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DON'T MISS THE NOVEMBER SALON!

Led by John (JP) Garner, this salon will focus on how to prepare a complete
book proposal to present to an agent using Query Tracker.

Learn how to:
Write the right type of query letter
Prepare a brief but comprehensive synopsis of your book
Compose a one-sentence elevator pitch
Construct a compelling author's bio
Submit helpful samples of your writing
Tuesday, November 19, at 3:00p.m.
Meet at Richard Zone's home
Seating is limited, so reserve your spot ASAP.

(909) 222-8812 - retiredzone@gmail.com

Looking Forward to Seeing you!
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The Impact of Children’s Literature

I  was
playing Santa Claus two years ago at
Topaz Elementary School, where my
daughter teaches. I brought the book
Press Here, by Herve Tullet. With
this book, reading became interactive
magic. On page after page I brought
up students to touch, shake, and tilt
the book. When they did, the next
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page showed the dots had moved or
multiplied. The kids laughed with
glee. Whoever thought a child could
be so entertained by a book.

Children’s books are the most
underappreciated form of literature.
A well-written children’s book can
excite, teach, and inspire a child. It
can make them think more deeply
and kick start their imagination.

When 1 taught sixth grade, I
always read the children’s book
Socks for Supper, by Jack Kemp. At
first the jaded sixth graders would
scoff because I was reading them a
“baby book.” But the book is really a

puzzle and only those who are really
paying attention can solve it. After
reading the book, I would ask, “Why
did it end this way? It doesn’t make
sense.” The students would scratch
their heads until one would burst
with the insightful answer. The others
were shocked that a baby book could
be so clever and nuanced.
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you can’t do any better than Robert
Munsch. His classic, I’ll Love You
Forever, never fails to bring me to
tears. It becomes more meaningful as
I grow older and understand the
importance of generational values.
For promoting the value of women
and the breaking of silly stereotypes,
there’s The Paper Bag Princess and
Angela’s Airplane.
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Finally, for poetry I don’t think
you can do better than Shel

Silverstein. His poems have
delighted kids for generations. They
are funny, silly, and evocative. His
book, The Giving Tree should be in
every child’s personal library.

Our own Bob Isbill used to say that
every one of our authors should write
a children’s book. They sell very well
at book signings and they make an
impact on the next generation of avid
readers.

Children often pick up their values
from the stories they fall in love with.
Excellent children’s literature can
provide them with values that will
persist into adulthood. If you have
kids or grandkids, maybe bless them
with books this Christmas, or better
yet, write one for them like our own
Vicki O’Donnel did.




Dreamin’ in Teal
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A reflective moment from my new book Serene Moments (Page 47)
The reflection question:
Is there a song or quote that comes to mind when you meditate on this image?

Write your own story, poem, or saying to accompany this image




HaveYou Considered Your Sagging Middle?

Clay Stafford to be our speaker on November 9"

8y Mike Apodaca

When I finished my first novel in my series Godsend, I sent it to an editor. She wrote me that
it didn’t have a sagging middle. I had never heard this phrase. Sagging middles are the bane
of every writer’s existence. Keeping the book vibrant and captivating from the first page to
the last is a real challenge. Clay Stafford is going to show us how it’s done.

Clay Stafford is an American bestselling
and award-winning author, poet,
screenwriter, and playwright; film and
television producer, director, showrunner,
- actor; book, film, and stage reviewer as
well as p eaker. He has sold nearly four million copies of his
books overall and has had his work distributed in sixteen languages.
He is founder and CEO of the annual Killer Nashville International
Writers’ Conference and a contributor to Writer s Digest magazine
with his online column, “Killer Writer.”

One of our primary goals in the HDCWC is to help you become a
better writer, to give you the information and inspiration you need.
Opportunities to hear from experts like Clay Stafford are a rare treat
and not to be missed.

Clay will meet with us at the Community Church via Zoom. Please
come with your questions for this incredibly successful author. A
Zoom link will be sent out for those who cannot attend in person.

Secrets
My Career Behind locked Doors

By Michael (Reff -

After nearly 34 years employed at four different state
hospitals and two private psych facilities, working
with a variety ol developmentally disabled, paranoid,
depressed, suicidal, and violent patients, Michael Raff
reveals the hazards he faced from both patients and

staff. His non-fictional memoir Secrets: My Career

Behind Locked Doors, takes the reader behind the
scenes through the eyes of someone who worked
hands-on with psychiatric technicians, social workers,
nurses, psychologists and psychiatrists, as well as
every type of patient imaginable. Available soon on

amazon.com.



