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Memorial Tribute 
Saturday, May 12, 2018 

at Jess Ranch 
Community Church 

We will gather during our regu-
lar club meeting on Saturday, 
May 12, to remember and pay 
tribute to our friend and long-
time HDCWC member Evelyn 
Blocker, who passed away on 
Wednesday, April 25, aged 98. 

Our remembrance tribute will be 
from 10:00-11:00 a.m. at Jess 
Ranch Community Church, 
where we usually meet. Eve-
lyn's church service will be held 
at 1:00 p.m. on the same day, 
at the same location, and our 
meeting will have to adjourn 
early so that our audio and vid-
eo equipment and refreshment 
table can be disassembled and 
the chairs put away so that the 
church staff and catering team 
can begin set-up at 11:30 a.m. 

Evelyn Blocker was born in 
South Dakota and lived through 
the Great Depression and 
World War II. She got married 
just before World War II start-
ed. She moved to California and 
had three children. Of her many 
jobs her favorite was teaching 
kindergarten in Yermo, Califor-
nia. 

pression-era South Dakota, fall 
in love, get married and move to 
California to find jobs. This is 
their story.... 

THE WIND BLOWS TO THE 
SOUTH 

Read about a young farm girl 
growing up in South Dakota in 
the midst of the Great Depres-
sion. The author discusses her 
family and their backgrounds 
and how strength of character 
got them through the darkest 
days of their lives. 

ANGEL AND STORIES FROM 
THE HEART 

The stories in this book are a 
compilation of inspiring mo-
ments from the life of a woman 
of faith. They tell of the joys and 
wonders in the world and her 
experiences with angels. 

UNCHARTED WATERS 

Life was much simpler before 
cell phones and computers. This 
is a story of three children who 
grew up in Southern Califor-
nia in the 1950s, when televi-
sion was the newest invention 
and was just beginning to shape 
the way we think. Ours was a 
good life, in a world far different 
from today, where our unchart-
ed journey still held all the prom-
ise of youth. 

The following is a list of Evelyn’s 
books, which are all available for 
purchase on Amazon.com: 

LIFE IS BASICALLY TRAGIC—
BUT NOT MINE 

This is a love story. Love of family, 
friends, and life. Two teenagers –
Cliff and Evelyn – grow up in de-
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High Desert Chapter of  
California Writers Club 
Board of Directors  
The following officers and 
appointed positions are 
current to the fiscal year of 
July 2018. 

 

President 

Rebecca Kosko 
RKosko@icloud.com 

Vice President 

Shalechia Hunt 
shalechiar@gmail.com 

Secretary  

Elizabeth Pye 
lizpye@hotmail.com 

Treasurer 

Jenny Margotta 
jennymargotta@mail.com 

Member-at-Large 

Linda Boruff 
lindajeanboruff@msm.com 

Advertising & PR 

Bob Isbill 
Risbill@aol.com 

Membership 

Lorelei Kay 
LoralieKay7@gmail.com 

Newsletter Editor 

Rusty LaGrange 
Rusty@RustyLaGrange.com 

Assistant Newsletter Editor 

Mary DeSantis 
MaryMinuteMaid@hotmail.com 

 Remember we now 
offer PayPal as a 

payment method for 
dues and purchases. 

Hey, members! It's time for our third annual Spring Book Fair 
on Saturday, May 26, at the Jess Ranch Community Church. 
As of this writing, 18 of our branch authors are participating. 
We aren't pulling the punches this year and are going all out. 
We have organized a media blitz as Nevermore ... oops ... we 
mean like never before! Signs, radio commercials, a press re-
lease, and even a Corvette with a Book Fair banner will be on 
hand.  

There will be drawings for books at 11:00 a.m., 12:00 noon, 
and 1:00 p.m.—no purchase necessary. Delicious cookies and 
decorative mouse pads will be given out to buyers as an in-
centive to bring extra books home. A number of authors will be 
giving talks or readings. There will even be some very creative 
book trailers shown!  

The doors will open from 10:00 a.m. to 4:00 p.m. Even if you 
are not participating, come out, say hello, and give our mem-
bers support. It's going to be the best, most fun book-selling 
event ever! 

We are doing the drawings in the same manner as last year. 
Every visitor who enters the book fair will be given a ticket—no 
purchase necessary. If a person's ticket is drawn, he/she will 
be given a voucher. The winner takes the voucher to the au-
thor of his/her choice and chooses the winning book. The au-
thor turns in the voucher to Roberta, who reimburses $10.00 
for the cost of the book. If you do NOT want your book to be 
part of the drawing, let us know as soon as possible, be-
cause this is voluntary.   

Additionally, each author/vendor will be given five tickets (and 
more if needed) to distribute to everyone who purchases a 
book from them. These tickets are for the book drawing.  

We still have signs to be put up on the lawn of your home (or a 
friend's lawn) to advertise the book fair. These will be available 
at the May meeting for anyone who wants to help advertise 
this event.  

PROMO TRAILER 

We will be sending each author/vendor a video advertisement 
via WeTransfer. All you have to do is download it and select 
‘save’. Then before you open it, you can click where it says 
‘show in folder’ as opposed to ‘open file’.  Highlight the file, 
copy it (control C), and paste it (control V) in a folder on your 
computer. From there you can post it on Facebook, on your 

by Michael Raff and Roberta Smith 

Continued on Page 6 
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HDCWC’s open mic opportunities are always 
popular with club members, and April’s event 
did not disappoint.   

People “down the hill” seem 
to delight in making disparag-
ing remarks about us “desert 
rats” up here. A good friend 
of mine recently remarked in 
a joking but nevertheless dis-
missive tone, “Oh, you have 
book stores and libraries out 
there?”  

