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Go Your Own Way!
By Mike Apodaca

“To fail is to give up. But you are in the midst of a moving process. Nothing fails then. All 
goes on. Work is done. If good, you learn from it. If bad, you learn even more . . . There 
are no failures unless one stops.”

~Ray Bradbury, Zen and the Art of Writing

“If you put words down in some kind of order, and that order tells some kind of story, then 
you are a writer of stories. You don’t need anyone’s approval, you don’t need any outside 
confirmation. You’re a writer if you write.”

~James Scott Bell, Power Up Your Fiction

Writing stories or publishing a book can be terrifying. 
Writing is a changing landscape where thousands upon 
thousands begin the journey, but only a few rise to the top 
and secure any real success. Only about one percent of 
writers can make a living at it. Writing is often daunting and 
can drive a would-be author to throw up his/her hands and 
give up.
 Don’t.
 Some writers are plagued with their own version of 
perfectionism. If their writing isn’t the best thing since The 
Odyssey, then they don’t deserve to be writing or (God 
forbid) published. They talk themselves out of writing and 
quit.
 Don’t.
 Some writers listen too much to what’s posted on the 
internet or what their toothless sister-in-law who was drunk 
all through high school thinks about their writing. These 
writers are constantly changing their work to suit the tastes 
of others.
 Don’t.
 What we all need to do is find ourselves and be happy 
with what we find. Yes, there will be people who will hate 
your book. So what? They’d probably hate you if they met 
you. Again, so what? There will always be that person out 

there. Don’t give them power by surrendering who you are. 
And don’t change your book just because someone tells you 
something. Everyone has an opinion and everything is 
always in flux. In this swirling maelstrom, you need to stand 
secure in who you are and what you write. You stand out 
when you stand up. You dissolve into nothingness when you 
join the flow of the many circulating opinions. And, in the 
end, you lose yourself. 
 Imagine what trite offerings Theodore Geisel (Dr. 
Seuss) would have written had he allowed others to shape 
his work. Or consider the works of Raul Dahl, Rod Serling, 
Frank Herbert, or any number of authors who wrote outside 
the box. 
 Our writing represents us. It’s our voice. So your 
grammar isn’t perfect. So you don’t know everything about 
story writing. The truth is, you are unique. Your voice is 
yours and no one else has had your experiences. No one else 
can speak with your voice because no one else is you. 
 So be selective when listening to advice. Take what 
works FOR YOU and leave the rest behind. Put yourself out 
there for all to see, not caring whether they love you or hate 
you. The only thing you must do is be you. 
 Tune out the noise and write! The world needs you!
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By Janice Dugle

Loss

They call it a loss when someone passes away. You lose access to that person in the 
physical form, that is for sure. There will be no more hugs or laughter from that person. 
No more sound of their voice as they come through the door in the evening. No more 
laundry or birthday cakes. No more Christmas shopping or stocking stuffers of their 

favorite treats.
 In my house, there will be no more chocolate ice cream. I am a vanilla purest. There will 
be no more heavy metal music or no more jackets hung on the backs of chairs. No more 
noise coming from every corner of the universe all at once, a serenade of TVs all blaring at 
once. It was to drown out all the noise in his head. I will not have to make his favorite dinner 

or pack a lunch again. I 
won’t have to wait to vacuum on a Saturday morning. I have 
lost all of my daily routines and pet peeves in one fell 
swoop with the tick of the clock. All time stopping at 8:37 
a.m. 
 My daughter telling him over and over, “I love you, 
Daddy,” has been imprinted in my mind, and I will never 
lose the sound of her primal scream when I called her to 
come home. 
 My son asking for access to my security cameras to 
“keep an eye on me, for safety.” He has lost the freedom of 
being my child, replaced with a sense of need to take care 
of his mom. He is the man in my life now. 
 My dog is waiting for him to come home. He is lost 
with all these strangers in his house, and where is the one 
person he knows belongs here? 
 We are all at a loss of how to navigate this new reality. 
Trying to balance all the emotion and the cold and real 
business side of dying. I am at a total loss of how to 
navigate that mess. 
 I was holding his hand as he lost the ability to inhale or 
exhale. I was with him as he lost his heartbeat. The very 
heartbeat I would hear and feel as I hugged him tight or fell 
asleep with my head on his chest. 
 I have been told he lives in my heart. That he is always 
going to be with me. That he lives on in my children.  I have 
told myself that this is only another deployment, and I can 
do this until he comes home again. But he isn’t coming 
home; he is lost. I have lost him. 
 This loss is at times more than I can bare. I have cried 
and been angry. I have laughed at the best memories of my 

life. I have had people new and old hold me up and let me 
lean on them when my balance was lost. My whole world is 
off kilter. I am a bit lost.  
 I keep asking myself, What to do, how do I go on? How 
do I start to find myself again? How do I build a new 
existence? How can I find my way when I am so lost? I am 
lost without him. Who am I? Where do I belong, if not by 
his side? 
 I have always been impatient, wanting it now. Just do 
the work and get it done. I don’t want to think of grief as a 
process. I want it to be over. I have joked with him for years 
that he only gets 22 minutes to grieve me then he has to dust 
off and keep on living. Then I remember that we all sat and 
read our last text from him. He said to me, “TAKE YOUR 
TIME BABY.” 
 I take a deep breath and I say to myself, Take your time, 
baby.  In that simple text he has reassured me that his 
wisdom is not lost. That our love is not lost, and I won’t be 
lost forever. I just need to take my time.  
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By Joan Rrudder-Ward

“Engage in a mindful moment and reflect on this image designed to expand your 
creativity!” From my book Serene Moments: Capturing Peace Through Words and 
Images. A Journaling and Contemplative Photography Experience.
 Butterflies are symbols of transformation and renewal, symbolizing personal 
transformation and the ability to overcome challenges. This process can be seen as a 
journey towards inner peace and serenity.
 What thoughts come to mind when you look at this image?
 How can you apply the butterfly as a symbol to your own transformation to greater peace?
 How can you use this symbol in regards to your journey as a writer?  

Photo Contemplation
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L to R  Mark Campbell, PPA President;   Joan Rudder-Ward;   Constance Sanders, Sponsor

Congratulations, Joan!

Congratulations to our vice president, Joan Rudder-Ward, for receiving her Photographic Craftsman Degree!
 Joan, a seasoned photographer, educator, and media professional, has been awarded the esteemed 
Photographic Craftsman (Cr.Photog.) degree by Professional Photographers of America (PPA). She received 
this distinguished honor on February 4, during the Award and Degree Ceremony at the Imaging USA 
Conference in Dallas, Texas.
 The Photographic Craftsman Degree is one of PPA’s highest recognitions, awarded to photographers who 
have demonstrated exceptional commitment to advancing the industry through education and mentorship. It is 
bestowed upon individuals who have not only mastered their craft but have also dedicated their time and expertise 
to teaching, authoring, and guiding fellow photographers. Joan’s extensive contributions as a speaker, mentor, and 
educator played a pivotal role in achieving this milestone.
 A Certified Professional Photographer (CPP) through PPA, Joan has had a camera in her hands since 
childhood and launched her professional career in 1985 with her company, Image Maker Visual Communications. 
She has continually evolved as a visual storyteller, sharing her passion through workshops, mentorship programs, 
and educational initiatives. Joan is particularly renowned for her expertise in infrared photography, a field in 
which she has not only instructed but also honed her own mastery.
 Beyond photography, Joan is also a documentary filmmaker and television producer, dedicated to capturing 
compelling narratives that educate and inspire.
 You can learn more about her passion in using photography with youth at her website, 
PhotographyWithPurpose.com
 About Professional Photographers of America (PPA): PPA is the world’s largest nonprofit photography 
association, fostering artistic and professional growth for over 30,000 members worldwide. Through education, 
networking, and recognition programs, PPA continues to elevate industry standards and inspire photographic 
excellence.
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By Mike Apodaca

