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® INK SPOTS  
The Newsletter of the Fremont Area Writers, A part of the California 

Writer’s Club 

Myrla Raymundo, MBA, Writer/Editor 
E-mail raymundomyrla@gmail.com 

Visit us at http://cwc-fremontareawriters.org 

Webmaster – Linda Lee 

VOL 66, August 2017 
MISSION STATEMENT:  Fremont Area Writers educates writers and the public by providing: a. Forums 

for educating members in the craft of writing and marketing their works and, b. Public meetings, 

workshops, and seminars open to all writers and the general public to facilitate educating writers of all 

levels of expertise. 

 

ELECTION OF FAW OFFICERS 

 

At the Saturday meeting, the following were elected, by acclamation, to serve as 

branch officers for the new CWC Year 2017-18.  CONGRATULATIONS. 

 

 
Robert Garfinkle-President             Knuti VanHoven –Vice-President 
 

          
        Joyce Cortez-Secretary                  Cherilyn Jose-Treasurer 

http://cwc-fremontareawriters.org/
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Mark Coker of Smashwords was the Guest Speaker at the FAW’s June 24, 

2017 Regular Membership Meeting.  His topic was  – The Whys, Hows 

and Trends of Indie Publishing in 2017. 
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 Jack London Awards Ceremony held at: Holiday Inn & Suites Airport Hotel, 

Oakland  

Presented by: The President and Central Board of Directors of the California Writers 

Club on July 23, 2017.  Shirley Ferrante is the Fremont Area Writers Club awardee for 

the year 2017. 
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FAW’S SUMMER PICNIC 

 
The members enjoyed the FAW’s Summer Picnic held on July 8, 2017 at the Union City 

Historical Museum Picnic Area in Union City.   
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FROM   KNUTI  VANHOVEN 

Hi Guys:  Are you good with a video or still camera?  Can you do sound recordings or 

lighting?  Or would you like to learn these skills? 

Fremont Area Writers would like to post program highlights onto Youtube, as well as 

making copies available to speakers and readers for their own promotional use. 

But we need you!  Volunteer videographers/ recordists to attend the events and then send 

copies of their work to us for the website and other promotional outlets. 

Training can be arranged!  Just contact Knuti at knuti.sings@gmail.com 

********************************************************************  

FROM  CHRIS  DEWS  AND  KNUTI  VANHOVEN 
The Actors & Authors Round Table is a new project, co-sponsored by Fremont Area 

Writers, the Centerville Round Table Pizza and the Fremont Cultural Arts Council.   

 

The concept arose at last May's Book signing event.  Our hostess, Morgan, (the owner of 

the Centerville Round Table Pizza store) mentioned that she had performed at Broadway 

West (the professional grade pocket Theatre at 5 Corners in Irvington.)  She volunteered 

that she had other skilled actors who might enjoy practicing cold readings. 

She also told us about a San Francisco theatre group called Word for Word  that reads 

books as theatrical performance material.   

 

The authors who were present were intrigued by the idea of hearing their works  read by 

skilled readers who came to the task with only the information they'd gleaned from the 

work itself. 

 

Last month we tried the idea out.  Morgan and another skilled friend took the lead roles 

and Chris Dews, Knuti VanHoven and Paul K Davis filled in the smaller parts.  Margaret 

Thornberry, President of the Fremont cultural Arts Council, attended as a test audience.   

 

All of the participants were enthusiastic about the results.  

 

It's like radio theatre, but less predictable, since the goal is to let the author know how an 

outsider will see his work.  Sometimes the actor may read things into the work that the 

author didn't expect! 

So far, nine authors have offered their work for an Actors/authors Round Table event.  

We're hoping to have future ones recorded (See the Volunteer Request Article)   

Watch this spot next month for dates and times of our next events!  