While there may be some 
truth to some of the dispar-
agement, such dismission 
certainly does not apply to 
HDCWC. Our club has tal-
ent in abundance, and 
those of us who attended 
last month’s general meet-
ing were entertained with a 
delightful mix of show-and-
tell, performance art, long-
time members presenting 
new work, and offerings by 
members who had not previ-
ously shared their writing 
with us.  

While we always enjoy hear-
ing what longtime members 
are currently working on, we 
particularly enjoyed hearing 
from several until-now un-
heard-from members who 
took the podium.  

We heard rhyming, free, 
and chain verse, short sto-
ries, and excerpts from nov-
els. Subject matter included 
such varied topics as chil-
dren dealing with death, tyrants, 
Martin Luther King, urinary tract 
infections, the French Re-
sistance, bloomers, flash floods, 
dead superstars coming back to 
life, hiking boots that have been 
there and done that, and a forev-
er kind of love. 

It takes courage to write your thoughts and feelings. By committing your 
fears, loves, losses, joys, and dark secrets to paper, writers are expos-
ing their innermost beings for censure, ridicule, and scorn.  

That’s what makes us afraid to share what we’ve 
written, and many writers remain unpublished for 

that reason. But we are all human, and we all 
identify with the emotions that 

drive us, and the scandals 
that assault us while trying to 

get through life unscathed. 

The works that resonate most 
with readers and movie audi-

ences are those that pene-
trate the heart. A great story 
moves the reader's soul. In 

order to do that, a great writer 
must be willing to expose his/

her own heart and soul. There-
fore, instead of ridicule, read-
ers will applaud your courage 

in expressing that which is 
closest to their own hearts. 

Great writers make their  
readers feel. 

Who among us did not fight the 
urge to cry when Sara Metcalf 

(aka Leach) broke down during 
her reading and summed the 
whole kit and caboodle up in 

one tearful statement: “This is a 
lot harder than singing.”  

Thanks to all of you for the 
courage in sharing yourselves. 

We applaud you!!! 

Many noticed that April’s open-
mic’ers were all women. Perhaps we should 

think about a men’s only event at some 
point? Come on, guys, trust us to appreciate 

your talents. 

 Continued on Page 4 

by Jenny Margotta and Mary DeSantis 

This is a lot harder 
than singing. 

 Photos by Mary DeSantis 
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            PROPHESY 
  
“Heads will roll!” he said 
and indeed they did. 
He killed dads and moms and little kids 
just chopped off limbs and hacked off heads. 
Blood ran rampant in the streets. 
Bodies lay covered in bleeding sheets. 
The world was shocked as escapees flocked 
to every distant refugee shore 
from the country that was no more. 
  
Years have passed, borders redrawn. 
Countries that were are now long gone. 
Modern explorers discovered the site 
where the corpses were hidden from sight. 
Among the skulls piled in shame 
there was one that bore a name. 
They rolled that ugly, dastardly skull 
over rocks and boulders and down a hill, 
shouting as it tumbled over a knoll 
“You monstrous bastard, your head will roll!” 

Maudie was fine 

Maudie was fine one weekend 
fine as peach fuzz as she always has said –  
then by Tuesday she was anything but. 
 

She showed up at the farmers market per usual 
hair styled impeccably and her makeup just so –  
but wearing her housecoat and fuzzy slippers.  
 

We offered to take her home 
but she protested she couldn’t find her car --  
the same car she’d sold during one of the Bush presidencies. 
 

That had been when she committed herself to living with  
a smaller carbon footprint and fewer cats –  
thus far managing the footprint but still a sucker for strays. 
 

We convinced her that one of us would take care of her car 
‘though it was definitely a hard sell –  
finally the rest of us rode home with her on the bus. 
 

We sat together but in silence except for Maudie 
who rattled on about bowling the next day – 
with three friends we knew had died.  
 

We didn’t know what to do except to call her daughter 
who lived four hours away but promised to come Sunday –  
and in the meantime would research “memory care” facilities. 
 

In our meantime we set up a schedule to stay with her 
making excuses as to why we were suddenly into sleepovers –  
Shirley said she couldn’t take a night because of her allergies to cats. 
 

Plus she told Maudie she had to a doctor’s appointment 
and would be busy with all those tests and such –  
Maudie said hang on, she couldn’t remember when she did that last.  
 

So Wednesday, our entourage went to the Senior Wellness Center 
Maudie insisting on her annual tests including “peeing in the cup” –  
of course we saw to it that she was dressed and had on sensible shoes.   
 

Thursday with our energy already starting to wane as chaperones  
the nurse called Maudie with the results of a few of her tests –  
did she know she had a urinary tract infection and needed antibiotics? 
 

Saturday evening thanks to modern medicine, Maudie was almost back to her old self 
laughing about the fuzzy slippers, her car, and bowling with the dead –  
but realizing she’d have a tough time convincing her daughter she was fine.  

“We’ve heard of Alzheimer’s, but 
there are 200+ causes of dementia. 

ONE of them is a urinary tract  
infection. Who knew?” 

 (Continued from Page 3 and onto Page 5) 
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            PROPHESY 
  
“Heads will roll!” he said 
and indeed they did. 
He killed dads and moms and little kids 
just chopped off limbs and hacked off heads. 
Blood ran rampant in the streets. 
Bodies lay covered in bleeding sheets. 
The world was shocked as escapees flocked 
to every distant refugee shore 
from the country that was no more. 
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Modern explorers discovered the site 
where the corpses were hidden from sight. 
Among the skulls piled in shame 
there was one that bore a name. 
They rolled that ugly, dastardly skull 
over rocks and boulders and down a hill, 
shouting as it tumbled over a knoll 
“You monstrous bastard, your head will roll!” 

