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W 
hen we take writing courses, we are usu-
ally reminded that writers need to be 
readers. We should read books in our 

genre by our favorite authors. We absorb technique 
that way. We learn how to tell 
stories, and we come to appreci-
ate excellence in writing. But 
there are a couple of pitfalls. 
First, we wouldn't want to be 
subconsciously influenced by 
another author and have our 
writing turn out to be too similar 
to hers. For example, my current 
novel is historical fiction and 
takes place in the West Virginia 
coal mines of the early 1920s. I'm doing lots of read-
ing and research in nonfictional material, but I don't 
dare read the very few works of fiction of that set-
ting. I want my work to be culturally authentic and 
historically accurate, but my story must be my own. 

Also, writing styles change over time, and what is 
preferred by editors and publishers today may not 
have been required just ten or fifteen years ago. 
Many established and popular writers of fiction write 
narrative, and they do it very well. When they broke 
in, narrative (telling) was acceptable. They continue 
to write that way because they are established, 
have a readership, and sell lots of books. That's 
what I started following when I wrote my first novel 
in 2008, and my second a couple of years later. In 
fact, I like explaining things from an omniscient point 
of view. Boy, do I! But now, the best writing is re-
garded as "showing" the action through the POV 
character, and I'm trying very hard in my current 
work to be absolutely true to that concept.  

What You Read Strengthens Writing 

  JAN  2014 

So if you read a book of fiction written in narrative 
form from the omniscient POV, and you're trying to 
"show" everything in your current writing through the 
POV character, it's so easy to unintentionally slip back 
into telling. So be careful. Read, but read like an as-
tute writer, and don't fall asleep at the wheel. 

~~~ Dwight Norris 

FROM THE PRESIDENT 

To kick off the New Year, and to encourage writers in 
the craft of writing, our CWC branch will give away as 
a door prize a free download of Dragon Naturally 
Speaking version 12 voice recognition software, val-
ued at $99.00, to the lucky person drawing the winning 
number. Attendance and 
drawing are free, and the 
public is encouraged to at-
tend. 

Traveling adventurer and 
author Dodie Cross will be 
the featured speaker. 
Cross is an award-winning 
freelance writer who has 
traveled the world writing 
about her life in foreign 
countries. She will be speaking about her two 
books:  A Broad Abroad in Iran: An Expat’s Misadven-
tures In the Land of Male Dominance and  A Broad 
Abroad in Thailand: An Expat’s Misadventures in the 
Land of Smiles.   

World Traveling Freelancer to Share 
Expat Stories of Thailand & Iran 

Continued Page 3 
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What you missed... 

Photos by 

Rusty LaGrange 

& Mike Raff 
We enjoyed the very ani-

mated and enthusiastic Aura 

Imbarus, who made Romania, 

Dracula, and entering Amer-

ica an entertaining and liter-

ary excursion. 

Out of the Transylvania Night 
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GUEST SPEAKER 

Continued from Page 1 

Cross is a prolific writer, her articles appearing in 
The Desert Sun, the Seattle Post Intelligencer, and 
as a guest columnist for the Lake Chelan Mirror in 
Washington State. Her essays have been published 
in the Monterey Bay Parents Magazine, the Univer-
sity of Texas Literary Magazine, River Sedge and in 
Expat e-zines, Talesmag.com, and Ecapearists.com. 
Cross spends her time between Palm Desert, 
California, and traveling. 

Dodie 

Cross 
BLACK BEAUTY 

by 
Mary Ruth Hughes 

 

 

In 1948, I was seven years old.  I had been sick and 

in bed with measles for weeks when my father said, 

―When you get better, I am going to buy you a Shet-

land pony.‖ I was so excited. I tried to get well as 

quick as I could. We lived on a ranch in Oklahoma 

and always had Quarter horses to ride but we didn’t 

have a pony. I was still recovering from my illness 

when my father brought home the tiny horse in the 

car. He said he 

had driven 

over a hundred 

miles to get 

this special 

little pony. The 

Shetland came 

home standing 

on the floor-

board of the 

car behind the 

front seats. My 

father brought him into the house and to my bedside 

much to my mother’s chagrin. My father said I could 

go for a ride as soon as I got well. With excited an-

ticipation, I dreamed of the day I could ride my pony. 

