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  AUG 2014 

FROM THE PRESIDENT 

Inspiring a Community of Writers 

GUEST  

SPEAKERS 

  Poets Laureate  Showcase Diverse Talent 

Come to the Apple Valley Library on Saturday, August 9 from 
10:00 a.m-12:00 p.m. to meet and chat with two distinguished 
authors, Thelma T. Reyna and Mary Langer Thompson. 
These poets have a great deal in common:  

 Both have new poetry books out this year: Mary’s is  

Poems in Water; and Thelma’s is Rising, Falling, All of 
Us. 

 Both are Poet Laureates. 

 Both were just recently published in Chicago’s reputable 

Journal of Modern Poetry. 

 Both are experienced public speakers and workshop 

presenters, encouraging fellow writers’ work. 

 Both have been high school English teachers, school 

principals, and university adjunct professors. 

 Both are UCLA alumna.  

Both their professional careers evolved near one another: 
Thelma’s in Pasadena and Mary’s in Glendale. Most impor-
tantly, both love to help others achieve their writing dreams! 

Come learn why they write poetry, what inspires them, and how 
they hope to affect their readers. There will be a Q&A in 
the second part of the program. Their books will also be 
on sale. 

Mary Langer Thompson Thelma T. Reyna 

If you would rate yourself as a C+ writer, 

you don’t have to stay at that level. Improve 

your writing. Enhance your skills. Grow 

into an “A” level writer. 

When John Steinbeck published his first 

novel, Cup of Gold, in 1929, he left no clues 

that in a decade he would be capable of 

writing his Pulitzer Prize winning novel, 

The Grapes of Wrath. Robert DeMott, in his 

introduction to the Penguin Books publica-

tion (1992) writes, “What transpired in those 

ten years is as arresting an example of deter-

mined, self-willed artistic growth as we 

have seen in American letters, for in the 

nine volumes of prose (mostly fiction) he 

produced in the 1930s, Steinbeck simply got 

stronger and stronger as a novelist.” 

So should we all. Writers who respect the 

craft and take it seriously want to improve. 

The keynote speaker at our 2013 Howling at 

the Moon Conference, James Scott Bell, is 

an excellent writer of both fiction and non-

fiction. He makes his living as an author and 

his books are everywhere, yet every day, he 

strives to improve his writing. Many of his 

nonfiction books contain exercises, strate-

gies, and wisdom on improving as a writer. 

As a member of the High Desert Branch of 

the California Writer’s Club, if you want to 

improve your writing, opportunities are eve-

rywhere. Just reach out and get involved.  

Here are some ways to get started: 

    (1) Join a critique group. You’ve heard 

this before, but if you haven’t tried it, you 

don’t realize how much you will learn     
Continued on Page 4 
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Christopher Vogler and BJ 

Please secure your reser-
vation as soon as possible. 
Vogler, alone, is well worth 

twice the price of your early
-bird investment of $35. 

―Howl at the Moon‖ speak-
ers will share agent and 
publication info.  

Don’t delay. PayPal is 
available at our Branch’s 
web site:  www.hdcwc.com 

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 type 
―Showcase‖ in the subject title. 

It’s Showcase time!  —  Whatcha Got? 
Invest in Your Writing 
Future for a Fraction 
of the Cost —HATM 

Early Bird Special $35 

High Desert Branch Renews Commitment to Help Fund Local Memoir Project 

The High Desert Branch of the California Writers Club, a local division of writers who taught high school stu-
dents creative writing and then connected them to high desert senior citizens to write their memoirs, an-
nounced that the Central Board of the organization has approved funding to help complete another such pro-
ject for 2015. 

Bob Isbill, state representative for the HDCWC and Project Director for the Dorothy C. Blakely Memoir Project 
for the Class of 2014, reported that the century-old nonprofit organization of professional writers approved his 
request to continue its financial assistance to help support the local scholarship program. 