 (Continued from Page 4 and onto Page 8) 

Tweet. Tweet, tweet. Tweet, tweet, tweet… 

Bonnie Lynn Jessup stopped to look up at her little feath-
ered friend in the treetop. The sky was blue, and a cool 
breeze was blowing. She felt at peace with the world as she 
watched the little bird take off and fly in a big circle in the 
sky. 

On the north side of the circle, her eyes caught sight of 
something that struck terror in her heart. It was a gigantic 
smoke header, dark grey with highlights of orange, boiling 
right at her. Forest fire! She was hiking up a series of switch-
backs on a mountain trail about three miles into the forest. 

When she spotted the fire coming over the ridge, she pan-
icked. She decided to leave the trail and climb straight to the 
top of the hill. But in her haste she made a wrong step, and 
with a screech of pain, she fell. She had broken her ankle. 
There was no doubt in her mind about that. Struggling, she 
reached the switchback above her, but unable to go any fur-
ther, she collapsed on the trail. 

Excerpt from Out of the Fire 

Excerpt from the children’s book, Henry 
McSensory and The Leaves 

Out of the Fire is a short story in Linda Cooper’s anthology 
tiled A Trilogy of Encounters (published in 2017), which is 
available for purchase at Amazon.com. 

Henry McSensory, the leaf, enjoyed swaying in the gentle 
summer breeze. 

One day, Henry was happily sitting on a branch in the tree 
when a strong wind blew in. Henry tried hard to hold on to the 
tree as the wind whipped him back and forth.  

“I think I’m losing my balance!” cried Henry. 

He swayed back and forth. He trembled. And then, suddenly, 
calmness moved over the trembling leaf.  

“Whew! That wasn’t so bad,” said Henry.  

At that moment, the stem snapped and Henry floated gently 
to the ground with the other fallen leaves.  

Henry lay on the soft dirt looking back at the place where he 
had been attached for so long, He began to grow weary; he 
was cut off from his friends and family.  
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If you are interested in participating, 
please write a check in the amount of $15  

and mail it to to Roberta Smith at: 

13040 Choco Road, Apple Valley, CA 92308  

 

For more information, contact Roberta at 
cwrlsmith@gmail.com  

 

or Michael Raff at 
mprseven@aol.com 

Continued from Page 2 

website, and on your Amazon Author Page. If you 
aren't comfortable doing this, let Roberta know and she 
will share it from her Facebook to your Facebook 
page. This first trailer is long (3 min 30 sec). She will 
be making a shorter one to post in the coming weeks. 

We will provide water, cookies, and chips for the partic-
ipating authors. Please bring your own lunch.  

If you have questions, let us know. And once again, we 
are so happy that you are participating this year.   

This is the time for  

preordering your titles,  

refining your booth 

tabletop, and getting 

those bookmarks 

on order. 

 

The Spring Book Fair 

can generate a positive 

sales event for your 

new book launch! 

Please help us distribute copies of this flyer around 
town. Grab a handful of them at our next meeting, 

or print them out on your computer.  
Email cwrlsmith@gmail.com  to request 

a downloadable flyer. 
 

Take them to school when you drop off the kids, 
bring them to your local store, share them with oth-

er patients at the doctor’s office, and bring some 
with you when you go on vacation. 

https://maps.google.com/?q=13040+Choco+Rd.+Apple+Valley,+CA+92308&entry=gmail&source=g
mailto:cwrlsmith@gmail.com
mailto:mprseven@aol.com
mailto:cwrlsmith@gmail.com
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Poster designed by Mary DeSantis 
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            PROPHESY 
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Young love soars like gold dust,  

high beyond the clouds 

where lifelong perfection re-

sides.  

Songs of the centuries there 

abide,  

and young hearts bask in their 

promises,  

side by side.  

Memories thereof will linger life-

long.  

 

Love grows and spreads its gifts 

to all.  

Just yesterday it caught my eye.  

There sat an old man  

watching the crowd go by.   

On the table before him,  

beckoned coffee for cheer  

and a half-eaten doughnut 

soon to disappear.  

I almost raced past  

the love in his eyes.  

Hurriedly I glanced back  

hoping he would realize 

that I returned what he gave 

in full measure. 

 

Did not that moment live on, 

just as well 

in the stardust above,  

a story to tell? 

If twilight’s last crumbs of existence  

are swept up by someone’s last hopes, 

then their happy moment together 

lives beyond the clouds 

as gold dust forever.  

If ceremony is the mark of civilized man 

and decorum keeps the peace, 

then whatever is he to do  

who now lives upon the streets?   

Does he still think of me?  

Was I not once his reason to be 

the man who saved eternity? 

He fought and slew 

and made anew 

sweet days and nights 

to carry us through.  

I long to know him once again. 

 

I look into his eyes and see 

my death at the hand of history, 

but I cannot stop myself 

from climbing into his arms  

and dissolving into the bliss  

of his warm kiss 

as we drift into the golden dust  

of unmeasured time.   

Love Forever  
(February 14, 2018) 

Civilized Man 
(October 19, 2017) 

 (Continued from Page 5 and onto Page 9) 
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Shout! 
Because I was silent, 

it happened  

again  

and again 

Because I was silent, 

it happened to others 

again 

and again 

Because I was silent 

my mother never knew 

Because I was silent 

Now the time is up 

All who harmed me  

Are gone... 

Now the time is up 

There is no one 

To accuse 

Now the time is up 

There is nothing to lose 

Speak up 

Speak out 

Don't whisper 

Shout! 

I implore you 

Shout! 

Because I was silent. 

 (Continued from Page 8 and onto Page 12) 
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HDCWC member Beckie 
Lindsey is hosting a book 
signing at Barnes & Noble in 
the Mall of Victor Valley to 
promote sales of her newly-
published novel, Secrets. 
This is Book 1 in Beckie’s YA 
(Young Adult) supernatural series, Beauties from 
Ashes. 
 
