good possibilities, 

and all of us can develop similar skills that fit our style.  

Revealing Perry & Zackheim at Signing 

  MAY  2014 

FROM THE PRESIDENT 

Continued on Page 2 & 3 

Dwight Norris 

Inspiring a Community of Writers 

GUEST  

SPEAKER 

W e had a lovely auxiliary meeting April 5th with 

noted authors Victoria Zackheim and Anne 

Perry. The level of discussion was deep and sophisti-

cated. It was very difficult to interrupt these two to 

move to different phases of the meeting. Attendees from 

both our club and the community at large seemed quite 

enthralled. 

     Though I took notes, it was difficult to keep up with 

everything. However, here are a few words of wisdom I 

jotted down.  

Research thoroughly. You will not use all the in-

formation in your writing that you have discov-

ered, but it will keep the egg off your face. 

Don’t explain everything. Give your readers the 

opportunity to use their imagination.  

There should be continuity in writing a novel or 

story. Everything is a setup for the next signifi-

cant event.  

Read your work aloud. This will demonstrate the 

rhythm of your writing and tell you how the 

reader will perceive it in their own heads. It will 

tell you how the piece flows and where to place 

commas.  

Nobody’s gonna jump six feet over a six foot wall. 

Obstacles and the effort to overcome them 

should match. 

 A lot should be revealed about your main charac-

ters, but not all at once. The reader should be 

able to get a picture of your secondary charac-

ters — favorite food, least favorite food, color 

they like or not, words they use a lot, clumsy or 

graceful.  

See event photos 
on Page 3 

JAMES 

BROWN 

RETURNS 

Our guest speaker for May 10th is distinguished au-
thor, friend of the Club, and Writing Professor at Cal 
State San Bernardino, James Brown.  Don’t miss it. 
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Showcase your latest work at the new State 
Level web site for So Cal members. Within our 
local branch the So Cal representative is Anita 
Holmes. She and Rusty LaGrange will review all 
entries to the Showcase prior to submitting. 
Please don’t submit directly to the new web site. 

With seven active branches in the Southern dis-
trict, competition is stiff, and there is no guaran-
tee that your submissions will be published.  

Take a tour of the site’s posted submissions and 
you’ll find Bob Isbill has been keeping our Branch 
name current in several categories. 

http://www.socalwritersshowcase.com   

It’s a Showcase for all active members — enjoy! 

Contact: RustyL@Hughes.net to submit and 
place Showcase in the subject title. 

It’s Showcase time!  —  Whatcha Got? 

From The President — continued 

Anne Perry also said that she has written perhaps eighty-

five novels. She has sold something like seventy-six. The 

first several novels went nowhere—oblivion as she called 

it. But she studied her craft, learned and improved, and 

never gave up.  

Today her work may still go through a dozen edits and 

revisions. She is patient with it and works with her editors 

and publisher. 

Victoria Zackheim said that sometimes a writer can hold 

their ground, but its best to keep an open mind. If a revi-

sion must be made, be sure it is made in your voice as the 

author, not somebody else’s.  

These are all invaluable lessons for less experienced writ-

ers, which is most of us.  

Well, needless to say, the wisdom kept flowing. These 

two know a lot about writing. Several of us had the privi-

lege of joining them for lunch over at the Olive Garden by 

Barnes & Noble where they went afterwards for their 

book signing.  

If you missed this memorable event, a video of their pres-

entation and a separate recording of their Q&A will be 

posted on YouTube in the future.  

AAUW Art at the Aspen 

Open for Local Authors 

 

For the seventh year, the American Associa-
tion of University Women (AAUW) is presenting the 
Art at the Aspen Show at the Aspen Clubhouse in 
Sun City. The show will be on the weekend of Octo-
ber 25 and 26. This is a large event and a well-run 
show, with excellent attendance. Several of our 
HDCWD authors participated last year. 

Please register as soon as possible so that 
prime spaces may be saved for us au-
thors.  Applications are available from Ann 
Miner.  They should be completed and submitted 
with a check for $50 and a self-addressed and 
stamped envelope, no later than May 30. Nancy 
Mitchell, chair of the event, will then send you more 
instructions.  

You may email or call Ann at 760-242-2923/
(eannminer@yahoo.com). 

Richard Zone and Molly Jo Realy volunteered to be 
the Elections Committee and will be canvassing the 
membership for nominations for the Officers of the 
Board.  