All About Teamwork

Saturday, February 8th, we had our monthly Meeting.
 When I arrived at 9:05, there was already an army of volunteers rushing around, getting 
everything set up for our meeting. Mike Raff had the sound well in hand. Jenny was putting 
together her table (her command center). Richard Spencer was zipping all over the facility, 
helping Jenny and me to unload and finding needs to fill. Anita Holmes showed up with the 
coffee (mmm), and Rita Wells with the delicious snacks. (Her table was full!) Janice arrived 
to set up the lending library, allowing our members to check out our books. She filled two 
long tables. Each of these amazing helpers—and there are more than these—deserve our 
thankful appreciation.
 Sheryl Thomas-Perkins, our guest speaker, showed up with an entourage made up of 

family and friends. (I smiled when I saw the pride in her parents’ eyes.) Sheryl put candy and favors on all the tables—very 
classy. 
 When 10:00 rolled around, the room was full—all were chatting, hugging, and welcoming visitors. I started the meeting 
with announcements and then turned things over to Sheryl.
 Sheryl introduced us to her book, Lavishing Love, an anthology of stories and poetry unlocking the ups and downs of 
our deepest affections. While Sheryl read to us, I was transported into the feelings of her characters. She slowly, naturally, 
brought up many issues that couples deal with all the time involving trust and communication—especially, couples who 
have been together for any length of time. The tension unfolded before us, page by page. 
 After we took a short break, I presented Dr. King’s “I Have a Dream” speech. My focus was on what we could learn as 
writers from this excellent, well-crafted piece of literature. I know the exercise we did meant a lot to me. I hope it did for 
others as well.
 I’ve noticed that our meetings have become very important social times. This is great! One of my favorite things is 
trying to get everyone to stop chattering and sit down so we can get on with the program. Saturday, the picture went through 
my mind of trying to separate 
two dogs with a garden hose. 
Yes, a bit crude (sorry for any 
offense), but some pictures just 
work.
 Again, my deep 
appreciation to all who make 
our programs work. We are all 
volunteers and each hand that 
helps makes a very big 
difference. I’m so happy to be a 
part of this team.  
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By Jenny Margotta

Anatomy of a Book - 101

No story lives unless someone wants to listen. 
The stories we love best do live in us forever.” 

~J.K. Rowling

It’s probably no secret to anyone who has spent at least half an hour with me that I am a 
reader. I am a voracious reader, averaging a 300+ page book every two to three days. I 
currently have a little over 3,400 books—neatly stored on shelves in nearly every room—
and am often asked by someone entering my home for the first time, “Have you read all 
these books?” 
 My answer is always, “No, if I had read them, they wouldn’t be here anymore. They would 
have been passed on to make room for ones I haven’t read.”

There are, however, a few exceptions to that rule. When I come across the “perfect” book, it 
maintains a special place on my shelves. But once I’ve read that perfect book—and assigned it to it 

treasured place—I find myself constantly seeking the next one. They are few and far between. 
But what makes that special book? My answers are sure to be different from yours, but here’s my attempt at “Anatomy 

of a Book 101.”
 My most recent treasure is The Last Bookshop in London by Madeline Martin. It “ticks all my boxes” for the perfect 
story.
� It is set in World War II. (I am an avid WWII historian.) 
� It is set in London. (I am passionate about all things English.) 
� It has a memorable protagonist. (In this case it is a woman, but I have other “best” books where the protagonist is 
a man.)
� The descriptive passages create memorable scenes in my mind, and the dialogue is so well written that I can 
“hear” the characters speaking and they quickly come to life for me on the page.
� It resonates with me emotionally; it makes me laugh and/or it makes me cry.
� And, finally, the book “speaks” to me in passages that seem to have been written exclusively to and for me. Here’s 
one of those “just for me” excerpts:  

“What do you like best about reading?”
His fingertips steepled together and tapped against one another as he thought. “That’s quite a question, 

like asking me to describe all the colors in a spinning kaleidoscope. . . .
“Reading is . . . going somewhere without ever taking a train or ship, an unveiling of new, incredible 

worlds. It’s living a life you weren’t born into and a chance to see everything colored by someone else’s 
perspective. It’s learning without having to face consequences of failures, and how best to succeed. . . . 

“I think within all of us, there is a void, a gap waiting to be filled by something. For me, that something 
is books and all their proffered expressions.”

I could go on and on, I could “wax rhapsodic” about the book, but I don’t want to turn this into a book report. 
Some of you may identify with my necessary points; many will have their own list. But I’m sure all of us have those 

“special, perfect” books. The next time you find one—and if you continue to read, I’m sure you will—ask yourself why it 
is so memorable, why, after months and months, you can still clearly remember the characters, the scenes, and even 
[probably paraphrasing] remember the dialogue.

Then make a note of everything that “ticks your boxes” and diligently apply it to your next short story or novel. If you 
story doesn’t check all your boxes, how can you expect it to resonate with anyone else? And who knows, your next creative 
effort just might be the next “perfect” book for one of your readers.

In the meantime, it’s Friday afternoon and I’ve completed my list of To-Dos for the week. So I’m off to read another 
book. It’s a good one, but it’s not “a keeper.” I’ll keep searching—and hoping to find—my next one.
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By Mike Apodaca

One Thing Certain

We are told there are two things certain in life—death and taxes—but this isn’t true. I know 
there are people who don’t pay their taxes. I don’t know anyone who’s not going to die, 
though—even those stealing from us all by not paying their taxes. 
 I feel like the last few years have been a dreary season of death. My mom passed away a 
year and a half ago. Since then I’ve lost many friends and watched other friends lose their 
spouses. 
 Death is cold, stone-hearted. It’ll get us all, most likely when we least expect it. It’s the 
great equalizer.  It doesn’t discriminate.
 What are we to do when death visits us? When it steals from us someone we love?

 There’s no right way to deal with such deep loss—no correct process. Everyone experiences death differently. Some 
will need grief counseling. Some will spend months bouncing between disbelief and rage. Some will continue to talk to their 
loved one, holding long conversations with them—sometimes actually hearing their voice. Some will chastise themselves 
for not being stronger—feeling shame over their weakness when, in reality, their grief only reveals the depth of their love 
for the one who has left.
 How can we help our friends who are suffering such grief?
 Never assume you know what a grieving person should be feeling or doing. Be supportive and encouraging. Listen, and 
only give advice when it’s asked for.   
 Most importantly, simply to let a grieving friend know that you care. You don’t have to say anything really. No one 
wants to hear it when their soul is so deeply shredded. What they want is the hug, pat on the back, and the nod that says, “I 
know you are hurting, and I’m here for you.” John Garner did it right when he visited a cancer patient to watch the Super 
Bowl with him—no words, just presence. That’s how it’s done.

Being there is priceless.
 Cards are nice. In an age of email and social media, it’s special to get a card that someone bought for you, signed, and 
mailed. 
 Finally, it’s important to stay in touch over time. Some who lose a partner become literally lost without them. Their 
loved one was their GPS, the one who gave them their 
bearings. Now, without them, they feel adrift. Calling them, 
maybe suggesting getting together for lunch or inviting 
them to a meeting can help them begin the arduous process 
of drawing new life maps. This is especially important after 
the funeral or memorial service is over, and all their family 
and friends have returned to their lives. This is when we 
need to let our grieving friend know they’re not alone. 
 I am thankful for all of you, my friends in the writing 
club. If/when I experience this horrible loss, this depth of 
grief, I know I’ll be surrounded by friends who care and 
who will be there for me. 
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By Mary Langer Thompson

Writers are Readers
Book Reviews

Secret Lives of the First Ladies

“Remember the Ladies,” wrote Abigail Adams in a letter to her husband, John Adams. 
 It’s March and Women’s History Month! Come to the Apple Valley Library, Wednesday, 
March 5, at 5:30 p.m. and remember first ladies like Abigail who were independent, sassy, 
helpful, or interfering introverts or extroverts, adventurous, or retiring. Each unique and 
fascinating woman, however, kept secrets revealed entertainingly in Secret Lives of the First 
Ladies: What Your Teachers Never Told You About the Women of the White House.