The DCB Memoir Project collaborated with the Academy for Academic Excellence in Apple Valley to have its 
author-members teach memoir writing to 34 Advance Placement students. The stories whose lengths con-
sisted of 3,000 to 4,000 words were then submitted to the HDCWC critique-readers, who suggested ways to 
improve their works. Students then had an opportunity to revise their stories and  re-submit them for scholar-
ship competition and inclusion in an anthology published by the HDCWC.  

The resulting product was an anthology titled ―Let It Be Recorded… A Collection of Memoirs‖ which is avail-
able online at www.hdcwc.com and also at amazon.com. The club gave a copy of the book to each participat-
ing student, who also became a published author upon graduation. 

The HDCWC presented scholarships to the top four student authors, and all participating students earned an 
academic grade for the project. 

The High Desert Branch is one of nineteen chapters in California whose total membership exceeds 1800 writ-
ers, making the CWC the largest professional writers club west of the Mississippi. The HDCWC meets on the 
second Saturday of each month at the Newton T. Bass Apple Valley Library 14901 Dale Evans Parkway from 
10 a.m. to noon. The public is welcome to attend. For further information, visit www.hdcwc.com. 

News You Can Use 

See More on Page 4 

http://www.hdcwc.com/
http://www.hdcwc.com
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What You Missed —- 

Photos by Molly Jo Realy, used with permission  

History Revealed and Open Mic 
     Calling all Past Presidents! We spent  time with those 
who helped organize and strengthen the Branch to become 
what it is today: energetic, passionate, inspirational, loyal, 
and steadfast. As many of you have read, a struggle for a 
good result is a reward in itself.  

     Each former President stepped forward to share what 
the growth of our membership meant to them in the early 
years, when the branch was struggling. The celebration 
was complete with an Ice Cream Social. Thanks Mike! 

     Presidential Photos (counter clockwise from top) Mike 
Foley, Winnie Rueff & Dwight Norris, Carol Warren, Freddi 
Gold, Bob Isbill, and Dwight Norris.  

     Authors who read during Open Mic, across the bottom: 
Therese Moore, Jenny Margotta, Roberta Smith, (and ice 
cream social). From bottom to top, right side: Mike Raff, 
Suzanne de Board, Diane Neil, Molly Jo Realy, Patricia 
and Josef Smith, James Elstad, Ann Miner, and Monica 
Edwards. 
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and how you will improve. Those benefitting from a critique 

group will not leave. You couldn’t kick them out with a crow-

bar!  

 (2) Attend the club’s conference on November 1st. Top-

notch talent is brought to the High Desert to help us become bet-

ter writers at a bargain-basement price! Sign up before Septem-

ber 1st and you pay $35. September 1st through November 1st, the 

fee is $45. Learn one thing and it’s well worth it. Check the 

prices of other conferences! 

  (3) Attend the monthly club meetings on the second 

Saturday of every month. We always have knowledgeable 

speakers, friendship and good association with one another, re-

freshments, and a touch of inspiration. Can’t beat it for improv-

ing as a writer.  

 (4) We are starting salons, groups that meet in homes, 

restaurants, or wherever to discuss writing. Start exchanging 

ideas with other writers, an awesome way to improve your 

skills!   

 (5) Get books by leading instructors and try the exer-

cises and strategies they teach.  

 (6) Volunteer in one of the many outreach programs we 

have going on. When we teach and help others, we receive more 

than we give.  

 (7) Write! If you’re not writing, you’re just thinking 

about it. Start assembling the letters on the page on a regular 

basis and see how fast you improve your skills. Come on, be a 

writer!     

More News You Can Use 

Aaron Gansky, son of Alton Gansky, who 

spoke at our conference in 2010, has been 

invited to speak to us on character develop-

ment.  

Be sure invite your fledgling writer friends to 

our regularly scheduled meeting, September 

13th, 10am at the Apple Valley Library. 

HATM 2014 Writers’  
Conference to learn to… 

Write it with words of wisdom by Christo-
pher Vogler,  of  
“The Writers’ Journey.” 
 
Sell It with tips by prominent Literary 
Agent/Owner B.J. Robbins. 
 
Publish it by learning your options from 
Dog Ear Publisher Ray Robinson. 
 