Each Board position carries for one year. The en-
ergy and strength of the Club is pivotal on the selec-
tion of active and supportive Board members to 
keep the Club growing and progressive. As of last 
month, there are now 105 paid memberships. 

The Board consists of: President, Vice President, 
Secretary, Treasurer, with Member-At-Large being 
appointed. Other positions supportive to the Board 
are appointed by the President. These are: Pro-
grams Director, PR Director, and The Inkslinger Edi-
tor. Other positions can be created as needed. 

If you wish to toss your hat into the ring, please call 
Richard Zone 909-222-8812 or e-mail him at 

RetiredZone@gmail.com for more details. 

A Slate of potential officers will be announced dur-
ing the next regular meeting — May 10th. Elections 
are held in June.        

     —Rusty LaGrange 

Call For Nominations  

to the Board of Directors 

Spotlight Your Work 

mailto:eannminer@yahoo.com
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What You Missed —- 

Anne Perry enjoys the one-on-one experience with 
her readers during April 5th event. 

Victoria Zackheim (left) and Anne Perry (mid-ground) 
take extra time with readers during signings. 

Photos by Michael Raff 
 



 

THE INKSLINGER – News from High Desert Branch Page 4 

  Use our handy Club Cards as             

Invitations to friends and writers who 

might like to see what happens at our 

CWC HD branch meetings. Guests can 

visit 3 times. 

Continued on page 5 

                                          by George Gracyk                                              

 We came up to the river from the south. The 
road veered west along the high steep banks. The 
river flowed swift and looked deep; it was a full, 
heavy run of water with some turbulence. A large 
rock here and there caused a whitewater splash and 
ripple and pleasant gurgling, so peaceful and sooth-
ing to me. At my first glance down at the churning 
water, I knew that ―yes‖, this was my river; this was 
the way home. To reflect with some sense of reality, 
which has no place whatsoever in this dream of 
mine, I was not driving. No, I was hanging out the 
open car window drinking in the peace of the wa-
ters. There were patches of grassy areas with a few 
scattered white plastic chairs or a redwood picnic 
table or two along the lower banks.  

 We cross the river on a long concrete arch 
bridge. The river here is wider, and tumbling over a 
weir with a sandy swimming beach on our right -- 
this is where Ronnie saved all those people as a 
lifeguard. Back over our left shoulder we can see his 
white frame home where he hid pennies under a 
loose brick on the fireplace hearth. But surely that’s 
him waving to us from the beach. We smile and 
wave back. It’s a comfort knowing Ronnie’s on the 
job. I wake smiling on the inside and with a feeling 
of rested calm knowing that this was surely my road 
home.  

 We come into the city along a broad and 
nicely landscaped highway; the buildings are sub-
stantial but not massive, made of red brick with 
white sandstone accent trim. Around the expansive 
central square are two churches, City Hall, Court 
House, and various civic buildings each more solid 
than the next. A large water fountain dominates the 
square where people loiter to feed the pigeons or 
just stroll arm-in-arm. And this is our city, not really 
all that large or grand but it dominates the area. Im-
pressive and solid looking to be sure, and yet it’s a 
warm and friendly place. 

 I say ―we‖ and yet I don’t know if I drove the 
car or even if I was alone. There is no conscious 
concept of ―another‖. These are the things about 
dreams with their mystical, wispy yet vivid images 
that are as true and hard as cold concrete. Every-
thing is awareness and perception and feeling – yet 
it fills the mind’s eye and I can feel the pulse of the 

DREAMLAND city and hear the river noise, the gurgle of the water. I 
am once again closer to coming home. I wake with a 
total calm and at peace with my world and ready for 
another day.  

 In dreaming this over and over again, I am 
now very comfortable with the river and often miss the 
visuals and yet feel the experience and calm of the 
homecoming. The downtown of our little city is San 
Rafael of the late 1950s but it often morphs into pre-
sent day Petaluma with odd little bits and pieces of 
Walla Walla and Yuba City.  Why are there never 
hints of Fairfield where I spent so many years? But I 
know that I am not to question or worry about details, 
but rather to accept and enjoy the peace of coming 
home 

 Look, 
we’re in luck, 
a parking 
space on the 
square. What 
a fine, sleepy 
day here in 
Monroe, Wis-
consin. We 
have time for 
a Swiss 
cheese sand-
wich and a bottle of Huber’s Beer at Baumgardener’s. 
We’re so lucky to find a spot in front of the store.  
Same old whiskered farmers, chewing on toothpicks 
and all in bib overalls, are at the round table in the 
rear playing ―21‖ with dog-eared cards. And, of 
course, there’s sawdust on the floor. With my foot on 
the brass rail, I stand at the old oak bar along the right 
hand wall and tell the bartender ―the usual‖ and yet I 
know I haven’t been here in forty years.  