Some lives were tragic because of illness, mistresses, or losing their husband and 
children. Anna Harrison never stepped foot into the White House. Letitia Tyler died during John Tyler’s term in office. 
Before she passed, however, she stayed in her room during parties in her wheelchair reading the Bible. Tyler remarried Julia 
Tyler, Letitia’s complete opposite.

Ida McKinley was confined to bed, some say with epilepsy, for most of her husband’s presidency, where she crocheted 
3,500 pairs of slippers. Theodore Roosevelt had two wives: one who died from Bright’s disease two days after giving birth 
to Alice and the same day as his mother.

Some did not want their husbands to become president. Margaret Taylor prayed nightly for Zachary’s defeat. Then he 
died not long after becoming president. She became hysterical and refused to attend his memorial service. 

Julia Tyler, along with other wives like Mary Todd, Jane Pierce, and Nancy Reagan, claimed to have “encounters with 
the unexplainable.” A vision frightened Julia Dent Grant and Ulysses 
enough to leave town, escaping the Chicago fire. An invitation from a 
stranger at the door to see Our American Cousin probably saved Ulysses 
life when Julia convinced him to leave town. They later learned he was 
targeted to be killed along with Lincoln at the play.

Some first ladies spent money extravagantly on clothes or the White 
House. Julia Tyler had twelve “ladies-in-waiting.” Mary Todd Lincoln 
overspent for White House furnishings. “Why, the soldiers don’t even 
have blankets!” said a furious Abe. Nancy Reagan was criticized for her 
extravagant wardrobe. Others were frugal, like Sarah Polk, who even used 
slave labor. Penny Pincher Eliza Johnson, Andrew Johnson’s first lady, 
bought cows so the White House could have fresh milk. Teddy Roosevelt’s 
second wife, Edith, gave him an allowance of twenty dollars a day.  

The press could be cruel. Rachel Jackson, who died before becoming 
first lady, was scandalized by the press. One cartoon showed Margaret 
Taylor smoking a corncob pipe, when she hated tobacco and forbid 
Zachary to smoke in her presence. They had a field day with Mary Todd 
Lincoln. 

Discover why the press called Lucy Webb Hayes “Lemonade Lucy.”

(Continued on next page)
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 Motherhood was not easy for many, some with blended 
families. Find out what Louisa Adams did when her baby was 
snatched from her arms. When Tyler remarried after Letitia’s 
death, his children never forgave her for taking their mother’s 
place. After Lincoln’s assassination, Mary’s relationship with son, 
Robert, went downhill. Theodore Roosevelt’s second wife, Edith, 
dealt with a rambunctious six kids, including the famous Alice. 
Teddy helped them smuggle a pony into the White House and then 
to the second floor via an elevator. Edith called Teddy “her fifth 
boy.” George and Barbara Bush’s first daughter, Robin, died of 
Leukemia after a long vigil that turned Barbara’s hair white. 
 Lucy Hayes was the first first lady to have a college degree. 
Lucretia Garfield and James both became teachers. When Garfield 
died, “Crete” moved to Pasadena, where she headed up literary 
societies. Grover Cleveland was twenty-seven years older than the 
popular Francis, the youngest first lady at age twenty-one. She was 
fluent in languages, extremely well educated, and musically 
inclined. 
 Working women, rich and poor, were welcomed at White 
House receptions. Ellen Wilson was an intellectual. Caroline 
Harrison, by contrast, was bland. She helped bring electric lights to the White House but wouldn’t touch the switches, 
fearing electrocution.  
 “Nellie” Taft was an adventurer, probably the first and only first lady to go surfing in Hawaii. She also ran the White 
House, some say as a tyrant. She championed women’s suffrage and brought the cherry trees to Washington, D.C., from 
Japan. Florence Harding was the first first lady to fly in an airplane, insisting on a female pilot. Lou Hoover was a 
globetrotting scholar. Ellen Wilson slept with a revolver under her pillow and was the first first lady to tour the slums of 
Washington. Eleanor Roosevelt knew how to handle a pistol, and Mamie Eisenhower smoked. Pat Nixon showed no fear, 
even when spat upon in Venezuela by protesters. Betty Ford choreographed her own dance troupe. Nancy Reagan worked 
as a nurse’s aide during the Second World War, and Hillary Rodham Clinton dreamed of becoming an astronaut as a child. 
 This book only goes up through Laura Bush, who will be portrayed by Rosanne Smith on March 5th at our program 
honoring a number of first ladies. 
 See you at the Apple Valley library when we can all learn more about our first ladies.

(Continued from previous page)

“Words—so innocent and powerless as they are, 

as standing in the dictionary, how potent for 

good and evil they become in the hands of one 

who knows how to combine them.”
~~Jack London
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By J P Garner

A Slice of Life:
The Next Nicholas Sparks or Toni Morrison?

In college, in a time before texting eliminated conversation, students learned about the 
Socratic Method. Socrates, the noted Greek philosopher, would bring thinkers together to 
share what each knew about a particular subject. When their laborious discussions ended, 
each emerged from the activity stupefied by much wine and knowing more than they did 
when they entered

And then they’d drink more wine. (Just kidding.) 
Synergy–the new Tuesday night event at Better Days—is sort of like that. But the 

people coming together to share what they know are writers, and the topic of their 
confabulations is, of course, writing,  

Synergy basically means sharing. 
That first hour of business on the second and fourth Tuesday of the month at the popular beer and wine bar is dedicated 

to the sharing of the written word and only the written word. Writers of all ilk present themselves at the Open Mic and read 
their poetry and excerpts from stories or books they have written. 

The event is the brainchild of CJ Berry, the author of the popular and internationally published book In Dreams the 
SOUL CRIES A River of Tears, which was featured in 
the July, 2024 edition of the Pulse. “Synergy,” she 
explains, “is a chance for local writers to get to know 
[and learn] from each other and for the residents of 
the High Desert to get to know our local talent up 
close and personal.”

Members of the High Desert Branch for the 
California Writers Club attended the first gathering on 
February 11, as well as people wanting to join in on 
the knowledge and energy being shared and 
promoted. Scrumptious delicacies prepared by chef 
and entrepreneur Suzan Hobby of Aloha Kitchen 
was—and will be—available to the public on these 
Open Mic nights. There is no cover charge.

It’s like the smoke-filled, late night clubs of New 
York City, where the best and brightest gather, except 
here in our desert oasis there is no smoking and it 
happens in the early evening . . . and it’s where the 
best-selling authors of tomorrow are sharing their 
work.
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By Byron Ward

Favorite Favorites

In last month’s newsletter, I wrote about “My Favorite Book,” (If you missed it, don’t 
bother looking it up; it’s not that interesting), but that has nothing to do with the subject of 
this article. This time I’m referring to popular, broad categories of favorites shared by 
people across the country (the categories, that is, not the individual picks). After reading 
my February submission, Mike Apodaca commented that I slyly slipped revealing 
personal information into the narrative, which was true, but there will be no such subtlety 
here. These are all my opinions, out in the open.