The Brain Trust
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Healthy organizations are a combination of high energy, passion, vision, organization,
professionalism, and, maybe most importantly, wisdom. When I was a very young pastor, I
used to visit a Bible Study once a week put on by elderly women from the church. I would

just sit and listen to their wisdom about life, spirituality, and the church. I learned so much!

Our October club meeting was an opportunity for us to hear some of the precious wisdom

that is the foundation of our organization. Mike Raff, Marilyn King, Joan Rudder-Ward, Mary

Ruth Hughes, Mary Thompson, and Ann Miner shared with us what they have learned in their
long experiences with writing. As I said at the meeting, I could have filled these six chairs multiple times. We are blessed

with many highly experienced writers.

What I gained from this meeting was the sense of purpose, of mission that each writer had. It was what carried
their writing. And each person’s mission was so different—from Mary Ruth’s honoring of her Native American heritage to

Joan Rudder-Ward helping young women find their value.

We are all learners, growing in our knowledge of a vast craft while also attempting to understand and engage a
rapidly shifting publishing world. We can learn a lot from those who have been in the game a while. They can share with
us the mistakes they have made and what they have learned along the way. I hope we will all seek out the club’s brain

trust as we develop as writers




That ‘W That
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Many of you know that when I edit, I also try to teach and, consequently, often leave quite long
comments in the file I’'m editing. I think some of them might be long enough to quality as flash
fiction submissions. That said, I’ve commented on a wide variety of issues in my work. The
following touch on just a few of them.

1. What’s the difference in meaning between the two sentences below? (Hint: The only
difference is the comma—or lack thereof—after “workshop.”)

A. Some students attended the community workshop, where they were assigned such

jobs as collating copies and counting pens.

B. Some students attended the community workshop where they were assigned such jobs as collating copies and
counting pens.

Answer: In sentence A, there is only one community workshop. At that workshop, the students were assigned tasks.
In sentence B, with the omission of the comma, the sentence is now saying that there were any number of community
workshops, but at this particular one, the students were assigned tasks.

Here’s a second example of a comma making a lot of difference in the meaning of a sentence.

A. He enlisted just after his twenty-first birthday, in November of 1941.

B. He enlisted just after his twenty-first birthday in November of 1941.

With the comma after “birthday” you are saying the man enlisted in November of 1941—which was just after his
birthday, although the specific month of his birthday is not given.

By omitting the comma after “birthday,” you are saying the man’s birthday was in November 1941—and he enlisted

shortly after that birthday.

Should you use “besides” or “in addition to” in a sentence?

It depends on the type of sentence. According to most style guides, while “besides” and “in addition to” are
synonymous, “in addition to” is considered more formal. Therefore, while “besides” is perfectly acceptable in dialogue, it
is suggested that the more formal “in addition to” be used in the narrative portions of a story.

“I’m not going to eat that, Mom. Besides, I’m not even hungry.”

In addition to wanting her to eat broccoli, her mother also urged her to try the beets.

What should you do when you’re including a letter or other material and something in that material is misspelled or there
is a grammatical error. Should you correct it or just ignore it?

When there is an obvious misspelling or grammatical error in the original source, CMOS says to type it as
presented then use “sic” in brackets—[sic]—immediately after the error. However, if you don’t want to use [sic], you can

paraphrase the text or explain the error outside of the quote.
(Continued on next page)
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(Continued from previous page)
Many writers seem to want to capitalize everything these days: positions, committees, menu items, etc. While these are
capitalized in some instances, they are not universally capitalized. For instance, when “board of directors” is used with the
official name of the entity it serves, capitalize it. When “board” is not used with the full legal name of the entity it serves,
do not capitalize it. The same basic rule applies to titles.

The California Writers Club Board of Directors elected a new president. At the board meeting, President John
Smith asked the secretary to take minutes.

In a recent book I edited, the question of whether or not to capitalize “chicken parmesan” came up. This same
capitalization rule applies to menu items.

If you are referring to any dish/recipe in a general manner, it is not considered a proper noun and should not be
capitalized. However, if the dish is a signature dish of a particular restaurant, it may be considered a proper noun and,
therefore, should be capitalized.

While my chicken parmesan is good, it can’t compare of La Italia’s Chicken Parmesan Genovese.
Did you Know?
Although left-handedness is somewhat rare, it occurs everywhere. One person is ten is left-handed. While most
climbing plants twine to the right, honeysuckle is one of the few that twines to the left. Most flatfish lie on their left side,
making them “right-handed.” The Pacific sand dab is one of the few that lies on their right side, making them left-handed .

.. or “left-finned.”

