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Applause!
By Hille Apodece

Bob Isbill, Dwight Norris, and I would often say that our membership is made up of
truly amazing people—who make this world a much better place to live.

It’s always heartening when one of our members is recognized for their contributions
to others. Recently, our own Ann Miner was honored by the Today's Woman
Foundation.

Ann has been selected as a 2024 "Woman of Excellence" honoree! As they told her,
“This prestigious honor is a testament to your exceptional achievements, unwavering
dedication, and inspiring leadership.”

There will be an official ceremony in October to celebrate Ann’s many
accomplishments.

Congratulations, Ann! Your success is our success. We applaud your many
accomplishments and the real difference you make with so many.

You are one class act.

Celebrahng Bob Isbil With Pie a la Mode

Roundtable remembrance of a good friend, a good writer, a good man and a pie a la mode devotee.
Everyone ordered the treat as a tribute.



Freedom of Speech

By ke Ay

I support freedom of speech. I like the free flow of ideas. I firmly believe that we should all be given the

space to express what we think. I don’t favor censorship, book banning, or cancelling others.

Consider politics. Of course I have my own views, but I am thrilled when I can discuss politics
respectfully with others who do not agree with me. For this to work, it has to be a two-way street. I have
to be willing to hear the other person’s concerns and to admit the weaknesses of some of my views. |
have to be honest. I’'m painfully aware of how much I do not know. This is why I like to listen—I always
““' Jearn something.

I have heard that while I was on my trip to Peru we had a speaker who shared his heartfelt views—
views that were not shared by all in our club. This was off-putting to some.

Again, I wasn’t there, but I would like to emphasize a couple of things.

Firstly, the official (and unofficial) position of the CWC is that we are not an organization that promotes any particular religion or
political party. This is not what we are about.

Secondly, this club-wide neutrality does not mean that we cannot have speakers who have their own views. If this were the case,
we would never have speakers. We have had many speakers that I did not necessarily agree with. This doesn’t mean that I cannot
learn something from them. (And I have!)

Thirdly, without this general support to hear all views, to allow speakers to come that we don’t necessarily agree with, we will
become a club of a particular type. We will be a club that favors a particular race, religion (or lack thereof), or political party. We
will become identifiable for our views. One of the things I love about our club is that you cannot define us by our race, religion,
gender, or politics. There is only one thing that defines us—we are writers. When I sit around the table at Corky’s, I don’t think of
those around me by the labels they might wear. I think of them as my friends who, like me, want to be successful writers. I think of
them as people who bring to the table a lifetime of experiences different from mine, with personal stories I can learn from.

Finally, some question the appropriateness of having a Christian Publishing Subgroup in our club. I get it. This is something new
and perhaps I have not explained it well enough. The point is S ——
publishing. The Christian publishing world is a separate
entity. It has its own agents, writing conferences, publishers,
bookstores, contests etc. In order to penetrate this market, we
have formed a subgroup in the club that focuses of getting
our members who write in this genre published. Now this
would be a problem if we did not also want to see other
subgroups—but we do. We already have a subgroup for
poetry (this is actually where I got the idea). I think it would
be great if we had subgroups for screenplay writing, Spanish
language writing, romance writing, children’s books, science
fiction/fantasy, horror, etc. Although it has been very
important to focus on the writing craft in our club, we also
need to get better at publishing. In order to make a splash in
publishing, we need to understand that each genre has its own
publishing world. Just watch Mike Raff and Roberta Smith
and the way they navigate the Horror genre.

The subgroup model is just a way to try to get more of our
members published.




Get out of Your Comfort Zone
and Stretch Your Creative Muscle!

Do~ Rudder Wand

Do you consider yourself a creative person?

But of course. I'm a writer. Doesn t that make me a creative person?

N Certainly! And did you know that you can increase your “creative sense” even more, and doing that
~ could help you become an even better writer?

How so? I work hard to develop my craft. I write every day, read regularly, study grammar and

style.
Yes, that’s great! Yet there is more creativity in you to discover.

Creativity is like a muscle. The more you use it, the more strength you develop in that area.

NASA research done in the 1960s discovered that 98 percent of 5-year-old children are creative
geniuses. By the time they reach adulthood, only 2 percent are still at the genius level.

But you can reclaim that genius! What are some of the things you can do to reclaim your creative genius?

There are many opportunities, in addition to writing, to develop that creative muscle: crafting, music, woodworking, painting,
drawing, cooking, dancing, photography, just to name a few.

Since photography is one of main strengths, I will share how you can use photography to strengthen that creative muscle.