WRITING

My favorite book, which I discussed in the February 
Inkslinger, is a single copy of an autobiography that 

sits on my bookshelf. Here, I am referring to the work of an author, something that 
might be found in any number of published copies. In this sense, my favorite book 
for over four decades has been the novel From Here to Eternity by James Jones, a 
sprawling tome about Army life in Hawaii that won the National Book Award in 
1952. It’s my choice for the appellation “Great American Novel.”
 Jones followed up his most famous work with a string of mediocre works, 
however, so he falls short of being my favorite author. That distinction, heavily 
influenced by my parents in the ’60s, is James A. Michener, writer of a long shelf of 
books, both fiction and nonfiction, hefty and slight. (My favorite Michener, a 
novella titled Legacy, is less than 200 pages.)
 As those attending Lorelei’s Christmas salon in December know, I have a 
favorite poem, Shelly’s “Ozymandias.” With a generally similar sentiment, my 
favorite Shakespearean passage is Macbeth’s “Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow” soliloquy.

MOVIES

What’s your favorite movie? Ask a hundred people and there will probably be at least 97 different answers. Somewhere in 
my archives I have a list of my favorite 50 films, but I cannot recreate it 
from memory. I do recall the top three, however:

Citizen Kane (1942) is a movie I started hearing about in the late ’70s, 
but I didn’t see it for the first time until 1984; the experience blew me away. 
Since then, the Orson Welles’s classic has been criticized for being too 
much of a film-school darling, but it’s despite this, not because of it, that 
this captivating film has been my favorite movie for decades.

Giant (1956) is one of those rare movies that is much better than the 
novel on which it was based. (Despite winning an Oscar for Picture of the 
Year, the film version of From Here to Eternity is not). With great stars, a 
superb storyline, a Texas-sized setting, and a powerful music score, this 
epic deserves to be more highly regarded.

Ben-Hur (1959) won a record 11 Oscars, and, unlike both Citizen Kane
and Giant, this time the Academy got it right. The spectacle, the story line, 
the characters, and the score are all nearly perfect. 
 I have favorites in movie genres as well, including westerns (The 
Good, the Bad, and the Ugly edges out Shane), comedies (Monty Python 
and the Holy Grail), musicals (My Fair Lady), and one clear science fiction 



film. So far, I have been calling choices “my favorite” rather than declaring them “the best,” welcoming other opinions, 
but anyone who does not think that 2001: A Space Odyssey is the best science fiction movie ever made is just plain wrong.

TELEVISION

I watch too much TV, and much of it is ephemeral or garbage or both, but there are some valuable nuggets among the scree. 
The Simpsons has been my favorite regular TV show since about Season 10; it’s into its 36th season now and still holding 
up well. 
 With over 700 episodes less than The Simpsons, Carl Sagan’s Cosmos (1980), is a limited series that is, in my opinion, 
the best thing ever made for television.

MUSIC

I’m a ’70s rock guy, and I have about a dozen genuine favorites. Topping the list is “Come Sail Away” by Styx, followed 
by a haunting ditty by Jackson Browne called “The Load Out,” and “Dust in the Wind” by Kansas. 
 Apart from classic rock, I’ve listened to enough classic classical to have a favorite symphony, Gustav Mahler’s 
Symphony No. 1, Titan.
 And I’m not big on opera, but my favorite music in any category is the sixteen-hour operatic extravaganza Der Ring 
Des Nibelungen by Richard Wagner. Ring my doorbell in Spring Valley Lake and you’ll hear “Ride of the Valkyries.”

SPORTS

A fertile ground among millions nationwide for favorites (favorite sport, favorite team, favorite star player), the entire 
arena (pun intended) in general holds no interest for me. I watch one football game a year, the Army–Navy matchup, when 
I remember it’s on. Which isn’t often.

PRESIDENTS

When I think of U.S. presidents, a clear (and criminal) choice for the worst president comes immediately to mind, but I’m 
not addressing the bottom-of-the-barrel in any category here. For his masterful leadership during two years-long national 
crises, FDR tops my list of favorite commanders-in-chief, followed closely by Lincoln, followed closely by Washington, 
followed closely by Jefferson, so for me it’s Mount Rushmore, except with a better Roosevelt.

HOLIDAYS

So easy. It’s Christmas, and I enjoyed 
last year’s Christmas so much that I 
decided to start the 2025 Christmas 
season at my place when I see Christmas 
displays start to go up at Lowe’s, which 
will probably happen about Labor Day.
 I could go on (and on and on) about 
other categories, such as my favorite 
board game (RISK!) or my favorite 
painting (Dali’s “Persistence of 
Memory,” aka “melting clocks”) or my 
favorite national park (Yellowstone), but 
I’ll stop here because my purpose for 
writing is not to blather on endlessly 
about my personal picks but to motivate 
readers to contemplate their own 
preferences regarding their favorites, be 
they very similar to or wildly far afield 
from my own.   
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By Mike Apodaca

The Importance of Getting Together

There are many people I admire but few I respect more than Debbie Walker. Debbie has 
figured out something most people have not—she needs her people. For years, Debbie met 
daily with friends at a local donut shop. These visits gave her a circle of companions, people 
she knew by name and cared about. People who cared for her.
 When that group ended, Debbie searched for a new community. She found it in our writing 
club. Notice the intentionality here—Debbie knows she needs what we all need and is doing 
something about it. Debbie meets with us at Corky’s on Thursday mornings at 9:00. She 
attends Salons and the Sounding Board. Her writing has improved exponentially but so have 
her relationships. Debbie is often there for others, filling needs of those who have a pet that 
requires feeding while they are gone or providing a ride to the doctor. She also secures 

weekly speakers for the S.W.I.M. program in Hesperia (no 
small task).
 We all need community. I just read an article on this in 
Time magazine by Adam Chandler. He explains that the 
percentage of people who have no friends has skyrocketed. 
People are now seventeen times more likely to not have any 
friends than they were in 1990. This is due to many societal 
factors and has an effect on our happiness and mental 
health. We’re all being pushed into isolation by unseen 
forces—in order to fight them, we need to make different 
choices.
 It warms my heart when I come into Corky’s and see 
two tables filled with our wonderful members. I always 
wonder who I’ll end up in conversation with and what 
stories they’ll share with me. I’ve found that we’re 
surrounded by fascinating people with a wide range of 
experiences. We’re all storytellers. At Corky’s we find 
friends willing to listen and share.
 The same is true when we go out to lunch after our 
Saturday meetings. From time immemorial, people have 
grown close around tables with food. When we go out to 
lunch, we grow closer. We also learn from each other. Our 
writers are testing new technologies (Richard Spencer), 
making inroads into publishing (John Garner), and are 
experts in editing and formatting our work (Jenny 
Margotta). 
 Lastly, there’s the benefit of being known—to have 
people who care about what you care about. When you 
move from being a stranger to being a friend, people will 

ask you about a sick family member, or an ailment you’re 
struggling with, a story you’re writing, or an event you 
recently attended. It is very different when you are with 
people who know you and who really care. 
 Let’s fight the tide. Stand against isolation and take 
advantage of the Wednesday morning Zoom check-in, the 
Corky’s meetings, the Saturday meetings and lunch 
afterwards, the salons, and the many critique groups in our 
club. Connect wherever you can. Come to listen and to 
share.
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By Mike Apodaca