 The sharpness of the remembered dream with 
its color and awareness is so fluid and demanding of 
my senses that I wake content but with regrets and 
vaguely uneasy that I may not be able to return.  



 

THE INKSLINGER – News from High Desert Branch Page 5 

Continued from Page 4 

 Indeed, these wispy homecoming visits are 
interrupted by other flat, dull, black and white im-
ages. Unwanted, yes, but they are also my dreams 
regardless. This is not ―Dial-A-Dream‖ you under-
stand. I’ll wait. They’ll come back, they have to. It’s 
my homecoming dream after all. 

 Is there sound? My dream begins appropri-
ately with an old smoothie, Les Elgarth’s rendition of 
―Meet Me Tonight in Dreamland‖. Or, and oddly 
enough, it’s ―The Sweetheart of Sigma Chi‖. The 
music is not an overriding sensation, just under-
stated background softness. In that background, 
you are somehow dancing, and like faintly faded 
wallpaper, just a quiet background effect. And, oh 
yes, it was Elgarth’s band at that University frat 
house party. We danced with the usual small talk, 
then the sweet 
words led to 
teasing and 
then a quarrel 
and that’s 
when the 
wheels fell off 
that evening. 
But that was a 
long time ago.  

 We 
stop in the city 
at a sidewalk 
café for coffee 
and schnapps. 
Ridiculous, I 
never drink schnapps! But, not to worry, it’s okay. A 
small dog comes up to nuzzle my leg. Surprise, 
there are two dog biscuits in my jacket pocket. It’s 
Mrs. Dundon’s Jack Russell I paraded on the streets 
of Adare, in far off Ireland. But he was run over by a 
car. Where is Günther, the Dachshund, the one I 
walked last time? It’s pleasant, sitting here in the 
warm sunlight watching the people along the street. 
I reach down to pet Günther and we order more 
schnapps. But now it’s time to leave, it’s not far to 
the village and home, out away from the city. We 
drive slowly and watch for deer along the winding 
two-lane, savoring the rolling green hills and sharp 
dappled shadows from the sun’s rays through the 
trees, no need to hurry now. The dog, Günther, has 
his head out the window, those long hound dog ears 
flapping in the breeze. He looks as happy as a 
Dachshund is allowed to look.  

       Have you ever thought about 
what it takes to write a grant request? 
What career opportunities are avail-
able? What type of education is re-
quired to write grants? How could you build a business doing 
it? Is it an art or a skill? Is a license required? Are grant writ-
ers needed today or is it a dying field?  

Ask Debbie Cannon, the grant writing expert from the High 
Desert Resource Network (a program of the Academy for 
Grassroots Organizations) who will answer those questions 
and more.  Some of Debbie's recent awards include: 

 "An Inspiring Woman" awarded by Daily Press read-

ers, March 2009  

 2009 Leaping Leader awarded by Azusa Pacific Uni-

versity and KFROG radio 

 2010 Fundraising Professional of the Year   

 
There is no admission fee for this meeting, and the public is 
welcome.  

The Genre  

of Grant Writing 

With Debbie Cannon 

 

April 30 from 5:30 to 6:45 p.m. 

Member Spotlight 
   

 Just heard that Bob Isbill has been selected as 
the Keynote Speaker during CWC’s Nor Cal Leader-
ship Conference to be held May 3rd. 

 This is by Invitation only as a special event for 
developing branch leadership qualities. Held at the 
DeVry University in Fremont, the one-day event offers 
members peer-to-peer training and ideas to keep 
Branches healthy and active.  

 In the brochure it says: Hear the incredible 
story of how one branch in Southern California went 
from “Code Blue” to “alive-and kickin’.” 