Use Photographs as Prompts. —~

When you see photographs, and even non-photographic pictures, write a story
about what you see. What’s the story behind the picture?

Here’s something you can use to start.

In the December 2023 issue of The Inkslinger, | wrote an article about The
Library of Congress Online Photographic Resources

There you will find a vast array of photography collections covering various
themes, time periods, and subjects. There are probably a gazillion photographs
there. Find a collection that piques your interest.

Go to https://www.loc.gov/photos/collections/

. . . . . THE MODERN BALAAN AND HIS ASS.
For illustration purposes, I went there to review categories and to see which

one [ would like to look through for possible writing prompts. Something that caught my attention was a featured collection titled
American Cartoon Prints. This is a collection of political art and caricatures from the 18" and 19" centuries.

First, my disclaimers: 1.1 am not a person given to participating in political discourse ( I usually avoid it) and

2. When it comes to political cartoons, they may get a passing glance if I happen to see one on my husband’s monitor
screen.

However, it is good to get out of your comfort zone when stretching yourself creatively.

Here are two that I saw at the beginning, so I downloaded and researched
them. It was interesting to read the history behind the cartoons and to see how
artists then used cartoons as a form of protest.

This could even possibly lead to me writing an article about this.

So go ahead ... get out of the box and stretch your creative muscle.

I’ll share in a later article about the “unedited creativity” journey I started
last year and how it has changed me—one who is already dubbed a
consummate creative.

COLUMBIA DEMANDS HER CHILDREN !



Mark

Twain

Born on November 30, 1835, in Florida,
Missouri, Samuel Langhorne Clemens
(aka Mark Twain) was the sixth of seven
children born to Jane and John Clemens.
Only four of their children survived
beyond childhood. Twain’s family
moved to Hannibal, Missouri when he
was four years old. At the time, slavery
was still legal in that state. His father
died of pneumonia when Twain was
eleven, and he left school the following
year to earn money as a printer’s apprentice.

By the time he was fourteen, Twain worked as a typesetter and
began writing articles and humorous sketches for the newspaper
Hannibal Journal. His real ambition, however, was to navigate the
American rivers. Twain loved everything about steamboats, and it
would remain his life’s passion. He once said, “Pilot (of a steamboat)
was the grandest position of all.”

When he was eighteen, Twain left Hannibal and began working as a
printer in New York City then, later, several other eastern cities. He
continued his education by studying in public libraries which, back
then, contained more information than most schools. He also studied
the Mississippi river, its currents, channels, reefs, and even its rocks.
Before long, he received his pilot’s license. Incidentally, his newfound
vocation gave him the inspiration for his pen name. A “mark twain” is a
phrase that means a depth of two fantoms (or twelve feet), which is the
minimum requirement for a steamboat to travel.

Twain convinced his brother Henry to work with him on the
steamboat Pennsylvania. In June of 1858, the boat’s boiler blew up, and
Henry ended up dying of his injuries. His brother’s death caused Twain
to feel responsible, and it haunted him for the rest of his life. A month
before the tragedy, Twain had a dream that Henry would die. It left a
great impact on him and sparked his interest in parapsychology. Twain
even became an early member of the Society of Psychical Research.

‘When the American Civil War broke out, much of the Mississippi
was shut down. Twain enlisted in a Confederate unit of volunteers
which disbanded after just two weeks. This experience became the
inspiration for Twain’s sketch, “The Private History of a Campaign
That Failed.”

Twain moved to Nevada to work with his brother Orion, who
became the secretary to the territory’s governor. The brothers decided to
travel together and rode a stagecoach across the Rocky Mountains. In
Virginia City, Twain caught gold fever, halted his travels and became a
miner. When that venture failed, he began working for the city’s
newspaper, Territorial Enterprise, where he first used his pen name. His
experiences in the West also inspired him to write Roughing I, which
was later published in 1872.

In 1864, Twain moved to San Francisco and worked as a journalist.
The turning point in his writing career came in 1865 when he published
“The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County” in the New York
Saturday PressThe humorous short story became a huge success and
brought him national fame.

As areporter for the Sacramento Union, Twain traveled to Hawaii,
known then as the Sandwich Islands. He also traveled to the
Mediterranean on a funded trip from two different newspapers and
toured Europe and the Middle East. His travel letters were published as
The Innocents Abroad in 1869. During that trip, his fellow passenger,
Charles Langdon showed him a photo of his sister, Olivia. For Twain, it
was love at first sight.