In the meantime, I tried to think of a name for my little 

stallion. The only fitting name that came to mind was 

―Black Beauty.‖  He was black as coal. I would call 

him BB for short. The first time I rode BB, he bucked 

so hard I could hardly stay on him. Soon, he settled 

down and after a few lessons, he was good to ride. 

Our corral and horse pen were attached to our back 

porch. BB would come up the stairs to the porch and 

wait at the screen door for someone to come feed 

him and give him attention. If the back door was 

open he would try his best to get in the house.  

Continued on Page 4 

Continued from Page 2 

Members chatted 

during the break 

and Sally, with 

her refreshments 

crew, set a festive 

table. More than 

20 members con-

tinued celebrating 

with a Holiday 

lunch and gift ex-

change at 

Di’Napoli’s Pizza 

Restaurant.  
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In my memory, I can hear my mother sternly say, 

―Don’t let BB in the house!‖ On a hot summer after-

noon, Mother brought home a big juicy watermelon 

and placed it on the kitchen table. BB was at the 

back door wanting inside.  I let him in and he went 

straight for the watermelon, knocking it onto the floor. 

It broke into several pieces and juice flew across the 

kitchen, splattering everything in its path. BB 

chomped down on as much watermelon as he could 

before mother came in and shoved him out the door.  

I got a good scolding that day.      

 

When I wanted to ride BB, I would lead him from the 

back door, through the house and out the front door, 

and away we would go.  It seemed easier for me to 

take him through the house than for me to open the 

gate. BB was a mean little guy. He would bite if he 

got a chance. I always had to be on guard. I learned 

to smack him across the jaw when he tried.  

 

One day my cousin was visiting and we were taking 

turns riding BB up and down the dirt road in front of 

our house. She had some ―Red Hots‖ candy and she 

gave him a few.  At first, he was gentle taking them 

from her hand but when she was not giving them to 

him fast enough, he bit her. That was the end of our 

afternoon of fun. 

Continued from Page 3 

One day, my mother had just finished waxing the 

hardwood floor in the living room when I brought BB 

in the house. He broke loose from my grip and tried 

to run to the front door.  He went slipping and sliding 

with this legs going in every direction. Needless to 

say, my mother was not too happy.  

 

Not long after 

that incident, my 

dad sold Black 

Beauty.  I wasn’t 

sad because I 

was getting fed 

up with his bad 

behavior. By the 

time BB was 

sold, I had 

started riding a 

white horse on the ranch. She was my favorite horse.  

Her coloring reminded me of the famous movie star, 

Jean Harlow, with her platinum blonde hair so I 

named my white horse ―Harlow.‖  Harlow was a won-

derful horse. I rode her in parades and rodeos for 

many years.   

 

My father, being a rancher, was a self-taught veteri-

narian. He could heal most any animal on the ranch. 

When Harlow cut her leg on a barbed- wire fence, he 

sewed up her injury with an upholstery needle. He 

then covered the wound with tar to keep the flies off.  

Harlow’s leg healed nicely and she lived several 

more years. 

 

Harlow died of old age and is buried in the back pas-

ture. I moved away from the ranch and Oklahoma 

many years ago but I have fond memories of 

growing up in the country. 



 

THE INKSLINGER – News from High Desert Branch Page 5 

’69 Karmann Ghia  
by Evelyn Blocker  

 

One summer day 

My three children and I  

Were shopping in Huntington Park. 

I was in a hurry. I had clothes to wash  

and dinner to make. 

My husband would be home soon  

and I wanted things to be right. 

 

The three of us were waiting for a light to change 

And I saw her. The ―me‖ I wanted to be. 

 

She was so beautiful. 

Young, laughing with her long, dark hair  

blowing in the wind. 

She did not have a care in the world.  

She wore a mink stole over a red, silk dress, 

And she was driving a convertible, a fabulous 

Red Karmann Ghia. 

 

Through the years  

When I was washing dishes  

or hanging up diapers 

I would think of that laughing girl  

in her red silk dress, 

Her mink stole and her red Karmann Ghia. 

Just thinking of her made my day a little brighter.  

 

Many years later, I reached my dream.  

My three children had graduated from college, 

And I had a beautiful new 
grandson. 