  Hey, that’s us! Congratulations, Bob! 
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What You Missed —- 

World Book Night 2014 

Gives Catch 22 and Wild 

 For the third year in a row, members of the 
High Desert California Writers Club participated as 
volunteer ―Book Givers‖ on World Book Night. We 
gave away twenty copies of Wild by Cheryl Strayed 
to our original group of prisoners at the Federal Cor-
rectional Facility, and Catch 22 by Joseph Heller to 
our newer group. This year, anticipating their books, 
a huge thank you note was taped to the wall, and 
coffee and tea were served. Although there is a 
prison library, each man retains his own personal 
copy of the book, and they expressed their gratitude 
to our club. 

 World Book Night is now celebrated world-
wide on April 23, Shakespeare and Cervantes’ birth-
day. Book Givers fill out an application and request 
twenty free copies of their favorite book from a given 
list to distribute to people who normally don’t read or 
have access to books.  

   Once again, there was a ceremony at the 
Victorville Barnes and Noble the evening before, 
attended by Dwight Norris, Michael Brewer, and 
Mary Langer Thompson.  

 Dwight and Denny Stanz distributed Catch 
22, and Mary and Mike distributed Wild at the prison 
facilities. 

 A ―Thank You‖ goes to Bob Isbill for applying 
for the grant to give away Catch 22. 

 For more information go to http://
www.us.worldbooknight.org/  

— Mary Langer Thompson 

Daily Press Staff 
Writer, Rene Ray De 
La Cruz, brought to 
the general meeting a 
different perspective 
on writing from the 
streets. Having lived 
in the High Desert all 
his life, Rene meets 
life straight on with a 

cool head and a journalistic view. He may laugh at 
the confusion his name has generated, but he finds it 
irritating when flowers are delivered to ―some female 
by the name of Rene…‖  

He encourages local writers to try news writing be-
cause it forces you to take the bare bones of the 
story and tell it with brevity. 

He never planned to be a news writer, but after years 
with McDonald’s Restaurant, he found it interesting 
that he knew his desert valley better than most.  

―I may have grown up here and I appreciate the de-
sert, but I know writing will take you to other places.‖ 

Rene, or ―Ray‖ as he now prefers, covers a variety of 
beats and is best know for his ―Traffic Tuner‖ column. 
He also hopes to develop a new section of the Daily 
Press devoted to Books, Authors, and current events 
in the writing industry. We hope he does, too. 

Ray can be reached at 
RDeLaCruz@vvdailypress.com 

Photos by 

Mike Raff & 
Rusty LaGrange 

http://www.us.worldbooknight.org/
http://www.us.worldbooknight.org/
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wouldn’t make it on green.  Not wanting to risk the 
jerking once more, and probably snapping the seat 
bolts completely off, I made a decision. 

 Turning the steering wheel hard left, I hit a 
small embankment.  It’s amazing how much air that 
car can get with such a small catapult.  That car 
cleared the carpool lot fence, and a 2011 Mercedes.  
It did, however lightly bounce off the top of a Hummer 
— which I believe must have belonged to our former 
Governor, Arnold, because the license plate read: ―Al 
B BAK.‖  Luckily, this bounce tended to make the 

landing on the as-
phalt a little easier. 

 I thought I 
handled all of this 
very well consider-
ing I had to do it all 
with one hand.  
You see, Ambro-
sio, halfway 
through a 40-foot 
jump, decided to 
exit a perfectly 
safe car.  What a 
crazy guy.  I had to 
hold him in the car 

with my only free hand. As soon as we touched down, 
we sped toward a 15-foot tall four-by-four truck with a 
―Back Off‖ sticker on the tubular rear bumper.  I now 
decided to try a different gear.  I ground the shifter 
into ―R.‖ 

 The car screeched to a halt right where I had 
intended to park it.  Who says you can’t stop on a 
dime.  And on that note, a lot of loose change spewed 
out from under the seat, onto the floor.  Kevin doesn’t 
need to thank me for finding all of that for him.  Am-
brosio exited the car with the glory of God in him.  I’m 
sure of that because he was speaking in tongues.  
Thank you Lord!  Praise God! 

 All in all, I think everything went great, I feel 
the next time Kevin lets me drive his car I will defi-
nitely have it mastered.  Hopefully Kevin has it fixed 
by then.  You see, as I started to get into my car 
Kevin’s car erupted into flames.  The fire chief, who 
arrived on the scene shortly, said the transmission 
was so hot that it caused the car to catch on fire.   

Hopefully Kevin has that transmission looked at be-
fore taking it out on the road.  It must have been de-
fective.  What else would have made it get so hot?  

 Hey, maybe the next time Kevin lets me drive 
his car, it will be the Challenger!  