 

************************************************ 

 

https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/h/m3pppz21rnfm/?&cs=wh&v=b&to=knuti.sings@gmail.com
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PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE 

 

 
Robert Garfinkle  

 

 

Well its that time of the month again, but August is the start of our new FAW 

yearly meetings. We have a great time at our first branch picnic out back of the Union 

City Historical Museum last month. Thanks to Myrla and some of her museum directors 

for putting the event together.  

Dues reminder: Your yearly CWC dues are now due. Feel free to bring your 

$45.00 check, made payable to “Fremont Area Writers” to the meeting or mail it to: 

Andrew Halligan, Membership Chairman 

2605 La Hacienda Court, #214 

San Jose, CA 95127 

 

Knuti has a great line up of speakers for the next few months and you won’t want 

to miss them, so please renew your dues. 

 

Kathy and I, along with our younger daughter, husband and two kids are off to 

Madras, Oregon to observe the Total Solar Eclipse. We will not be back until the end of 

the month, so I will see you in September. 

 

 

************************************************ 
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OFFICERS 

 
 

Robert (Bob) Garfinkle – 

President 

Past President, California Writers Club. 

Historian 

 

 

 
Knuti VanHoven 

Vice President  

 

 
Secretary – Joyce Cortez 

  
Treasurer – Cherilyn Jose 

 

 

 

 

 
Tony Pino, Open Mic.             

 

 

Andrew Halligan 

Membership  

 

FREMONT AREA WRITERS  

 



 10 

 
Art Carey –Signage   

          
Carol Hall  

Facebook Page, Meetup,  

 
  Evelyn LaTorre 

Central Board Representative 

  
                            Bruce Haase  
 Authors Table  Sound Equipment, Book 

Exchange 

  
Jan Small, Book Signing 

 
Liz Breshears 

Community Outreach  

 

 
 

Chris Dews  
NorCal Representative   

 

****************************************** 
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FREMONT AREA WRITERS 

CHAIRPERSONS 

Meet Up, Facebook Page - Carol Hall 

Open Mic - Tony Pino, Bruce Haase 

Historian - Bob Garfinkle 

 Membership - Andrew Halligan 

Newsletter - Myrla Raymundo 

Publicity, Website & Newsletter Liaison 

       Knuti VanHoven    

Book Signings - Jan Small 

 Central Board Rep - Evelyn LaTorre 

  Community Outreach - Liz Breshears         

Authors Table, Book Exchange,Sound   

System - Bruce Haase 

Signage  - Art Carey    

CWC Advertising and Promotions Chair 

– Cherilyn Jose 

Nor Cal Rep – Chris Dews 

Hospitality, Welcome New Members – 

Vacant 

 

JACK LONDON AWARDEES 

FREMONT AREA WRITERS 

 

     2009   Robert Garfinkle 

     2011   Myrla Raymundo 

     2013   Carol Hall 

     2015   Art Carey 

     2017  Shirley Ferrante 

 

*************************** 

  

CALENDAR 
BOARD MEETING – Fourth Saturday of the 

month 1:00 pm - 2:00 pm – 37408 Round Table 

Pizza, Fremont. 

 

OPEN MIC – Fourth Monday of the month  

7:00 pm – 9:00 pm at Suju’s Coffee Meeting 

Room, 3602 Thornton Ave, Fremont 

 

FREMONT AREA WRITERS REGULAR 

MEMBERSHIP MEETING – Fourth Saturday 

of the month, 2:00 pm -4:00 pm, – 37408 Round 

Table Pizza, Fremont. 

 

     
Myrla Raymundo, MBA-Writer/Editor 

 

Ink Spots Newsletter 

 

  This Editor welcomes you to our 

August 2017 issue of the Ink Spots. It 

contains the latest FAW news and 

tidbits, poems, prose, essays and articles 

written by our members. It also contains 

news from other clubs in the California 

Writers Club. 

Ink Spots is issued monthly and 

is distributed to FAW members at the 

club general meeting every month.  It is 

also emailed to those with email 

addresses.  It is also emailed to the 

different clubs of the California Writers 

Club. 