I was in the High Desert,  

driving down I-15  

To my job of teaching kinder-
garten in Yermo. 

 

I did not have a mink stole or a 
convertible  

But I had on a red silk dress. 

My hair was blowing in the 
breeze, and I was laughing  

As if I did not have a care in the world. 

I was driving my own red 1969 Karmann Ghia. 

'69 Karmann Ghia -- the other 
by Mary Langer Thompson 

 

You were always more than a Volkswagen. 

You even looked like me from the rear, 

my friend said, the last time she saw me drive away. 

When she died, I drove you on the boulevard  

and we cruised back and forth, back and forth. 
 

Remember he followed us for an hour in a Maverick, just 
for a kiss, before he left? 

When I married him, you carried us to Bob's Big Boy and 
drive-in movies. 

  

Once I heard a noise and pulled 
over to raise the hood. 

It was my belly with your future 
driver, 

rubbing against the steering wheel.  

He would someday paint you a 
brighter blue. 

Remember when your side was bashed?   And there 
were a few tickets, probably because  you looked like 
you were going faster than you could. 

 

You were the last to get on the moving van to Colorado  

and didn't do too well in the snow--sliding into ditches  

until we adorned you with four studded snow tires. 

 

On the return drive to California, you were a bed in Tuba 
City (never enough room to make love). 

 

Finally a young man bought 
you, shipped you overseas 

for restoration.   

I picture you enjoying the 
sights of Europe,  

close to your original, cur-
rently peaceful, home. 
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 New 
by Molly Jo Realy 

―What are you doing New Year’s Eve?‖ he asked 
with a smile; his smile. 

―It’s too early to think about that right now.‖ I tried 
hard not to fall under his spell. I was certain my 
clumsy efforts to avoid his gaze made me look like a 
fish out of water. I played it off by opening my date-
book for evidence. 

Datebook. How much more oxymoronic could it be. It 
was a personal jab, how this leather-bound book re-
vealed nothing of what it promised. Grocery lists. 
Doctor appointments. Work assignments. Contact 
information. Anything and everything. Except dates. 

―Here,‖ I poked. ―See? Today’s only - ‖ 

He refused to let me finish. He gently wrapped his 
strong man-hand around my accusatory finger. I’m 
pretty sure we lit the place up all by ourselves. It was 
painfully enjoyable. He sat across from me, playing 
with my hand atop the café table. Gently pushing and 
pulling information. So easily, I didn’t even realize I 
was giving up bits and pieces. So earnestly, I forgot 
to lie. If I let go, I would certainly float beyond the 
neon stars above us in my bliss. He firmed his grip 
on my hand, tethering me to himself. I would not fly 
away.  

―Let’s walk.‖ It was a gentle command, for he was 
already rising from his seat, taking his coat and cof-
fee. 

 I followed, playing his grown-up game of Simon 
Says. 

He led me over the concrete path, through the inter-
mittent crowds, under the trees raining color upon us. 
I shivered from the all-consuming experience and he 
guided me to the side of the path. Under a dim yel-
low lamppost, he brought his coat from behind, pull-
ing it around me. I was surrounded by the scent of 
him. His warm hands soothed the collar around my 
neck and I shivered all the more, embarrassed that 
such gentlemanly care could turn me to jell-o. I knew 
better than to try to speak. A red-golden leaf fell be-
tween us, startling us both into chuckles. My pent-up, 
heightened awareness took advantage of my fallen 
guard; and my body convulsed in a loud symphony 
of laughter, letting go of all that was in me.  

He joined with me, his baritone sound in harmony 
with my soprano.  

A tear of relief sprang to life on my cold cheek. Still 
laughing, still holding me by the collar of his own 
coat, he raised one hand to tenderly thumb it away. I 
closed my eyes. 

―Hey,‖ he whispered.  

I hesitantly opened my lids to see his breath on the 
air. He placed a gentle kiss on my lips and the 
warmth flooded me, staying even after he withdrew 
to look at me again. 

His smile was new. It was mine.  

―So, what does your datebook say about tonight?‖ 

I smiled back. ―It’s Autumn.‖ ...with all its joyously col-
orful experiences... ―Autumn in New York.‖  
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News You Can Use 

 

CLUB MEMBER COMMUNITY 

 ANNOUNCEMENTS 

If you are a member of the HDCWC and 

have a writing-related event you'd like an-

nounced, please send to HDCWC-

web@yahoo.com so that it can be shared. 