Adventures in Driving Kevin’s Nissan. 

by James “Grizzly” Elder 

 When Kevin asked me to drive his car to the 
car pool lot for him, I thought it was interesting that 
he didn’t ask me if I could drive a stick transmission.  
But what the heck, I’ve observed enough people 
driving sticks that I was confident I could learn in a 
little over an hour—about the time it takes me to get 
to the car pool lot. 

 As Ambrosio, my buddy, 
and I left work, and headed out on 
the road, it was a little jerky — but 
I do have to take this opportunity 
to pat myself on the back here — I 
never killed the engine.  However, 
I fear the constant snatching and 
jerking may have loosened the 
seat bolts just a little. 

 By the time I hit the free-
way, I pretty much had it under 
control — still I hadn’t figured out 
what the other numbers on the 
gear shift were for, but I had 
hopes that I would know by the 
time I reached my destination.  Sadly, I wouldn’t get 
a chance at that until I reached the car pool lot. 

 The car did very well even though the deaf-
ening sound from the engine and trans, which I liken 
to the sound of an air raid siren, made it nearly im-
possible to hear the radio.  I had to turn it up so loud 
that I fear I may have blown three of the four speak-
ers.  I felt if I had tried the other numbers on the 
gear shift it may have eased up on the poor car — 
which by the time we reached the top of the Cajon 
Pass was shaking violently — but as my dad used 
to tell me,  ―If it ain’t broke, don’t fix it.‖ 

 As we started down the other side of the 
pass, the vibration eased up a little, but now the 
smoke had begun to billow out the rear, and into the 
interior of the car.  We rolled the windows down be-
cause the stench of the burning oil had caused Am-
brosio to vomit violently into the nearest orifice he 
could find —the glove compartment. 

 As we exited at the 395 off ramp, I felt confi-
dent that I had conquered the stick shift enough to 
try another gear — still that wouldn’t come until  

I reached the lot. About one hundred yards from the  

light, where I was due to turn left, I could see we  

Don’t worry, Kevin. This photo was inspired. 
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The long awaited anthology, culminating more than a year-long project with the students of the 
Academy for Academic Excellence, is coming near to publication. 

Steven Marin, coordinator for the critique portion of the project, Jenny Margotta, Editor, and Project 
Publication Manager Roberta Smith, have put in many, many hours to bring the work of the AAE 
students to a beautiful book form entitled ―It Shall Be Recorded… A Collection of Memoirs‖. By 
early June of this year, it will be available for purchase by our members and the public.  

We have invested well over 300 hours of volunteer time from our Branch, representing a value of 
over $12,000 in labor costs.  

Our Instructors included Jennifer Bayless, Bob Isbill, Davida Siwisa James, Marilyn King, Rusty 
LaGrange Holly La Pat, Jenny Margotta, Ann Miner, Dwight Norris, Tania Ramos, and Mary 
Langer Thompson. Our thanks go to our guest speakers S. Kay Murphy and James Brown, excel-
lent memoir authors. 

Sincere thanks to our Critique Readers: Barbara Badger, Jennifer Bayless, Linda Borruff, Janis 
Brams, Mike Brewer, Linda Cooper, Madeline Gornell, George Gracyk, Bob Isbill, Marilyn King,  
Rusty LaGrange, Holly La Pat, June Langer, Jenny Margottta, Steve Marin, Rocky McAlister, Vic 
McCain-Buzzelli, Ann Miner, Therese Moore, Jeanne Newcomer, Dwight Norris, Loralie Pallotta, 
Hazel Stearns, Ingeborg Stotz, Mary Langer Thompson, Denny Stanz, Michael Raff, Molly Jo 
Realy, Winnie Rueff, and Inland Empire CWC president. S. Kay Murphy. 

The Dorothy C. Blakely Project Panel who guided the project were: Bob Isbill, Rusty LaGrange, 
Jenny Margotta, Dwight Norris, Michael Raff, Roberta Smith, Mary Langer Thompson, and Acad-
emy for Academic Excellence teacher and project coordinator Charlotte Wilmeth-Street. 

Project videography was done by Mike Raff, photography by Anthony J Enriquez. Judges for the 
project were Richard Zone, Ann Marie Wentworth, and Judith Wade. 

Special thanks and recognition go to Mary Langer Thompson, who was there from start to finish, 
adding the high caliber of her input that is exclusively Mary.  