This morning, I was going through my many emails (I sometimes receive 80 to 100 in a 
day). Honestly, I don’t always get to all of them—I have to prioritize. A few sit at the very 
bottom of my inbox unread. 
 While trying to get to all my emails, I came across one written to me by Bob Isbill. It wasn’t 
a timely or pressing need. Nor did it require a response (thankfully). Bob shared with me a 
link to an article on how writers can benefit from acting classes.
 The article, titled “5 Reasons Writers Should Take Acting Classes” explained that writers 
could 1) Learn the vocabulary used by actors in their craft; 2) Learn what motivates 
characters and actors; 3) Learn to write better dialogue; 4) Learn where you can help and 
collaborate with actors; and 5) Learn about yourself on a new level.
 My background is in theater. My writing and teaching have benefitted greatly from the time 
I spent becoming a character for a play I was performing in. The deeper you go into the 
character, the more the script stops being a bunch of lines and becomes what flows out of 

you naturally. The best actors become the characters. 
 Thank you, Bob, for the impact you had on this club and on our lives. Many days, I look at my phone and wish it would 
ring and display the words “Bob Isbill” on the screen. I am so happy that Bob’s legacy endures in so many ways. I can only 
hope that I will be able to follow in his footsteps and make a difference.

https://blog.finaldraft.com/5-reasons-writers-should-take-an-acting-class?utm_campaign=Corporate%20Newsletter&utm_
medium=email&_hsenc=p2ANqtz--66wNM-rmii3V_0rQIBPdHX13CDomy6rCPSC7dUZe0ugudmt-pPKcI_
rXn7DTs9qXkiAoM51ZUIsnfscS8EuĲFm6X1A&_hsmi=286296755&utm_content=286296755&utm_source=hs_email

Bob Isbill is Still Teaching Us
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By Janice Dugle

The Writers Club

I met Roberta and Freddie when I joined a book club a few years back. The lockdowns of 
COVID-19 morphed our club into a gathering of just us three. Reading books and 
discussing the topics, all the while forming a friendship. I have learned so much from these 
women. They inspire me and they push me, and their wisdom often intimidates me. These 
ladies are SMART! They both encouraged me to write and to join the writers club. 
 I walked into the room with a veteran. A woman I respected and, to be frank, was in awe 
of. Roberta Smith can WRITE! She is smart and creative with words in a way I have always 
dreamed of being.
 Freddie, the wise sage of the desert, has a way about her that pushes all to excel. She passed 
the responsibility and honor of the library on to me. She told me that she knew my 
organizational traits would come out. She also assured me it was a way to meet new people. 
I also get to read all the books. Yay me.

 I left that first meeting feeling like the dumbest girl in the room. I was certain that my skills were not up to this group 
of intelligent and dynamic writers. I was not sure that I was qualified to be here.
 The answer to this fear was to say yes. I said yes to every opportunity that came my way. I joined in. I spoke up. The 
meeting where I was asked to read and introduce myself. Wow! I received so much warmth and was given accolades I never 
expected. I was told, “You’re a natural.” 
 I have not been with the club for a full year, and it has changed my life, my world, and my writing. I have finished a 
book. A real book. A book I have dreamed of writing. I have met some of the most amazing and giving people. I have pushed 
my boundaries and limits to soar. 
 I have been in a parade. I have marched for equality. I have presented my works and applauded the success of my fellow 
authors and friends. I attended the most festive Christmas Dinner Salon. Lorelei has beautiful taste. The Sounding Board 
where I read out loud and in color. To be met with so much insight and ways to make a story come to life. The time for 
writing in the early a.m. via Zoom to hold me accountable and to push the words onto the page. Thanks, Anita. 
 This club has so much to offer. John is teaching me how to approach an agent with my book. CJ has encouraged me to 
read out loud. Lynn, Debbie, and Lilli have 
become my friends, leaning posts, and even 
pseudo therapists. The love and acceptance 
from these women is holding me up. Jenny 
is taking my scattered thoughts and turning 
them into the next bestseller. (Hey, a girl can 
hope.) 
 Mike chatting in a coffee shop on a cold 
morning. Just a beacon of light on a 
historical day. Richard opening his home to 
salons, workshops, and most of all, 
friendship. He is a man generous beyond 
measure. The Roundtable where you can 
laugh and just get to know other writers. I 
have often laughed and cried at the same 
time. I could go on and on
 What I am trying to say is thank you. 
Thank you ALL for being so kind, so 
welcoming, and so very open to the new kid. 
To all I have not met personally please come 
by the library and let’s say Hello. I look 
forward to getting to know you. 
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By JP Garner

Stephen King was a previous winner, while notable past jurors include Bill Murray, Truman 
Capote, Joyce Carol Oates, John Updike, and Bernard Malamud, the author of The Natural, 
the 1952 story (and his first novel) upon which the Robert Redford movie with one of the 
best endings ever was based. 
 Founded in 1923 by Maurice R. Robinson of the Scholastic Corporation, the Scholastic Art 
& Writing Awards program has, in its own words, “. . . inspired bold ideas in creative teens 
throughout the country.” The competition begins at a regional level, with students receiving 
a variety of regional awards, which include an Honorable Mention, Silver Key, Gold Key, 
and The American Visions Award. The submissions which receive Gold Key awards are 
then judged at the national level. 

Additionally, only five students in Writing are nominated for The American Visions 
Award. Exceptional work is awarded scholarships, which  usually include monetary prizes. 
All judging is anonymous and is performed without knowing the student’s gender, age, 

ethnicity, or hometown. Jurors look for works that best exemplify the program’s core values: originality, skill, and the 
emergence of a personal voice or 
vision.

According to Jenny 
Margotta, the judging 
coordinator for the High Desert 
Branch of the California Writers 
Club, twenty branch members—
who are also writers–
volunteered to judge the work of 
7th through 12th graders 
throughout the United States and 
Canada who submitted work in 
any of about 20 different 
categories. “Our job,” she 
explained, “was to judge those 
submissions and not critique 
them, but give them what we 
think their scores are based on 
original voice, creativity, and 
technical aspects, and then come 
up with a single score. The Scholastic name is familiar to just about everybody from back in grade school when you used 
to buy books and all that happy stuff.”

That “happy stuff” for the Club’s is the $2,500 stipend we receive for participating. It is our major fundraising effort 
every year. And, Jenny adds, “it is pure profit because we don’t have any expenses. All of our judges are volunteers. [It] 
takes somewhere between ten and fifteen hours overall to judge and  runs from Christmas through the first week of January. 

“We had twenty judges this year who judged in a wide variety of categories. We had poetry, flash fiction, short stories, 
journalism, script writers, novel writers, personal essays and memoirs, and more. There is also something called a writing 
portfolio where students submit a little bit of everything, so they’re more well-rounded writers.

“We’ve been doing it since 2016. One of the things our judges worry about is, ‘I don’t want to score it down because 
the prizes are really good.’ You can get up to a $15,000 scholarship if you’re a first place winner and our judges don’t want 
to be the one who destroys this kid. But all works are judged by at least one other organization, so we aren’t solely 
responsible for the final score.

“One of the things we’d like to do is get local schools involved because I think that would be nice if we could get the 
word out to our local schools.

Fifteen judges showed up at Richard Zone’s house for a celebration of their work in the competition, many anecdotes 
were shared, and much pizza was consumed. “Our judges,” Jenny proudly said in closing, “ranged from well into their 
eighties to someone who’s twenty-two-years old. The variety of opinions was very interesting. We will definitely be 
involved again next year and hopefully, everybody will be interested to judge again.”

Young Writers, Old Judges
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By Ann Minor

Butterfly Memories

Butterfly Memories

Memories come tumbling into my reverie, 

Like waves onto the silent sand.

They take me to places we haven’t been for …how 
long?

Touching down randomly like a butterfly,

Drinking in the sweetness and color of the 
moments.

And I weep, unashamed.

You were there for me when it was so necessary…

Through traumas too awful to recall.

You came, unbeckoned, to be by my side.

You were there for me when it was so necessary…

Through laughter and love and feelings 

so intense they could hardly be expressed…

As  we touched and talked and stumbled in the 
attempt….

The tears flow freely now.

Butterfly Memories flutter to the Beginnings…

A look, a smile, a dance…magic? 

And a Song whose melody lingers still.