Ink Spots welcomes you to write 

articles and submit them to this Editor at 

myrlaraymundoback@gmail.com or 

raymundomyrla@gmail.com.  

 

****************** 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

mailto:myrlaraymundoback@gmail.com
mailto:raymundomyrla@gmail.com
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“THE INKSPOTS” 

 

Do you know that the InkSpots 

Newsletters have been going on for 

many years? 

 

This Writer/Editor had been 

collecting stories about our club, the 

Fremont Area Writers Club and stories 

about the other Writers Clubs. 

 

More than 100 issues had been 

issued to the members and to the 

different clubs of the California Writers 

Club... 

 

Interesting stories were 

published.  These include the monthly 

FAW meetings and the monthly 

speakers from other areas, 

accomplishments and awards of FAW 

members, write-ups of our members, the 

Open Mic meetings, elections of officers 

and many more. 

 

If you had accumulated all these 

issues, you have the whole history of the 

Fremont Area Writers Club up to the 

present time. 

 

The InkSpots Newsletters are 

dedicated to the members to continue the 

history being developed as the years go 

by. It can be considered as one big 

History Book of the Fremont Area 

Writers Club. 

 

If you want to browse over the 

many pages of the InkSpots, let this 

Writer/Editor  know and it will be 

available anytime…..Myrla Raymundo, 

MBA, Writer/Editor  

 

**************** 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

The Indie Author Anthem by 

Mark Coker 

Sung by Knuti VanHoven 

 
Oh, say!  Can you see 

(by the authors' writing lights) 

what so proudly we hailed  

at the twilight's last gleaming- 

whose broad story-lines and bright 

prose- 

self published without fright, 

o'er the ramparts we cheered 

were still gallantly stirring! 

And the e-readers' white glare! 

The words bursting in air! 

Gave proof through the night 

that our book was still there! 

Oh, say!  Does that Star Spangled Indie 

Book yet wave 

o'er the land of Free Publishing 

 

********************** 
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FAWS WRITERS CORNER 

 

The Journey of One Drop of Water 

 

By Cherilyn Jose 

This appeared as a blog post on “Ocean of Hope: Marine Animals Voice Their Wishes on 

Marine Conservation Issues” http://www.protecttheoceans.org/wordpress 

 

Hi, I am one drop of water. I am made of many molecules that contain two hydrogen 

atoms connected to an oxygen atom. At room temperature I am a liquid, above boiling 

temperature I am steam or vapor, and at or below freezing I am ice. Do you know of any other 

substance as cool as me? Those facts alone should make you respect me, but alas, that is not 

enough. 

I have been around longer than the dinosaurs. I appeared billions of years ago when water 

first condensed on Earth. Through the water cycle, I have journeyed all around the Earth.  I once 

met a water molecule that claimed he came to Earth on a comet. He says he saw the whole 

universe, but nothing compared to being hydrogen bonded with trillions of other water molecules 

in a pool of water. 

http://www.protecttheoceans.org/wordpress
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I prefer mountain lakes myself. There I get to slow down and enjoy life as well as the 

beautiful scenery. It is not as hectic as flowing down a river, nor as monotonous as being in the 

ocean.  That is unless you’re near a coral reef or kelp forest, as those are happening places. 

Let’s start one of my journeys through the water cycle. I’m in a drinking glass sitting on 

your kitchen counter. How do I get there? After a human fills the glass with water from the 

faucet, he then drinks the water.  After being in the human’s fascinating body for a few hours, I 

am deposited into a toilet.  The flush took me on an underground trip through many pipes until I 

reached the sewage treatment plant.  

That journey is quite boring because it is not as scenic as above ground. I always feel like 

I am living in a nightmare when I am being sloshed around a smelly sewage treatment plant. Yet 

it is well worth being discharged clean into a river, lake or ocean. 