Register now: http://www.hdcwc.com/
conference-4---howl-at-the-moon-
2014.html. 
 
Use PayPal, check, or cash to get the 
lowest Early Bird rate! 

Gansky to Speak Sept. 13 

At HDCWC Meeting 

      With 21 responding to the survey regarding the CWC ―The Bulletin‖ published and mailed to all members in May of 
2014, 75% are favorable about continuing the newsletter with 35% wanting to maintain its hard copy while 40% wanted it 
to be converted to E-file. 

     64% felt it was important to have this communication  between the Central Board and the Branches, and worth the 
investment of funding. The motion to publish was discussed by the Central Board, and financial support to publish it was 
voted to continue at the request of the editor of the Bulletin. 

     Based on the responses of our membership, the CWC Bulletin, as Central Board Representative, I voted to continue 
publishing the Bulletin for 2 copies in the upcoming year. The publication will be in hard copy and mailed to all members, 
and as well it will be posted on the CWC web site (www.calwriters.org) in a pdf file for those wanting to read it in that for-
mat. 

     Thank you for all who responded to the survey, and note to others that this is why it is important to participate in all 

HDCWC surveys. 

Results of  “The Bulletin” from HDCWC Survey 

President’s article continued from Page 1 

~~ Bob Isbill, Central Board representative 

http://www.calwriters.org
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Rain! 
by Ann Miner 

The greasewood spreads its fragrance 

across the desert. 

Sleeping brush glistens with diamonds, 

as the rising sun kisses bare branches. 

Chickadees, sparrows, 

finches and wrens 

fill the air with songs of celebration. 

Cottontails and chipmunks tiptoe gingerly 

across the drenched sand. 

It rained last night! 

Butterfly Memories 

by Ann Miner Heimback 

Memories come tumbling into my reverie 
          Like waves upon the silent sand.  

They take me to places I haven’t been for…how long? 
     Touching down randomly like a butterfly 

Drinking in the sweetness and color of the moments. 

And I weep, unashamed. 

You were there for me when it was so necessary; 
          Through traumas too awful to recall, 
You came, unbeckoned, to be by my side. 

You were there for me when it was so necessary,  
        Through laughter and love and feelings 
So intense they could hardly be expressed. 

       And we touched and talked and stumbled in  
In the attempt. 

     Loving the moment, knowing the moment would 
pass. 

The tears flow freely now. 

Butterfly memories flutter to the beginnings… 
      A look, a smile, a dance…magic?   

A Song whose melody lingers still. 

We did not know then that the music would play on, 

  
         If more softly, for so many years. 

The Friendship feels good. 

The Bond is strong. 

You are gone now. I celebrate your life. 

But, oh, how I mourn the loss of you. 

Choices in Red        by Loralie Pallotta 

Old concrete walls edge the freeway 

Teeming with torrents of sounds 

As tendrils of red bougainvillea 

Creep over and down cement walls. 
 

Heavy with lush vibrant petals 

That reach for their spot in the sun 

Moving inch by inch ever so slowly 

Adding cheer on that old slab of stone, 

Ever creeping to cover the wall. 
 

A red rugged semi rumbles on past 

Its broad flanks declaring its theme 

―Global Transportation‖ in capital letters 

Next to its fine coat of arms. 
 

Rubber on asphalt and whop whop of tires 

Action rolling and pounding along 

Moving mile after mile so swiftly 

Trucking treasures to far-waiting ports, 

Ever racing to cover the globe. 
 

The red truck speeds on down the highway 

Charted and dispatched and fast 

Day and night chasing the wide road ahead 

And claiming the rim of the world. 
. 

Whizzing past carefree red blossoms 

That inch all along the smooth wall 

Reclining and blooming in stillness 

As a breeze shoves their fragrance around. 
 

One hurtles in long streaks of motion 

To capture the world as it turns, 

While one creeps along in the warmth of the sun 

And basks in each moment serene. 
 

Which red holds the right road for me? 
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My life there was like a pile 

of leaves plowed apart by 

wind blasted utterances. 