Twain and Olivia began writing to each other, which lasted for at
least a year. She turned down his first marriage proposal, but the starry-
eyed writer was persistent and won his future father-in-law’s favor.
Twain and Olivia were married in Elmira, New York in 1870. Since she
came from a wealthy and liberal family, Twain met abolitionists,
activists, and fellow authors such as Frederick Douglass and Harriet
Beecher Stowe.

The happy couple moved to Buffalo, New York and Twain began
writing and editing for the Buffalo Express newspaper. During this time,
they started having children, but their first born, Langdon, died of
diphtheria at the age of 19 months in 1872. They eventually raised three
daughters, Susy, Clara, and Jean.

(To be continued)

Until next month, keep writing and try one of Mark Twain’s many
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Powerful Character Development

Have you ever wondered why some characters stay with you long after you’ve finished

reading a book? The secret lies in powerful character development. It is the cornerstone of
compelling storytelling. Strong characters drive the plot and resonate deeply with readers,
making your story memorable.

Here are six key elements to help you
master powerful character development

Weave a Detailed Physical Description into the Narrative.
All your readers can know about what your character looks like is what you tell them.
Readers should be able to visualize your character’s appearance in their minds early in
the narrative. Provide an adequate description but avoid doing it in an info dump. Use
smaller, “bite-sized” pieces in the narrative and dialogue. You can even use dialogue
tags to convey traits. The image on the left shows a well-defined character. All the
details are clearly established and the reader has everything they need to visualize him.
The image on the right is the same character, but here he lacks detail and color. There
is not much here to make him memorable to the reader.

Create Relatable Backstories: A character’s past shapes their present and future
actions. Crafting detailed backstories adds depth, providing motivations that make

their actions believable. Use past circumstances to mold your character’s current

attitudes and actions.

Define Clear Goals and Motivations: Characters should have clear goals, whether it’s to find love, achieve success, or seek
revenge. Their motivations need to be consistent and understandable. This clarity allows readers to invest in their journey, rooting
for their success or understanding their failures.

Show Growth and Change: Dynamic characters are more engaging than static ones. Illustrate how your characters evolve in
response to the challenges they face. This transformation can be physical, emotional, or moral. The important thing to remember is

that your readers want to see your characters grow. Don’t disappoint them.

Develop Unique Voices and Traits: Ensure each character has a distinct voice and
personality. This can be achieved through dialogue, mannerisms, and individual
quirks. A character’s unique perspective adds richness to the narrative and makes them
stand out.

Use Conflict to Reveal Character: Place your characters in challenging situations
to reveal their true nature. How they react under pressure, their decision-making
processes, and their resilience in the face of adversity all contribute to their

development.

By focusing on these elements, writers can create multi-dimensional characters that
captivate readers and drive their stories forward. Remember, powerful character
development is about making your characters feel real and relatable, allowing readers
to connect with them on a deeper level.




Writers are Readers
Book Reviews

8y Moy Dauger Thompson

Ten Poems to Change Your Life

E
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N According to Ted Kooser, a U.S. Poet Laureate, the purpose of poetry is to “reach other people and to

| touch their hearts.” Whether we write poetry or read a lot of poetry, or both, we should strive to stir the

hearts of our readers and to be moved and changed by the poems we read. Ten Poems to Change Your

Life by Roger Housden aims to inspire and to make us contemplate what ten poets are trying to say.

: The first poet is Mary Oliver, a favorite of some of the Poemsmiths of the Mojave High Desert. In
L .- ’l.‘ B fact, we toasted her when she passed. Her poem “The Journey” starts the book, and what a poem it is to

wake us up, the im of Housden. He chose each poem to change the way we see the world, and subsequently, our lives. Housden

says when he read “The Journey” for the first time, his hair stood on end. He had just left a life in England for a new life in

America at age fifty-three and he knew he had made the right move when he read the lines, “One day you finally knew/what you

had to do, and began . . .

Sometimes we awaken to our true life in dreams, says Housden, and so he chose the poem “Last Night as I was Sleeping,”
by Antonio Machado. Although a country schoolteacher who lived a simple life, Machado longed to live a deeper life. The poet
dreams of a beehive within his heart. The bees made sweet honey out of his failures. What an original image to think about.

Walt Whitman, in an excerpt from “Song of Myself,” wants us to question who we think we are and invites his own soul
to “loafe with me in the grass . . .” He comes to the conclusion, says Housden, that “love is the nature of all things” and that all
men are his brothers and all women his sisters.