And lastly, our thanks to Charlotte Wilmeth-Street and the Academy for Academic Excellence for 
taking this journey with us, exploring the uniqueness of teen writers focusing on senior citizens and 
helping us to better understand what this effort was all about. 

We look forward to this publication with enormous gratitude and, I believe, justifiable pride. 

 — Bob Isbill, Project Director 

Project Nears Completion Dorothy C. Blakely 

Memoir Project 

http://givebigsbcounty.razoo.com/
giving_events/gbsb14/home 

“GIVE BIG” TO SB CHARITIES — How it Works 

From 7 a.m. on May 8, 2014 to 6:59 a.m. on May 9, 2014, supporters of 
San Bernardino County nonprofits can go online, connect with causes 
they care about and make a donation. Every donation made has a 
chance of receiving a ―Golden Ticket.‖ When a randomly selected donor 
is the lucky recipient of a ―Golden Ticket,‖ their charity will receive addi-
tional prize money. In addition, the top 5 organizations on the Leader-
board will receive prize money. Mark your calendar and plan to join us 
online on May 8th. 
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RustyL@Hughes.net  

Contact the Editor Notes From the Editor --- 
 

In this parting shot of Jim Elstad’s creative mind, we wish him good 
luck on his new ventures in the north to be closer to his family. 

The special Poetry issue is coming on fast. Not all poems are guar-
anteed to be printed, but our poets never disappoint. Please limit 
your individual poems to no more than 40 lines. Free-verse, experi-
mental, and rhymed entries will be accepted. Good Luck! 

  Deadline: 23rd of June.  

Contact me by phone 760-646-2661 or email  RustyL@hughes.net.    

      -- Rusty LaGrange 

The radio blared out an old tune. An old woman sat in the front passen-
ger seat of the sedan. ―Mama, you’ve done nothing but moan and rock.‖ 
George took a hand from the steering wheel and put it on his mother’s 
leg. ‖Please, let me put Dad’s urn in the back seat.‖ 
Joan hugged it with all the passion left in her frail body. ‖May he rest in. 

..; May he rest in. . .; May he rest in. . .‖ 
Exasperated, the middle-aged man shook his head. ―Mama, enough of this. Quit mumbling about him 

resting in whatever. Papa was not a saint. You know he beat me every day.‖ 
The old lady shook her head.‖NO, NO. I don’t care what he did when he was alive. I’m going to honor 

his last wish.‖ 
 ―Mama! You told me he raped you several times during the past thirty-five years.  I don’t know why 
you stayed with him so long. Why do you insist on scattering his ashes at a state beach?‖ 

She continued her rocking and scowled at her oldest son. ―Your father was misunderstood and a good 
man who loved me. Besides, it’s the Christian thing to do, if Jesus could forgive me for my sins, I have to for-
give your father for his.‖ She continued. ―May he rest in. . .‖ 

―Misunderstood! Mama, everyone knew he played around with every pair of legs that filled a skirt. Now 
listen here. This is the last state park I’m going to take you to. We’re going to scatter his ashes at this beach 
or I’m taking you back home.‖ 

With a gleam in her eye, Joan pointed to an outhouse at the far edge of the parking lot. ―George, pull 
over there. I have to go pee.‖ 

The tires screeched as he turned the car around. ―Humph.‖ Was all her son oldest son could say. He 
shook his head, ran around the car, and opened the door for his mother.  

Clutching her husband’s urn, the old woman slowly got out of the car.  Her sandals crunched on the 
gravel path. Ten minutes later she returned and George helped his mother back into the car. 

He put his arm on the seat back as he looked over his shoulder to back the car up. He quickly turned 
to the front and stared. ―Mama! You’re not rocking and moaning anymore. What happened?‖ 

With a smile on her face, and a twinkle in her eye, she said: ―May he rest in feces.‖ 

May He Rest In . . . 
By Jim Elstad 

mailto:RustyL@hughes.net
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Want to advertise in the July, August, September 2014 

issues of the Inkslinger?  

 Ad Size     Cost 

One Business Card   $10 

Double Business Card   $20 

Triple business Card  $30 

Half Page  $50 

Full Page                                 $80 

Submit your ad along with payment to Roberta Smith 
(cwrlsmith@verizon.net) by June 14, 2014. Provide 

them at the HDCWC club meeting or mail to: 

HD CWC 

20258 Hwy 18 Ste 430-PMB 281 

Apple Valley, CA 92307 

Services 