Beckie’s book signing is taking place at 2:00 p.m. 
on the same day as our monthly club meeting, 
giving us enough time for a leisurely lunch or 
some shopping at the Mall in-between events. 
 
The book is also available on Amazon at  
http://amzn.to/2CaKrwk 
 
Please visit the following website for more infor-
mation about the author and her writing:  
https://beckielindsey.com/ 

Saturday, 
May 12, 2018 
2:00 – 5:00 p.m. 
Mall of Victor Valley 

by Mary DeSantis 

Meet with and learn from top-name professionals in the 
Christian publishing industry, including agents, acquisi-
tions editors, and best-selling authors. 

Program options include: 

10 continuing sessions 

90 workshops to choose from 

One-on-one editor and agent appointments 

An entire track dedicated to young adult authors 

2nd Annual SoCal Christian Writers’ Conference 2nd Annual SoCal Christian Writers’ Conference 

Biola University, 13800 Biola Avenue, La Mirada, CA 90639 — June 21 to 23, 2018 

Keynote speakers include: 

       Mary DeMuth 

A former church planter in France and the author of more 
than 30 books, both fiction and nonfiction. She is also a 
sought-after speaker and writing mentor. 

       Liz Tolsma 

Best-selling author of World War II novels and prairie ro-
mance novellas as well as Worthy to Write, a devotional 
for writers. She also works as a freelance editor. 

As editor of the SoCal Christian Voice magazine, 
HDCWC’s Beckie Lindsey will conduct a workshop 
during the conference. 

Visit https://socalcwc.com/ to register. 

Online pre-registration closes midnight on May 31, 2018. 

http://amzn.to/2CaKrwk
https://beckielindsey.com/
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This year's New Books for Newborns 
program was a rousing success. King-
ston Elementary School in Hesperia 
partners with the Barnes & Noble in 
the Mall of Victor Valley to make the 
public aware of the importance of 
reading to babies from birth.  

This year our 
Barnes & No-
ble book fair 
raised over 
$3,000!  

This money 
was used to 
buy brand new 
high-quality 
baby books. 
Kingston stu-
dents put five 
books in each 
bag for distri-
bution to our 

local Labor and Delivery 
wards. So far, we have 
delivered these gift bags 
to Desert Valley Hospi-
tal, Victor Valley Hospi-
tal, Saint Mary's Hospi-
tal, and Barstow Com-
munity Hospital.  

Each bag has materials explaining the importance of 
reading to newborns. Thanks to our wonderful 
High Desert community for investing in our  
future readers. 

Sonja Vela, Andrea Bachmann, and Tiffany Le of 
Desert Valley Hospital accepting mother-and-baby 
gift packages donated by Kingston Elementary 
School (Hesperia) students and teachers as part of 
their ‘New Books for Newborns’ program. 

by Mike Apodaca 

Manning the ‘New Books 
for Newborns’ display at 
Barnes & Noble in February 
were Kingston Elementary 
School teacher Mrs. Eyer 
and her daughters Delaney 
and Abigail.  

Hosting the ‘New Books for Newborns’ table at the Barnes 
& Noble book fair in February are (L to R) Mike Apodaca—
HDCWC member and Kingston Elementary School teacher—
and student Lauralee Thaxter. 
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Footsteps moving swiftly as the river, heart racing faster 
than either, and faster still the growing fear that I would 
reach home too late. I can see their faces glaring at the fam-
ily’s dreamer—late for dinner, late for school, late for church, 
and now even late for the most important moment of my life. 
I just wish I could remember what this important moment is. 

Well, that’s the only thing out of sync with my usual late-
ness… I, Kat Browning, had run late for my graduation from 
college, my first date, my first book signing— even my wed-
ding day. Yet this moment has me rushing faster than any of 
those other times. 

I pause to catch my breath where the walk twists sharply 
towards the summer cottages that dot the shore of the Co-
lumbia River. Feels like the first time, but how many times 
had I paused here, breathing in peace, before rushing once 
again home to dead lines and phone calls? Fifty? A hundred 
times, or more? Feels like the first time. 

Excerpt from the short story Late Again  

Excerpt from the children’s book 
Sarah Jane 

 (Continued from Page 9 and onto Page 13) 

Her heart was pounding like the knocking of a skeleton’s 
bony knees at Halloween. Claustrophobia was rapidly 
setting in as the inky blackness slowly swallowed her 
whole—not even a pinpoint of light to show her direction, 
or keep her from freaking out. 

She squeezed her eyes together, willing the darkness to 
go away, but her will didn’t seem to be enough, for it only 
got worse. And then the pain began—crushing, squeez-
ing so tightly it took her breath away. 

She was confused, struggling as best she could, but a 
force greater than her own was winning the battle, forcing 
her from her comfort zone into the unknown. Tightness in 
her chest. She could barely breathe. Is this what death is 
like, she wondered? 

No, she decided. Her breathing was becoming easier 
now, and light was rapidly returning—so bright, she 
couldn’t open her eyes. Then she heard a voice saying, 
“Congratulations. It’s a girl.” And she was born. 

Suzanne is a very prolific children’s author, with more than 23 
published books under her belt. Her books are available at 
www.Amazon.com. 
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May 13, 1940 – Paris 

The pristine sky promised a beautiful 
day. It lied! 

Guy de Laval took charge of the nine of 
us. “Follow Paulette and me,” he said. 
He linked arms with me and led us to a 
friend’s house, where a bunker awaited 
in the basement. Apparently, he wasn’t 
the only one to know of its existence.  
There must have been about twenty of 
us crowded in as the door closed. We 
were pressed together in the 15 x 15 
space as if we’d gone through a giant 
waffle iron. I didn’t mind because I was 
crushed against Guy’s chest. Our hearts 
echoed each other. I know it’s strange, 
but I’d endure anything to be with him. 
He fulfilled my dreams of my ideal 
man—charming, handsome and one of 
the smartest students in our Sorbonne 
chemistry class. I was an average sci-
ence student, but I wanted him to tutor 
me, so I feigned ignorance. It worked! 
And I took advantage. 