A lighter poem is “Ode to my Socks,” by Chilean poet Pablo Neruda. This poem can change the way you see everyday
things right in front of you. If you look with wonder, you too might see your feet become “two fish/made of wool,” then sharks,
then blackbirds, then cannons, and consider your feet honored. This is a playful yet serious poem. Housden suggests you keep a
favorite pair of socks handy as you read it.

Consider W.S. Merwin’s poem “For the Anniversary of my Death.” Have you ever thought that every year, without our
knowledge, we pass the day of our death? That might be a depressing thought if not for Merwin’s image, “the day/when the last
fires will wave to me.” He ends the poem humbly and with wonder. He bows, “not knowing to what.”

Caribbean poet Derek Walcott, Nobel Prize winner for literature, 1992, wrote “Love After Love.” At the end of the poem
he gives the command, “Sit. Feast on your life.” This is a poem to recite at birthday parties.
“The Dark Night,” by St. John of the Cross, is a

spiritual poem that speaks of longing and love in the

-

& Christian world while St. John was imprisoned. It is a
ten poems poem about longing, searching for answers. It is a poem
e inspired by a love song outside St. John’s prison window.
yi?.larnl%t?c- This is a book full of poems you’ll want to return to at

various times of your life. Maybe just one poem will turn
your life around, heal you, or open your mind. We can
trust these poets to remind us that life is good, even when

. b
ROGER HOUSDEN it doesn’t appear to be.




Writers Are Artists

Writers are some of the most talented people around. Just ask our most active writers and you will

find they are also artists, or musicians, or actors, or weavers, etc. [’m sure there’s a connection. Artists
are artists, no matter what medium they use to express themselves.

So I wasn’t surprised when Michael Brewer, our member who lives up the mountain, asked me if [
wanted to go to a play he was performing in. The play was Treasure Island, an adaptation of the
Robert Lewis Stevenson classic, an adaptation written by Orson Wells. I told him to count me in.

My wife, Debi, and [ went up the mountain at about noon. We checked into a hotel and piddled
around Lake Arrowhead Village. When the time came we made our way to the theater. The play was
performed in the Tutor House in Lake Arrowhead. They served us dinner first, then the play began.
The play gave details of the story that I had forgotten. It was well played (although my failing hearing

could have used more sound amplification). Mike Brewer was excellent. He really looked the part and his bellowing baritone
voice really fit the bill.

When you meet one of our members, ask them what they like to do. You may discover their interests go far beyond writing.




Write Them Alive

By euuy Margolla

I was still mourning the loss of Joyce Raff and reeling from the passing of Bob Isbill when I received a

phone call from Washington State telling me that a friend of 30-plus years had passed away
unexpectedly that morning. And the anniversary of my husband’s death approaching only added to my
pain. As the days passed, I found myself encircled by Churchill’s infamous black dogs of depression.
Nothing held my interest or made me smile. I needed something to pull me back to the bright sun of
summer, but I also needed to remember my friends.

As I grieved, I thought of when I first met my friend Carol in Silverdale, Washington. I had

met her sister Dallas a few months previously and she kept telling me, “You need to meet my sister. You’ll

really like her—you two have so much in common.” Never one to procrastinate, Dallas showed up about 9:00
one Saturday morning at my house, sister Carol in tow. “We’ve come to visit while I work on Carol’s hair,” Dallas said. We sat at
my kitchen table and I offered ice tea.

Now, I’ve never been much for frosting and tipping and perms and other “frou-frou” hair styles, so I looked on in
consternation while Dallas pulled what looked like a heavy rubber bathing cap with holes all over it onto Carol’s head. She then took
a small crochet hook out of her purse and proceeded to pull clumps of Carol’s hair through the holes.

What in the world? This woman I’d only known for a few months and a total stranger are performing some ridiculous ritual
at my kitchen table.

Neither were embarrassed by their actions. Dallas started to apply a strong-smelling solution to Carol’s hair and then wrap
the strands in aluminum foil. At that point, I found my voice. “Uh, what . . . exactly . . . are you doing?”

“Frosting my hair,” Carol replied. “Dallas always does it for me every month. We figured we could visit while she worked.”

Ah!

Carol and I did become close friends, and they cajoled me into joining their “rodeo crowd,” attending rodeos all over the
state and even spending a weekend with Lynn Anderson.

As I sat in my living room last week, remembering that first meeting with Carol and the world she introduced me to, I knew
just how I could honor her memory. Write her into my stories. This rubber swimming cap anecdote would make a great scene in a
book or I could develop it into its own short story.

I’ve already been using my John Michael as the basis for characters in my writing. It is one way I keep him alive in my heart.
But now I would add memories of Carol. Of Joyce Raff and Bob Isbill, too.