 

In the metropolis night, I wander 

a part of the crowd—inscribed 

by the separate, yet connected 

to this shadowy, lodestone city. 

 

There hidden from homing anger  

vilified without cause— 

the family’s under-skinning. 

 

I’ve thrown off my dark 

shroud here—become visible, 

city lights illuminate my words 

assembling, rising as a ringing hawk. 

~~ Marilynn Stumfall 

Two Women 

by Ann Miner 

Once upon a time there were two women.  

 Two good women, honest and true. They worked hard, loved hard. They stood tall beside their men, 
because they were their women. 

  The women imparted wisdom to their men. 

The two men were great men, honest and true. They worked hard, loved hard.  

They stood taller because their women stood by them.  

The men imparted knowledge to their women…and to other thousands.  

 The men finished their work. They left. Suddenly. Gently. They were simply gone - pulled away. 

  The women stooped.  

    Slumped. 

     Fell to the ground and wailed. 

They had to carry on. To follow through.  

   To stand tall now for two.  

 Gradually, they stood again, and lent their knowledge --  

so graciously added to by their men -- to others, that they might also stand -- tall. 

  
The Vintage Tour 
  by Diane Neil 

 

Where Maine and 80 intersect 
they decided to resurrect 
old memories and lay down new, 
and they came in every hue-- 
lobster red and berry blue-- 
with glitz and glamour and a swishy sash 
and a GPS upon their dash. 
Two 50's models, spry and sassy,  
two vintage 30's, bold and brassy, 
all four looking pretty classy. 
They toured the whole of Maine, 
every highway, byway, street and lane, 
no stone unturned, no doorway passed. 
They saw, they ate, explored, and gassed. 
The week flew by, but oh, so fast! 
Now that they are all back home, 
they'll savor the flavor for years to come. 

City Lights 
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Old Joshua 

by Loralie Pallotta 

Old Joshua tree, you lift wild limbs 

As a shield from the heat of the sun, 

Still as a statue, standing in sand, 

Named after Joshua of old. 

 

Wild jack rabbits scamper and jump 

Around your shaggy brown bark, 

Scorpions crawl up and down your bent spine 

And lurk in your odd-jutting arms. 

 

Your pointed quills are home to lizards and wrens 

And snakes slither past those cruel ends, 

Yet just yesterday your sharp swords brought death 

To thousands who stained the land red. 

 

You marched around Jericho day after day 

Raising your bugles high, then you  

Gave the command, the walls tumbled down, 

And your troops slaughtered all those inside.  

 

You smote all the country, all of the hills, 

With the edge of your mighty sword, 

Slaying soldiers and mothers and babes in their beds 

And kings, even thirty and one. 

 

Joshua, recall how you lifted your eyes 

To exclaim, ―Look—the sun stands still!‖ 

Even the sky’s light refused to go out 

As it witnessed such carnage below. 

 

Now you’re alone, epic Joshua tree 

Grown old and smitten with time. 

A lonely silhouette with bent twisted limbs 

Against a red flaming sky. 

 

No mighty armies can you command 

No promised land can you seek 

Only branches braced high against a searing hot sun 

To block scorching memories. 

 

Do you lift your prickly arms high in praise 

For the heated battles you’ve known? 

Or to beg forgiveness for the carnage you’ve wrought 

And seek peace to quench your parched soul? 

~~ by Molly Jo Realy 

Midnight 
 

She waits 

For something, something... 

The effervescence of life 

They used to know. 
 

No longer sunny days 

She holds the light in her heart, 

Longing, waiting, 

Remembering. 
 

It’s too late to end the day 

And too soon to start another. 

This is limbo. 

This is hell. 
 

He smiles, 

Remembering, wanting. 

She’s the one; she was the one. 

She’ll always be his One. 
 

She turns to see him 

As he is. 

He embraces her. 

She cares for him. 
 

It’s about damn time. 
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In the far bedroom, 

I trailed my fingers 

across the inch-thick oak, 

a dresser built for generations. 