(The Natural Superiority of The Left-Hander, by James T. de Kay)
) T&E)ze Wp
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Writers Are Readers — Book Reviews
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Esperanza Rising
by Pam Munoz Ryan

If you missed Hispanic Heritage Night or the 2" Annual
Expressions of La Cultura in partnership with the
Hispanic Chamber of Commerce on October 2™ at the

Hesperia Library, you missed a wonderful evening of

music, art, and shared literature. A book I discovered
shortly before the celebration is Esperanza Rising, a book loved by young adults and
older adults alike. It has won numerous awards, including American Library
Association’s Top Ten Best Books for Young Adults, Publishers Weekly Best Book of
the Year, and Los Angeles Times Book Prize Finalist award. I chose to read the first
chapter of this book at the event, a chapter that shows the warm and loving relationship between Esperanza and her father
and what he teaches her before she loses him in a tragedy. The book takes place after the Mexican Revolution and during
the Great Depression.

Before her father’s death, everything in Esperanza’s life was wonderful, and she thought her good life would continue
forever. She lived on her family’s ranch in Mexico in a beautiful home. She wore lovely dresses, ate delicious food, and
was even waited upon by servants. She thought she would have her Papa and Mama and Abuelita with her always.

Esperanza, whose name means hope, finds her life takes an ugly turn after her father’s death when she is thirteen, Her
evil uncle proposes to her mother, and when the proposal is refused, he tries to set fire to their home. Her mother agrees to
marry her uncle then but plans to escape with Esperanza before the marriage. They flee to Arvin California and settle in a
camp for Mexican farm workers. Her life becomes a life of hard labor and financial struggles. In addition, she is treated
like an outsider because of her Spanish language and past wealthy life. She now lives in a shelter as big as a horse stall.

Things get worse. Esperanza’s mother becomes very ill and is hospitalized, close to death. Esperanza wants to earn
enough to support herself and her mother and to get her grandmother to California from Mexico. Then a strike occurs, and
although she doesn’t participate, she witnesses farm-worker strikers, even
some born in the U.S. and citizens, deported to Mexico. Her life and her
mother’s life are in jeopardy.

This book is an award-winner because of the beautiful language and
writing style, described by Publishers Weekly as “a lyrical fairy tale-like
style.” Although fiction, the story is based on the life of Ryan’s grandmother.
I plan to keep my Scholastic edition in my collection which includes a guide
at the end which teachers will love. There are even instructions for making a
yarn doll like Esperanza does. President Mike Apodaca read this book to his
students, and I plan to buy some for my young adult friends for the holidays.
I’ve already ordered Ryan’s Newberry Honor Book, Echo, described as a
tour de force that takes place in Germany beginning in 1933.

I’'m so glad I discovered this author.




A Slice of Life — Count Your Blessings

@30@ Basmen

She was bundled up against the cold except it wasn’t that cold. But she had to wear the heavy
overcoat because the shopping cart that held all of her belongings was too full for it. Besides,
she had probably slept in it.

From the drive-thru at McDonald’s she looked like she was dressed for Halloween, all
bent over by the weight of life, and I almost wished that were the case. It might mean she had
a home and maybe even a family to go to, but I suspected she was like the other homeless

who wander our streets just before the sun breaks out in the east, looking for those places

between or behind buildings where they can be invisible.
Yet we see it all too often in our little city. Broken people, broken lives, set adrift in an alternative reality operating next
to the one we occupy and function within. Sometimes we are moved by it and we offer sustenance as best we can but that
does not change it. The poor will always be with us, Jesus said. And knowing that—seeing it every day—should remind

us to count our blessings, because, but for the grace of God, there go you or L.




Running Away From Home
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I will be turning sixty this autumn and my high school friend, Patti, is going to be turning fifty-
nine. Aren’t we supposed to still be teenagers? What happened? How did we fall asleep and
just wake up old? Where did all the time go? I can remember exact conversations from when
we were young so it can’t have been that long ago. Was it really forty-two years ago? No! It
can’t be. I remember the dress [ wore to prom.

Life has been busy. We each got married and divorced. We raised our children. We had
careers. We moved. We grocery shopped, paid bills and were responsible. And we got OLD.