Still Time to Help : Dorothy C. Blakely  

Memoir Project Critique Phase 

Students will conclude their interviews with their 

―Memoir Stars‖ (the subjects of their stories) by the 

end of January, and turn in their first drafts. During 

the month of February, our HD CWC members will 

read and critique those stories and return them to the 

students for consideration and/or re-write by March 

1st.   

It is during February that we seek Branch members 

who can read and critique three submissions. All 

submissions will be in MSWord file from 3,000 to 

4,000 words in length.  Your feedback will help the 

students reach their academic best for the anthology 

promotion in June.  

Please contact Bob Isbill if you are able to volunteer. 

Risbill@aol.com or call 760.221.6367. 

  by Davida Siwisa James  

 We all know that there are so many forms of 

writing, among them creative, journalistic, instruc-

tional and grant writing. Last week, the arts nonprofit 

that I founded earlier this year was awarded a 

$10,000 grant through our affiliate status with the 

High Desert Community Foundation. I am not a pro-

fessional grant writer. I‟ve been part of teams that 

were writing grants, in which I had one segment to 

write or review. This was my first time conceiving of 

a project and writing the entire grant.  

 Many years ago, I had a friend who worked on 

panels reviewing grants for the National Endowment 

on the Arts. I once asked Bill about the process. The 

one thing I always remembered him saying was that 

people had the guidelines for a grant and seemed to 

ignore them. So, if the grant requires you to be in ex-

istence a certain length of time and you are not, why 

apply? If the grant is only for San Bernardino County 

and your business is in Los Angeles County, why ap-

ply? If the grant is for original choreography, why 

write it for an original classical musical composition?  

 In other words, first make sure you are eligible to 

apply for the grant; then read the guidelines 

„carefully‟ and write your proposal „specifically‟ to 

touch on as many points as possible in the guidelines. 

 The name of our nonprofit is Victor Valley Arts 

and Education Center (www.vicartsed.org). Our mis-

sion is to bring a new era of arts and culture to the 

High Desert. Our major campaign will be to build the 

first-ever dedicated, state-of-the-art performing arts 

center to serve the greater Victor Valley. We incorpo-

rated in May and our 501(c)3 application is pending. 

 The grant was geared specifically for an arts-

nonprofit to present an arts event. So unlike some 

grants and cities where it is extremely competitive 

because of the sheer numbers of organizations that 

qualify, we were fortunate in that there would only be 

a select few organizations that would qualify. 

 The grant was made possible by The Community 

Foundation serving the counties of Riverside and  

SUCCESSFUL GRANT WRITING  

Continued on Page 8 

Festival of Books Planned for April 

Mark your calendars for Saturday, April 10 from 10-3 

at Apple Valley High School  for their ―Festival of 

Books.‖ It’s open to the public. Book Faire includes 

exhibits, contests, and family fun. Rent a booth now. 

For more information contact the student coordinator 

Bethany Thompson at (760) 247-7206 x 360. 

mailto:hdcwc-web@yahoo.com
mailto:hdcwc-web@yahoo.com
http://www.vicartsed.org
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San Bernardino, which received funding from the 

James Irvine Foundation. The grant targeted an arts-

nonprofit in areas underserved by the arts and men-

tioned the High Desert in particular. 

 The grant guidelines were for an arts project to 

embrace and advance the diverse way that we experi-

ence the arts by reaching communities with low-

income and/or ethnically diverse populations that are 

generally underserved by nonprofit arts organiza-

tions. In addition, the project needed to actively en-

gage the targeted communities by having them par-

ticipate in the project. The last requirement was to put 

on performances in nontraditional venues (so not 

your typical theater). 

 The project that I designed was to produce the 

award-winning, two-person play “Love Letters” by 

A.R. Gurney. The production will be performed in 

unique settings such as community and senior citizen 

centers servicing low-income residents, possibly care 

facilities, and shelters. In addition, we are hoping for 

the actors in the play to be residents of the target 

community. The play does not require memorization 

as it is a man and a woman who are sitting in chairs, 

each reading the letters they have written to each 

other over a 50-year period. The play was a finalist 

for the Pulitzer Prize and has been performed on and 

off Broadway, in L.A., and in numerous cities. It is 

popular because of its simplicity in staging, nothing is 

memorized, and it is a poignant script. James Earl 

Jones and Elizabeth Taylor once did it for a benefit. 