I glanced at Chris Forbes, my American, 
high school boyfriend, who’d followed 
me to France, and from the dim over-
head light saw beads of sweat glisten on 
his forehead. He frowned at me, and I 
averted my gaze. Although I wasn’t 
promised to him, he thought I belonged 
to him. We did have a history, and he 
tried to please me, but his possessive-
ness was unacceptable. He’d been a 
football star at our school and couldn’t 
believe I wasn’t ready to nab him when 
given the chance. 

“Eighteen years old is too young to 
make a lifetime commitment,” I told him. 
“We are just friends.”  

Excerpt from the novel 
Mon Amour, Friend or Foe  

 (Continued from Page 12 and onto Page 18) 

‘Mon Amour, Friend or Foe’, the third 
novel in the French Connection Series by 
Elizabeth Pye, is scheduled for publication 
in December 2018. 
 
Logline: In 1940, an adventuresome, naïve 
American opts for study at the Sorbonne to 
pursue the lure of Paris. Before year-end, 
she struggles to reconcile decisions she 
makes while following an audacious aris-
tocrat into the dark world of the French 
Resistance in occupied France. 
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    It's almost Mother's Day. I wondered, what would I get my mother for Mother's Day?  Every year I 
would go in search of that 'something special' until I found it. When I did, I took it home and wrapped it using 
almost all the scotch tape.   

"Ha! Mama's gonna like this one," I said with pride.     

And every time she would scold me and say, "Why you spend so much money!" 

Years passed. I grew older and the flame that burned in me to find that special Mother's Day gift still 
burned in me but the flame was smaller, a less intense yellow, a little less vibrant than the year before.  

Funny thing about finding something special for that someone special…you never stop trying. 

As Mother's Day was approaching, I kept thinking of a special gift. 

In the meantime, I went to the local nursery and found some colorful pansies to plant in that lonely patch 
of dirt just outside the kitchen window. The ground was unforgiving. Cement hard! I brought out the pick and 
shovel and pitched and hoed until the ground was perfect for a fresh bag of potting soil. The pansies were 
laid out one by one, side by side, looking like little girls with colorful bonnets.      

I didn’t know it, but as I toiled, sweated, grumbled and cussed under my breath, my mother was watch-
ing from the kitchen window.   

After I finished, I straightened my back and stood back to admire the area that was once a barren, lonely 
spot.   

The area was now fresh, alive, colorful and very beautiful to the eyes as well as to the heart that 
thumped and swelled with a certain kind of pride.  

I cleaned up the area then went inside to take a shower. 

After my shower, I went to the kitchen to make myself some iced tea. As I was making a mess in the 
kitchen, I noticed mom outside kneeling by the pansies. I squinted and wondered what was mom doing? 

I went outside and called out to her. 

"Hey, mama. What you doing?" I said as I walked up to her. 

I looked down and saw mama delicately fingering the petals of the pansies. "I'm shaking hands," she 
said. "They're so beautiful," she said as she looked up to me.   

There was moisture in her eyes. 

I was overwhelmed and choked up.   

'She liked it!  She liked it!' I said to myself. 

All I could say was to utter her name, "Mama…" 
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       y loving mother, Barbara Ann 
Thomas (maiden name Payne), 
amazes me by how she absolutely 
loves being a mother more than 
anything. Unquestionably, if she 
had it her way, my brothers and I 
would live in or near her home with 
our spouses and children—to my 
father’s dismay—so that she would 
have immediate access to love on 
us even more than she does now. 
Clearly, I’ve been blessed with 
God’s best! 

I marvel over 
Mom’s ceaseless 
love and I can 
only figure that it 
is a gift from 
God, knowing 
how special He 
made mothers. 
She’s that rare 
person who dons 
an infectious 
smile most of the 
time. She‘s con-
tagiously cheer-
ful, and a 
jokester, and her 
quick wit will 
have you laugh-
ing out loud. 

If you’re around 
when she cele-
brates 
someone’s birthday—look out! She makes Lucille 
Ball’s singing sound Emmy-worthy and your belly will 
ache after you hear her rendition of the birthday 
song, because you’ll laugh so hard. 

If you’re fortunate to lay eyes on her, you’ll see that 
she’s also ageless. She could easily pass for some-
one in their 40s and does not appear to be close to 
her true age of 78. Good genes help; however, I 
know that it’s mostly the light of God that shines 
through her, inside and out, that makes her seem so 
young. 

My mother effortlessly lights up a 
room just by entering it. And she’s 
gorgeous, too. She often immod-
estly but correctly introduces her-
self, as “Beautiful Barbara.” 

Ironically, Mom remains unaware 
of how truly wonderful she is. She 
underestimates her value to our 
family and others and how much 
her love and support helped my 
brothers and me to succeed pro-
fessionally and to become good 

citizens. She seldom acknowledges her stel-
lar example of servanthood, yet she was al-
ways helping our community, driving folks 
around, and listening to our friends complain 
about their parents. She was the PTA presi-
dent in our schools, too, and always assists 
in her church. 

What is most astounding about my dear 
mother is that she has always been an en-

courager, telling 
us that we could 
be whatever we 
wanted to be—
even in this un-
just society—
although she had 
a less than stellar 
upbringing. Mom 
tells stories of her 
poor childhood, 
including how 
she used card-
board to repair 
the worn out 
soles of her 
shoes!  