I was whining to my girlfriend all about how I felt “ Y "E" - ;
. e —

lost and overwhelmed and that [ was suffocating in
this life I had created. I wanted to run away for a few days. I needed to catch my

breath. I needed some girl time. I needed to be with someone I did not have to i, i
take care of. I wanted the earth to stop and let me off the merry-go-round. 1

wanted to be a selfish brat. B Sy

Patti said let’s do it. We picked a destination, and we made a plan. I always
need a plan. Sedona it would be, via Las Vegas and the Grand Canyon. Waiting
in the new Henry Reed Airport for the adventure to begin. Patti comes down on
the escalator, I spot her right away, but she does not see me. I just yell her name
across the concourse. We hug and giggle. Time seems to slip backwards. We are §
not the seniors of middle age anymore. We are right back to being those teenage
girls in senior year of high school. We laugh at all the silly things that only long-
time friends can. We fill in the gaps since we saw each other last. We text our
missing friend to tell her she has to come next time. Yes we have already decided
that there will be a next time.

Patti driving down winding highway 89A. I had no idea it would be this bendy. I am looking out the window at the
view while Patti keeps her eyes on that yellow line. I tease her about not wanting to die.

The rest of the week we joke back and forth about trying to kill the other. Hiking was on the list of must dos. Hiking
and getting lost in nature. Taking time to slow down and just hear the crunch of your feet on the trail. To feel your knees
ache and to know that you did it. I tallied up our miles: 27.95 and the equivalent of 101 flights of stairs. See Patti was
trying to kill me. I sat on the top of a rock and just closed my eyes. I was on the edge of the universe. The breeze was
blowing, and it took all my cares and troubles away. I felt my lungs fully expand. I could breathe again. There is just
something about getting your feet into the dirt; in this case getting the dirt all over me. That red clay dirt that stains your
clothes and heals your heart. Chatting to strangers while
looking at all the beautiful geodes in the local shops. Just
strolling from place to place, people watching and enjoying
the sunshine. Sitting up chatting to be so tired and looking
to see we made it all the way to 9:00 p.m. Remembering
that we would start our nights at that time in our youth.
Laughing at how old we must be.

I wanted to run away and instead I found myself. Out in
the red dirt of Sedona I found joy and peace and my
direction. In spite of Patti and me getting lost. I can feel me
coming back to myself.

I think I may just run away more often.
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Celebrating Hispanic Heritage

@50.09. Basmen

The 2nd Annual Expressions of La Cultura was held on October 2nd at the Hesperia Library
to celebrate Hispanic culture and to recognize its many wonderful and diverse contributions
to our community. Sponsored by US Bank, which is committed to aiding minorities develop a
small business and secure housing, the event was co-chaired by the Hispanic Chamber of
Commerce and the High Desert Branch of the California Writers Club.

The special event featured Rudy and Robert Escalera, the sons of the renowned Hispanic
artist Rodolfo Escalera, who shared their father’s amazing talent and passion for art, as well
their parents’ wonderful love story. Singing, food, and even dancing, and an informative
video about the significant challenges faced by youth who serve as translators for their
Spanish-speaking parents was enjoyed by the attendees.

A special thanks goes to our hard-working committee for this event: Iris Gutierrez,
Elizabeth Agular, Mary Thompson, and Mike Apodaca. Without their efforts this event would
not have been possible. Special thanks also goes out to Barbara Grayson, Mike Raff, Sam Lujan, Rita Wells, and Lilly
Lanz for all their help.

This event, which was conducted in both English and Spanish, was a celebration of the beauty of Latino art. The better
we know our neighbors, the more our nation of many becomes a nation of one.




Vampires and Werewolves, Oh My!
By Mike Apsdaca

“Character will determine our fate in our fight against darkness.”

It you’re looking for a fun read, you might want to take a look at Jim Grayson’s Blackthorn
Trilogy: Love Bites, Wolf Tales, and Sunshine and Shadow. The storyline is clever and the

action is non-stop. Josh Blackthorn has recently been turned into a vampire by a girl he had

5, = the hots for since high school, ten years before. Now he has to learn how to live a new type of
life with 1ncred1ble abilities coupled with strangling restrictions. Oh, and he has to drink human blood to survive.

What surprised me was how normal Jim Grayson made this all seem. Josh is a well-conceived character with real
depth and a sense of humor that made me laugh out loud. Jim also inserts some of his personal knowledge of Chicago and
how police departments operate. It adds a ring of authenticity.

The second book opens the world of werewolves and a whole new series of complications and fascinating
characters. I think you will especially like Suzy.

The last book really puts everything we’ve learned in the first book to work. With a plotline that runs on several
tracks that all come together at the end, and nail-biting action and intrigue, you’ll find yourself flying through the pages.