 The project is called “Love Letters and Musical 

Notes.” VVAEC is partnering with Paul Starks of 

“Parade of Pianos” to also engage some of the finan-

cially-challenged music students for whom Parade 

provides scholarships. These students will play the 

music. In addition, we plan to have the play translated 

into Spanish so that we can provide at least one per-

formance to the Hispanic community.  

So I assume, since we got the grant, that… 1) we se-

lected the target population as laid out in the require-

ments and that 2) by planning to have the actors be 

from those communities we were „engaging‟ them in 

the arts event and 3) by having it at these non-

traditional venues we were satisfying that require-

ment. In essence, we developed a project that hit not 

one, but all of the requirements.  

 And there you have it. We are extremely excited 

and honored by the award. If you would like to know 

more about VVAEC or want to get involved, please 

email me at vicartsed@gmail.com. 

 Continued from Page 6 

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. 

[Note from the Editor: Although we don’t recommend 

that you toss out your baby with the bath water, we do 

enjoy knowing that a New Year brings renewal … and 

more space to create.] 

LATE TERM ABORTION 

      by Diane Neil 

     I have a confession to make to my writer 

friends.  No one else would understand, and I 

certainly don't want to tangle with those pro-

life people. 

     I've been going through the manuscripts 

of my youthful scribblings, thinking I could 

resuscitate and bring them to life.  What daz-

zle and promise and genius resided there! 

     How I labored over the typed, ―onionskin‖ 

pages, both when I was a wide-eyed twenty-

year-old impregnated with the creation of the 

Great American Novel, and as the older, 

wiser, more critical writer. 

     Alas!  Like the mummified fetus discov-

ered in the uterus of an elderly woman, my 

novel is hackneyed, trite, and utterly dead. 

     So, today I took a good physic and 

dumped it. 

     Good riddance!  And not a shred of guilt. 

mailto:vicartsed@gmail.com
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Call Them Rituals  not Resolutions 

It's time. Yes, it's time to regret not meeting our resolu-
tion goals of last year so we can toss them out for new 
ones this year. As we reach  the maturity of knowing 
that resolutions are a major waste of time for many of 
us, why is there a seemingly desperate need to make 
more resolutions we can't hope to keep? 

Lose 10 lbs. Cut out chocolate -- yeah, right. Join a gym 
-- then go three times per week. You mean actually go? 
Stop smoking. Start taking vitamins. Save more money. 
Do a better job of managing stress. Finish that book. 
Start that book. 

Perhaps it's time to rethink the meaning of resolutions. 
Why is this tradition so guilt-laden when we cause this 
stress on ourselves? Perhaps we've been misguided? 
Despite our national training to join the generations be-
fore us in resolution pledging,  I'm now inclined to think 
we should abandon them altogether. Instead, we should 
replace them with rituals.  Here's why: 

 1) According to blogger Daphne Grey-Grant in Power 
Writing, "ritual" is a nicer word than "resolution." It 
sounds friendlier and more relaxing. If I play the word 
association game "resolution", she says, it makes me 
think willpower, deprivation, pain, and hard work. On 
the other hand, "ritual" brings up: incense, bowing, fine 
ornaments, and calm. Rituals are particularly important 
for writers who, after all, do something quite magical." 

I tend to agree. If we choose a personal thought-friendly 
ritual added to our daily routines, doesn't that sound 
more acceptable? More easily plied to be used by us in 
a regular manner? 

2) A ritual is something we're more likely to do willingly 
rather than resentfully. Because we can choose the ritu-
als we follow -- and we choose what feels right to us -- 
we're more likely to do them. So choosing the right ritual 
for you is just as important as just having one. Many 
sports players and athletes have creative rituals.  

3) Rituals create safety and security. We know what's 
going to happen next so we feel calm and relaxed, says 
Grey-Grant. "If you're a student and you have a ritual of 
using a particular pen to write exams, taking that pen 
out of your pocket or purse lets you know it's time to 
write an exam." As with writing rituals, many authors 
have found music to be the spiritual indicator for their 
muse to shape up or ship out. I use native flute music to 
invoke a feeling of "Old West" history prior to writing in 
my Western novels or a desert poem. 