She’s so out-
standing that it’s 

impossible to mention only one or two aspects that 
make her extraordinary. 

Another example of how much she has blessed me 
goes back to 1977, when I attended Tuskegee Insti-
tute, a college in Ala-
bama. I was weary from 

by Sheryl Lynne Thomas-Perkins 

(Continued on next page) 

Above: Barbara Thomas, ever the 
cheerleader, rejoicing at her daugh-
ter Sheryl’s wedding. 

Right: Sheryl and her Mom, Barbara. 



  Page 16 THE INKSLINGER – News from High Desert Branch 

my coursework, being away from home, sharing a 
room for the first time, and from the financial strains 
that studying abroad imposed on our family. I need-
ed a pity party and I decided to call home. I saun-
tered down my dormitory hall to the public phone, 
prepared to cry during my talk. 

Mom answered the phone with her usual jolly voice, 
and instantly my spirit lifted. We talked for about ten 
minutes, and not once did I complain about my stud-
ies, how much I missed her and having my own 
room, or finances. 

Mom sounded genuinely happy to hear from me, 
and I couldn’t imagine saying anything to dampen 
her mood. Her lively voice was magical, and sudden-
ly I felt as if everything was well.  

This was so unexpected, and of course welcomed, 

that I was powerless to feel anything except ecstatic.  

This has been my life: Mom as lifeline, my secret 
weapon. 

My mother is an accomplished quilter and award-
winning seamstress, and last year I attended Mom’s 
quilt guild’s Christmas luncheon. Throughout the 
event so many guild members told me how much 
they like and love Mom that I almost got tired of hear-
ing it. Then I was floored when one lady followed me 
into the bathroom to tell me how great my mother is.  

I don’t deserve her, but I thank God for my mother. I 
pray to be even a fraction as kindhearted, joyful, and 
fun as she is. I do well—as she often says—showing 
my love for her, which is easy to do and a no-brainer.  

(Continued from Page 15) 

Congratulations to HDCWC member Mary Ruth Hughes, whose writ-
ing has recently received a great honor.  

On March 6, 2018, Dr. Daniel F. Littlefield, Director of the Sequoyah 
National Research Center at the University of Arkansas, informed 
Hughes that her four Native American books have been accepted into 
the university’s archives for posterity.  

The Sequoyah National Research Center facility, located in Little 
Rock, Arkansas, holds the world’s largest assemblage of Native Amer-
ican expression in the world. The research center’s mission is to ac-
quire and preserve the writings and ideas of Native North Americans 
and create a research atmosphere that invites indigenous peoples to 
make the Sequoyah National Research Center an archival home for 
their creative work. The center is the official repository for the Ameri-
can Indian Library Association correspondence, the National Trail of 
Tears Association, and the Native American Journalists Association.  

The titles of Mary Ruth’s books which were accepted into the Se-
quoyah National Research Center are TISHOMINGO and RETURN 
TO OKLA CHUKA (historical novels); WILLOW FLOWER’S GIFT 
(the story of a unique Indian beading method); and NATIVE AMERI-
CAN RECIPES (a collection of recipes from thirty different North 
American tribes). 

These books and many others by this prolific writer are available 
for purchase at www.MaryRuthHughes.com and Amazon.com.  

Mary Ruth Hughes displays her Native 
American historical novels 

by Mary DeSantis 

http://www.maryruthhughes.com/
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Squatting on the desert sand, 
He holds his heart in his hand 
And eats of it. 
 

Forlorn and forgotten, 
He has wearied of its betrayal 
And decides to gnaw his 
Pain in two. 
 

His wild dysfunction, 
Like a ravenous virus, 
Slowly bleeds across the cleft 
In his chin. 
 

He engorges his sanity 
With a remaining bit 
Of calcified artery 
 

That slides down his gullet 
In a trice, leaving only one of them 
To laugh at his future follies. I stand tall, naked, and full of holes. 

 My spirit darts in and out of me 
 

Like colors of a rainbow. 
 I cast light on the world around me, 
 

Not as a creator or a god, 
 But as I am able, 
 

And I am lit by my efforts 
 In reflection. 
 
 
In truth, I am not so tall, 
 But only when I think it so, 
 

And I am not nearly so naked 
 As I might be. 
 

I suppose I am not full of holes either, 
 But it would give you something 
 

To hold on to, 
 And I would have a reason 
 

For leaking. 

The shadow passes; 
They return to the seeds. 
 
Perched on a barren branch, 
Clasping with gnarled toes, 
Claws curled like scythes, 
 
He secures his focus 
And falls out of the Sun 
Like a rock. 
 
Deadly precision; 
Deadly intent; 
Dead in a moment. 
 
He stands on the still warm body 
And casts his glance at the flock 
Scattered nearby, 
 
Giving notice that he could have chosen  
Any one of them. 

JD (Jerry) Lentz has been a member of HDCWC for about three years. 
Jerry is a native of Victorville and once was a cattle and horse rancher. 
He also owned a computer consulting company and taught literature for  
seniors, AP students, and foreign exchange students. This awesome 
word wrangler is in the ‘Spawn of Wordsmith’ critique group. 
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Prophesy 

“Heads will roll!” he said 
and indeed they did. 
He killed dads and moms and little kids. 
Just chopped off limbs and hacked off heads. 
Blood ran rampant in the streets. 
Bodies lay covered in bleeding sheets. 
The world was shocked as escapees flocked 
to every distant refugee shore 
from the country that was no more. 
  
Years have passed, borders redrawn. 
Countries that were are now long gone. 
Modern explorers discovered the site 
where the corpses were hidden from sight. 
Among the skulls piled in shame 
there was one that bore a name. 
They rolled that ugly, dastardly skull 
over rocks and boulders and down a hill, 
shouting as it tumbled over a knoll, 
“You monstrous bastard, YOUR head will roll!” 