In the end, the best books are about people overcoming struggles and learning how to love. The Blackthorn
Chronicles fits the bill.
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My Newspaper “Career”

By Bypron Ward

Following the newsletter phase of my life covered in last month’s Inkslinger (if you missed it,
don’t bother looking it up; it’s not that interesting), I turned to the local paper, and from 2015
to 2022 | had 52 items printed in the Daily Press. That’s not in any sense a “career,” of
course, but it was the closest | ever came to being a newspaperman. My grandfather, on the
other hand, worked for the Washington Post in the Depression/WWII era, although details are
a bit hazy. My father’s one brief encounter with a career in journalism is recorded on my
1955 birth certificate, which indicates that he was a “retired newspaperman” because my
mother, still drugged from giving birth to me, did not realize that she was being asked about
the job of the baby s father, not hers.

SWITCHING NEWSPAPERS

I moved to California from New York in 1996 to take a job at Fort Irwin, and during my seventeen years there I
subscribed to the Los Angeles Times. We lived in Apple Valley at that time, but because most of my time was spent either
working or commuting to work, my interest in the local community was tepid. That all changed in 2013 when I left the
coziness of my government contracting job and launched a custom framing business. At that point, community
involvement was imperative, so I became active in the Chamber of Commerce, joined the HDEA (a marketing group), and
started subscribing to the Daily Press. 1 became intrigued with the Opinion page, reading the letters every day, and, to take
the political pulse of the region, I started a spreadsheet, noting authors’ names, a brief description, and whether the
political letters expressed a conservative viewpoint or leaned to the left.

LETTERS

After a couple of years monitoring the Daily Press letters, I started B0 BF T s e
writing my own, and no subject was too controversial. My first letter

was on abortion (while I regard abortions as tragedies, I believe that they H IG H D ES E R ;
should remain safe and available per the provisions of Roe v Wade), my "
second letter was about religion (I stated my reasons for being an
atheist), and within two months I was opining about what became my
favorite subject, politics (I am a liberal, a Bernie Sanders-style
progressive, and a severe critic of Donald Trump). I enjoyed getting my

opinions out there, even if feedback was minimal. My eternally tolerant
wife of 44 years, however, never did like me being a letter-to-the-editor guy.

LIBERAL AWARDS

My, Jarwery 79, HEN | €1

In January 2018, Donald Trump announced what he called “The Highly Anticipated 2017 Fake News Awards,” and I said
to myself, “Hey, if Trump can create an award, so can I,” and so the High Desert Liberal Awards were born. Using my
2017 letters spreadsheet, | wrote a summary about the year’s submissions (there were 1,568 that year), noting the fact that
those with a conservative slant outpaced those that leaned to the left 599 to 326. I then announced that those seven writers
who had ten or more liberal letters printed in the paper during the year were High Desert Liberal Award winners. To my
amazement, the article was not only printed, it was promoted by a little page-one box.

For the next five years, three different editors, incredibly tolerant of my eccentricities, printed my annual recaps and
awards announcements. The winners, on the other hand, obviously did not hold the award in high regard. When I created
the High Desert Liberal Awards, I purchased eight HDLA statuettes, but in five years only
one person, Marty Torok, came into my shop to pick up his trophy, although John
Douglass received his incidentally when he came in to discuss a framing project.
Eventually, I gave a couple away as poker tournament awards, and I still have several
lying around.

Despite the lack of interest, it was the Daily Press, not me, that put an end to the High
Desert Liberal Awards. There was a steep decline in the number of letters from 2017

Continued on next page)
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(1,568 printed) to 2021 (578 printed), but after Matt Cabe left the paper in late 2021, letters fell to just a few a month, then
dropped to zero. As far as I know, there have been no letters in the Daily Press since May 1, 2022. On a better note,
Trump’s Highly Anticipated Fake News Awards have also disappeared.

OTHER ARTICLES

In 2018, the Daily Press editor, the late Steve Hunt, wrote an editorial urging “an image change” in how we refer to our
region, advocating that we call it either the Victor Valley or the Mojave River Valley instead of the High Desert. I hit back
with several points that favored “High Desert,” one of which was our area’s wild overuse of the word “valley”: “For
instance, to get from the I-15 to Quail Valley, a development in Apple Valley (which is in the Mojave Valley), you have to
take Bear Valley Road toward Lucerne Valley, traveling past Desert Valley Hospital, Spring Valley Lake, and Victor Valley
College. Enough, already.” The next year, after I saw the headline “‘Mojave River Valley’ official in Hesperia,” I hit back
harder in an even longer article. That was five years ago, and given the continued use of “High Desert” (including in this
branch of the CWC), I’'m claiming victory.