We didn’t know then that the music would play 
on,

 if more softly, for so many years.

The Friendship feels good. The Bond feels 
strong.

And now you must go. I grieve our goodbye.

We will sing a new song. Dance another dance.

But oh, how I mourn the loss of you.
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By Jim Grayson

Our On-Topic Speakers group provides us with a great opportunity to expand club 
membership. If you have a public-speaking background or an interest in sharing your 
knowledge with others, consider becoming involved. Topics can include writing or anything 
that can make an interesting presentation. We need to reach out to many different audiences 
in the area. We can assist you with presentation skills and topic organization if required. We 
can also help with PowerPoint if you decide that might benefit your talk. So become 
involved as one of our speakers, or help us with our marketing efforts to make On-Topic 
Speakers all that it is capable of being. We will have an organizational meeting in the near 
future.
 For more information, contact Jim Grayson at jimgrayson@mindspring.com

On-Topic Speakers

Our March Club Meeting: March 8
Unlock the Power of Character Development

Dive deep into the art of character creation with our upcoming presentation by Richard Spencer, “Character Development 
for Authors.” Part One of the presentation is designed to guide writers through the process of crafting memorable, dynamic 
characters that resonate with readers and drive narratives forward. We will explore the fundamental aspects of character 
development, starting from the core traits that make characters come alive on the page. You’ll learn the basic elements 
needed to construct compelling protagonists who captivate your audience and design antagonists with depth and 
motivations that go beyond mere villainy.

Part Two will give you the unique opportunity to put theory into practice in a hands-on workshop. This interactive 
session is designed to empower you to apply the principles learned in Part One to a character who was created specifically 
for this exercise—enter Jonas Mercer, a man with a mysterious past and uncertain future. We will work in groups to flesh 
out Jonas's backstory, motivations, and potential growth arcs using the techniques discussed earlier. We'll explore different 
dimensions of his personality, craft pivotal life events that shape his journey, and decide his ultimate path.

Join us to transform Jonas Mercer from a mere scribbled sketch to a vivid character with his own personality, ready to 
lead his own story!

Support for Women
By Mike Apodaca

As a child, my mom (who was raising four children by herself) was making substantially less money than a man who was 
about to replace her—who she was training. When she asked about this, her boss told her to her face that it was because she 
was a woman. The injustice of it bore deep in my heart. My mom struggled to keep food on our table and to keep us 
clothed—four boys grow out of clothing all the time—and she could’ve used more money in her paycheck.

March is Women’s History Month. Join us on Wednesday, March 5th, at the Apple Valley Library at 5:30 p.m. to learn 
about First Ladies in History! Part of the program features some of our members talking about a First Lady they admire (5 
minutes). Rosanne Smith will once again do her impersonation of Laura Bush. As Abigail Adams wrote to her husband, John 
Adams, “Remember the Ladies!”

I hope you will put this on your calendar and attend. I’ll be there in honor of my mom. 
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by Paul Sebastian

Just a Few Experiences Working with David Lynch

In 1985 I had just graduated from University of North Carolina at Wilmington with 
a drama degree and was looking for my first post-college job in the profession I 
wanted to pursue. I had already worked on 2 previous films that took place on two 
of my interim school breaks, but now I needed to build a future with the industry. 
When I received a call to begin on preproduction, I still didn’t know the title of the 
movie and who was directing it and quite honestly didn’t care just as long as it was 
a chance to get in the actual production and learn. When I showed up, I was told the 
movie was Blue Velvet and the director was David Lynch. I was in star struck mode. 
I had admired 2 of his earlier films, Eraserhead and The Elephant Man, and learning 
of the opportunity to work on one of his movies exhilarated me. 

 My boss gave me a copy of the script, and I studied it for every detail, making notes in the borders to discuss 
with the set decorator. The script was dark and involved sleazy, complex, and evil characters that were 
counterpoint to the “good” characters—except for Kyle’s character, who was fascinated with the perverse and 
corrupt. 
 The production meeting the next day included everyone on preproduction as well as Kyle MacLachlan, the 
lead actor. David assumed the head of the meeting as a professor might address a new class of students and 
discussed his overall vision for the movie and the feel he wanted to impart to the audience. I could hardly contain 
my excitement and found myself writing his ideas in my script to help me later in my job. At the end he had all 
of us walk around to the table and meet and greet with the department heads, himself, and Kyle. In his own way, 
he was breaking the ice and helping all of us feel as part of the crew and that no one person had a monopoly on 
ideas and contribution.  
 `My first impression was that he was an average man with average looks, and his casual talk set everyone at 
ease. He was not dictatorial or aloof. He possessed the confidence of 
someone at home with his talents and knew what his vision was and 
how he wanted to execute that concept. He openly solicited ideas from 
the room, and he balanced that discussion with calm, rational aplomb. 
I left the meeting knowing that this was going to be a fantastic learning 
experience on film production.  
 As my job came into focus and my duties were defined, I learned 
that I was essentially the department gopher, stymied on the lowest rung 
of the Art Department. It made no difference to me, and I attacked the 
job with zeal, accomplishing every task before each deadline. One of 
the first things you learn in the biz is that time is money, and we were 
on a very small budget compared with other, higher profile shows. One 
other unwritten commandment is that the director is always right, and 
there is no such word as NO.

To be continued. . .
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By Mike Apodaca

On-Topic Speaker: Roberta Smith

I went to the Apple Valley Library to hear Roberta Smith share about the Civil War. It wasn’t 
what I expected.
 Roberta has a journal written by her great grandfather Frank Steinbaugh. It’s a small book 
that Frank kept with him as he went to serve his new country—he was from Germany—and 
fight in the Civil War. Frank wrote in the diary every day, giving an eyewitness account of 
the details of life in the Union Army.
 Roberta’s presentation included many slides of artifacts showing actual homes, ships, and 
locations that were described in the diary. There is even a street named for Frank’s boss.
 This presentation made the Civil War come to life for me. These were people, on both 
sides, fighting for a cause. Frank was away from his family for years. 

 I was taken with one story in particular. We were shown a house that was in the middle of the warzone. Buildings around 
it were burned down and this house was the next target. But the man wielding the torch was shot before he reached the 
house. The house stands to this day and is a historical monument.  

In the end, when he returned home, Frank was a changed man. His health suffered and he ultimately died of heatstroke 
related infirmities. Roberta wove the story of her family after the war, ending with her appearance in her family. 
 Thank you, Roberta, for a highly entertaining and informative presentation that I know will be very meaningful to your 
entire family for generations to come. 
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By Mike Apodaca

An Opportunity: 
Jack London in Boyhood Adventures

Our branch is looking for someone to take on a special assignment—a true labor of 
love.
 Some years back, Diane Neil, a member of the High Desert Branch of the 
California Writers Club, called Dwight Norris with a concern. She explained that 
she had a manuscript she thought he might be interested in. You see, her grandfather, 
Frank Irving Atherton, spent his childhood with the legendary author Jack London. 
Mr. London was a seminal member of the original group that became the California 
Writers Club back at the turn of the twentieth century. Diane wanted Dwight to tell 
her what she might do with this manuscript. 
 Dwight drove to Diane’s house and picked up the precious pages. He brought them 
to a group of strong writer/editors in the club, and they went to work creating the 
only eyewitness account of Jack London’s childhood. 
 The group published the book as Jack London in Boyhood Adventures. It’s a book 

with historical significance, being the only eyewitness account of Jack London’s childhood. It’s been used as a 
resource for biographies written about this amazing author.
 Our club has a website for the project: 
https://www.jacklondoninboyhoodadventures.
com/

What we don’t have is a person who 
will promote this book, giving it the 
platform it deserves. What would this 
entail? Here are some suggestions: 

1. You’d want to read the Jack London in 
Boyhood Adventures and familiarize yourself 
with it. You may also want to learn about Jack 
London’s life and writings.
2. Create a presentation giving an 
overview of Jack London’s life. You may want 
to highlight events from his childhood, using 
the book. You may want to focus on elements 
of Jack London’s writing—his ability to 
describe in clear terms the tragic struggles of 
life.
3. Practice your presentation with us.
4. Join the On-Topic Speakers for You 
group and do live and Zoom presentations all 
over the state. Since Jack London is revered in 
the California Writers Club, I’m sure all 
twenty-one branches would be interested.
5. Speak at schools, writing conferences, 
and other events, promoting the Jack London 
book and your own writing.