I think most of us already do that—use pieces of people we know to round out our fictional friends. If you don’t already,
then I suggest you do. Those who share your memories of your departed friends will recognize them in your stories. And perhaps
strangers will key in on one of your stories and pass along that memory to their friends. I can just hear someone say, “You won’t
believe how hard I laughed at a story I just read about a strange woman sitting in a kitchen with clumps of hair sticking out of a
bathing cap.”

Yes, our friends and loved ones are gone from this physical world, but so long as we remember them—and share those
memories with others—we keep a part of them alive. So grieve for those who are gone, and then write about them. Write the things
that make you smile and laugh when you think of them. Enrich your characters with those foibles and mannerisms and unique
characteristics that made your friends and loved ones them.

Write them alive.



New Book from Joan Rudder-Ward
Available now on Amazon.com

Serene Moments
Capturing Peace in Words and Pictures

Engage in a harmonious blend of introspection and visual serenity with Serene Moments: Capturing Peace in Words and Pictures.
This unique journaling experience invites you to explore inner peace through the art of contemplative photography and reflective
writing.

Within these pages, you will discover:

30 Thought-Provoking Journal Prompts: Designed to guide you on a journey of self-discovery, these prompts encourage
deep reflection and personal growth.

16 Original Photographs: Each stunning image serves as a visual anchor, inviting you to pause, contemplate, and write your
thoughts and emotions.

5 Contemplative Photography Exercises: With step-by-step examples, these exercises empower you to create your own
meaningful and reflective photographs, adding a personal touch to your journaling experience.

Serene Moments is more than a book; it's a sanctuary for your mind and soul. Whether you're an avid journaler, a photography
enthusiast, or simply seeking moments of tranquility, this book offers a serene escape from the hustle and bustle of everyday life.
Embrace the calm, capture the peace, and embark on a journey of inner reflection and artistic expression.

S

Serene Moments

Capturing Peace through
Words and Images

A Journaling and Contemplative Photography Experience.




Did You Know?

c L
__Myanmar \

Iy

Y-
b TN p)
) ‘1@.
)b ‘;\\"/ «, )
'_\':\.‘1 o, ;
. A ' =t
Sri Lanka -?h.'-‘_,r"f;"ﬁ-\,?;el)—m‘ >
N bt = 2
1 E 1, " S ngeas WAL N
] f { iy ~) e J\ ‘s

\..;,_,_{

= . G /[ = — \._. L)
I7 S /"' Wl [ Australia states | Lord Howe Is.
Y b ___/' “; - /‘
] \ >
_ m“ﬂ,ﬁj

= S S
"

We all think of Time Zones in one hour increments: East Coast, Central, Pacific, etc. But there are a few time zones with
both 30-minute and 45-minute offsets from Coordinated Universal Time (UTC). These include St. John’s Island, Newfoundland in
Canada, Venezuela, Afghanistan, India, Sri Lanka, Myanmar, Nepal, and South Australia.
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-Maya Angelou




Thinking Out Loud

@5009@%

Life is grand. Even when, like me, you’re old. Sure there are changes to deal with, the most common

being you pee more often, but so what? No-biggie-da. But I’'m thinking about being old only because I
visited my submariner friend yesterday.

He’s 91, and he and his wife, Marge, still work out at the Fitness Center at the Marine base five days
a week. They’ve been doing that for over 30 years. He brags about how he does 150 sit-ups. And then,

after he laughs, he explains he does 25 sit-ups six times.

That’s when I laugh and then I admit I’m not sure I can do 25 sit-ups one time. But I hope to find out,
now that [’ve been cleared to work out and I, too, am going to the Fitness Center. I want to be like my friend. Ninety-one and still
kickin’ ass.

We meet once a week and talk over coffee. Mostly, he talks and I listen. And mostly, he talks about the past . . . about his time in
submarines. I don’t mind, because it’s interesting. I recall him telling me about the games they played with the Russians and the
Chinese. He gets a big kick about that.

Most of the time, the Russians and the Chinese didn’t even know they were there, in the waters near their shorelines. But there
was the one time they got caught. That was scary. He said they thought they were goners, but the Russians let them go. No
explanation why. Just up and released them.

He thinks about his friends back then. Those he had in the Navy. Only two remain. He visited with one, a radio man in the boats,
just a few weeks ago. The other lives in Texas. He calls me his friend and I’'m not sure why. He can certainly do better.