    “You mean I have to relieve myself in those weeds?” 
Claire asked. 
     “It’s as good a place as any,” Koi replied. 
     Claire clumsily exited the buggy. She lifted her lay-
ered skirts and stepped gingerly through the Johnson 
grass. She tiptoed along the edge, trying to find the per-
fect place to squat. Finally, she hiked her skirt and petti-
coats into a bundle and held them to her side. With her 
free hand, she tried to pull down her bloomers.  
     Claire crouched over with only her head showing 
above the surrounding vegetation. In an instant, she 
bounced back up, screaming, and tried to run but stum-
bled over her undergarments and tumbled into the 
ditch. “Help me! There’s a snake!” Claire yelled. 
      “A little snake won’t hurt you; it’s as scared of you 
as you are of it,” Koi replied. 
      Claire crawled on her hands and knees until she got 
to a place where she could stand. She hobbled back to 
the buggy with her bloomers down around her ankles, 
leaving a trail of liquid behind her. 
       “It’s time you bought some Territory clothes,” Koi 
said. “We wear bloomers with a split in the crotch for 
times like this.” 

Excerpt from the historical romance 
novel Return to Okla Chuka 

 (Continued from Page 13 and onto Page 19) 
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Nothing New 
There is nothing new to say 

really wish there was. 
Martin was gunned down today 

fifty years ago. 
  

Eight years was the dream fulfilled 
chanted for a while. 

Much of that dream too was killed 
twenty-sixteen race. 

 
Lord of Lord and King of Kings 

thankful that remains. 
Blood still running through our veins 

better vote next time. 
  

HOLLER when it matters most 
that was Dr. King. 

Make your mark and do not boast 
keep momentum’s stride. 

  
Pray that half a century 

forward U. S. A. 
we all have a song to sing 

equal treatment reigns 
equal treatment reigns 

“In honor of, and gratitude to God for, the life and legacy 
of the world’s premiere humanitarian and civil rights 

leader, the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., 
50 years post-passing.” 

We need nominations to fill the positions of the 
following outgoing board members: 

You can nominate yourself or others. Check with 
your nominees first! They must give their 

permission to be nominated and run for election. 

Contact Lorelei Kay at LoreleiKay7@gmail.com 
    or Sheryl Thomas-Perkins at solsis1@bellsouth.net  

to volunteer your much-appreciated talents. 

 (Continued from Page 18 and onto Page 20) 

mailto:solsis1@bellsouth.net
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Oh! The places we’ve been, hiking boots, you and I. 
The adventures we’ve shared ‘neath a world-colored 
sky. 
 
Together we’ve hiked through marshlels and muck,       
Through diways and highways without getting stuck. 
 
We’ve wadled in creek beds and rambled on rocks, 
made adventures in trenchers—you’re my Birkenstocks! 
 
Some say you look funky. 
But you’ve made my feet comfy! 
 
Tall signs posted warnings on dust-crusted trails, saying     
“Slow down – don’t go fast!” through these valleys and 
vales. 
 
Oh! The places we’ve gone! 
 
We’ve trudged through pine needles and hung out on 
logs, 
schlepped around Jeep tires and plodded through bogs.      
 
Would we hike down a mine shaft?   
Why no—don’t be daft! 
 
We traipsed through green meadows with white-petaled  
flowers, 
Got glovered in dirt, then took a steamed shower. 
 
Would we hike to Cincinnati?  
Now you’ve gone completely batty! 
 
We’ve shuffled up branchlings, on moss-covered pines, 
Strolled through blue due-hued grasses, and tripped on 
green vines. 
 
We’ve been stuckled in glud holes when we muddled 
our tactics, 
Got strickled and prickled when we stumbled on cactus! 
 
We’ve conquered crackled ridges with bootiful skill,            
then sprawled out on tree stumps while gulping Advil. 
 
Boots, we’ve moved mountains! 
 
We ambled through green fields with zigor and zest, 
But like Dorothy of Oz land  
found home sweet-coming home scrumptishishly best!  

Oh! The Places We’ve Been!      
 (After Dr. Seuss)   

 (Continued from Page 19 and onto Page 21) 
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Ravens parliamenting 
Hinting trouble in the wash 
Flash flood must be nearing 
Steering from the heights 
Sleight of hand, so fickle 
Trickle first, then crash 
Smash the weakening dam next 
Hex this turbulent flow 
Grows with trees and boulders 
Shoulders, heaves, breaks through 
Blue sky — no forewarning 
Forming ring around the moon 
Soon the flash flood thunders 
Sunders with abandon 
Random nature’s havoc 
Amok the angry storm surge 
Purges muddy path 
Hath so many choices 
Boisterous runs its course  
Force of destruction 
Drunken turmoil wreaks 
Bleak is landscape laven… 
 
Ravens parliamenting 
Scenting bobcat in the wash 

Ravens Parliamenting 

Chain verse is an ancient Greek style of poetry that is 
structured so that the last word or syllable of each line 
rhymes with the first word or syllable of the next.  

 (Continued from Page 20) 

The online magazine — —  
is in need of writers in the Southern California area 

to submit news and inspirational stories.  
 

Visit https://socalcwc.com/ for details. Editor: Beckie Lindsey. 
 

SUBMISSION GUIDELINES are at the top of the green menu bar 
under the PUBLISHING tab. 