If you’re hearing the call of the wild 
and looking for an opportunity to 
expand your platform, this might be 
exactly what you need.  
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By Fumi-Tome Ohta

Tiny Art Show

I live in the City of Placentia.  Our Placentia library hosts an annual Tiny Art Show.  There 

was a blurb in our Placentia Library District booklet:

Display your artistic talents at our Tiny Art Show! Pick up one of our Tiny Art Kits 

to create your entry. Kit includes: a 3” x 3” canvas, an easel, acrylic paint, and a 

brush. Let your inner Picasso or Van Gogh free and create your tiny masterpiece. 

Once you’ve finished, return it to the library by February 15th to be part of the 

exhibit and a chance to win exciting prizes! Ages 2 ½ and up.

Exhibit was from February 19-28, 2025. 

I turned in my entry on the first day. When I went to see the entries displayed in the library showcase, oh my goodness! The 

entries were superb, extremely creative and so beautiful.  

 My entry was a semi-3-D painting. The dog is reading Cat In The Hat. I cut the book and paws out from a site on the 

internet and added it to the painting.  I cut out wrapping paper and made an overhead awning.
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By Michael Raff

The Most Famous Authors of all Time

(Continued on next page)

Zane Grey

Pearl Zane Grey was born in Zanesville, Ohio, on January 31, 1872. His father, Lewis, was 
a dentist. Zane later dropped “Pearl” and just called himself Zane Grey. He and his brother, 
Romer, were athletic and proficient baseball players and avid fishermen. After reading dime 
novels about Buffalo Bill and Deadwood Dick, Zane became fascinated with history and 
started writing at an early age. Young Zane tended to get into fights with other boys, and for 
that, his father punished him with severe beatings.
 The Grey family moved to Columbus, Ohio, and young Zane, as a fledging dentist, made 
house calls until the state board stopped him. He also worked as a theater usher and played 
baseball for the Columbus Capitols. When Zane was fifteen, he wrote “Jim of the Cave,” his 
first adventure story. Apparently, to discourage his son from such endeavors, his father tore 

it up and gave him a beating.
 Zane attended the University of Pennsylvania on a baseball scholarship. He studied dentistry but was not a good student 
and was more focused on swimming, baseball, and creative writing. After he graduated in 1896, Zane played minor-league 
baseball for several years and practiced dentistry in New York City. He wrote in his spare time but still became financially 
strapped. He often went camping, canoeing, and 
fishing with his brother, Romer. During one of 
these trips, he met Lina “Dolly” Roth, fell in 
love, and they were married five years later.
 Zane started having episodes of depression, 
anger, and mood swings. He described these 
bouts as “A hyena lying in ambush―that is my 
black spell! I conquered one mood only to fall 
prey to the next . . .” When Zane published his 
first article, “A Day on the Delaware,” he was so 
happy that he gave reprints to his patients while 
they were waiting to be seen in his waiting room. 
 The newlyweds moved to a farmhouse in 
Lackawaxen, Pennsylvania. Zane gave up his 
dental practice and worked full-time on writing, 
which helped him deal with his depression. 
 He and Dolly had three children, and she 
became his literary manager, which included 
handling his editing, his contract negotiations, 
and later, dealing with agents and movie studios. 
For these services, they divided the income 
equally between them. Dolly was a great wife 
and manager for her husband, but Zane was 
unfaithful to her for much of their marriage. 
 In 1920, they moved to Altadena, California, 
where they lived for the rest of his life. Their 
home became known as the “Zane Grey Estate.” 
It burned down in the recent 2025 Altadena Fire.
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(Continued from previous page)

 Zane struggled to publish his Western novel Betty Zane, an account of his ancestor who had helped save Fort Henry 
from an Indian attack. The manuscript was turned down by Harper & Brothers. Frustrated, he self-published it. Over the 
next several years, Zane honed his writing skills and gained confidence by reading and studying other Western novels. He 
took notes, traveled to the western states for locations, and took photographs. “Of all the gifts that have come to me from 
contact with the West, this one of sheer love of wildness, beauty, color, grandeur has been the greatest, the most significant 

for my work.”
 When Zane wrote The Last of the Plainsmen, an account 
concerning Buffalo Jones, it was rejected but was later 
published by the magazine Outing. He proceeded to write a 
series of articles and juvenile novels. His following book, The 
Heritage of the Desert, was immediately picked up by Harper 
& Brothers and became a bestseller. It was followed by several 
publications about “Manifest Destiny,” the conquering of the 
Old West, and the behavior of men coping with elemental 
conditions.
 A few years later, Zane wrote his all-time bestseller and 
one of the most successful Western novels in history: Riders of 
the Purple Sage.   
 To be continued next month. In the meantime, keep 
writing and reading.  
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By Fumi-Tome Ohta

Benjamin and Gracie

Benjamin is a 14 lb., 5-year-old tabby. He is a big tabby cat because he loves to eat. He loves 
to eat his food and his housemate Gracie’s food as well. Gracie, who weighs 9 lbs., is a 
5-year-old Russian Blue kitty with no pedigreed papers. They were adopted together as 
kittens, but now that their owner has been very sick, the family has moved their mother out 
of the apartment and the two cats to find other accommodations. I live an apartment 
complex that allows us to have 2 pets. I have 2 dogs.  
 Gracie is a very quiet kitty. She basically keeps to herself. When Gracie is prancing the 
apartment, she will jump onto the computer desk and meander back and forth between the 
computer screen and me, then after doing the Parisian runway a few times, she will plop on 

my tap-dancing fingertips and rest upon the keyboard to have a conversation with me. Gracie is very vocal when wanting 
her meals. Wrah-wrah-wrah. 
 Gracie prefers to sleep on the left side of me on top of the blankets so that when I overheat, I can’t flip the blanket up 
and away. Oh, another thing. Gracie is a sound sleeper, and although I may move about seeking the coolness of the evening 
air, she will not stir awake. Speaking of Gracie, as I am typing this story out, she is asleep behind me while I sit on the 
precious 3 inches of chair she has left me.  
 Benjamin is a big boy but affectionate and quiet. Benjamin communicates with the gentleness of his paw upon my arm 
or face. He taps my face or my arm to get my attention or he just requests a slight look in his direction so we may lock eyes 
in friendship.  At night, when I am preoccupied with reading or doing my word search puzzle, Benjamin will softly jump 
on the bed, check on my comfort, then ease himself down next to 
me. He is a big, heavy boy, but I never feel him jumping on the bed 
to be next to me nor do I feel him hop away.  I mentioned that 
Benjamin loves to eat. Well, I’m easing his weight—which was 17 
lbs.—down to maybe 12 lbs. as the veterinarian suggested. A tidbit 
on Benjamin: whenever I go into the bathroom to wash my hands, 
or straighten up their litter box, or whatever, I give Gracie and 
Benjamin a few pebbles of kibble. When I happen to be sitting on 
the throne, Benjamin will sit on his back hunches—i.e., his two 
back legs—which makes him look like an upward-sitting rabbit. He 
will look me straight in the eye then softly paw my leg to plead, 
“More kibble, please.”
 At night, while one of my dogs is relegated to sleep under the 
bed, and my other dog to his doggie donut bed, Benjamin will be on 
the right side of me and Gracie on the left. When I turn to my right, 
I stroke Benjamin’s soft tabby fur, and when I turn to my left, I 
stroke Gracie’s super-soft Russian Blue fur.  
 Benjamin and Gracie deserve a forever loving home. They 
don’t have to go together, but I see them go off with their new 
person to live together in Camelot because they are truly extremely 
affectionate and loving. Maybe that person is you.
 Contact Karen Ohta at sleepinsidemyarms1_8_1@hotmail.
com.  
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By Lynn Puckett

What’s in a Bath Mat?