I was a jarhead at one time, and then I went into the Army to live in Europe. At the end I was infantry and proud of it. All of my
time was spent on the ground and never out at sea or beneath it. My stories aren’t as interesting . . . or as important as those of my
friend whose life is a testament to the bravado and daring of a generation of men and women who served during a time when the
world always seemed at the edge of a holocaust.

How many of today’s generation have heard of the Cuban missile crisis and even understand how close we came to a nuclear
war? I remember the civil defense film Duck and Cover in
which "Bert the Turtle" taught us schoolchildren how to
protect ourselves during a nuclear attack. Basically, it was
instructions on how to bend over and kiss your tail good-bye.

But it is my friend, Lowell, and men and women like him
who would have fought in that war . . . but who, instead, kept
us safe. So I think it a privilege that he has chosen me to tell
his stories to . . . and I’'m honored that he trusts me with what
has become his most treasured possession: his memories.

Rest assured, besides peeing at odd times, you’ll have plenty

of those too . . . when you’re 91.




Bob Isbills Hand

By ko Ay

As you can imagine, | am still finding plates that Bob Isbill had spinning. One was a grant that he

wrote for the Hesperia Library and the Apple Valley Library. Each library received $300 from the
CWC for their adult literacy projects. I was able to deliver the checks this week. Alissa Lovell, from
the Hesperia branch, told me that this funding goes a long way in allowing them to purchase the
supplies they need to make their adult literacy program work. The Apple Valley picture is with Jake
Zylman who had just finished a wonderful presentation with exotic animals at the library. This literacy

grant is just another way our friend Bob is still making a difference.
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Visits

By dyow Puckelt

Flutter in white
No color
Brings the heart
Circles around the pink petals
Brings the lips stretched to thin lines no wrinkles.
As the drops of water flows drifting through the air
White wings flutter.
Memories of Mom's favorite white winged new body
Come to say hello.
I miss you too.

An August Salon!

Ever wondered how authors create those mind-blowing worlds that totally suck you in?
From sprawling fantasy realms to gritty urban jungles, worldbuilding is where the magic happens!

Join us at Richard Zone’s house on August 20™ at three p.m. for a fascinating look at how you can incorporate the basic
elements of worldbuilding in your writing. Learn how to provide a rich and immersive backdrop that enhances the narrative,
making your fictional world feel more believable and cohesive. Reserve your spot by calling 909-222-8812

or text your request to: retiredzone@gmail.com See you there.



A Slice of Life — One Sock, Two Feet

@50.09. Barunen

I think I was nudged by God a couple of days ago. You know, the get-off-your-butt-and-do-something
kind of nudge. I can imagine what you’re thinking. I’ve thought the same thing myself. But allow me to
explain what it was I felt, and please don’t think I boast.

I admit I’'m a writer, so I strive for recognition but not praise. I don’t want to hear that I’'m good but
that my writing moved you. I hope to move you now with a story about serendipity ... or divine
intervention. I’m unsure which, but I’'m inclined to think it was the latter. My only proof of it is that what
happened was so uncanny and relied entirely on perfect timing.

I was in my room writing. I had been for some time. The A/C was on and the room was cool. I could
look outside and see it was hot by the way the sunlight seemed to drain everything of its color. Suddenly,
I got the urge to leave. I don’t know where it came from. I just needed to do something ... anything ...
other than write, so I went to the Commissary at the Marine base.

After purchasing some items, I returned to my room back along Main Street. Every traffic light I encountered was green. I didn’t
have to stop once. When I arrived at the entrance to where [ was staying, I had to pause to allow a man on the sidewalk to walk past.

As [ waited, I couldn’t help but notice that the man was black, homeless, and had no shoes. The closer I looked, I was stunned to
see he only had a sock on his left foot. It broke my heart. I had no cash to give him but I had something better. The day and a half I
worked at Carl’s, | had to have slip-resistant shoes. Once he cleared the driveway, I sped to my room, and leaving my car running,
I retrieved the shoes and a pair of new socks. The shoes were new as well. | had not worn them since leaving Carl’s.

I then returned to the street. The man was nowhere to be seen. I figured he had gone behind the buildings next door, looking for
food and anything that he might put on his feet. I found him at the car wash, rummaging through a garbage can. I startled him when
I pulled up in my car. He retreated a little bit, unsure what I was going to do. I was unsure as well. I mean I didn’t know what to say
to him. When I lowered my window, [ assured him I meant him no harm. “It’s okay,” I said, “I have something for you.”

He relaxed and approached the car.