In March 2020 John Beyer wrote an article about climbing Bell Mountain in northwest Apple Valley, and I felt inspired to
write about my experiences on that mountain, since John had one climb to his credit and I had over 200. In addition to
offering a great view at the summit, accessed by over a dozen routes, Bell Mountain was my go-to training destination
when [ was active in state highpointing, a quest to summit the highest geographic point in each of the 50 states, many of
which, especially in the West, require mountaineering skills. I accumulated many stories during my frequent Bell
Mountain climbs, of rattlesnakes and flags and geocaches, among others, and I related some of these adventures in an
article that was printed the month after Beyer’s.

THE BIG TIME

By “Big Time” | mean writing the page-one headline story in the Sunday paper, which happened once, in October 2021. It
was a 2,000-word article about the “Pink Lady,” a huge painting of a naked woman that appeared overnight on a rock face
above a tunnel portal on Malibu Canyon Road, about four miles from the ocean. That was in 1966, and within three days
it was painted over, but [ remembered seeing a picture of it in 1967, so I wrote about it and included a few pictures. I fully
expected that it was going to be placed toward the back of the second or third section where such travelogues are usually
found, but when I opened the paper that Sunday, I exclaimed, “What the hell!”” because there it was staring me right in the
face. The Pink Lady piece even beat the seizure of
18,000 pot plants! Finally, I was surprised again
DAILY?'“P RESS just now when I discovered that a Google image
SUNGAY. GETORER 31 631 | WRAIFAGS4 CON oo search of “California tunnel nude” (with or
without quotes) results in my article popping up

Rediscovering ‘The Pink Lady of Malibu™ first thing.
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The Most Famous Authors of All Time
By Mihael. Faff

Pearl S. Buck

Comfort Pearl Sydenstricker (Pearl S. Buck) was born in Hillsboro, West Virginia, in June of
1892 to Southern Presbyterians missionaries. Five months after Pearl’s birth, her family
traveled to Huai’an China, then to Zhenjiang. Later, the family lived and worked in Kuling,
where her father built a villa. She was raised in a bilingual environment and spoke both

English and Chinese.

In her memoir, Pearl wrote she lived in “several worlds:” a “small, white, clean Presbyterian world of my parents,” and

the “big, loving merry, not-too-clean Chinese world.”

In 1899, the Boxer Uprising broke out and most of the family fled to Shanghai, where, later, Buck attended the Miss
Jewell’s School. She became an avid reader, especially when it came to Charles Dickens. Buck left China in 1911 to

attend Randolph-Macon Woman’s College in Lynchburg, Virginia, where she graduated.

Pearl never intended to return to China or become a missionary but did so when
her mother became ill. Upon her return she married an agricultural economist
missionary, John L. Buck in May 1917. The couple moved to a small town on the
Huai River in Suzhou, Anhui Province. This region was later described in detail
in her book The Good Earth.

In 1920, the couple moved to Nanjing and taught at the University of Nanking.
Pearl also taught at Ginling College and at the National Central University. Also
in 1920, they had their child, Carol, who suffered with phenylketonuria and was
developmentally disabled. Due to complications of their daughter’s birth, Pearl
underwent a hysterectomy. For a short while, the Bucks left China and moved to
the U.S. and Pearl received her master’s degree at Cornell University. During this
time, they adopted their first child, then moved back to China.

That’s when the “Nanking Incident” occurred. Nationalist troops fought with Communist forces and various warlords and
some Westerners were murdered. The Bucks found themselves in danger and a poor Chinese family hid them in their hut
while Pearl and John’s house was ransacked. The Bucks were rescued by American gunboats and escaped to Shanghai and

then to Japan.

In 1927, when the couple returned to Nanjing, Pearl starting writing. The couple had become emotionally and financially
strapped due to Carol’s expensive care. On a trip to New York, Pearl’s novel East Wind: West Wind was published by John
Day Publishers.

Upon returning to Nanking, Pearl finished her manuscript of The Good Earth and became involved with the Victims of the
1931 Flood Charity Relief.

(Continued on next page)
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Pearl S. Buck

(Continued from previous page)

Pearl divorced John Buck in 1935, and married her editor, Richard Walsh. They settled in Pennsylvania and began
adopting children. After the Communist takeover in 1949, she was refused entry into China. In 1962, she wrote Satan

Never Sleeps, describing Communist tyranny and wasn’t allowed into China during the Nixon 1972 visit.

In 1949, Pearl founded the international Welcome Home, an adoption agency promoting mixed-race children, who were

often frowned upon. Richard died in 1960, and she donated about seven million to her adoption agency.

Pearl died of lung cancer in March of 1973. She was interred on Green Hills

Farm, Pennsylvania. She had designed her own tombstone, with her name

inscribed in Chinese.