Continued on Page 10 

Rings of the Tree 

~~ The First Ring ~~ 

He was handsome, loaded with personality 
and very smart. His teachers liked to say that Jeff 
could learn more looking out the window of the 
classroom than others could with concentrated 
study. 

 As he matured and married, life was an 
open road to adventure. His intelligence and wit 
led him to new and exciting places all over the 
world. He became a linguist, a mathematician, a 
computer specialist, an interrogator of refugees 
and defectors from communist countries, a school 
teacher, a college professor. 

 He loved airplanes. Open-cockpit bi-planes 
of World War II vintage were his passion. Flying, 
with goggles in place and white scarf whipping in 
the wind, was one of his greatest pleasures. An-
other was building and racing sailboats, and his 
expertise led him to championships in world com-
petition. 

 He traveled the globe, settling for a time in 
North Africa and later in Europe. A goal-oriented 
achiever, Jeff was always reaching a little higher. 

 Suddenly, at the age of 32, something 
happened. He felt unusually happy, creative, ener-
getic, and at the same time, a little scared. For 
days, sleep seemed unnecessary, and was, in 
fact, impossible. He was Jesus Christ, his black 
dog was Satan. The time was Halloween, and the 
costumed children at the door frightened him. 

 This PhD was manic-depressive. This 
manic-depressive was her husband, and they 
were embarking on another new adventure; this 
one, not of their choice. Their lives would be for-
ever changed. 

Excerpt from "Rings of the Tree,  by Ann Miner 
Heimback 

Character Vignette   

The Power of Persistence 

"It took me fifteen years to discover that I had 
no talent for writing, but I couldn't give it up 
because by that time I was too famous."          

    —Robert Benchley 
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RustyL@Hughes.net  

Contact the Editor Notes From the Editor --- 
 

Chocolate...Chocolate… Chocolate… Sorry, I’m just getting down off my 
Christmas sugar high. But now it’s time to re-focus on lagging projects. Or 
maybe kick-off a new writing venture. Dust off those manuscripts-in-
progress and make this year the one you became a published author.  

 

When submitting articles and stories:  use Arial Font, 11-point type, no 
need to double-space. Attach photos and / or submissions to your email. 
Place Inkslinger in the subject line of your emails.  

 New Deadline: 23rd of each month.  

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

      -- Rusty LaGrange 

4) In Power Writing, Grey-Grant says, "Rituals allow us to take advantage of automaticity. Once we learn how 
to ride a bike, we don't have to think about how to maintain balance. Our bodies know exactly what to do. The 
same principle is true of reading. Once we get past third grade, we don't "sound out" words anymore, be-
cause we recognize most of them immediately." This automaticity allows us to sidestep the need for willpower 
and fortitude, and instead, relax into our work.  

5) Rituals don't require our belief -- or even any logic -- to work. Tennis player Serena Williams wears the 
same pair of socks, without washing them, through a single tournament. Detroit Red Wings hockey players 
accept a long-standing ritual from its fans. As horrifying as the idea sounds of octopus carcasses raining 
down from the stands of an arena, it’s one of the most recognizable NHL traditions. ―The Legend of the Octo-
pus‖ started when a Red Wings fan threw one of the critters onto the ice during a playoff game in 1952—it 
represented the eight wins needed to secure the Stanley Cup during the era. After the incident, the Red 
Wings swept the playoffs, and the ice crew at Joe Louis Arena has been dealing with the annual slimy mess 
ever since. 

So what is your New Year's ritual, and can you develop one to help you reach your writing goals -- by the min-
ute, by the hour, by the day? Choose one that will have meaning for you, and one that preferably doesn't stink 
or crawl away.         ~~ Rusty LaGrange 

Advertise in the April, May, June 2014 issues:  

One Business Card   $10 

Double Business Card   $20 

Triple business Card  $30 

Half Page  $50 

Full Page                                $80 

Contact Roberta Smith (cwrlsmith@verizon.net) by 
March 8, 2014. Provide them at the HDCWC club 

meeting or mail to: HD CWC  20258 Hwy 18 Ste 430-

PMB 281 Apple Valley, CA 92307 

BOOKS 

mailto:RustyL@hughes.net