In the top drawer, she kept a diary 

Under pink pajamas, telling me 

―Don’t look, Mom.‖ 

 

The sunlit birch walls like  

brown-gold watered silk, above 

a tongue and grooved ceiling, once 

spreading warmth as a winter quilt 

upon her. I can hear the uplifting 

bedrock, beneath the cabin groan. 

  

~~ Marilynn Stumfall 

The Cabin 
  After she died 

  I longed for silence, so 

  I drove to Stony Mountain 

  where I walked 

on pine planks 

twice measured 

cut straight by her 

Dad’s large hands 

the foundation for morning’s 

bare feet. 

 

Looking out the east window 

onto a broadleaf forest 

of tangled oak and maple. 

I saw again her scoop up 

ochre and brilliant yellow,  

throwing them into the air, 

laughing as golden glow rained 

upon tiny outstretched hands. 

Haiku 

What Are You Waiting For? 
Your training is over. 

Your time is now. 

With all that’s within you,  

in this moment, 

Go make your mark on the world. 

Three triangle lights 

Metal wheels clicking on the tracks 

Rush as it goes by 

From the rocks, he watches. 

 A yip that echoes ... 

Coyote likes his voices. 

by Molly Jo Realy 

by Molly Jo Realy 

by Rusty LaGrange 
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  Dandelions 
  by June Langer 

 Like buttercups and daisies they spring up 
early. 

Sunshine yellow and earthen green, one in a 
corner of the yard, another in the middle. 

"Weeds! Weeds!" my neighbors shout. 

"Get them out of there or they will ruin your 
yard." 

 Mr. and Mrs. Marconi are gathering theirs. 

"Good spring tonic," Mrs. M. asserts. 

"Make fine wine," says Mr. M. 

I will let them have mine. 

  

Every Saturday morning in summer, Mary brings 
me a bouquet. 

The stems are short and her hands gooey with 
sap. 

"Flowers for Mommy," she cries, 

then kisses me on the cheek and runs out to 
play. 

  

I place them in a juice glass and set it on the 
window sill. 

They catch my eye all day as I work in the 
kitchen. 

By evening they are withered and brown. 

I toss them and wash the glass. 

It's ready for another bouquet. 

  

Weeds? 

Not to me. 

666 
by Loralie Pallotta 

 

This year I’m marking my 66th year! 

It’s my ultimate-ever year, 

Old-enough-to-know-better year, 

Still-too-young-to-care year, 

Brimming with new things to dare. 
 

It could only be better to turn 666 years, 

As these are my Devil-may-care years, 

Free from fables-and-fear years, 

Children grown, just-for-fun years, 

These ―live in the moment‖ years so 
rare. 

 

So, to reach such a goal of 666 years, 

Must I wait through 600 more years? 

To bring my big bonus year, 

Six centuries of added years, 

My top-rated birthday to snare? 
 

Maybe I’ll change gears, 

As I think of my 66 years  

Consider each of these fun years, 

Look differently at these next years, 

And say—I’m two-thirds the way there! 
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TOUCH ME 
by Loralie Pallotta 

 

The night is late, 

Touch me. 

 

The sun slid behind the moon 

Waiting for you to 

Touch me. 

 

The stars boldly shine, 

Granting light, 

So you can 

Touch me. 

 

Touch my smoothness: 

My cheek, my lips, my throat 

My softness. 

 

Touch my longing, 

My aching, 

My wanting you. 

 

Fill the void 

Inside me 

With your firm touch. 

 

Touch me to keep me safe 

From falling off the cliff 

Into the dark abyss, 

Into empty, 

Into alone. 

 

It’s late-- 

But it’s never too late 

For you to 

Touch me. 

Asymmetry  
by June Langer 

Four thousand mourners occupy the church. 

More line the courtyard. 

Hugs and tears are shared among loved ones 

of the decorated war veteran and police officer 

ambushed in the line of duty. 

 

Wife and mother extol his virtues, 

and tell of his bravery. 

The chief says he was an example to all. 

Military salutes and a flag are given to his wife. 

 

Hundreds of motorcycles lead the procession to the cemetery. 

 

Across town, another body reduced to ashes. 

He, too, was a decorated soldier and policeman. 