During my sophomore year in sigh school, as with many books described in ; f“ = A Nevel by
these articles, The Good Earth was mandated reading. Buck’s book had a i O PEARL 5_"ELILi.~

profound effect on me. I found myself whisked away to a strange, sometimes
brutal culture on the other side of the globe. It’s the story of Wan Lung, a poor
farmer. He marries O-Lan, a former slave, who is considered plain looking
because her feet were not bound (Chinese woman at that time had their feet
bound during infancy as small feet were considered a sign of great beauty). At
least six children are born, and O-Lan is forced to kill one daughter to save

the family from starvation. After Wan Lung becomes successful, he buys a _
concubine wife, Lotus who’s a lot younger, breaking O-Lan’s heart (and mine
as well). The Good Earth is an awe-inspiring, epic novel, and one of my all-
time favorites.

Fun Facts About Pearl S. Buck:

Buck was an advocate of women’s rights and racial equality.

Some of the subjects Buck wrote about were Asian cultures, adoption, immigration, missionary work, racism, sex

discrimination, the dilemma of Asian war children, violence, and the atomic bomb.

Among the board of directors of her Welcome Home charity were Richard Rodgers, Oscar Hammerstein II, and

James A. Michener.

Her novel The Good Earth won the Pulitzer Prize in 1932 and was filmed as a movie in 1937. Luise Rainer won the

Academy Award as best actress for portraying O-Lan.

Until next month, keep writing, reading, and give The Good Earth a try. You will not be sorry.



An Evening of Elegance

8y A Miner

—
—

Women in long dresses, some wearing

wrist corsages made of ribbons and roses; ﬁ..____’-"———f"‘f

men in black tuxedos, sporting similar
boutonnieres; tables with fluffy floral

centerpieces; various shades of pink

balloons in abundance around the
ballroom; glitter and glamor were the style of the evening.

It was the annual night of the Today’s Woman Foundation to honor
Women of Excellence. And what a night it was.

After a scrumptious meal, after the silent auction and the cork pull
for wines, the ceremony began. The nine honorees were announced one
at a time. A long resume of her accomplishments was read before she
was formally introduced. Then she was escorted down the red carpet by
one of those men in tuxedos as the music soared. In my case, “Annie’s
song” played, while I got chills.

After she gave a 60-second “speech,” she was presented with a
lovely etched-glass trophy and a large bag of proclamations from the
State Senate, the Assembly, Boards of Supervisors and City of Hesperia
and Town of Apple Valley.

We honorees had been informed of the evening three months ahead
of time, but it was far grander than any of us could have imagined. We
were being thanked for our years of accomplishments, for service to the
community, for going above and beyond. But most of us felt unworthy.
We have just done what we felt was needed, what we felt led to do, and
we enjoyed doing it. And, as for me, | have never been so humbled in
my life.

Now, a week later, I wonder if it was all a dream




A Rescue

The cold but weak lemonade was an amazing gift, and he guzzled it eagerly. It spilled back
out over his cracked, dry lips, and formed droplets of mud on his filthy shirt. It was cold and
wet and wonderful, and he threw his head back and laughed! He had been wandering for
days, out of money, out of medicine, out of hope.

He had walked away from The Home — right out the front door — and no one had
tried to stop him. Now here he was, days later, in this hilly, desert town. Wearing khakis and
a Hawaiian shirt, he was oblivious to the filth—mostly from sleeping in the desert sand
- which was still clinging to his skin and clothes. Rubber flip-flops, which afforded little
protectlon from the hot and dusty blacktop, left his feet the color of the asphalt. Missing teeth and a balding head, bare to
the burning Southern California sun, belied his young age.

Medicine was his main worry. He needed it to keep his mind straight. Yeah. And they’d refused to help him at
that hospital on the hill. Told him to try Mary’s Hospital. Where was that? Over another hill? But which one? How far? It
was hot, so hot. His parched throat seemed to crackle when he tried to swallow. He was weak and weary and bone tired.

He had to find Mary’s Hospital. Halfway over a hill, he stopped and, turning round and round in circles, looked
straight up at the noonday sun. That must have been where she saw him. He turned again and stumbled back down the
hill. Needing meds. Needing water. Needing rest.

A streak of red flashed in his vision. A woman got out of a car and approached him. She was holding a glass jar
that tinkled with the ice and pale lemonade. He took the cold, wet towel she offered and washed his sunburned face.
Drinking the lemonade, he laughed with joy! Cold, wet joy.

“Where’re you headed?” the woman asked.

“Mary’s Hospital,” he replied. “You know where it is?”