I told him I had no cash but I had shoes and socks. When he saw them in my hands, I could swear he did a little dance. On
accepting them, he said, “Thank you.” And then he said it again. That broke my heart even more. I had to leave quickly or I’d have
started crying.

When I got back to my room, I thought about what happened. I thought about how everything had to happen in such a sequence
that I, specifically, was the person to encounter the homeless man. [ was the one that got the urge to leave my room unexpectedly.
On my way back, I encountered nothing but green lights. Had I encountered a red light, I’d have missed him.

He also had to be at the entrance of where I stay at the same time that I arrived there, otherwise, I’d not have seen him. But the
circumstance that really makes me believe | was nudged is the fact that [ was the only person on the planet who, at that moment, at
this place, had new shoes and socks for a man with no shoes.

So, yeah, I’'m probably wacky for thinking that. And I don’t mind admitting to it because I came away from the encounter feeling
good. I realized that, sometimes, we are all presented with situations whose only purpose is to remind us to lead with our heart.

It is then, in those moments, that we are at our best ... that we are closest to God. Or, maybe, simply nudged by him.




A Mechanical Extension

How can it be
that a mechanical extension
be my dearest friend
It’s true!
. My fine-point blue gel pen
shares my thoughts and heart
who knows my every thought
shares my hopes, loves and dreams
family, friends and yes, even at
conventions
meeting, greeting handwriting in blue

Hello,
My name is Amie

Dear Mechanical Extension
my dear fine-point blue gel pen
let’s continue traveling together
sentiments in blue
yesterday, today, forever

Thank you, dear friend,
Thank you so very much

@mewé@%é'@ﬁo@
(Koses do
HovensToo, so cadl
(Your seasons 1o The wind
Aund bold me, dear
O, lold me, dear

-Boz Scaggs




Another Me

Dragging my heart
Ore step at o time,
Think not whal you hawe jor you are mine.

[ Trust you [ord, really [ do
But sloy here [ con't, [ con't make it through.
So what did [ do? ((/hat do [ do now?
My heart is s0 heawy plense take me now!

[ don’t get this, really [ don’?.
[ jollowed, your rules when
olhers won'™.
A kero ['m nat, [ just wonk to be jree,
From thig classroom, you've sent me To see.

The earth is round, this much we know.
['m sorry [ signed up jor This part of your show.

Come gét me come geb me
O Lord [ do prog,
For dragqing my heart gets heavier each doy.

My hear? is s0 heowy [ con’t make it through
Bt trugt you O [ord, surely [ do/

(U)ith hat [ picket up my cir one dsy
Just To see The end, of ench doy coming my woy.
Drive on [ did with nowhere in mind,
Just To see the beauly that you designed.
Ore doy inlo the next, the troweler [ became.
One doy To the next, it was all the same.

[ coused it not, at least in my head.
Bt now [ know jor me there's no bed.

Okeviy then, lel's do Thig [ said to mysel)
Lel's get o this ugly shel.
One doy ot o lime, 0, journey ohend
[ ook back no more, becouse I all in your head,

You [ ost you lost, so0 what who cares?
Not me, nat you, just try to be awnre!

Persondlities [ howve, you like me or NOT?
[l make one wp, or jorget me not!
(W/ho cares iz o jreedom, bt The Yies that bind
They are surely yours now, sund, cerloinly not mine!

Lie vs short, but time i long
My heart ig still heawy, bul now has o song
[ brew me once, logt me once, [ did.
But because Y O carried me,
[ jound another me inglead!



Smooth

@5(909@%4%

PROLOGUE

10:35 p.m.| Wednesday| December 26
| Nebo Annex | MCLB Barstow, CA

He’s at the Marine base waiting. The night is cold, the silence a comfort.

In the distance, the beast sleeps. A gossamer mist, like that in a graveyard, swirls slowly about its
steel wheels. From where he’s standing next to Warehouse #2, he can discern the beast’s length by the
thin light that has escaped the night’s firm grip and dimly illuminates the metal roof of each rail car. Its
three headlights pierce the blackness while its silhouette looms large against the city lights that, pinned
to the void behind them, sparkle like jewels. When the beast awakens and lumbers toward him, he must
beat it to the finish line at Warehouse #3 if he is to live.

If not, he dies . . .

[REALLY GOOD HOOK HERE IN THE OPENING!
VERY EXCITING AND MENACING. I’'M EXCITED
TO READ MORE!]

I want to brag. No . . . more than that, I want to shout out
loud that I wrote a kickass prologue and the judge who
evaluated it said she’s excited to read more. Excited to read
more! Please note the exclamation point following the word
“more.”