His mother hides in a dark cottage, doors locked 

and windows shuttered. 

 

He was the ambusher. 

When Love is Thine  

  

When love makes light thy darkest hour, 

   and gives brilliance to thy very being, 

   like the filtered sunlight of a waking forest. 

 

When love sparkles thine eye like new blossoms 

   in the greening field, 

   and runs down thy breast like streams 

   of fresh melted snow. 

 

When love rests upon thy neck in a wreath 

   of triumph, 

   and graces thy shadow in the misty morn. 

 

When love adorns thine head like a crown 

   of precious jewels, 

   and fills thy life like rich red wine. 

 

Decline it not, 

   for thou knowest not, 

   when love shall once again be thine. 
    ~~ Dwight Norris 
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“Howl at the Moon”  
Writers’ Conference 2014 

CLEARING LEATHER 

There’s something in me that wants 

to feel that weight around my hips, the heft 

of the revolver low and nudging my ego 

to wait until I’m ready. 

 

Something in the clink of the first step 

off the boardwalk and the glare of the late-day sun 

winking over the roof’s edge 

that makes me stop and consider my angles, 

calculate my position, even though, 

no one stands on the dirt street with me. 

 

I come a little edgy 

knowing that I walk with confidence 

and the next one around the corner 

may need confidence to face me. 

 

The smell of strong whiskey and dust 

invade my senses and I see the one tangible thing 

that pervades my thoughts – a tired horse 

and his twenty-mile sweat stands before me -- 

and I recall the long days we rode. Faster than 

the wind, fronting the posse and gaining ground, 

hot breath flying up to my face from a mount  

that knew if we faltered, it was death to both of us. 

 

There’s something in me 

that warrants a second look: a glint of a badge 

on my chest or perhaps the flash of a timepiece 

on my vest. Either way, I stand in awe of a time 

long gone yet feel it return up the nape of my neck 

when someone yells out, ―Hold it there.‖ 

 

Do I swing in a draw, snap a Colt to his face? 

Or do I turn and wave to an unsuspecting  

passer-by who came to this street in search  

of the same feelings that whirl around me now? 

 

There’s a chance we knew each other back then, 

a chance we shared a time in the dust-laden air 

      and cleared leather one last time. 

 

    ~~ Rusty LaGrange 

3
rd

 Speaker Announced 
 

Ray Robinson, of Dog Ear Publishing 
 

    The early days of Ray Rob-
inson's career path found him 
between a rock and a hard 
place. 
It was 1987, and this geology 
major had trekked to Wyoming 
only to discover that he didn't 
really like rocks... Six months 
later, back in Akron, Ohio, he 
found himself applying for a job at Waldenbooks. 
    That application led to both retail experience as 
well as assignments at the corporate headquarters 
in Stamford, CT. He eventually became a market-
ing director for Pearson Education, an Indianapolis 
company specializing in educational books. 
    Prior to forming Dog Ear Publishing, he worked 
for a book packager building products for traditional 
publishers. 
    "We spent a ton of time learning all kinds of tech-
nology in bringing books to market more quickly 
and economically," he said. "We began to see that 
those who really cared about their books were the 
authors. Why shouldn't authors have access to all 
the expertise and technology of the traditional pub-
lishing industry and be able to produce their own 
books?" 
    When Ray Robinson first entered the publishing 
industry, authors relied on "vanity presses" to pro-
duce their work - many of whom would charge 
$15,000 or more and leave the author's garage 
filled with hundreds of books. 
    Ray, along with coworker Alan Harris, joined 
forces with Miles Nelson to create Dog Ear Publish-
ing to provide the author community a self-
publisher with a heart.  
    "No one writes a book overnight. It's someone's 
passion that's been worked on for years." 
"I've enjoyed the book industry," Robinson contin-
ued. "I can't think of a day that I've not been thrilled 
to be here. We want to be able to keep that sort of 
environment forever." 
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Moving into Stillness 
 

 Stepping out of the front door 

 up the twenty-three steps 

 up the driveway 

 toward the forest, on the street 

 that encircles the top of our mountain. 