From open water, I evaporate and rise straight up into the clear blue sky. Along with 

trillions of other water molecules I helped form a cloud. I crystallize, and snow down onto a 

mountain. I sit in a snow pack and patiently wait until springtime when I melt into a river. Whee, 

down the river I flow until I reached a reservoir.  

An aqueduct diverts me to a drinking water treatment plant where I am filtered and have 

chemicals like chlorine and fluoride added to me. I flow down some pipes until I reach your 

house, and voila, here I am sitting in a glass of water again. 

That’s the ideal story, but actually my journey is fraught with many perils. My buddies 

and I actually contain dozens of chemical pollutants even though I get filtered and chemically 

cleaned at the water treatment plant. What are these chemicals and how did they dissolve or stick 

to me? Well, it is your fault. The fault of humans, I mean. I can contain medicines, industrial 

waste, human waste, acid, and agricultural pollutants just to name a few. Did you know that 

human babies are born with up to 300 dangerous chemicals already in their bodies from the 

water their Mom drank while pregnant? Thanks a lot, Mom. 

That is just my journey through the developed world. When I am in a developing country, 

people urinate, defecate, bathe, wash clothes and drink water from the same river I journey 

down. Yuck. Not only is the water muddy, but the water carries diseases caused by bacteria, 

viruses, protozoa and parasites. As a human, I would hate to be living downstream from all of 

that. But in a sense, all people live downstream from some water source. No drop of water on 

Earth is without the fingerprint of man.  The precious water humans drink is the exact same 

water the dinosaurs drank, only much more polluted now.  

Ah, pollution.  An icky subject, but one I face on a daily basis.  Take carbon dioxide for 

instance.  It readily dissolves in me and makes me acidic, like soda.  Carbon dioxide itself is not 

that harmful, as humans breathe it out all the time.  In large quantities carbon dioxide becomes 

toxic and helps cause global warming.  Carbon dioxide also ends up dissolving in the ocean or in 

water droplets in clouds.  I hate being acidic in the ocean because I cause the beautiful coral reefs 

to bleach out and die.  When the fragile coral dies, all the marine life around the corals also 

suffer, and I feel awful for causing that mess.  Coral reefs are important, as twenty-five percent 

of marine life living in the oceans is found only there. 

I hope you have enjoyed learning about my journeys through the water cycle and around 

the Earth.  Please use water wisely as my buddies and I would much appreciate it! 

 

*************************************************************************** 
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NIGHT SCHOOL 

  

© by Penelope Anne Cole  

 

 
 
“Tell me what you see?” Tom pointed to one of the old windows, eye level for him.  

 

Street lights don’t illuminate much here in the now deserted warehouse district—and no help 

from the misting rain. But night time is the best time for sleuthing, right? 

 

All of five foot one, I peeked in on tiptoe, helped by an old brick I kicked to the wall. I shined 

my Mag light around. “There’s nobody here.”  

 

Tom shook his straggly gray head, gave a disgusted snort, and then wiped rain off his glasses. 

 

“Tell me everything, every little thing you see.” He put his glasses back on and glared at me. 

 

I shrank some—his disdain bruised my spirit. See more or face more criticism. I strained up and 

peered inside again. My uneven breathing stirred particles into my nose. Not allowing a sneeze, I 

wiped it on my damp sleeve. My burning gaze followed the beam around the room.  

 

“It’s a huge warehouse, empty except for two chairs facing each other with a crate beside them. I 

see footsteps around both chairs and drag marks where the crate was moved.”  

 

“That’s a bit better. Detectives have to see more, see everything. We look for evidence, clues. 

Was someone here? Alone? What did they do here? Then we put all the observations together.” 

 

Tom shrugged his shoulders. He reached inside his jacket but scowled when he didn’t find his 

trademark cigarettes. Instead, he pulled out a worn pipe and chewed on the stem.  

 

“These kids,” he muttered, “Looking for the easy way, the fast track.” He brushed rain off his 

tweed jacket—a gesture of dismissal.  