For someone who’s been pounding on keyboards for the
last 12 years and looking for an ounce of validation from
someone who doesn’t know me, the judge’s comment at the
bottom of my Prologue is cause to celebrate. To cheer! To
raise my voice for all of us who are close and don’t know it
yet, but who with a passion for the written word that borders

a solitary fixation ... a kind of fervor for prose and
exposition . . . it is a pound of confirmation. A ton of
encouragement.

I submit it for your consideration not to impress you. . . it
is hardly that significant . . . but because I'm so excited to
learn I’m closer to being a good storyteller than I thought. So
many of you already are, so you will understand—and,
hopefully, condone—my glee to learn that my submission to
the Georgia Romance Writer’s contest was “smooth.”

Heck, I have no idea what that means. Smooth?

I’m thinking that, while being short of Michael Raff’s “gripping” horror stories or Mary Langer Thompson’s “soulful” poetry,
or even Richard Zone’s whimsical but remarkable tale of a gifted horse fly, “smooth” is a lot better than “sucks.” So, like so many
of us, I’m in the middle. That nether land between having written a book and having it land on the desk of an acquisition editor at a
traditional publishing house. You know ... hitting big. Not Stephen King big (and why not?) but just getting it on a shelf at Barnes
and Noble in that section reserved for new authors. That would be “big,” wouldn’t it?

That would be worth all the times our writing wasn’t smooth, all the time that we carve out of a day, perfecting our craft and
overcoming the benign critiques of our brethren, the meaningful comments of friends, or just having to climb back up after being
rejected.

We do that because we love what we do. We do that because we are writers. We do it because being smooth is simply fuel to
keep trying until maybe, someday, we become the name above the book’s title, instead of beneath it.

14



NEW CRITIQUE GROUP FORMNG

THE NEW GROUP WILL MEET EV
T0 READ THEIR SUBMISSIONS ALOUD. FOELLE()RV\YE%Q %EESET CRITIQUE.

WE WeuLD (KE T6 HeLD A PRELIMIRARY MEETING
T8 DIS(USS PARTICULARS SUCH Ao MEETING
DAYS, TIME, AND LOCATIN.

PLEASE (ONTACT N PUCKETT AT :LYNNPUCKETTHAPPY@YAH-CM»
0R RICHARD T8NE AT RETIREDZONE@AMATL.CBM
OR CALL 909-222-8812 IF YU ARE INTERESTED-



HIGH DESERT BRANCH OF THE
CALIFORNIA WRITERS CLUB
BOARD OF DIRECTORS

THE FOLLOWING OFFICERSAND
APPOINTED POSITIONS ARE CURRENT
UNTIL THE END OF THE FISCAL YEAR

Quote of the Month
@ng&mﬁ G{a{%

"The secret of getting ahead is getting started."

-Mark Twain.

HADCWC’'S YouTube Channel

ENDING IN JULY 2024.

PRESIDENT
Mike Apodaca
Mrdaca.ma@gmail.com

VICE PRESIDENT
Joan Rudder-Ward
imaker@msn.com

SECRETARY
Suzanne-Meyer-Dalzell
smeyer@ Yahoo.com

TREASURER
Jenny Margotta
jennymargotta@mail.com

MEMBER-AT-LARGE
Richard Zone
retiredzone@gmail.com

MEMBERSHIP
Michael Raff
mprseven@aol.com

SALON COORDINATOR
Lorelei Kay
LoreleiKay7@gmail.com

NEWSLETTER
Richard Zone
retiredzone@gmail.com

WEBMASTER
Roberta Smith
hdcwc_web@aol.com

Catch the latest happenings at:
youtube.com/@HDCWC

Free Advertising

Do you provide a service that could benefit other writers?
Send a JPEG file of your business card or ad to
retiredzone@gmail.com

We’ll advertise it free of charge!

Members Only

Take advantage of your membership benefits

* Free advertising and free posting of your book titles and latest projects.

* Free PR author’s webpage
* To find out more, contact a board member or Roberta Smith, our webmaster.

You can also review your Benefits Booklet online at: www.HDCWC.com

Submitting fo The Inkslinger
» We seek articles and stories of between 200 to 500 words.

* Poetry submissions are welcome as are photos and illustrations
accompanying submissions.

* Please avoid sending items that are embedded in other media
(like Word files). Simply attach items to email.

* Submit in Microsoft Word. —— ( /s ////ﬁ
* Send submissions to Richard Zone:
retiredzone(@gmail.com.

Call Richard if you would

like to discuss an article or idea.

909-222-8812