Tile floors are normal in the 21st century, especially required in a bathroom. However, 
cold in the winter time on bare feet in the middle of the night beckons floor coverings. 
There is a study on how many trips and falls have been caused by those luscious, soft, and 
sometimes even furry mats. Just know that the mats are in the top five items that one 
should not use.  
 Now consider the decor that many love to view in those private moments while sitting or 
standing to do one’s business. Many bathrooms have cute items nicely arranged on a shelf. 
Perhaps a little figurine or sachet. Most noted are those beautiful perfume bottles. A 
matchbook or candle is almost always found. Their purpose is to remove the unwanted 
fragrance of the reason one enters the bathroom in the first place.
 Towels and shower curtains are a normal necessity, and hooray for those of us who can 
make everything match. I, for one, have my theme of a place that reminds me of a distant 
city: Paris. My Paris theme goes with the springtime in Paris, the cozy times in the winter, 

and those most remembered times of love, friendship, and exploration. How exciting was it to go to the Eiffel Tower?
 I have a picture of a fancy lady smartly adorned, including a white hat and a long cigarette holder. Heavy red lipstick 
and high heels with a sophisticated smile just set the mood not commonly remembered while on the potty. The backdrop 
is the Eiffel Tower. Separately spaced are wired words painted in multicolors. They spell out “laugh,” “smile,” and “love.” 
They are hung simply with clear stick pins. My color scheme is white, black words, and a touch of the heart/love red. My 
bathroom shower curtain is faded black figures of the tower, with spelled out names of famous French actors or public 
figures—Mademoiselle Daval, Me Aison Blache, Plomliere les Bain Vosgel—and words in French such as je t’adore with 
a date stamp of 1903.
 While in college, I did take French. Well, someone might argue who took who. I was given a C with a request from 
my professor to not take French 2. 
 I have a heavy, black rimmed mirror which reminds me daily not to look into it. My age of 75 brings the emotions of 
being happy to be able to bend my arm to brush my teeth and yet grimacing to reach up to brush my graying hair.
 I am forever thankful that my towel bar is firmly attached and within reach of my toilet. I could not install a bathroom 
towel shelf behind my toilet because there is another 
firmly attached towel bar. This one is not as reachable, 
given my aging body limitations. So, in short, I have 
placed my fancy, barely used hand towel there. Of course, 
it matches the theme.
 Finding a bath mat that would not make me slip and 
fall was a challenge. I bought a black and white weaved 
throw rug for near the sink but quickly realized that it was 
the first thing I would step on in those early morning 
need-to-be-quick toilet runs. That one did not last. 
 Next, I bought a thin-material. washable, gray and 
black mat that said, “Seasoned with love.” To one side of 
the words, which were surrounded by a circle of leaves, 
there is a drawing of a fork, and the other side had a 
spoon. This mat lasted for only a few weeks, as I was 
reminded of what I ate or, properly said, should not have 
eaten while I did my business,
 Finally, I found my forever bath mat. It is almost a 
year old now. Made only out of thick rubber and very 
stable. It is gray with black wording that reminds me 
daily and nightly to be the following: Thankful, Grateful, 
and Blessed! It does not move. It is sturdy and it is soft 
and squishy.
 And that my friends, is what is in a bath mat!



29

By Jenny Margotta

Did You Know?

Yesterday, I used the term “jonesing for eggs” at breakfast at Corky’s. I knew what it meant, 
of course, but when asked where it originated, I wasn’t sure. One suggestion was that it 
might refer to “keeping up with the Joneses.” Sounded logical to me, although I thought it 
might be drug-related—even though I didn’t have the confidence to say as much to the 
questioner at breakfast.
 According to English-Grammar-Lessons.com, “Jonesing is defined as ‘an intense craving 
or yearning.’ The term is most commonly used for drug addiction but can be used more 
broadly to refer to any craving. If you ever get a sudden, intense craving for something—a 
particular food, cigarette, or even a person—you’re said to be ‘jonesing’ for it.” It can have 
both a positive and a negative connotation. In my case, eggs weren’t necessarily a bad 
craving. But an alcoholic jonesing for a drink is another thing altogether.

Origin:

“Jonesing” is derived from a slang word for heroin addicts, The term “jones” was first used in the early 1900s. In the 1960s, 
heroin addicts, dealers, withdrawals, and drug addiction were nicknamed Mr. Jones or jones in New York.

The phrase “to jones for [something]” was first recorded in print in 1967. Later, in the 1970s, the word jonesing became 
more common in print, and from the 1990s to 2000, it became even more widespread. It is now used to refer to any craving, 
not just drug addiction.

Now you know.
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By J P Garner

A Slice of Life: True Love

Here recently, I was a witness to true love. 

I watched a friend attend to her dying husband. He was laid up in St. Mary’s, awaiting 

tests to determine the extent of the cancer infesting his body. She already knew the answer 

but could not tell him, thinking he’d not believe the diagnosis unless it came from a doctor. 

What I saw was an angel. 

There was this banter 

between them as she stood by his 

bed—leaning in close so he could hear her—that had been 

nurtured over their 36 years of marriage. It was like a private 

language in which they communicated their love that we, as 

silent observers, could not participate in but yet, we easily 

understood was their love language. They never said the 

words, “I love you,” but at the backend of each jest or small 

joke was those three magical words we understood as clearly 

as if they had been spoken.

And then she did something remarkable. She started 

massaging his head with both her  hands. Not in one spot, 

but all over, and she spoke in that love language only they 

understood. A tear came to my eye as I watched this. The 

friend’s husband closed his eyes and he smiled slightly as 

he submitted to her soothing manipulations. I could not 

imagine what pain my friend was experiencing, 

knowing, as she did, that they were acting out the final 

scenes to their magnificent love affair . . . their 36-year 

romance. 

At that moment, I knew I was watching true love, and I understood immediately that it is the best of all things.
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Words

They say don’t bring up the past.

Just go to the future.

But they don’t let me be.

With their words they cut open the suture.

Carefully placed and seldom spaced.

Just enough to take me out of the grace

More love and practice I get to desire.

I’ll turn my sorrow from flame and fire:

Into soft words, with which to inspire.

Lynn Puckett
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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

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

• 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.
• Send submissions to Richard Zone:
retiredzone@gmail.com.
Call Richard if you would
like to discuss an article or idea.
909-222–8812

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!

By Michael Raff

Quote of the Month

Members Only

HDCWC’S YouTube Channel

Free Advertising

Submitting to The Inkslinger

High desert Branch Of the
California writers Club

Board of Directors

The following officers And
appointed positions are current
until the end of the fiscal year

ending in July 2025.

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

Newsletter
Member-at-Large
Richard Zone
retiredzone@gmail.co

Membership
Critique Chair
Michael Raff
mprseven@aol.com

Salon Coordinator
Lorelei Kay
LoreleiKay7@gmail.com

Webmaster
Roberta Smith
hdcwc_web@aol.com

"A writer is, after all, only half his book. The other half is the reader and 
from the reader the writer learns.

                  -P.L. (Pamela Lyndon) Travers, author of the "Mary Poppins" series.