 

 Passing the path into the forest 

 curving around upward 

 I breathe out worries of grown children 

 until I see their sleeping faces 

 of innocent years in the treetops. 

 

 Reaching the top, I rest 

 a tribute to my age. 

 Below the lake, a juxtapose 

 of cerulean, indigo and cobalt teardrops 

 covered with shimmering white specks. 

 

 Now, moving homeward 

 my eyes dwell on the cracked asphalt,  

 aging patterns fashioned by the seep 

 of ice and sun like interlocking crystals that  

 I cross tracking downward. 

 

 Home. Looking 

 beyond our hideaway cabin 

 towards the desert hills 

 to remember my daughter in Palestine 

 studying the land’s ancient words. 

 I, ageless in the morning stillness, stand. 

 

    Marilynn Stumfall
   

Roberta Smith has just re-
leased her first nonfiction 
book, A Year in the Life of a 
Civil War Soldier: The 1864 
Diary of Frank Steinbaugh. 

 

Roberta says, ―Civil War diaries can be dull, even to the 
reader who is a descendant of the soldier who wrote the 
diary. So I took my great-great grandfather’s account 
and compared the entries with Chaplain R. L. Howard’s 
History of the 124th Illinois Volunteer Regiment. The re-
sult puts Frank’s daily activities in context, bringing him 
and the history he experienced alive.  

He fought in the Vicksburg Campaign. He fought in the 
Meridian Campaign, the precursor to Sherman’s ―March 
to the Sea.‖ He also fought in a series of skirmishes that 
became known as Jackson (Mississippi) Cross Roads.‖ 

Frank survived the war, but was sick the following ten 

years he lived. After he died, his widow tried to get a 

widow’s pension. The depositions from her case are in-

cluded in the book. 

It is estimated that one in seventeen Americans have an 

ancestor who fought in the Civil War. That is eighteen 

million Americans.  

Roberta has included the lineage of Frank Steinbaugh’s 

family to present day. “Think of all the people walking  

around who are interested in 

Civil War history and have no 

idea how closely linked they 

are to it,” she says. “I didn’t 

know until 1990. I’m glad I 

found out. I’ve dedicated this 

book to the memory of Frank.”    

New Title From  

Roberta Smith 

 
Roberta Smith 
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Services 

RustyL@Hughes.net  

Contact the Editor 
Notes From the Editor --- 
 

Wow! The poets in our High Desert Branch annual Poetry issue of-
fered outstanding entries. Thank You so much for taking on this 
challenge. Our next meeting will reflect this creative side. If poetry 
is not one of your best skills, maybe our Poet Laureates will inspire 
you. 

As always, submissions should be Arial 11 pt. with single spacing, 
please.  

September’s deadline: August 23rd & October’s deadline: Sept. 23rd    

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

      -- Rusty LaGrange 

“Let It Be Recorded…” 

A Lifetime of Memories by Students 

~~ Anthologies For Sale  ~~ 

$11.95 at meeting,  

online, by mail 

   
The Inkslinger is always available on our 
www.hdcwc.com Newsletter Page, includ-
ing archived back issues. Missed a copy 
or just want to check on the HDCWC 
past history? We've made it easy for you! 

A LADY AMONG THEM 
  By Rusty LaGrange 

 

 

 

 

 

She threw her head like daffodils caught in a Gaelic 
breeze and as she tilted up her chin a little bird flew 
in 

and sang about the delightful time she met with kings 
and queens: 

A crimson tea-time afternoon when seagulls ought to 
swim; where little sailing boats did bob all pointed to 
the west, each bound for frothy deeper waves and 
known where mermaids nest. 

Oh, how she laughed and held her neck like alabas-
ter statuettes she saw in the summer market by the 
Themes. 

Yet, after having laughed, she suffered in her put-
upons and attitude and serviette slipped from her 
dainty lap as waterfalls are known to do. 

She stopped and tittered daintily and took a sip of 
jasmine tea. 

How quaint, thought she. 

mailto:RustyL@hughes.net
http://www.hdcwc.com