[Photo by Bob Isbill] 

https://socalcwc.com/
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In Honor of World Book Day, April 23, the birthday of Cervantes and Shakespeare, the High Desert branch of 
the California Writers Club continued our tradition for the sixth year of giving free books, donated by 20 of our 
authors. This year, we chose to give the books to staff and patrons of Moses House Ministries, a resource 
center in Victorville that helps families provide for their babies and themselves (www.MosesHouse.org). Lore-
lei Kay and Mary Langer Thompson were given a tour of the facilities, and several visitors gladly received 
books. We thank Director Matthew Coughlin and staff for welcoming distribution of the following titles: 

November Starfall by Barbra Badger 

Life is Basically Tragic—But Not Mine by Evelyn Blocker 

A Trilogy of Encounters: He’s Alive by Linda M. Cooper 

The Old Toad by Mary Ruth Hughes 

Nasty Women’s Almanac: Feminine Voices Striving for a Better Day by Lorelei Kay 

How the Blue-Tongued Skink got his Blue Tongue by Mary Langer Thompson 

Secrets: Beauties From Ashes Series, Book 1 by Beckie Lindsey 

Resolution by J Margotta-Ferrara 

Polly Possum’s Wandering Path by Ann Miner 

Silk or Sugar by Elizabeth Pye 

Special by Michael P. Raff 

Calling Nurse Mearns: A Nurse’s Story by Winnie Rueff 

Once Upon a Time in Sweden by Greta L. Smith 

Accordo by Roberta L. Smith 

Food Stories: How Any Man can Create an Easy Meal for Any Situation by Denny Stanz 

Janie Plants a Tree by Rita Wells 

Let It Be Recorded: A Collection of Memoirs (AAE, Apple Valley, 1st year DCB) 

All Our Yesterdays: A Collection of Memoirs (AAE, Apple Valley, 2nd year DCB) 

For the Love of Writing: CWC, High Desert Branch, Anthology III, 2015 

Tales Between the Sand and Stars, Anthology IV, CWC Writers, 2017 

All the above books are available at amazon.com and barnesandnoble.com. These titles and more will 
be for sale at the Spring Book Fair at Jess Ranch Church in Apple Valley on May 26, 2018. 

by Mary Langer Thompson 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY  
to 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 

and 

MIGUEL de CERVANTES! 
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For the Love of Writing 
 

HDCWC’s  
2015 Anthology 

53 topnotch entries from 
our branch’s authors.  

 
Makes Great Gifts! 

All Our Yesterdays: 
A Collection of  

Memories  
 

A student-created 
anthology based upon 
interviews with senior 

citizens. 
 

High School students 
from the High Desert 
were mentored and 

coached by volunteers 
from the HDCWC. 

 

Amazon.com for 
$11.99 

Readers’ Round Up news & reminders 

Be sure to use our club’s 
copyrighted logo each 

time you advertise, share 
on Social Media, and 

work with printed materi-
als for your writing-

related business. 
 

It’s important that we  
protect our good name  

and years of creative  
authorship. 

HDCWC’s 
latest publication – 

 

 
A collection of gems 

from the many prolific  
authors who call our 

branch home.  

 
Available for 
purchase at: 

https://www.amazon.com/  

Founded 1909 

One of the nation’s oldest 
professional clubs for writers 

OUR OWN YOUTUBE CHANNEL  
Here's the link to the channel: 

https:// www.youtube.com/channel/
UC28XLtEK5oBNq5gW2Zy1ssg 

 
 

JACK LONDON IN BOYHOOD  
ADVENTURES — A document 
found stashed away in a box 
of mementos, recounts the 
downhome early years of a 
famous California boy and 
his pal. They find life full of 
serious & frivolous days of 
summer in early Oakland. 
 
First Printing now available for 
only $13.35 at Amazon.  
$13.08 at Barnes & Noble. 

www.JackLondonInBoyhoodAdventures.com 

Let It Be Recorded… 
A Collection of Memories

   

by Students of the Academy for 
Academic Excellence 

Mentored and coached by 
volunteers from the 

High Desert Branch of the 
California Writers Club 

 
~~ Anthologies For Sale ~~ 

$11.95 

Available at our monthly 
meetings and online at 

Amazon.com  
and Barnes & Noble 

http://www.jacklondoninboyhoodadventures.com
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Do you provide a service that could benefit other writers? 
Send a JPEG file of your business card or ad to 

Rusty@RustyLaGrange.com. We’ll advertise it free of charge! 

Copyright © 2018 California Writers Club High Desert Branch, All rights reserved. HDCWC.com The Inkslinger newsletter 

Editor 

 
Rusty 

Once again I am helming the good ship Inkslinger while Rusty LaGrange pre-
pares the statewide CWC magazine, The Literary Review. 

Grateful thanks to everyone who submitted articles, poems, photos, and infor-
mation for this month’s Inkslinger. We had so many submissions that this issue 
is a whopping 24 pages! I decided to omit my regular column, Graphically 
Speaking, in order to feature the amazing poetry and Mother’s Day tributes I 
received from club members.  

While the newsletter was being pasted up we received word that our oldest mem-
ber, Evelyn Blocker, had passed away. We’re sure going to miss her. But even though 
Evelyn is gone, we can still hear her voice when we read her books. She has four titles 
available at Amazon.com: Life is Basically Tragic—But Not Mine, The Wind Blows to the 
South, Angel and Stories from the Heart, and Uncharted Waters. Let’s bless Evelyn’s 
memory by buying her books; thus allowing her gift of writing to continue supporting her 
family after her death. 

Submitting to The Inkslinger is easy. Use Microsoft Word, single-spaced, 11-point Arial font, 
please. The email address for submissions is Rusty@RustyLaGrange.com. Articles and 
stories between 300 to 700 words are accepted. Photos, poetry, and drawings are always 
welcome. Don’t forget to submit something special for Fathers Day for the June issue. 

June’s deadline for submissions: May 23. July’s deadline: June 23.  

(909) 334-2564 

angelahornblog@gmail.com 

https://www.facebook.com/angiewriter/ 

https://www.instagram.com/angiemhorn/ 

Blogging Coach & Social Media Specialist 