“Sure,” she pointed. “It’s over that hill there, about three miles.”
He looked at her suspiciously. “Who are you? You the cops?”
“No just a friend.”

The next thing he knew, he was riding in a shiny red car! Air conditioning blasted from the dash and cooled his
sunburned face. As the woman pulled away from the curb and shifted into second, she moved her wallet from the middle
console to the far side of her.

“Got any money?” he asked. It seemed the thing to say. She shook her head and shifted into fifth gear as they
cleared the hill.

They were there. She walked him to the emergency room where doctors were busy with other patients, leaned
around the corner and poked her head in.

“This fellow needs some medication,” she called in to them. “I picked him up downtown.”

“What kind of medication?” a doctor asked. .
(Continued on next page)
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A Rescue

(Continued from previous page)

“Navane,” she answered.
“Navane and what else?” the doctor asked. “You don’t just take it by itself.”

The man shrugged as the woman turned to him for an answer. He didn’t know what else. He didn’t know much
anymore. Only that he needed meds. These doctors refused to treat him or even let him in, just like that other hospital. He
could feel himself getting weaker — sinking deeper into unreality.

“Come on.” It was the woman’s voice. She was gesturing towards the waiting room. “We’ll sit over here and
decide what to do with you.”

She began asking him things about himself. What was his name? Where did he live? Did he have a family?
When did he last eat?

People were staring. Someone brought him a sandwich from the cafeteria.
“I have a birthday in two weeks!” he said proudly.

Now she was on the phone, speaking to someone in muted tones, probably about him. People did that
sometimes. Was she talking to the nurse from The Home? The woman was explaining that the hospital would not let him
stay there, and that she was a private citizen who just wanted to help and that she could not take him home with her.

“Just a minute,” he heard her say. Then to him. “Do you want to talk to your wife?”” He jumped up eagerly and
reached for the phone. At the sound of his wife’s voice, the man crumpled into tears.

His wife, who also lived in The Home, promised him that everything would be all right.

“But we can’t come for you today,” she explained. “The lady will call the sheriff so he can take you down to
the jail. You can sleep there,” she assured him. ““You haven’t done anything wrong, and you will not be arrested. Do you
understand?” He nodded, then said he did.

“The sheriff will put you on the bus tomorrow morning and we will pick you up when you get here,” she
continued. “Don’t be afraid. I love you.”

He dropped back down into the cool, overstuffed leather chair with relief and sank into silence. It was over. He
would get his meds soon. He needn’t worry anymore.

His condition continued to weaken as they waited nearly an hour for the deputy.

“What’s your name, son?” the deputy asked as he invited him into the back seat of the patrol car. The man
simply stared in confusion, for he no longer knew.

Two weeks later, he hung up the phone in the patients’ lounge of The Home, wondering who the woman was
who had called to wish him a happy birthday. He never heard from her again.



November ACT Il Scholastic Training

By ke e

Special thank you to all who signed up with Jenny (jennymargotta@mail.com) to help with

the Scholastic program. We will have a special training with Jenny on Tuesday, November
19" at 6:00. Jenny will take us through the process of logging in and scoring the stories,

poems, and essays. You will find the process is pretty exciting. You will get to read the work

of junior high and high school students from far and wide (last year I had some from

Canada). Student winners can receive scholarships and are published in the Scholastic anthology (see artandwriting.org).

If you want to help out with the Scholastic projects this year, please contact Jenny Margotta now.

Thank you!

Mike Apodaca
« c %5  artandwriting.org/awards/how-to-enter/ ¥ o & ‘ New Chrome available &
™ { - [B 6o O (539) YouTube  EH Seff Publishing | Am.. & Amazoncom:Cnfin.. P Wesbly %3 Hesperis Historical.,  [Jl] Coronavirus 2009 . » [ Al Be

Scholastic
Art & Writing
Awards

R4



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

ENDING IN JULY 2024.

PRESIDENT
Mike Apodaca
Mrdaca.ma@gmail.com

VICE PRESIDENT
Joan Rudder-Ward
imaker@msn.com

SECRETARY
Suzanne-Meyer-Dalzell
smeyer2511 @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

Quote of the Month

By Michael Raff

"My stories run up and bite me in the leg —I respond by writing them down—

everything that goes on during the bite. When I finish, the idea lets go and runs

off."

- Ray Bradbury, science-fiction writer.

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

HADCWC'S YouTube Channel

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!

Submitting to 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. 4

* Send submissions to Richard Zone:

7 \

retiredzone@gmail.com.

Call Richard if you would

like to discuss an article or idea.
909-222-8812
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