 

Heat rose from my neck up to my newly plucked eyebrows. No shrinking now as I whirled to 

face him. 
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“I chose this class to learn from the best—you. But you lump us all together as kids – demeaning 

us to puff yourself up,” I’d hurled the words at him, then instantly regretted my bravado. Uh oh, 

I’ve done it now—what must he think of me? 

  

Tom’s mouth gaped at my onslaught. But before he could respond, I finished my truth telling. 

 

“And I’m no kid. I’m nearly thirty with a nine year old. I need to work. It’s not easy that I want, 

but to get good.” I pushed my wet bangs back from my face. 

 

“Then show me you’ve got what it takes. At least you’ve got some spunk. Not like the other 

kids—note-taking and nodding like fools. If you really want this, you’ll have to work harder than 

you’ve ever worked before. They don’t hire timid, sloppy P I’s. Clients must have confidence in 

you, so you need to believe in yourself.” 

 

Tom stepped around the building searching for something. He stopped in front of a banged up 

dumpster. 

 

“What about this here? Could it tell you something?” Tom patted the side of the wet dumpster 

like it was a special delivery package. “You want more information, here it is.” 

 

I wasn’t going to disappoint him again, but the idea of looking inside a dumpster grossed me out. 

Does he want me to climb in? I nearly gagged at the thought, but gritted my teeth. If this is 

another test, I won’t fail. 

 

I spotted a discarded shipping platform and drug it over to the dumpster. Then climbed on top 

and heaved open the wet steel lid. My flashlight ready—here goes nothing. I mentally divided 

the interior into grids and systematically moved the beam from grid to grid. So far just garbage. 

Then I gasped when I saw something that froze my blood. 

 

“There’s clothing in here, but it’s not limp, like discards or rags. It’s covering something. I need 

a closer look.” I pulled on my latex evidence gloves and wished I had elbow length garden 

gloves. The dumpster was full of garbage, not just trash, things wet from the rain and other 

fluids. I gingerly lifted a corner of the clothing. It was covering a shoulder! I expelled a ragged 

breath.  

 

Tom couldn’t see what I saw, but he read the stiffness of my back and knew from my gasp that 

I’d found more than we expected.  

 

Tom’s voice roared above the whoshing sounds of the rain pouring down the gutter. “What is it, 

kid? Tell me what you see.” 

 

I ignored the kid label and faced him, my face quite white now. “It’s a shoulder. Someone’s in 

the dumpster.”  
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I was glad to get down when he grabbed my arm and pulled me off the platform to take my 

place. With his height, Tom could reach further than I could. He tugged on the jacket, moving 

the shoulder a little. I heard a weak moan.  

 

“Call 911,” Tom said, his urgency compelled me. I fumbled for my mobile phone in my now wet 

back pocket. Then I pushed numbers as fast as my shaking hands allowed.  

 

I knew from class that we shouldn’t move anything and possibly destroy evidence. But I was 

also sure the guy wasn’t comfortable in his metal coffin, hearing the drumming rainfall. Tom 

gently cleared some of the garbage away to give the person breathing room, all the while 

speaking in an unexpected soothing tone. 

 

“Don’t worry, son, help is on the way. Can you speak? Can you move your arms? Legs? Don’t 

move if anything’s broken.”  

 

Another moan, louder this time. Then sirens in the distance. Help coming? They got reassuringly 

louder. The moaning became weak crying.  

 

The kid must’ve thought he was a goner. And he would have been if Tom hadn’t arranged this 

field trip. I wonder, did Tom have a sixth sense that made him pick that dumpster? And why did 

this happen on my turn? Just my luck. I have more questions for when we get back to class—

once the kid’s safely in the ambulance.  

 

I breathed deeply of the rain washed air and waved the medics in closer with the police car 

following behind. 

 

We’ll have to give our statements to the police. It’s gonna be an even longer night now. Glad my 

Sophie is at Gram’s—some normalcy on this bizarre night school outing. Glad the kid’s alive. 

Heck, I guess I’m glad it was my turn after all. 

 

"Al & Bill’s DNA" 

 

a plausible fiction by Bruce Haase 

Twin brothers are not totally the same, sometimes they can even be different looking. Not only that, 

but their personalities can be very different too. Take Al & Bill for example… 
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At the big family Thanksgiving gathering last year, Al was once again pontificating about how proud 

he was to be 100% of Austrian / German decent. He believed that his genetic background made him 

naturally a bit better than most. His twin brother Bill, and the rest of the family poo-pooed that entire 

idea. Alice, a relative by marriage asked, “How do you know what you are? Have you had a DNA 

test done?” 

That remark led to Al & Bill getting their DNA tested at different labs. At the family gathering, on 

St. Patrick ’s Day weekend, the results were opened and announced to all. 

Surprisingly the two labs gave almost identical results. It turned out the twins were only about 46% 

Austrian/German, they were around 48% French, Polish, English, Italian, Balkan, Palestinian, 

Mediterranean North African and Spanish. The rest was Scandinavian and Mongolian, and other, 

with even 0.4% Neanderthal mixed in. 

Bill was thrilled to be such a mixture and was telling everyone present little stories he quickly made 

up, about how centuries before these various genes became mixed into the stew that had became the 

Bill of today. He couldn’t wait to tell everyone he knew that he was only 0.4% Neanderthal, and 

1.8% of his blood came from a powerful Viking Warrior King who had spread his seed for a 

thousand miles into hundreds of villages on the banks of central and eastern European rivers. Bill 

regaled the diners with an impromptu Viking War Dance. He looked like a fool, hooting and 

hollering, hopping around with gravy and mustard all over his laughing face. Shouting about 

Swedish Meatballs, Volvos, Saabs, and ski jumping, which was all the Scandinavian that he knew.  

Al, on the other hand, was quiet and withdrawn. When he finally spoke, he complained that this 

whole DNA testing thing was a scam, and scientists were a bunch of BS-ing con men that will make 

up anything to make a buck. He was furious to have been accused of having any blood in him that 

came from Mongolia or Palestine or Northern Africa… He opened his shirt and ordered everyone to 

look at his white and pure skin. Al defied anyone to see a speck of non-Austrian/German coloring 

there. He yelled at Bill, “What is wrong with you? You’re proud to be the offspring of Viking 

Rapists and murdering Mongol Hoards? You must have lost your mind!” 

Al’s wife Debbie, told the gathering, “Oh just ignore Al, his Neanderthal side is taking control 

today.”  

The table cracked up with that, even Al had to laugh. 

It’s remarkable how different twins can be, even though, Al & Bill are twins, they’re not identical 

twins. 

****************************************************************************** 
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The Shadows 

 
ByTeresa Connelly

 

I stand in the shadows 

Allowing the darkness 

To obscure my form. 

Feeling invisible 

In a world that demands 

Constant visibility. 

I am a deviant in this regard. 

 

Hiding has become second-nature. 

Years of skulking about 

Formulate my expertise, 

Making me a solid spokesperson 

For all those, like me, 

Who feel most comfortable 

Enveloped by the dark. 

 

I’ve learned to sit up front, 

But it takes guts to do so. 

I keep my eyes downcoast, 

Waiting for censure, 

For the ego-destroying caustic comment 

That snaps me in two. 

But I sit there anyway, knowing, 

Instinctively, that this is where best 

To be recognized, to be acknowledged, 

To be held as a positive example. 

 

Later I’ll slink into the background 

And blend in with the overhanging 

Leaves of trees and 

The sides of buildings. 

I return to being invisible as 

I stand in the dark. 

 

********************** 

 

 

 

 

 

************************************************************** 
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Myrla Raymundo, MBA 

3107 San Ramon Ct. 

Union City, CA 94587 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


